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Another full moon, another Open Clinic.  The old barn was clean, supplies and equipment ready, 

or at least as ready as I can be for these things, and I’d gotten some extra rest the last few days.  Open 
Clinics could be long... 

 
“Okay, Joe, open it up,” I called out. 
 
I’m a veterinarian, out in the wilds of Arizona, well off the beaten path, but still popular.  I’m 

good at what I do.  A specialist, you could say, one of half a dozen or so around the world. 
 
“Joe!” I hollered again.  I didn’t want to have to climb up into the rafters where he spent most of 

the daylight hours. 
 
“I heard ya!” he called. 
 
“Thanks, Joe -- don’t want to keep patients waiting,” I told him. 
 
I looked over and saw him start the dance he does to open the Portal.  Looks like he’s got a bit of 

a cobweb in his antlers.  He had a full rack, since it was the full moon.  Normally he has stubs during the 
day, with more coming out after the sun goes down. 

 
Joe is my invaluable assistant for Open Clinic and our special clients.  He’s my translator, takes 

care of the Portal, helps with client management, and also handles unofficial security for the ranch.  
We’ve worked together for over a decade. 

 
Oh, Joe is a ... well, were-jackalope is as good as any description. 
 
As you know, there are roughly two different flavors of were-beasts.  The ones you’ve probably 

read about have human and were-phases, usually entering their were-phase on the full moon.  The others 
are those that used to be human, and through some happenstance, got changed.  Some can still go back 
to human form, some can’t, and many don’t bother. 
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In Joe’s case, he was a powerful local brujo, or witchdoctor, a long time ago.  Unfortunately,  
Joe pissed off the wrong entities, and they turned him into a were-jackalope.  But these things have a 
way of balancing out -- Joe became more powerful, and essentially immortal.  Well, unless someone 
picks him off with a silver bullet. 

 
Again. 
 
But that’s another story.  Joe and I met when a local managed to nick him with a handmade 

bullet that had enough silver in it to do some damage.  Joe had been up on top of a ridge, singing away 
after an evening of shagging the locals (Joe is a sex fiend; we have a thriving local jackrabbit population 
thanks to Joe).  A local got lucky, and Joe got unlucky.  Another friend found him and brought him to 
the Clinic.  We’ve been friends ever since.  Mostly friends. 

 
Now you may think this is a load of crap, jackalopes and such.  As Joe says when he hears such, 

“They don’t believe in me?  Well, I don’t believe in them either.”  Jackalopes are actually pretty 
common, through the Americas and in Europe through to Asia.  Joe’s German cousins are known as 
wolpertinger.  Oh, you may hear a tall tale of one being spotted in South America being chased by a bear 
-- that story got it wrong.  It was the bear that was being chased. 

 
“Ya got one coming in!” Joe hollered. 
 
I looked to the Portal as a large lizard appeared.  Large -- almost two meters in length!  The 

lizard saw me, flicking his tongue.  He saw Joe, and moved a bit, coming up on his legs...  I smiled -- 
someone’s going to learn a lesson.  Joe’s eyes glowed as Joe made contact with our visitor (convincing 
him that Joe was not on the menu).  The lizard let down with a hissing sigh.  Not only is Joe a great 
translator, he’s great at crowd control.  Yeah, I saw gashes along one flank; they didn’t look good. 

 
“Were-komodo,” called Joe.  “Disagreement with his mother-in-law over a goat.  Left side 

hurts.”  Joe laughed, almost a yodel; must have been a good one.  “We could be cousins,” Joe told me.  
“A family of witchdoctors on an Indonesian island.  They don’t know who they pissed off, or how, but 
they sure know somebody was upset with them!” 

 
“Okay, take him to Carnivore 1 while I check records.  Were- but not dark path?” I asked. 
 
Joe led our first client off to the scale and then to one of the rooms for large carnivores (we try to 

separate carnivores from herbivores; better for repeat business).  “Yah, sounds like an okay guy,” Joe 
told me. 

 
Quick check on my computer as I started the workup.  Hadn’t seen any were-komodos.  Had a 

few were-crocs from Egypt, as had my colleagues.  One dark path, the rest good blokes. 
 
“One forty kilos,” Joe called in my head.  “Nasty stuff on the left flank.” 
 
Okay, heavy gloves, test kit, silver plated needles, spider silk.  What do I do if he has an 

infection?  Don’t want to use “normal” antibiotics; those would hurt his internal crop. 
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Ah well, another challenge.  I made sure I was protected -- triple gloves, the inner ones dusted, 
flak jacket with splash guard, full face shield and redundant eye protection underneath.  Their saliva is 
full of venom and septicemia-inducing bacteria.  And his mother-in-law is worse? 

 
Joe helped with the client interview, as usual.  Healthy, no problems other than a bitchy mother-

in-law.  It was his damn goat, and just getting ripe after sitting dead in the sun for a few days.  He was 
minding his own business and having a snack when she comes along and fangs him in the side and 
whacks him a few times for good measure.  I remembered my EMT days.  The ones that rolled in shot or 
beaten were always “standin around minding my own bidness when some dude...” 

 
I palpated -- didn’t feel like any ribs were broken.  He’d need sutures, though, and the wound 

needed cleaning out.  Other than that, a good looking beast.  “I think he could convince the Wilsons to 
get rid of the damn geese, what do you think?” I asked Joe. 

 
Joe chortled.  “That would be fun to watch.  Could take care of their yap-dawg, too.” 
 
“Now Joe, that’s being cruel -- the fluff would tickle his throat.” 
 
Joe chortled more.  We agree on a lot of things. 
 
“Let’s do some rinsing first,” I told Joe.  Joe conversed with our client.  “Go ahead,” Joe told me. 
 
I started out gently; don’t want to surprise anyone here.  Rinsed the gashes with sterile saline, 

and picked out debris.  Our client remained nice and still. 
 
“Okay Joe, I’m going to use the tester.  Tell him to watch out and let us know.” 
 
I picked up the test spray.  I’ve got a wonder drug.  It’s an analgesic, anti-inflammatory, anti-

biotic and anti-viral, anti-anything pretty much.  Promotes healing.  In larger doses it’s an anesthetic.  
Great stuff.  I have a light dusting of it in my gloves as a prophylactic. 

 
Fairy dust. 
 
Of course there are a few problems.  Supply can be tight, but I’ve got good sources.  The real 

problems are with the patients.  Those from the left-hand path, the dark side if you will, such as 
vampires and some were-wolves, can’t tolerate it.  Burns like, well, hell. 

 
So I use a tester, very dilute, with each client, just to make sure.  You never know.  Treated a 

were-rat a few years ago, couldn’t tolerate it at all. 
 
Sprayed a little on an uninjured spot.  “How’s that?” I asked Joe. 
 
Joe checked with the client.  “Didn’t feel it.” 
 
I spritzed one of the minor gashes; he moved and let out a hiss reminiscent of someone slashing a 

truck tire. 
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“Any problem?” I asked Joe. 
 
“He says that feels good; doesn’t hurt any more.” 
 
That was good news.  “Okay.  I’m going to have to stitch him up.  Let him know I’m going to try 

the needles.” 
 
“I already did -- he says nothing can be worse than his mother-in-law.”  Joe yorped in laughter. 
 
I tried a standard suture needle; nothing, not surprising.  I picked up one of the specials, and it 

worked fine. 
 
That’s another aspect of working with were-clients.  Normal instruments, hypodermics, scalpels, 

suture needles and such, don’t penetrate.  But silver plated ones do.  I sprayed more fairy dust solution 
into the lesser of the wounds and closed it with heavy spider silk.  Like stitching up a wallet or a pair of 
boots, except this one could still bite. 

 
Of course using silver with left-hand path clients causes other problems...  But there’s a 

workaround for that; you use silver instruments that have been washed in the urine of a whore.  That’s 
been known for many centuries.  The modern problem is how to maintain sterility.  When you think 
about it, it isn’t surprising that the undead in particular have problems with sepsis.  And you can’t just 
boil the urine to sterilize it; that destroys its useful properties.  But that was solved by a Russian in the 
1950’s, using irradiation.  We currently have a European colleague who picks up stock in Amsterdam, 
processes it in an old Russian device for sterilizing seeds (Cesium 137), and distributes the product. 

 
But that wasn’t a problem here.  I was merrily spraying and suturing.  “Could he try being nice to 

her?” I asked Joe. 
 
Joe yorped in laughter after a bit.  “He says she’s impossible -- he tried for years, but no matter 

what he does, it’s not good enough.  Not fat enough, or too fat, not ripe enough or too ripe, you know I 
don’t like rats, why don’t you ever catch rats.  You know how it goes.” 

 
“I think I do, Joe -- tell him I feel sorry for him, but if he can’t make nice, he should stay away 

from her for a week or so until the sutures fall out.” 
 
“Already gave him the usual rundown, boss -- Ooh!  Another one coming in, you’re on your 

own!”  Joe hopped down from our client and out the door, clanking his antlers on the door frame as he 
hurried out. 

 
“Thanks, Joe,” I muttered under my breath.  I finished my repair job, and gave the sutured areas 

a little more fairy dust.  He moved a little on the stainless steel table.  I guess that hiss was contentment. 
 
I moved to my patient’s head.  “I don’t know if you can understand me,” I said, enunciating my 

words, as my notes said they were somewhat hard of hearing.  “The sutures should fall out in a week.  
Live well.” 
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He nodded his head, hissing and flicking his tail a bit.  I moved out of the way so he could go 

down the ramp and out to the Portal.  Don’t think I’m going to discuss fees with him... 
 
Joe met us on the way and led him to the Portal. 
 
He stopped a few meters away, moving his head.  He turned, opened his mouth (lots of teeth), 

and started gagging.  He worked up a good one, his whole body lurching. 
 
Ah, payment for services rendered!  He coughed up a nice looking gold Rolex, complete with 

hand and forearm. 
 
“Thank you,” I told him.  I guess Joe translated, as our client hissed, then turned back to the 

Portal. 
 
“He want the arm back?” I asked Joe. 
 
Joe had silent conversation.  “Nah, we can keep it -- not enough meat.” 
 
“Live well, my friend,” I called out to him.  He entered the Portal and vanished. 
 
Picked up the arm, popped the watch off and dropped it in a tray to clean. 
 
The arm and my contaminated things went into the disposal barrel. 
 
Joe looked amused.  Wasn’t sure I liked that.  Didn’t think it was the method of payment, 

somehow.  “What’s up, Joe?  Did we have a satisfied patient?” 
 
“Oh, him?  Yah, he’s feeling great.  There’s a water buffalo he’s been after for a week or so, but 

hasn’t felt good enough.  That sucker is lunch!” 
 
That didn’t explain why Joe looked so frisky and amused.  Was his prick showing?  “Okay, Joe, 

who came in while I was finishing up?” 
 
Joe let out a barely suppressed yorp.  “Yeti in the H room.  She has a minor problem, nothing 

you can’t handle on your own...” 
 
Okay, why was he evading me?  “She speak English?” 
 
“Better than me,” Joe answered. 
 
I hadn’t seen a yeti in a few years; the last had been a sub-juvenile male with a nasty foot 

laceration.  Come to think of it, he’d spoken superb English, picked up from listening to the BBC. 
 
“Okay, Joe, tell her I’ll be there in a couple of minutes.  I want to wash and take some notes first.  

Get me her height and weight.” 
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Joe hopped off, yorping to himself.  Yeah, his testicles had descended.  He probably hasn’t 

screwed anything in what, ten hours?  He’s way overdue... 
 
Scrubbed up, did my notes on the were-komodo, and looked up yetis in my database.  “Height 

one ninety,” Joe called in my head, “weight eighty eight kilos.” 
 
A big girl!  Standard nitrile gloves and safety glasses should do for this one.  I got the general 

cart for our human-shaped clients.  Another crossover from my EMT and paramedic work.  But that’s 
another story, how I got on this weird road... 

 
I knocked on the door, and after hearing a feminine, “Yes?” I opened it and pushed in the cart. 
 
I closed the door, introducing myself as I turned.  “I’m Doctor Harris.  How are...” 
 
She was sitting on the exam table, big and beautiful.  Six feet plus, covered in the softest silvery-

white fur I’ve ever seen.  Huge breasts with pink nipples barely showing, no, showing a little more.  Her 
fur still showed a shapely waist and hips.  Strong legs, and of course huge feet.  Deep blue eyes. 

 
And radiating sex; I could feel it, smell it.  I picked up the fairy dust sprayer and gave myself a 

shot up each nostril to numb that path, at least a little.  The glow hit my head and helped some. 
 
“How are you doing?” I asked softer.  “What brings you all this way?” 
 
The way she moved, I could tell she was in pain.  “I have a ... bump, down there,” she told me, 

wincing. 
 
“Okay, we’ll take a look,” I told her. 
 
I went through the usual questions as she got comfortable, doing a thorough primary survey 

including pulse and blood pressure, then had her recline.  Brief secondary survey, trying not to enjoy 
running my hands over her too much...  I opened the side doors on the table she was on and got out the 
ob/gyn stirrups.  Used them once or twice a year.  Her bump had been growing over the last month and a 
half or so, and in the last two weeks gotten to the point where it hurt to walk.  I had her scoot up a bit, 
touching her shoulder, so I could put the stirrups in place. 

 
Good grief, she was beautiful!  And that was from the side!  When I stepped between her legs, 

putting in the stirrups and guiding her feet into place...  I had to turn the stirrups around, as they weren’t 
meant to hold feet her size. 

 
I could feel the heat radiating from her core, and the sight of that so soft fur...  Thoughts of 

jumping her. 
 
“Let your knees out a bit please, dear,” I asked. 
 
Oho, I think we have a problem...  I turned on my exam light. 
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Another flashback to my days as a military medic, Debbie in our squad coming to me off hours 

complaining of “a rash...”  Pretty woman with one of the nastiest cases of a sexually transmitted disease 
I’d seen.  She was lucky that it wasn’t resistant, and antibiotics cleaned it up.  I gave the whole squad 
shots for “the rash” just to be sure.  Became a code-word for us. 

 
And my sexy yeti friend had a large red swelling along the lower left margin of her vagina.  No 

signs of discharge, and my nose was numb so I couldn’t tell if she was hiding rotten fish in there. 
 
“I see some swelling, dear.  I’m going to touch you, gently, to confirm.  Is that okay?” 
 
“Yes, I understand,” she said with a sigh. 
 
“Here we go,” I warned her.  “Please let me know if I’m hurting you.” 
 
I palpated gently, working around the margin from the right side to the left so I had a differential 

to work with.  Oh, what a pleasant ride she’d be!  As I worked up along the right side, her nether lips 
blossomed and her jewel stood out, so inviting.  I was glad my nose was deadened, but even then, I 
wanted to taste her... 

 
Yes, along the left margin, a substantial subdermal swelling, confirmed by a gasp and tightening 

of her muscles.  Checked with a speculum, no signs of discharge in a love tunnel that was calling to me. 
 
I returned to the problem area. 
 
“Yes, right there, dear.  You have a swelling, perhaps an inflamed duct.  I’m going to swing a 

light over to take a better look.  How are you holding out?” 
 
“I’ll make it,” she said bravely. 
 
I swung the magnifying light closer.  In a human, I’d call this a textbook Bartholyn’s cyst.  

Comparing the two sides, yes, you could almost see where the duct on the left side was plugged, the 
distended duct narrowing suddenly.  I palpated it gently.  Yes, plugged duct, with a swelling about the 
size of a robin’s egg.  That’s got to hurt!  The normal duct looked good sized, as did the face of the 
plugged duct, ignoring the swelling in the area.  I thought for a moment. 

 
I swung my stool around to her head.  My but her breasts looked delicious...  She turned her head 

to look at me. 
 
“Don’t frown,” I told her with a smile.  “Down near the bottom of your opening, on either side, 

you have small glands that provide lubrication.”  Glorious lubrication, I’m sure...  “They connect to the 
surface through tiny ducts.  The duct on the left side is plugged up.  Now this is not from anything you 
have done -- it just happens some times.  Do you have hot springs nearby where you could soak?” 

 
She nodded.  “Yes, but I haven’t done that in a while.” 
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I nodded.  “I’m not saying that’s what caused this.  But in the future, spending some time in one 
might help.  Here’s what I recommend for today.  I’d like to put a hot compress on you for a few 
minutes, and then clear the duct.  I have a number of approaches to try, and I promise to use the least 
painful  first.  Before I start, I can give you something to help with the pain.  Would you like that?” 

 
“Oh yes, please,” she agreed, sounding strained and relieved at the same time. 
 
“That’s what we’ll do, then.” I stood up and patted her on the shoulder.  Even through the gloves, 

her fur was so soft...  “I’ll be back in a moment.  Just relax, dear -- you’re going to be fine.” 
 
I left the room.  I spotted Joe sitting up on one of my bookcases.  He chortled. 
 
“I’m going to put your head on the wall in my study, and use your flea bitten fur to polish my 

boots,” I told him. 
 
He yorped back, “Y te quiero también, mi hermano...” 
 
I moistened a hand towel and popped it in the microwave to warm.  While that was going, I 

pulled down my Merck manual and reviewed things.  Yeah, use a blunt tipped needle, and a bit of 
pressure on the plug.  Then it’s catheterization, and last gasp is lance plus marsupialization. 

 
Gathered the little vacuum setup and a catch tube -- if that thing cuts loose, it’s going to spray, 

and something told me the contents, if not pus-ridden, could have other uses. 
 
Treated a chimera once, a very rare male one, who came in with an impacted and abscessed anal 

sac.  The damn thing cut loose while I was reaching for an instrument.  Talk about rank!  Took me a 
week to get rid of the stench, and during that time I couldn’t get within five meters of a herbivore -- one 
whiff of me and they’d take off for the hills! 

 
Beep beep -- flipped the towel in the plastic basin and gave the microwave another 30 seconds. 
 
Added a large mask to use for her pretty face, and the modified sprayer to the tray, a piece of 

very small tubing. 
 
Wheeled things back to the treatment room.  Joe was nowhere to be seen.  Good. 
 
“How are we doing, dear?” I asked. 
 
“I’ve been better,” she admitted with a sigh. 
 
“I don’t see many of you,” I told her.  “The last was a youngster, a few years ago, with a nasty 

laceration...” 
 
“That was my cousin,” she said.  “He recovered quickly, and he hasn’t stopped growing!” 
 
I prepped the nitrous oxide and oxygen, putting the mask on the end of the hoses. 
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Stepping between those inviting legs again...  “Lend me a hand, dear, and hold this for me.  Is 

that too hot?” I pressed the towel gently in place. 
 
“Oh, no, it feels quite nice!” she sighed. 
 
Did I see those hips rock a couple of times? 
 
I stepped to the side again, checking the tray.  I was set up.  Ah, plug in the vacuum pump and 

the catch tube.  “I’m going to start up a little machine down here, don’t let the noise frighten you,” I 
said, and switched it on.  She didn’t budge, and yes, she did swirl her hips every so often. 

 
Back to her side, I showed her the mask.  She looked so comfy -- it would be so nice to curl up 

with her...  “Now, dear, I’m going to put this mask on your face.  It will help a lot with the pain.  You 
may feel light-headed, even giddy.  Don’t let that worry you.  Just breathe normally, and when I ask, I 
want you to exhale completely, then take a deep breath for me.  Could you do that for me now?  Exhale 
completely...”  Wow -- of course, you need large lungs at that altitude...  “Now inhale, good!  Just relax 
and breathe normally with the mask in place, and if you feel pain, you need to tell me, okay dear?  
There’s no need for you to go through undue pain.” 

 
She nodded.  “I understand.” 
 
I held the mask to my face and took a breath, 30% nitrous plus oxygen.  Then I slipped it over 

her face, placing the elastic band behind her head.  What pretty lips, pretty at this end, too...  “Breathe 
normally, dear and relax...” 

 
After a few breaths I got the fairy dust sprayer and slipped it into the intake tube.  I told her to 

exhale, and she did...  I could have gotten bonus points from my colleagues by measuring her lung 
capacity, but I didn’t have the instruments.  On her inhale, I gave her a good spray of fairy dust, and 
another...  “Inhale and hold it, hold it!” I told her, moving between her legs as her eyes fluttered.  I 
kicked the nitrous mix to 50-50. 

 
Moved her hand and the towel; the area looked nice and pink, her jewel incredibly inviting. 
 
But there’s work to do...  Swung the magnifier back in place, picked up the suction tube and the 

syringe.  Inserted the blunt tipped needle into the duct, down, down, yes there’s the plug, pull back the 
plunger in the syringe to apply suction on the plug, back out... 

 
Got some, but not all of it.  Expelled the plug into a dish and went for a second round. 
 
Got it!  And I was rewarded with at least ten cc’s of crystal clear fluid!  I put the syringe down, 

and shifting hands, palpated the area, encouraging drainage.  I also encouraged moaning.  The duct on 
the other side was leaking -- I used suction on it briefly, massaging that side as well.  Both sides felt 
about the same.  I pressed harder on both sides.  A little fluid and more moans, her hips moving. 

 
“Am I hurting you, dear?” I asked. 
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She moaned, and it wasn’t in pain.  It would be so nice to strip down and ease myself into all that 

fur... 
 
Nah, not with a client.  I know better.  So, do I put in a drain?  If I put in a drain, I have to take it 

out again, and it will irritate her and possibly lead to more infection. 
 
“Just about done, dear, one more step.” 
 
I snipped my small tubing in half, lubricated the ends, and slipped a piece into each duct; both 

went in easily.  A little more leakage, cleaned up with the suction.  Opened two disposable syringes and 
loaded each with half a cc of my cure-all, a broad-spectrum antibiotic mixed with fairy dust, new and 
old.  One in each side and pull the tubing, massaging each side gently. 

 
Might not have been the right thing to do -- her hips were going, and she was making a lot of 

noise.  I’m sure the dissociative effects of the nitrous and the fairy dust didn’t help any.  Drop my pants 
and slide in... 

 
“Almost done, dear -- you can do it.”  If you can do it, so can I...  Even though I know I could 

touch that jewel of yours, and push you over the edge...  Fingers, or better yet, my tongue... 
 
I refolded the towel to get a warmish spot, and put that in place.  “Hold this, dear,” I said, putting 

her hand over it.  She clamped it in place. 
 
I stood and switched her to pure oxygen.  Cleaned up the tray a bit, capping the collection tube.  

Nice and clear. 
 
Moving to her side, I took a wrist, taking her pulse.  Strong and fast! 
 
She looked at me with such longing in her eyes... 
 
“Would you like me to leave you alone for a few minutes, dear?” I asked. 
 
She sighed so mightily!  Then she smiled and laughed.  “No, that won’t be necessary.” 
 
I chatted with her describing what she should do over the next week, and longer term, reinforcing 

that I didn’t think this was the result of anything she’d done or not done.  I took her blood pressure and 
pulse again, much lower.  She let me repeat my survey; I explained we seldom saw her kind, and the 
more we knew about them when healthy, the more we could help when needed. 

 
She smiled and told me their group was pretty healthy.  One uncle, quite old, had problems with 

his teeth, but didn’t want to do anything about it.  I told her I had a colleague down near Alice Springs 
that specialized in dentistry, and he was very caring and gentle. 

 
She put a hand on mine and asked, “As gentle as you?” 
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I smiled and put a gloved hand on her shoulder.  I could still strip and hop on...  “We do what we 
can to help,” I told her. 

 
She sighed again. 
 
She shuddered as my fingers touched the side of her face, slipping off the elastic band holding 

the mask in place.  I turned off the oxygen. 
 
“In a few days, you’ll be as good as new,” I said. 
 
She sat up with a sigh. 
 
I stepped closer.  “Don’t stand up right away; wait a moment.” 
 
She nodded, smiling.  “I may come back to visit in a few weeks?” 
 
“That’s fine -- send a message and we’ll open the Portal for you.” 
 
“Or you could visit,” she said softly with a smile, adding “I’d keep you warm...” 
 
Then she stood up and wrapped her arms around me, holding me to her.  I was engulfed in soft 

fur, my head between full breasts, her scent filling me.  She squeezed me, and I held her. 
 
She let go and laughed.  “Yes, I’ll be back in a few weeks...” 
 
I peeled off my gloves and took off the safety glasses. 
 
And as I turned, she pulled me close again.  My hands touched her fur.  A powerful hand pulled 

me to a nipple, her arms wrapping around me.  I started to suck, receiving a taste of heaven, and she 
moved my head between her breasts, holding me there.  Her fur was so soft, her scent so dizzying... 

 
She let go of me; I staggered back, my pants tented. 
 
She shook her head.  “Ah, and I was being so good...  I’d better go.  Thank you, again.” 
 
I smiled.  “Yes, you should -- but please return.” 
 
We walked to the Portal.  Joe was sitting off on a different bookcase, trying to look uninterested. 
 
She gave me a quick but strong hug, stepped into the Portal, and vanished. 
 
“What is the matter with you!” Joe yelled. 
 
I turned and laughed. 
 
“She wanted it so damn bad!  She needed it and so did you!  Why didn’t you do something!”  He 
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was hopping up and down. 
 
I laughed some more. 
 
“If you couldn’t see it, I sure could!  She was ready to grab you, and I thought a couple of times 

you might actually show some sense and do it!  What is the matter with you humans!” 
 
“Joe, she’ll be back.  I’ll wait.” 
 
He shook his head.  “She’ll be back...  And you’d better be really rested, and have plenty of that 

dust handy...”  He stopped, turned his head as if listening, and added, “Big and nasty coming our way!” 
 
Usually our clients arrive in the Portal without a sound. 
 
Some clients however...  The room lights flickered, the room groaned, and off to the side of the 

portal -- Johnny!  He was bent over, smoke coming from his mouth, and his right hand?  “Burns!” he 
wheezed. 

 
I moved quickly to him, taking him to the big sink, opening a cabinet and grabbing a liter of 

whore urine.  I doused the spots on his hand, then irrigated his mouth.  He nodded; must be helping. 
 
“Can you rinse your mouth, swish some around?” I asked. 
 
He nodded, tilting his head back a bit as I squirted in more. 
 
“Don’t swallow, just rinse, until I know what’s going on,” I told him.  “Does that help?” 
 
He nodded, swirling the stuff around in his mouth.  He spat it into the sink and said hoarsely, 

“Helps, more...” 
 
I squirted more in his mouth and he swirled that.  I doused his hand a bit more. 
 
Johnny is an old client and friend.  He’s also a vampire.  For the last hundred years or so he’s 

been living in the Little Italy section of the Bronx.  I’ve seen him a number of times in the last decade.  I 
help him and he helps me.  This wasn’t the worse I’d seen him, but he’s looked better. 

 
A few more rinses, and I had him gargle -- but don’t swallow! 
 
“You better?” I asked, hand on his shoulder. 
 
He nodded.  “Yah.  Hoo!  That was nasty!”  He shook his head, and his whole body. 
 
“What happened, Johnny?” I asked him, pulling up a stool to sit on.  Takes something pretty 

strong to get to a vampire, particularly one who’s been around as long as Johnny. 
 
He rolled his eyes around, making faces.  “Hoo!  Hey, Doctor Bob...  Sorry for comin’ in like 
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dat.   I was out lookin’ for a snack, you know, tried this new place, dance club with health drinks.  
Skinny chicks, model types, yah know?”  He gave me an evil grin.  “Thought I’d watch my diet, lower 
fat, cholesterol, and all dat...” 

 
I laughed with him. 
 
“So this chick, she’s comin’ on pretty strong, and I didn’t even do the eye thing yet, and I’m only 

lookin for a snack mind ya, she offers me this drink, health stuff.  Not even a sip!  Burned like hellfire!  I 
spit it out and you see what it did to my hand!”  He waved his hand, which was restoring quite nicely.  
“Hoo, I got out of there as fast as I could, and came here.” 

 
“So you didn’t swallow any of it?” I asked, quite curious. 
 
“Nah!  Didn’t get past the front of my yap!  Did it hurt my teeth?  They take a while to regrow, 

and damn, I’m hungry!”  He opened his mouth wide for me to look. 
 
I pulled the little flashlight out of my pocket and looked in his mouth.  “Some blistering, but 

looks like it’s clearing up, and your equipment looks fine.  What did you drink?” 
 
Johnny shook his head.  “Some health nut thing -- fruits juices, amino acids, colloidal water 

something.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Colloidal silver!  That would do it!” 
 
He looked shocked.  “She tried to poison me!  Da skanky bitch!” 
 
I shook my head again.  “And if you’d snacked on her later, Johnny, you’d be really hurting -- if 

she was drinking that crap she had silver particles floating around in her system.” 
 
He made a face.  “I should stick to the fat chicks.” 
 
“Let’s hear it for size tens,” I agreed with him. 
 
“So is this colloid thing something new I’ve got to worry about?  That was nasty, and if I’d been 

... that woulda really hurt!” 
 
I shrugged.  “As far as I know, it’s a fad, and pretty discredited.”  I looked at my liter container 

of whore’s urine; probably had eighty to a hundred cc’s left in it.  “You can take this with you, maybe 
carry a little vial around -- put a drop in a drink if you’re worried.” 

 
He laughed.  “Like some of the Hispanic chicks carry vials of holy water?  I like it!  Give them a 

squeeze or two, do the glowing eyes thing and make ‘em come, and they beg for it!  Why...” 
 
Joe hollered, “We got more company!” 
 
I turned to the Portal.  What next? 
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Al appeared, looking shaggy and tired, really tired.  Getting gray around the hooves? 
 
He looked at me, then Johnny.  He looked at Johnny for a moment, then pointed and spat out 

something in Greek.  Sounded nasty. 
 
Johnny laughed, and answered in kind.  The two approached and pounded each other on the 

back, trading what I expected were more insults between long-lost friends.  I looked to Joe for 
confirmation. 

 
He scratched with a back paw.  “Yah, old friends -- dick-sucker and sheep-shagger.” 
 
Al is a satyr, half man, half goat.  He even smelled tired; he usually had a sharp pungency about 

him. 
 
“Al, what brings you by?” I asked as the two of them stopped pounding on each other, standing 

there grinning. 
 
He looked at me.  “You’ll help anybody, won’t you,” he said, giving Johnny a cross look. 
 
“And I’m glad he will,” Johnny said.  “I was a-hurtin tonight!” 
 
“You know each other?” I asked, hoping for a story. 
 
“Oh yeah!” said Johnny, “we met ... a long long time ago!  Haven’t seen you though for a couple 

centuries, somethin like dat, yah?  Argos?” he said, looking at Al.  “You lookin’ good, sheep-shagger!” 
 
Al smiled, a little less tired a smile.  “Doing okay.  Guess things aren’t so bad if you’re still 

around.” 
 
I pulled up my stool again.  “Hey, sit down if you want.  Good to see you both.” 
 
Joe let out a yodel from his perch. 
 
Al looked over his way and laughed, waving.  He turned to me.  “Surprised you haven’t stuffed 

that bastard and hung him on a wall.” 
 
Joe made a rude noise. 
 
I laughed.  “Nah, he gives the fleas something to bite.  And he is useful, occasionally.” 
 
Another rude noise from Joe. 
 
Johnny made a creepy noise, his eyes glowing, pointing the evil finger at Joe. 
 
Joe floated up in the air, his eyes glowing, opening his mouth to show a set of fangs to match 
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Johnny’s.  I’ve seen Joe chase off a pack of coyotes... 
 
“Knock it off!  No contests tonight!” I yelled.  “Scare little kids on your own time!” 
 
Al muttered something in Greek.  Johnny laughed, and after a bit, so did Joe. 
 
Johnny hugged Al again.  “We had some good times together -- I could go for more of dat.” 
 
Al smiled a bit more.  “Yeah, we sure could...”  He looked at me.  “I do the pipes to round up 

some ladies, get them all hot and bothered, some vin, some mighty fine lovin, and he cleans up,” he 
nodded at Johnny.  “Everybody happy.  Hey, Doc, you could join in, too.  Do you some good.”  Al 
clapped a hand on my shoulder.  “We’d both promise to leave you alone...”  Al and Johnny laughed. 

 
Joe made a remark, guess it was Greek, from his perch. 
 
Al and Johnny looked at him.  Al lifted his nose, inhaling.  He smiled broadly, nodding.  “Damn, 

Doc!  A yeti, and a hot one at that!  You’re doin’ okay!” 
 
Joe said something else.  Johnny and Al laughed, Al shaking his head again. 
 
“Doc, you really left her alone?” Al asked incredulously. 
 
“You didn’t do her, on the spot?” Johnny asked, equally incredulous. 
 
“No, I didn’t,” I told them.  “She’ll be back.” 
 
Al and Johnny laughed; Joe whistled derisively. 
 
Al clapped me on the back.  “Oh, she’ll be back, and you’re in for the time of your life, my 

boy...” 
 
Johnny actually looked wistful.  “I remember ...  My first trip over the Silk Road, stopping there 

on the way back, with, who was that bastard?  Kubli Kahn?  Doc, if you get the chance, go there -- they 
have cities under the mountains that are un-fucking-believable.”  He shook his head.  “For you, Doc, 
you’d probably be interested in their society and their art.” 

 
Al shook his head.  “He don’t get it.  He don’t know.” 
 
Johnny looked at him, made a face, then nodded.  “Yah, he can’t -- too damn young.” 
 
Both of them put arms around me, very paternal, if you ignore the fact that I was standing 

between a satyr and a vampire. 
 
“My boy,” Johnny said, “Let me tell you a bit about yetis.  On a good day, they make him,” he 

hooked a thumb at Al, “look like a priest...”  Laughter after a pause...  “Okay, not so good a choice.  
Make that a Shaker.  You get the idea, anyway.  And this young lady has more than her eyes on you, 
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from what that pervert says,” nodding at Joe, who gave a disgusted chortle. 
 
“The yetis have a little problem,” Al picked up.  “When they breed, they only get girls.” 
 
I gave him a weird look; I’d treated a definitely male yeti, although a young one. 
 
But Al nodded, smiling.  “The only way to get a male yeti is for one of their females to breed 

with a human male.  Human male plus yeti female gets you a yeti male every time.  Oh, you’re starting 
to catch on!” 

 
I was...  And I’d invited her back...  This could be more interesting than I thought... 
 
Johnny sighed, looking a bit sad.  “You poor humans -- like flies to us.  Doc, to us you’re going 

to be gone so soon...  Yeah, I know, one of my cousins offered...” 
 
What was her name?  Sophira?  Saphira?  She was gorgeous, must be part succubus...  She’d 

offered, when I was old, all I had to do was call her, she’d take me -- and I’d live forever. 
 
Johnny nodded.  “That’s not a bad path, Doc, but the yeti...  They don’t live forever, but then 

again, I’ve never known one to die of natural causes...  When they need to, when they want to, they can 
change a human into a yeti.  It’s more than change -- I’ve seen it done, think it was my third Silk Road 
trip, and it’s more like regeneration into a yeti.  Play your cards right, Doc, and when you’re tired of this 
life, there’s another one waiting.” 

 
I smiled and nodded.  What with the fairy dust, even though I was in my mid-40’s, I looked and 

felt twenty years younger.  I had a long run ahead of me. 
 
Johnny clapped me on the back, laughing out loud.  “But right now, I need me some salsa!”  He 

shook his bony hips, his tongue hanging out obscenely.  He gave Al a hug, then stepped off to the side of 
the Portal.  He pointed at Joe.  “You are one sick fuck...  You take good care of this kid!  Anything 
happens, and you are in for it!”  With a flourish, he vanished in a puff of sulfurous smoke.  Joe made a 
rude noise. 

 
Al laughed.  “Doc, I came here feelin quite down, and I knew you’d help!” 
 
“That’s what friends are for,” I told him. 
 
“Well get ready for some more!” Joe hollered. 
 
Out of the Portal spilled three... four, five?  Five tall, lithe, green dryads, and they were all crying 

up a storm. 
 
I waded into them, moving them from the Portal in case we got more visitors.  Tall, lithe, lovely, 

and heartbroken.  They were from an Amazon rain forest, and the last of their grove had been clear-cut.  
They’d watched it happen, tree by tree.  They didn’t know where to go, what to do, and a were-croc 
suggested they come see me, that I could help.  Could I?  Their trees, all their trees were gone! 
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They were huddled around me, holding, crying.  I was surrounded by verdant sex, so primal!  

With enough fairy dust, I could help maybe three of them... 
 
Then I looked at Al...  And he was perking up, definitely! 
 
“Ladies,” I said, hugging who I could, “Let me talk to my colleague for a moment, please.” 
 
I tried to get away from them, but that took a while, insisting I would do what I could, hugging 

and getting more hugs. 
 
Joe hopped down to a nearby table, taking what I’m sure he thought was a noble pose; the dryads 

swarmed him. 
 
I took Al by the arm and led him away from the crowd. 
 
“You wouldn’t know of any forested areas needing a group of dryads, would you?” I asked. 
 
He looked, no, leered, at the dryads, as he scratched his chin.  A smile grew on his face.  Other 

things were growing as well.  “Why yes...  A small group of islands, declared a nature preserve, 
replanted oh twenty years ago...”  He gave me a leer.  “I just might be able to help...” 

 
My turn to clap him on the back.  I turned and pointed a finger at him.  “Wait here.  Please.” 
 
He smiled.  “I can wait a while...” 
 
I returned to the dryads, who had surrounded Joe and were adoring him.  Gag. 
 
“Ladies?” I called.  They turned to me.  They swarmed me.  I turned my back on Joe so I didn’t 

see the nasty look he most likely gave me. 
 
I talked to them about climate.  Could they take cold climates?  Not as hot during the summer, 

some snow in the winter?  When I said, “snow,” one of them excitedly repeated it, “Snow!” and her 
nipples crinkled up.  I thought I was going to bust my pants!  Soon they were all chanting “Snow!” and I 
was getting dizzy, surrounded by perfect breasts and pert nipples.  I guess it would work... 

 
I introduced them to Al, who they thought was adorable.  I think Al was about to start using the  

rules we teach for triage situations: when you’re outnumbered, start where you stand... 
 
But that got me thinking, and dammit, I wanted data...  I’d not had the experience of meeting a 

dryad before.  I insisted on physicals on all of them.  They thought that was a wonderful idea, but how 
did I get talked into taking off my clothes as well?  I had a minor problem right away: dryads can’t 
count, and they had no idea how old they were.  Al guessed these were young ones, sixty to eighty or so. 

 
We weighed and measured, and things somehow got out of hand and into hand, or hands...  Al 

was getting to know at least two of them while one was in my lap and another was alternating between 
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kissing me and smothering me to her breasts.  I raided the fairy dust, and I don’t know how many I 
helped...  They certainly helped as well, something they did with their hands, touching, breathing on me 
-- well, I guess they’re good at getting things to grow...  Al certainly helped them, and would continue to 
help, I’m sure. 

 
We managed to get them all swept through the Portal, Al showing them the way to their new 

home.  He looked a hundred years younger! 
 
I collapsed, naked still, on a cushion which had gotten dragged out from my office futon.  It 

needed cleaning, but smelled like a lively, sexy, jungle...  What a day! 
 
And that pervert Joe, hopping up and down, yorping in glee.  “That was great!” he called out.  “I 

didn’t know you had it in you!” 
 
“In them,” I sighed.  “Are we done yet?” 
 
“You’re done, that’s for sure!” Joe said, breaking into song in a language I didn’t know.  From 

him, it had to be bawdy. 
 
“Wake me if we get any more customers,” I told him, leaning back on the cushion, and trying in 

vain to avoid the wet spots. 
 

 
END of Part 1 

Rev 2009/05/05 
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Part 2 
House Calls 

 
Ask any paramedic, EMT, or emergency room staffer -- how many cases tell the same story.  “I 

wuz jes standin’ on the corner mindin’ my own bidness when this dude...” 
 
And I was just mindin’ my own bidness...  Finishing up the morning with Mrs. Drenker, her teen 

daughter Judy, and their obese housecat, Penelope.  I’d looked at the cat, again.  They brought it in 
because it was wheezing.  No wonder!  It’s so obese the poor thing’s lungs are being compromised! 

 
“Let’s use my office while Maria finishes up,” I suggested to the ladies.  Maria, my aide, would 

take the samples we needed; I was worried about kidney failure on top of everything else. 
 
I let the ladies in, closing the door behind us.  Joe was sitting on my desk, wearing the cloth 

antlers a friend made for him.  Sort of an inside joke, but they cover the stubs he has during the daylight 
hours -- they’re an inch or so long. 

 
“Oh what a cute bunny!” Mrs. Drenker said, petting Joe. 
 
“I think he’s creepy,” Judy proclaimed, making a face.  She had Joe’s number... 
 
“Oh how can you say that about such a cute bunny,” her mother chided, making kissy faces at 

Joe. 
 
“He’s a scrub jack!” Judy exclaimed, making a face.  She moved closer to Joe and cooed, “Like 

to meet my new Michelins, bunny?” 
 
Joe hopped from the desk to a sideboard. 
 
“Oh, you’ve hurt his feelings...” her mother sighed. 
 
I shook my head.  Judy was a bright kid!  “Let’s sit down.” 
 
Joe was behind the ladies, but I could see him.  The “cute bunny” showed glowing eyes and 

fangs for a moment... 
 
“Mrs. Drenker,” I started out, “You’re still feeding that cat too much.  You’re killing her.”  Can’t 

put it more succinctly than that. 
 
“But she enjoys eating so much!” Mrs. Drenker complained. 
 
I shook my head.  We’d had this conversation before.  The phone rang, but someone picked it up 

-- must have been Maria.  “Mrs. Drenker, she’s a cat,” I continued, repeating a past lecture. 
 
“And not a very bright one,” Joe tossed into my head. 
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“She’s a cat who will eat until she explodes, which won’t be long,” I continued. 
 
Mrs. Drenker wrung her hands.  “What do I do?” 
 
“Maria is taking samples so we can evaluate kidney function.  We’ve gone over this before.  You 

need to drastically restrict her diet -- we’ll provide a different diet, and the maximum you should give 
her per day.  She needs lots of fresh water.” 

 
“But we tried one of those horrible things, and she wouldn’t eat it!  She just moped around the 

house, crying!” Mrs. Drenker pouted. 
 
Judy made a face, rolling her eyes.  She looked around, saw Joe, and pointed a finger at him. 
 
“Mrs. Drenker, as I’ve told you before, when she gets hungry enough, she will eat.  That might 

take a few days, possibly a week or two.  And yes, she’ll be upset during the interim.  But that animal is 
carrying enough fat that she could easily go two or three weeks without eating!” 

 
Mrs. Drenker sighed. 
 
“I know,” I sympathized, “you want her to be happy.  So do I.  That is not a happy animal.  She 

should be fit, trim, and terrorizing the local rodent population.” 
 
Judy turned and pointed at Joe again, smiling and nodding. 
 
“Bring her on,” Joe thought at me. 
 
That wouldn’t be pretty...  But I had an idea.  I wrote a note.  “Could you take this to Maria, 

please?”  I handed the note to Mrs. Drenker.  She took it and left the room. 
 
Judy looked at Joe, then back to me.  Don’t think she trusted either of us.  Smart kid. 
 
“Judy, you’re smart.  Do you want to help save that cat?” 
 
Judy considered...  “Yeah, I guess so.  Whadda I do?” 
 
I smiled.  “Thanks.  You still have a housekeeper?” 
 
“Oh yah.  And she hates that cat -- always horking up furballs.” 
 
The housekeeper?  “Okay...  Talk to her, get her to help; throw out all the old cat food.  We’ll 

give you a moist chow as a transition.  Only put out so much a day, and if she doesn’t eat it by the time 
you go to bed, toss it!  Put out more the next morning.  When she gets hungry, she’ll eat!” 

 
She nodded.  “Okay, but mom will sneak her stuff.” 
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“And if you see that, and tell the housekeeper, yell at her!  Don’t let her do it!  She’s killing the 
damn cat!  It would be more humane for her to just shoot it!” 

 
Judy grinned.  “Yah, sounds like fun.” 
 
I stood up.  “Take control of the situation.  If you want, tell your mom you’re taking care of her 

now.  Give me a call in a few days and let me know how things are going, okay?” 
 
Judy smiled as she stood up.  “Sure, Doctor Harris.  I guess I do love the furball.”  She pointed to 

Joe again.  “You are creepy.” 
 
“She’s got your number, sport,” I thought at Joe as we left the office. 
 
“Too skinny for you, and the cat’s too fat for me,” Joe tossed back. 
 
“Think they’ll do it?” Maria asked me after they left the office. 
 
I shrugged.  “Might -- I gave Judy the okay to needle her mother.” 
 
Maria laughed.  “Then it might work!  Oh, Mrs. Wilson called -- their dog ran in from outside 

late last night, absolutely soaked, ran under one of the kid’s beds, and they haven’t been able to get it to 
come out since.  It just stays under there whimpering.  I can stop by on my way to the Fosters’ place.” 

 
“Thanks.  Probably decided to chase something that didn’t want to be chased,” I muttered.  Like 

Joe...  Joe and I share a dislike for handbag terriers... 
 
Went back to my office and closed the door.  “Took someone for a swim last night?” I suggested 

to Joe. 
 
He scratched, ignoring me. 
 
“Like the Wilson’s dog?” I asked, standing over him. 
 
“You said he needs more exercise,” Joe said, avoiding eye contact. 
 
“Well, at least you weren’t spotted.” 
 
This time -- a few months earlier, the Wilson’s housekeeper had been in hysterics; she thought 

she saw a huge bat with antlers carrying off the dog one night. 
 
Joe chewed on one of his back paws, continuing to ignore me. 
 
So I’m back to mindin’ my own bidness after lunch when the phone rings.  Maria takes it, and 

soon calls out, “Bob, this one’s for you! Doctor Robin Slater on line two!” 
 
Picked up the phone.  “Doctor Slater!  Robin!  To what do I owe this pleasure!”  We’d gone to 
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vet school together.  “How are you doing?”  Hadn’t heard from her since graduation! 
 
We made smalltalk for a few minutes; she had a nice practice in West Texas, some wealthy 

clients, horses and cattle mostly, with the occasional exotic -- ostrich, emu, llama, alpaca. 
 
“And that’s why I’m calling,” she said.  “Bob, you’ve got a reputation ... for, how do I say it, 

dealing with more exotic species...” 
 
“Okay, how big is it, and how bad does it smell?” 
 
She sighed.  “It smells like the devil, and it’s too damn big...  The foreman for a local ranch gave 

me a call.  He’s a good, solid guy, and manages a big spread.  Something’s been killing cattle, uprooting 
vegetation, making a mess, but it’s in badlands they don’t visit much.  He took a crew out...  Javelina?  It 
killed four of his dogs...” 

 
Javelina are a native wild peccary.  They can be mean.  No, they usually are mean, with nasty 

tusks, very territorial, and travel in mobs.  Killing dogs isn’t unusual for them. 
 
“And Bob, stay with me on this, but they couldn’t shoot it, they kept missing, is what they said.  

And when they roped it, the ropes broke, well they said they burst into flame...” 
 
“Do its eyes glow?” I asked in an offhand way.  “Nasty red, not the usual canine or retinal 

orange.” 
 
“Yes!  How did you know!” 
 
“Expected that.  They didn’t miss.  Do they know where it is now?  General area?” 
 
“Oh, better than that!  It didn’t like the horses -- they managed to get it penned in an old cattle 

chute...” 
 
“Must be iron,” I mused. 
 
“Yes, I believe it is -- old, rusty, and quite solid, in spite of how hard that beast runs into it.  I 

can’t believe it can ram those bars that hard and not injure itself!” 
 
“You’ve seen it?”  From a distance, I hope. 
 
“Yes, early this morning; I just got back.  Bob, that thing scares me!  Looks way too big to be a 

javie -- got to be over 120 pounds, but it has straight tusks, and smells like the devil.  Anyone comes 
close, and it charges!  It scares the hands; they won’t go near it, and neither will the horses.  They’d give 
chase, but now that it’s cornered, they won’t get close.” 

 
“Those are the smart ones,” I told her.  “Have everyone stay away.”  I sighed.  How to handle 

this one?  A were-beast, worse?  Charmed, at the least. 
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“They’ve figured that.  But Pedro, the foreman, wants rid of it.  Bob, I stood there, and he tried 
shooting it with a rifle, and he missed from like thirty feet!” 

 
“He didn’t miss.” 
 
“What are you saying?  That he hit it, but the bullets didn’t do any damage?” she asked 

incredulously. 
 
“Would certainly seem that way, wouldn’t it?  You were there.  Would a skilled hand miss from 

that distance?”  Trying to get her to analyze things.  “What can I do to help?” 
 
She sighed.  “Can you take a look at this thing?  Help us get rid of it?  How do we get rid of it?  

One of the hands is for dousing it with gasoline and torching it.” 
 
“That would just make it mad,” I told her.  “I could be there tomorrow; it’s a drive.” 
 
“We can pick you up in an hour, and have you here an hour after that.  Bob, this thing scares me.  

Even the pictures scare me.” 
 
“You got pictures?” 
 
“Yes,” she said, “and that was weird, too.  I had my camera, and I got pictures, but when I 

looked through the viewfinder, I couldn’t see it!  Yet I got pictures!  So weird!” 
 
The bottom fell out of my stomach.  This was bad. 
 
“Robin, stay away from there,” I told her seriously.  “Have everyone stay away.” 
 
“Do you know what it is?  What is it?” she asked breathlessly. 
 
“Robin, start whatever you need to do to get me picked up as soon as possible.  Tell the foreman 

to keep everyone away from that thing.  I need to call a colleague.” 
 
She sounded concerned, which was good.  She verified my address.  Yes, I had a wide clear area, 

a good sized field off to the side of the new barn.  Big enough for a chopper to land?  Should be fine -- a 
hundred yards or so on a side, clear.  She gave me her phone numbers; I told her I’d call her after I made 
another call, and tell EVERYONE to STAY AWAY from that thing! 

 
“Bob, you’re scaring me,” she whispered. 
 
“Good!  I’ll talk to you in a few minutes, and see you in a couple of hours.  I’ll be bringing some 

equipment, and probably a friend.”  I looked to Joe, who sat up and stared at me. 
 
“Okay, Bob.  Talk to you in a few.  Glad you can help, I think...” 
 
She agreed to e-mail me the pictures, and hung up. 
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I looked at Joe.  “Pay attention -- we’re going for a ride.” 
 
I hit speed dial and called Johnny.  Bronx prefix, last three digits 666.  Johnny has a sense of 

humor. 
 
“Better be good,” he slurred into the phone after the tenth ring or so.  He was probably still 

sleeping, or sleeping it off... 
 
“Johnny, this is Doctor Bob.  Need your help with a problem.” 
 
“Yah? Whazzup.” 
 
“Johnny, did you do a drunk last night?” I accused. 
 
He laughed.  “Yah, an’ he was sweet...  Whaddya want?” 
 
“You have any cousins in Texas right now?  West Texas, may have lost a pet?” 
 
“Might, whaddya got?” 
 
“Javelina...” 
 
“Whudafukszat?” he slurred. 
 
“Call it a wild boar.  Tusks, glowing eyes, rope it and the ropes burst into flame, bullets don’t 

hurt it, oh, and it doesn’t have a reflection.” 
 
“Huh!  Yah, you gotta problem!  It killed anybody yet?” 
 
E-mail arrived -- from Robin.  I opened it.  Looked at the picture and whistled.  Joe hopped onto 

the desk and looked.  He gave me a startled look. “You want to mess with that?” he asked. 
 
I nodded, and forwarded the pic to Johnny. 
 
“Just sent you a pic of it.  So far it’s only done dogs and cattle.” 
 
“Jes gettin’ warmed up...  Hokay, I make some calls.” 
 
“Johnny, I’d appreciate it.  I’m headed out there in an hour or so, with a load of malachite and 

silver.  I’ll take Joe, but I’d like some backup on this one.” 
 
“Dat fucker eat Joe for snack!” Johnny proclaimed, and Joe must have been listening in, because 

he sat up real straight!  “Heh -- any bad lightnin’ storms around dere?  Betcha dere was.” 
 
“Don’t know -- I’ll find out, though.” 
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“Hokay -- I got yer numbers, and I’m awake.  You dealin’ wit bad shit, I think you know, but 

you be careful -- don’t go after dat fucker without help.  I get someone.  Hokay?  You unnerstand?” 
 
“Oh, I understand, Johnny.  Thanks.” 
 
“Don’t thank me ‘till tomorrow.” 
 
“You’re really encouraging on this one, Johnny,” I told him. 
 
He laughed.  “You bright guy, Doc -- maybe bright enough to see da sun come up tomorrow.” 
 
I called Robin. 
 
“A chopper should be there in about an hour,” she told me. 
 
“Okay, I’ll be ready.” 
 
“Bob, what are we dealing with?” 
 
My cell phone breeped.  Johnny -- I answered it.  “Yah, Johnny.  What do you need?” 
 
“Saw da pic -- you gotta big problem.  Where dis sick fuck at?” he asked. 
 
Into the other phone, I asked, “Robin, can you give me a location for this beast?” 
 
“You near a computer with Google Earth?” she asked. 
 
“Oh yeah.  Johnny, bring up Google Earth.” 
 
We had a sort-of three way call, zooming in on some tough looking country.  I passed questions 

from Johnny, and answers from Robin.  Yes, near highway 172.  Was the chopper taking me to the site?  
No, I’d be dropped at Robin’s and we’d take her truck from there, about a 20 minute drive to the ranch, 
and then another half hour to the area, and a five minute walk in.  This was sounding like loads of fun... 

 
Johnny told me, “Dis fuck he gotta go down.  You be careful!” 
 
“Thanks, Johnny,” I told him.  He hung up. 
 
“Bob, what is that thing?” Robin asked again. 
 
I sighed.  “Robin, what kind of camera did you use?” 
 
“Nikon D-50, fairly new, why?” 
 
“Robin, when you look through the viewfinder, you’re looking through mirrors,” I told her. 
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She paused for a moment, then gasped.  “You don’t expect me to believe...” 
 
I shook my head.  “Doctor Slater, I merely made an observation on the optical path of your 

camera.  Evidently you drew a conclusion from that, and you have a problem with your conclusion...” 
 
“But...  Do such things exist?” she asked in a whisper. 
 
I almost laughed.  “Robin, you saw it.”  With these beasts, asking that question is a good way to 

piss ‘em off. 
 
She sighed.  “Okay, what can I do to prepare in the next hour and a half until you’re here.” 
 
A good question...  “Got any Catholic churches nearby, with active congregations?” 
 
“Yes, why?” 
 
“A few liters of holy water, like from their baptismal font, would help.” 
 
“You’re serious.” 
 
“Robin dear, the colleague I spoke to told me I was a bright guy, maybe bright enough to see the 

sun come up tomorrow.  Trust me on this.” 
 
“Okay...  I’ve got a bad feeling...” 
 
“Robin, this is an occasion to trust those feelings.  See you in a while -- I need to pack.” 
 
I told Maria to take off -- I was going on a housecall and probably not be back until tomorrow 

evening.  If I wasn’t back by nine in the morning, cancel out the whole day. 
 
I packed, starting with the 40 cal Glock and the handmade plus-loaded rounds made of local 

silver and malachite.  On second thought, got the 9mm Glock and the silver rounds for it as well. 
 
Had a thought, guns and ammo on the table, next to the fairy dust and my stocks of holy water. 
 
“Joe, anything you can do to make these nastier?” 
 
Joe shook his head.  “For that thing, yes -- put them on the floor, y tu guns tambien.” 
 
I put the guns and ammo on the floor.  Joe did a wailing dance around them. 
 
I gathered more stuff, including Joe’s traveling kennel.  He didn’t like that.  “You can stay here,” 

I suggested. 
 
He shook his head.  “Wouldn’t miss this one.  And Johnny would be pissed if I let you get hurt.” 
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And we don’t want to get Johnny upset; we both agreed on that. 
 
Went back to the main house to change.  Put on my old camo pants, jump boots, the whole deal.  

I knew I could do 48 hours or more in these clothes; I’d done it before, but not for a few years.  Look in 
the bright side -- after what, a dozen years, they still fit. 

 
Had another thought and grabbed some liter bottles from my Open Clinic kit. 
 
Moved things to the porch, the guns in my pelican transport case.  “In you go, Joe,” I told my 

assistant, pointing to his carrier. 
 
He made a rude noise but hopped in.  I closed the front. 
 
My pack was set up to carry a lot of the stuff, including six liters of holy water, and two liters of 

concentrated colloidal silver solution.  I’d make up some balloons on the ride out. 
 
Cell phone call -- Robin.  “Yes, dear?” 
 
She told me the chopper was about ten minutes out, and she was going to get some holy water -- 

she’d worked with one pastor before, and told him she wanted it to bless some animals.  Good job! 
 
Not just a chopper -- Texas National Guard chopper!  Someone is well connected!  A guy 

hopped out of the back and walked to me.  He was in uniform -- instinct, I guess, or training.  I saluted 
him, and he returned the salute. 

 
“Doctor Harris?” 
 
“Ready to go,” I told him, pointing to the cage, picking up my pack.  “Sidearms in there,” I said, 

pointing to the pelican case.  “That a problem?” 
 
“No sir,” he answered. 
 
Another joined us, from the front of the bird.  “Got a head I can use?” he asked. 
 
We shook hands.  “In the door to the right, Captain,” I told him, reading his shoulder bars. 
 
The first one, Carl, looked me over and said, “Nice boots -- where’d ya get ‘em?” 
 
I smiled.  “Got these the hard way -- four years as an Army medic, mostly with Special Forces in 

places ending in -stan.” 
 
“Damn expensive boots,” he said. 
 
“Got that right!” 
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I was all too familiar with the inside of their chopper.  I got myself and my equipment (including 
Joe) secured.  The flight was noisy but uneventful, bringing back a lot of memories, some less pleasant 
than others.  The view was even similar.  At least nobody was shooting at us.  Didn’t take long to fly 
over the little chunk of Arizona, the bottom of New Mexico, and into West Texas. 

 
We put down at a small place, a few fenced acres.  House, barn, other outbuildings -- typical of a 

rural vet.  I saw Robin standing by a few year old Jeep Grand Cherokee.  She’d put on weight in the last 
decade or so, and it looked good on her. 

 
Carl unclipped and came back; I guess they weren’t going to shut things down, so I unclipped 

and helped unload my gear.  I saluted the pilot, he returned it, and they took off. 
 
Robin is about five foot eight, and I’d guess weighed in around one fifty, perfect for me, and 

well suited for our business.  Some times you need the mass, the muscle. 
 
“You still look great!” she told me after we hugged. 
 
“So do you, Robin,” I replied with a smile. 
 
She shook her head and chuckled.  “Let’s get loaded up and on the road.” 
 
“I should make a pit stop first,” I told her. 
 
She nodded.  “Good idea.” 
 
We talked a bit about her setup; similar to what I had, what a lot of us had in this business.  She 

was lucky, she told me, with some good clients.  The one with the problem was on the Texas Railroad 
Commission, one of the most powerful organizations in the state.  That helped explain my ride. 

 
Outside, we walked back to her Jeep and my gear. 
 
“Let me out of this thing!” Joe called in my head. 
 
I opened his cage and he hopped out, shaking out the kinks. 
 
“Ah, Bob, just why did you bring ... him?” Robin asked. 
 
“Tell her,” I said out loud to Joe. 
 
Joe turned and sat up, looked at her, and said quite plainly, “Yo soy tu buen suerte, chiquita,” -- 

our good-luck for the trip. 
 
She’s made of strong stuff; she didn’t go down, but gave me a look.  “Bob, did ... he just talk?” 
 
I smiled.  “His name is Joe.  We’ve worked together for a decade or so.” 
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She frowned a bit and sighed.  Jacks live two, maybe three years in the wild.  “Pleased to meet 
you, Joe,” she told him. 

 
“We’ll see tomorrow,” he muttered as he hopped off to a nearby bush. 
 
“Did you get any holy water?” I asked as we loaded things in her Jeep. 
 
“Yes, a few liters, in the back.  You really think...” 
 
I nodded.  “I’ll make up some balloons on the way, some with yours, and some with mine.” 
 
She frowned. 
 
“You have a handgun?” 
 
She nodded.  “9 mil.  Why?” 
 
I opened the gun case and took out a magazine of 9mm ammo.  “Load it with these, now.” 
 
She looked at the magazine I handed her, and frowned more.  “What are these?  No, silver?” 
 
I smiled and nodded.  “Local silver, blessed by a local brujo,” I told her. 
 
She took a breath as if to speak, but closed her mouth and went to the back of the jeep. 
 
I took Joe’s carrier around back.  Robin was emptying her magazine, loading the rounds I’d 

given her. 
 
“This really works?” she asked. 
 
“I sure hope so,” I told her. 
 
“Hey!  Any word from Johnny?” Joe asked as he hopped up. 
 
Robin fumbled the magazine, but didn’t drop it. 
 
I pulled out my cell phone.  I’d never turned it off.  “Not yet.  I’d expect a call soon, though.”  I 

looked to Robin.  “How long a drive?” 
 
“About half an hour on the county roads to a side gate, another half hour to the top of the cut.  

Short walk from there.  Last time I talked to the foreman, they’re all staying the hell away until we tell 
them different.” 

 
“Good idea,” I told her as I put my bags in the back.  “Can I use this box?” I asked her, pointing 

to an empty cardboard box with handles. 
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“Sure.” 
 
I lined it with a plastic trash bag and set it in the back.  “I’ll put the balloons in this,” I muttered, 

grabbing the supplies I’d need to make them. 
 
“Water balloons?” she asked. 
 
“Filled with holy water, and silver solution,” I told her. 
 
She just shook her head. 
 
“Hop in, Joe!” I called, and he hopped into the back.  I closed the door and got in on the 

passenger side. 
 
Robin got in, glanced back at Joe.  “Will he be okay back there?” 
 
“I’ll be fine,” Joe answered. 
 
She took another breath, exhaling in a controlled fashion. 
 
I almost laughed.  “You’re doing fine.” 
 
“Vamanos...” Joe echoed from the back seat. 
 
We headed off. 
 
A little ways down the road, she asked, “So, I heard you had some interesting times after we got 

out of school.  Who was it?  Jamie?” 
 
I winced.  “Yah.  And who were you with?  Richard?” 
 
She frowned and nodded.  “Yes -- and people were right, he was a prick.  What happened with 

you, though?  Last I knew, you were breaking up with her, looking at moving back to Wyoming?” 
 
I nodded.  That’s where I’d grown up, both my dad and an uncle were vets.  “Yah, breaking up, 

thought things were done.”  I took a breath.  “People told me she was a controlling bitch, and to be 
careful.  I thought we parted on good terms.  Then she went and told her daddy she was pregnant...” 

 
“Was she?” Robin asked. 
 
I shrugged.  “Nah.” 
 
“But daddy raised hell?” 
 
Shook my head.  “Daddy wasn’t the problem -- oh, he was pissed, but her redneck judge uncle 

had me beaten, arrested, and thrown in his rancid county jail.  But he has a forgiving side -- he gave me 
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a choice -- join the military and help bring Christ and democracy to heathen lands, or rot in his jail.” 
 
“No!” 
 
“Oh yah...  Even brought in a recruiter to sign me up on the spot.  That guy took a little pity on 

me, though.  And the army, since I’d  graduated cum laude from one of the premier veterinary medicine 
programs in the country, decided I should be a medic.” 

 
She laughed.  “I was guessing cook...” 
 
“Damn close.  Eight months accelerated training, and off to country that looks a lot like this, 

except they have poppies and the occasional camel.” 
 
“We’ve got camel around here -- now I know who to call when we have problems.” 
 
“Only if you want ‘em put down,” I grumbled.  Been spit on by too many damn camels. 
 
She chuckled.  “But you survived, and got out.” 
 
“Yah, that I did.  Got out, made a run at nursing, emergency room stuff, but ended up taking over 

a vet practice, out East of Tucson.  Worked out well.  How about you?” 
 
She shook her head.  She’d had a more nominal path, and better luck, leveraging family 

connections into work for some good folks.  She was busy and comfortable.  She... 
 
My phone rang -- Johnny.  “Yo, Johnny.” 
 
“Pick her up at 172 and J10 -- andferfucksake, be careful!” click. 
 
I looked at the phone and folded it back up.  “We meet at 172 and J10 -- you know where that 

is?” I asked Robin. 
 
She nodded.  “About a mile from the gate.” 
 
I settled into filling water balloons.  “Yellow ones are silver water, red are plain holy water, and 

the blue are mixed,” I told her. 
 
“Bob, these are going to make a difference?  Actually do something?” 
 
“Robin, if we need ‘em, I sure hope so.” 
 
We made it to the spot where J10 meets 172, parked, and waited.  All of us got out to walk  

around.  Robin pointed out the terrain; we’d been driving along one edge of her client’s spread for a 
while.  Must be nice.  Of course he spent a lot of his time in Austin and other hotspots. 

 
“She’s here,” Joe told us. 
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I turned, and saw her -- oh my, Sophira...  She was walking up the road. 
 
A little over six feet tall, lithe, boots, denim pants, shirt, leather jacket, hat -- lovely. 
 
“Robin, this is Sophira,” I said, introducing her to the most beautiful vampire I’d ever met. 
 
Sophira’s eyes were glowing.  I heard Robin sigh.  Sophira smiled and touched her.  “You may 

call me Mistress,” she whispered, pulling Robin closer, taking her. 
 
Joe made a rude noise, something he’s good at. 
 
Sophira let Robin go and glanced at Joe.  “I love you, too...” 
 
She turned to me, touched me.  “Hello again, my sweet,” she said through the cloud of softness 

that had enveloped me. 
 
But then it was gone.  We got back in the Jeep, with Sophira in the back, Joe in the middle, 

Robin and me up front. 
 
“You spoke with Johnny?” I asked. 
 
“Yes,” she replied from the back seat.  “I ...” 
 
Robin -- it was almost funny, but she almost drove us off the road!  When Sophira spoke up, 

Robin glanced in the rear-view mirror, didn’t see anything, panicked, and turned her head to look in the 
back seat! 

 
But she recovered quickly.  “Sorry,” she muttered, back to driving again. 
 
“I saw it,” Sophira told us.  “It must have been a very intense storm.” 
 
“Bad lightning a while back?” I asked Robin, clarifying. 
 
She nodded.  “The worst we’ve seen around here!  It’s connected?” 
 
“Yes,” Sophira said.  “It doesn’t belong to this world.  I have called to others.  We must send it 

back.” 
 
We pulled up to the gate; I hopped out and opened it, closing it again after Robin drove through. 
 
She parked and got out, going to the back.  She opened it and took out her gun, putting on a 

holster.  “We’re on private property now.  I can carry, but I usually don’t.” 
 
I nodded, put on my holster, and got my Glock, being sure one round was chambered. 
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“Jesus, what is that?” Robin asked. 
 
“Glock 24C, parting gift from my Ranger friends,” I told her. 
 
“Protect your eyes,” Sophira suggested from the back seat. 
 
I nodded and got a little sprayer from my bag. 
 
I turned to Robin.  “Eyes wide open -- this won’t hurt.”  I sprayed the fine mist across both her 

eyes.  She blinked.  “Don’t rub it.  Now do me.”  I handed her the sprayer and took off my sunglasses.  
The spray felt nice.  She handed it back, and I packed it up. 

 
“What was that, if I may ask,” she asked as we got back in the Jeep. 
 
“Holy water and fairy dust,” I said.  I swapped the polarized lenses in my Smith Slider 

sunglasses for yellow shooting lenses. 
 
She just started the engine and drove along the dirt road.  “We’ll park on a little mesa nearby, 

about a mile walk to the canyon where ... it is.” 
 
“Good,” Sophira said.  “We have preparations to make.  I see you have made some already.  You 

are properly armed?” 
 
“Silver and malachite,” I replied, “With the best Joe could add.” 
 
“That is good.  We still have a minor problem, but I have an idea...” 
 
Not sure I liked the amusement in her voice...  I glanced back.  Joe was in her lap, and she was 

petting him.  His antlers were growing, and I’d bet something else was growing as well. 
 
We pulled up and parked on a large flat rock on the mesa.  We got out.  Sophira put Joe on the 

ground, then opened the back of the Jeep.  She took out a couple of folded blankets and spread them out 
on the grass off to the side.  She sat down and waved to us. 

 
“Sit with me,” she said. 
 
We sat, on either side of her. 
 
She closed her eyes for a moment.  She shook her head and opened them.  “It does not know we 

are here, yet.  It senses something...”  She looked at us.  “And that is our problem.  My friends are on 
their way.  We cannot let it see into your minds; we cannot take the risk.  If it can, there is a chance it 
might be able to do something...  So...”  She unclipped her long hair and let it flow.  She smiled, reached 
out for us, eyes glowing... 

 
She took us both, so easily.  We were naked, rolling around on the blankets.  I ended up between 

Sophira’s legs, eating her, pleasing her, delirious between her legs squeezing me, holding me.  And she 
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held Robin, kissing and sucking on her, a hand between her legs moving sensuously. 
 
We dressed again.  I put on my pack, loaded up, and got the cardboard box with the balloons.  

Robin carried a pack with more holy water, and her supplies.  Joe was sporting a pretty full rack; he 
finished a long wailing dance around the Jeep. 

 
Sophira pulled us close again.  “You are in my aura, protected.  I must approach first.”  She 

kissed each of us on the forehead, even Joe. 
 
We hiked down the cut, Sophira carrying Joe.  We paused, a few hundred yards away from it, so 

Robin could catch her breath.  I sensed it, and it sensed us. 
 
The noise it made -- not from our world.  And it was pissed! 
 
At the bottom of the cut, an old cattle chute, old iron, ten feet long and a few wide. 
 
The beast -- glowing malevolent eyes, making an unearthly noise, repeatedly ramming the bars, 

trying to get to us.  Too big to be a javie, that’s for sure, yet with the overall build, tusks, and stink -- a 
stink with a sulphur tinge to it.  It screamed, charging the bars, ramming into them, sending spit, dirt and 
stink into the air. 

 
Joe’s eyes glowed as he sat up.  The beast made more noise.  Sophira’s eyes glowed, and she 

held out a hand, pointing a palm at the beast, whispering something.  Whatever she said, the beast didn’t 
like it, and let us know!  She circled the chute, once, twice, and on the third time, dragging a stick, drew 
a circle around it.  The beast’s cries and violence increased, until she closed the circle, and suddenly we 
could barely hear it, even though it was still charging, ramming, the old iron bars of the chute.  The fear 
and panic I felt also dropped tremendously. 

 
Sophira made two more circles around it, then came to us. 
 
“Do not breach the circles,” she told us.  That I understood. 
 
She glanced to the beast, then turned again to us.  “You must free it, then we will send it back,” 

she said.  “My friends... are almost here.” 
 
“Free it!?” Robin asked incredulously. 
 
I put a hand on my Glock.  “Free it from this form,” I explained -- “Kill it.” 
 
“Yes,” Sophira agreed.  “And the sooner the better.” 
 
Joe whistled, something he saves for special occasions. 
 
“They arrive,” Sophira said, looking into the sky.  Turning to us, “Hide your eyes!” she hissed. 
 
I pulled Robin to me, pulling her head to my chest.  I closed my eyes.  “Don’t look,” I told her, 
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holding her, trying to protect her.  A sense of cold and darkness passed over and through us. 
 
“You can open your eyes and look again,” Sophira told us. 
 
Look?  At what?  Three wraiths, shifting gray-black forms arrayed themselves around the circles, 

leaving an opening... 
 
I understood -- the opening was for us. 
 
“You with us, Joe?” I asked. 
 
“He remains with me,” Sophira told us, putting on a pair of my nitrile gloves. 
 
“Robin, you get the balloons.  We’ll start with a yellow one, then blue, save the reds.” 
 
We moved to just outside the third circle.  We could hear it cry, scream, and feel the impact of it 

ramming the bars trying to get to us.  The bars were bending.  We could see where it had dug into the 
concrete, exposing rebar. 

 
I pulled out my Glock.  “Toss him a yellow one.  See how he likes that,” I said. 
 
Robin picked up a yellow balloon.  The beast became more animated. 
 
“He thinks you’re stupid,” Joe told us. 
 
“Right,” Robin said, tossing the balloon.  “Let’s see what this does for its attitude!” 
 
A nice arc, it hit the bars in front of him and burst, showering the beast. 
 
We could see how it burned him, and hear it as well!  Success!  “Alternate blues and yellows, 

two more of each, ready with red when I say so,” I told her. 
 
A blue one full in the face!  Now he was really screaming, smoke coming from his eyes! 
 
I aimed carefully, and put two shots into him.  Each shot impacted, smoking, throwing the beast 

around.  “Red one!” I called.  Robin tossed a red one, but it only got him a little -- but where it did, 
where the holy water hit the wound, he started to burn!  And stink, oh what a stink! 

 
I alternated head and heart, Robin tossing in balloons.  The effect was particularly good when 

they hit a wound.  I only clanked the pipes of the chute once, and that seemed to fragment the shell and 
hit the beast in more than one spot. 

 
Damn -- I hadn’t been keeping track.  This magazine should be about empty.  One more, into a 

glowing eye... 
 
A solid hit, and that was the last one for this magazine, the slide locked back. 
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And as I switched magazines, the beast turned, its cries changed -- now it was trying to get away! 
 
Robin fired off three double-taps, clanking one on the pipes, but landing the rest solid, the beast 

now trying to escape us. 
 
I added three rounds right along the spine and it flopped to the bottom of the chute.  “Two red 

ones!” I called.  Robin lobbed them in.  They hit and the beast stopped making noise, barely moving 
now. 

 
“Back away!” Sophira called. 
 
We backed out; Robin and I hugged.  We’d done it! 
 
“Take off the top -- party later!” Joe yelled at me.  Robin managed a gasp -- Joe had sprouted his 

wings, leathery bat-things, and claws.  Sophira handed me a bottle of holy water; even wearing gloves, 
she didn’t want to risk it.  I took the top off.  Joe grabbed it carefully in his talons, flew over the chute, 
and more or less hovering, emptied it on the beast.  He had to dip and swerve some to avoid steam and 
flames.  He came back for another bottle, and emptied that.  It wasn’t screaming any more.  It wasn’t 
moving, either. 

 
Damn, we’d done it!  I felt good!  And so did Robin, holding and squeezing her. 
 
Uh oh...  We felt the air change, the skies darken.  A dark chill swept through the area.  Robin 

clutched at me. 
 
I realized -- we’d freed it, freed it from the limitations of this form.  Now it was up to Sophira 

and her friends.  I hoped those circles she’d cast would hold up! 
 
Cold wind whipped around us, ominous noises rolling through the canyon. 
 
“Go!” Sophira cried.  “Now!  Out of here!  Wait at your wagon!  Hurry!” 
 
I grabbed my pack, and Robin grabbed hers.  Sophira gave us a shove.  “Go!  Hurry!  Flee!” 
 
I got it!  I grabbed Robin’s hand and started out. 
 
We were maybe a mile and a half from the Jeep, the trail we’d taken zigzagging up the cut, 

picking up maybe a hundred feet of elevation.  No big deal, right? 
 
No big deal for me -- I was in damn good shape.  I was worried about Robin. 
 
“Don’t look back!” I yelled at her.  I didn’t want to know what was going on back there!  I 

grabbed for the tactical light I kept clipped to my pack, and turned it on.  It was getting dark, and nasty!  
It felt nasty around us, gloomy, malevolent, cold -- and it started to rain, pelting us with big, cold drops. 
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As we left level ground, it turned into a moaning, menacing downpour.  The side of the cut, not 
good enough to be a horse trail, turned to trecherous, slippery, mud.  I was glad for the shooting glasses -
- they were keeping the rain out of my eyes. 

 
Robin slipped and fell first; I grabbed her by a pack strap so she wouldn’t go face-down in the 

mud.  We were rapidly approaching flash-flood conditions. 
 
Add thunder and ominous dark noises -- something was still very, very upset, and very, very 

powerful. 
 
Robin was panting, huffing and puffing.  If need be, I’d ditch the packs and carry her, but I 

really, really hoped we could get to more level ground before that happened! 
 
We were about a third of the way up the cut when the lightning started.  Robin let out a yelp and 

covered her ears at the first crash, slipping down part way again, not going all the way down. 
 
Holding her, helping her, trying to keep both of us up and moving through the downpour, a cold 

malevolent wind whipping rain around us.  The air filled with doom.  Robin slipped, falling again.  As 
she fell, I lunged forward for a tree branch to hold us both up, but missed by a fraction of a fingernail, 
going down partially on top of her.  I put my hand down to try and break my fall.  It was like something 
grabbed us and pulled us back down the slope, eight, ten feet, through mud and rock.  I tried to stop us, 
to move forward.  Robin shrieked. 

 
But I was still looking at that branch, reaching for it when the world lit up.  Lightning struck, and 

vaporized the branch I’d been reaching for.  Something hit my glasses, and shards hit the side of my 
face.  If I’d managed to grab that branch...  If I’d been holding it... 

 
We were both pretty much covered in mud.  Sitting there, I grabbed a bottle and rinsed Robin’s 

face and eyes.  Did the right thing -- the bottle I grabbed was holy water.  The crud practically leapt 
from her face!  I splashed a little on mine; it stung, which confirmed my suspicions.  “Here, hold out 
your hands,” I told her, splashing some on her hands, then on mine.  The rain pelted us still, washing 
things away. 

 
Yeah, I could see better, and I think Robin could as well. 
 
We struggled back to our feet, passing the spot that had just been struck, still smoldering.  

Lightning crashed down, not as close.  It was like being caught in a firefight again. 
 
Somehow we made it to the top of the cut, to the edge of the mesa.  I almost laughed, looking at 

her Jeep sitting on the flat expanse of rock -- Joe saved our asses, protecting it.  The storm whipped at us 
and growled, but once we were inside the circle Joe had cast, we felt it ease up. 

 
Robin leaned against her Jeep, crying, panting, wheezing. 
 
“We’re safe,” I told her, my heart pounding.  “We made it.  Here...”  I took our packs off, 

brushing off crud, and took off the outside layer of our clothing, coated with mud.  I spread a plastic 
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drop over the back seat of the Jeep and put in our packs and clothing.  I spread blankets over the front 
seats and put Robin in the passenger seat.  “Look at me!” I told her, and rinsed her face with holy water 
again.  “Rinse your mouth, and swallow it,” I told her.  She did.  I closed the passenger door. 

 
Went around to the driver’s side, rinsed my face, and took a swig.  Hope it helped!  Got in and 

closed the door.  Robin handed me the keys; I put them in the ignition but didn’t start the engine. 
 
“We made it,” I told her, holding her hand.  Her hand was cold, wet, dirty, and shaking.  Mine 

was the same. 
 
We had a creepy feeling again, and the Jeep was rocked by rain and moaning wind.  Lightning 

crashed down in the cut where we’d been, where it was hopefully still trapped. 
 
More lightning -- was it afterglow from the lightning strikes, or was there another weird glow 

from down there?  Robin whimpered and I held her, pulling her head to my shoulder, closing my eyes.  
Some things we’re not meant to see, we’re better off not seeing. 

 
Another series of crashes, and things changed; we could feel it.  The feelings of malice and doom 

were gone.  The wind and storm seemed to lighten up. 
 
We sat back.  “Damn,” I said to nobody in particular. 
 
“We almost were,” Robin whispered. 
 
Yeah, things were clearing.  We were still a mess, and the stuff in the back seat was a mess. 
 
I was looking over my shoulder at the stuff in the back when Robin screamed and grabbed me! 
 
I pulled my gun, turning.  Descending from the sky towards us was a bulky winged shape with 

glowing eyes -- and antlers! 
 
“It’s Joe,” I told her, holding her. 
 
He landed on the hood.  I still don’t know where the wings go when he’s not using them. 
 
“Hey!  Stand out in the rain -- it will do you good!” he called to me. 
 
I shook Robin a little.  “Let’s get out.  The rain will help clean us up.” 
 
“Uh, okay,” she managed to mumble. 
 
The rain was warmer now, and it felt good.  We got the stuff from the back seat and cleaned it in 

the rain best we could. 
 
“I can drive,” Robin told me, her voice stronger. 
 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 39 

“Where’s Sophira?” I asked Joe. 
 
He yorped in laughter, which startled Robin. 
 
“She and her buddies took off; said something about visiting Salt Lake City.  She told me to 

thank you -- they haven’t had that much fun in a long time.”  He yorped and yodeled some more. 
 
“That was fun?” Robin asked, stepping close to me again. 
 
I gave her a quick hug.  “Guess so.  Let’s go clean up?” 
 
“Oh yeah!” 
 
The drive out wasn’t bad.  Not surprisingly, the storm was localized.  The hard road was still dry. 
 
Robin parked her rig in the barn.  We unloaded things and cleaned up.  She thanked me for 

spreading the drop and the blankets. 
 
“I need a shower,” she announced, and put a hand on my shoulder.  “With you.” 
 
I grabbed my kit; I had some suspicions still.  “Sounds like a deal.” 
 
“I’ll stay out here,” Joe muttered. 
 
We pretty much stripped on her back porch.  “Let’s get this stuff in the washer, pronto,” she 

suggested.  We emptied pockets and such, did a bit more rinsing on the porch, and dumped the clothes 
into her washer. 

 
She touched the side of my face.  “You’ve got some cuts.  Let’s get into better light.” 
 
“We both do,” I told her.  “Bathroom and shower?  I need hot water!” 
 
In the bathroom as she started the shower, I got out my little sprayer.  “I want to check you over, 

first,” I told her. 
 
She smiled, almost laughing.  “I thought you’d never ask...” 
 
I shook my head.  Some scratches on her face, sprayed those.  “Does that sting?” I asked. 
 
“Yes, but then it feels warm,” she confirmed. 
 
Oho -- two marks on her right breast, above her nipple.  That’s where Sophira had been busy... 
 
“This may sting a lot,” I told her, and then sprayed. 
 
She jumped!  “Ouch!  That hurts!” 
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I nodded.  “Hold still -- a little more will turn it around.”  I sprayed the area more, including the 

nipple, and her other breast. 
 
“Oh, that’s a lot better,” she said, her voice turning sultry, and her nipples perking up. 
 
Oh well, the holy water did its job, and the side effects of the fairy dust were kicking in... 
 
She checked me, both of us barely remaining clinical.  She sprayed some scratches on my face, 

hands, and neck.  They stung initially, then warmed up.  Call it magic, enchantment, or just plain 
nastiness -- the stinging told me the wounds we’d gotten were inflicted by more than just the weather. 

 
We definitely warmed up in the shower!  We dried off quickly, eager to move to the bedroom.  

Hands wandering, kissing, feeling... 
 
“Robin,” I said, reaching for my sprayer, “I want to be sure and get every place Sophira touched 

you.  It’s important.” 
 
She grabbed me by my handle.  “Whatever you say...” 
 
I got her on her back on the bed, legs over the edge, spreading her legs.  I ran my hand over her 

mound; she moaned and presented for me.  I spread her nether lips a bit and gave her a good spray. 
 
She shrieked!  I got her with two more spritzes as she tried to move away. 
 
Her shrieking turned quickly to more friendly noises.  I put one hand on her mound as I caressed 

her gently. 
 
“Oh, I need you...” she moaned.  “Please!” 
 
What I do to be thorough...  I sprayed my cock, top and bottom.  Oh yeah...  I moved closer and 

slid into her.  She moaned and shuddered.  I moved around, just being thorough... 
 
On my elbows, settling in on top of her...  “Exhale and breathe in through your nose,” I told her. 
 
She nodded, looking somewhat spaced out, and did it.  I gave her one good spritz up each nostril. 
 
I took a toot myself and managed to put the sprayer on the nightstand... 
 
She was warm, animated, and glorious.  We were both loud.  We curled up together and went to 

sleep holding each other. 
 
“Bob!” Robin whispered, partially waking me.  “What’s that sound?  Hear it?” 
 
 I listened, half asleep, pulling her closer.  She was warm, and soft.  “La gazza ladra, Thieving 

Magpie, by Rossini,” I told her, and kissed her on the head. 
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“What?” she asked. 
 
“It’s Joe.  Listen, he’s in rare form...”  It’s surprising how he can switch between soprano and 

tenor parts.  Guess I’ve increased his repetoire.  “Something tells me you’re going to have a population 
explosion of jacks...” 

 
She snuggled.  “Glad we weren’t the only ones making noise...  More like him?” 
 
“Nah, just plain jacks.  It takes special circumstances to get jackalopes.”  I kissed her on the head 

again.  “You know, you did really well through all this.” 
 
She shuddered and held me tighter.  “No, I didn’t,” she whispered.  “And I hope I never 

experience anything like it ever again.” 
 
Oh well, guess I’m not getting a colleague...  “Not mentioning details is probably best.” 
 
She sighed.  “I wouldn’t know what to say.  I’m glad it’s over.” 
 
I held her and kissed her head once more.  I hope it’s over, too.  Hard to tell with some of these 

things.  She settled in, and we went back to sleep. 
 
Sort of waking in the morning, snuggling close. 
 
She rolled away, muttering, and got out of bed. 
 
I sat up on my side, rubbing my face.  Yeah, we’d gone at it pretty wild...  I sighed -- you could 

even say possessed...  More side-effects of our incident?  Most likely. 
 
Robin was ... cautious but friendly.  We cleaned up in the bathroom; she gave me a set of blue 

scrubs to wear and went to load our clothes in the dryer. 
 
I offered to cook breakfast.  She agreed to that, and picked up a portable phone to figure out how 

to get me home.  She had a pretty full day. 
 
Okay, that’s how things are going to go.  I found eggs, bacon, frozen juice.  Had an idea -- she 

was on the phone, in other parts of the house.  I grabbed a half-full bottle from my pack on the back 
porch, and some other things.  Mixed the juice using holy water, and emptied my little sprayer into it as 
well.  Poured glasses of juice for both of us and took her some.  She nodded and smiled, talking on the 
phone. 

 
Started cooking eggs and bacon. 
 
“Hey!  Let me in!” Joe called, banging on the screen door. 
 
I let him in.  He hopped up on the kitchen table, eyeing the eggs and bacon. 
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“I’ll fix you some,” I told him.  “How’d you make out last night?  You sounded pretty good,” I 

asked him. 
 
He yorped in delight, sitting up and throwing his head back.  Then in a perfect imitation of my 

voice, he asked, “How’d you make out last night?  You sounded pretty good.” 
 
I chuckled.  “I guess we did...  Quite a deal, Joe, that was quite a deal.” 
 
Went back to my cooking. 
 
“Git!” Robin yelled.  “Git out of my...  Oh, good morning, Joe,” she calmed down once she 

recognized him. 
 
“Good morning to you too!” he replied.  “It’s good to see the sun come up again!”  He yorped in 

delight. 
 
“Did I really hear you last night?” she asked. 
 
I turned to Joe and gave him a nasty look, pointing at him with the spatula. 
 
He gave a short yorp, then threw his head back and sang.  Beethoven, this time, part of the 

Chorale from the 9th.  Amazing how he can produce the low notes. 
 
Robin applauded the performance, which only made him worse.  I fixed him a small plate with 

some scrambled eggs and bacon.  Robin asked for more juice, which I took as a good sign. 
 
She got a call as we were eating.  One of the hands from the ranch would be by and give me (us) 

a ride back home, about a four hour drive.  She assured whoever it was that the problem had been taken 
care of.  She covered the handset and whispered to me, “Any problems going back out there?”  I shook 
my head.  “No.”  She told them the area was okay to visit.  They chatted a bit more and she hung up. 

 
“How do I bill an exorcism?” she asked me, shaking her head. 
 
“I haven’t figured that one out, either,” I told her.  “Another house call, extended?” 
 
We finished breakfast and I was clearing the dishes when my cell phone chirped. 
 
Robin told me, “I’ll get those.” 
 
I picked up my phone -- Johnny!  “Hey Johnny!  We’re still alive!” I greeted him. 
 
“Yah, you made it, mostly cuz Sophira called in big guns.” 
 
“Joe says they had fun.” 
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“Heh.  Some fun!  I talked to her -- dat wuz one bad fuck dey took down.  But you guys all right?  
No problems?” 

 
“Not that I know of, Johnny.  We washed off good...”  I moved out onto the back porch, “with 

holy water and fairy dust.  That helped.” 
 
“Yah, good idea.  No nightmares, dat kinda shit?” 
 
“No, at least not yet.  We rinsed pretty good, and drank some.  I’m feeding more to Robin just in 

case.” 
 
“Yah, good.” 
 
“Other than leaving some silver, I think we made out okay.” 
 
“Dats good.  You tell dat Joe protect her!” 
 
“I’ll do that, Johnny -- he did a dance around her car before we went in last night.” 
 
“Dat Joe a smart one some times -- but don’t you tell him I said so!” 
 
I had to laugh at that.  “I won’t, Johnny -- and thanks for worrying about us.” 
 
“Hey, Doc, you help us an we help you.  We talk later -- glad you saw da sun come up!” 
 
“Me too, Johnny, me too!” 
 
I hung up and went back in the house.  “You protect her and this place yet?” I thought to Joe.  He 

was sitting on a chair. 
 
“Last night while you were making all the noise,” he grumbled back to me. 
 
“Good, Joe -- thanks.” 
 
I dried dishes.  We sorted clothes, packs, and such.  I told her to keep the silver ammo for her 

9mm -- put it in a separate magazine and keep in handy.  She shook her head and said she would. 
 
My ride showed up.  Joe went back into his carrier with a grumble, and had me put the cloth 

shade up in the front. 
 
Robin and I parted with a somewhat tense hug.  I told her to let me know if anything weird 

happened.  She said she would. 
 
The ride was not too long, and silent.  I pointed out a café near home and told him it was a good 

place to get dinner -- better carnitas than in Texas, and fresh corn tortillas every day. 
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Damn it was good to see home.  I seldom got to be a passenger, to look around on the drive in.  I 
like this country.  I like the hills, and the scrub.  And I like my little ranch house, and the barns, the 
“new” barn with my office, and the “old” barn where the interesting things went on. 

 
Cleaned up, repacked, restocked in both barns.  Needed more holy water.  Always need more 

fairy dust.  Need to have more ammo made.  A local gunsmith did the work for me; all I needed was the 
silver. 

 
Walking back to the house at dusk; going to be another beautiful night.  “Wonder if we have any 

leftovers for dinner, or maybe I’ll drive over to Rosa’s,” I muttered to Joe. 
 
Puttering in the house, Maria had triaged the mail and rescheduled appointments.  Nothing 

major, but I don’t like rescheduling on people.  “We can sleep in,” I told Joe.  “Nothing before noon!” 
 
I was about to head into the kitchen when I heard the chime that told me someone was coming 

down my driveway. 
 
“Nasty words,” I muttered under my breath, heading to the front porch and turning on the lights. 
 
A fairly new looking Lincoln Navigator pulled up in front of the house.  A woman got out, and 

opened the door behind her.  She got something and walked up to the porch. 
 
As she stepped into the light of the porch, I could see...  She was very pretty, and carrying a 

rabbit?  Looked like a large lop.  Just what I needed -- another sick bunny.  You see a lot of lops with 
dental problems from inbreeding (just like the so-called nobility in some countries). 

 
But as she approached, she put it down. 
 
“What can I do for you?” I asked as she walked on to my porch. 
 
“Kiss me,” she whispered, opening her arms. 
 
I took half a step back before she touched me and I fell into her glowing eyes. 
 
Her touch, her scent, her lips -- I soon became more enthusiastic.  How could I not?  She was a 

succubus, sent by Sophira and her friends to thank me.  She thanked me -- many times, more times and 
in more ways than I could imagine.  Her skin, her breasts, riding against her bottom, her riding on top of 
me, teasing me with her breasts, tantalizing me with her hands.  I’d think I was done for the night, 
snuggling in, and after a few minutes she’d breathe in my ear, run her hands over me, and I was ready to 
go again ... no, I needed her again. 

 
I woke up alone, sunlight filling the room, memories of going to sleep being held to a full breast.  

I felt well rested and tired at the same time.  Hey, not even ten in the morning! 
 
I got up and made my way to the loo a little wobbly.  Got dressed and walked to the kitchen -- I 

was starving! 
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“Oh my...”  There sitting on my old kitchen table was a lump of silver.  Looked like local stuff, 

impurities in it.  I got some corn tortillas from the refrigerator and put them in the microwave to heat.  A 
sin, I know, but one of many... 

 
Walking into the living room, I started laughing.  Joe likes a particular footstool to sleep and rest 

on.  My housekeeper doesn’t particularly like him there, but they’ve learned to put up with each other; I 
inherited both with the house and the practice. 

 
And there on the footstool was Joe, flaked out.  Didn’t even lift his head as I approached. 
 
“Did you have as wild a night as I did?” I asked him. 
 
He managed a twitch. 
 
I got the fairy dust sprayer out of my kit in the bathroom.  Took a toot myself.  That helped!  

Gave some to Joe.  After about twenty seconds, he gave a shake, and managed to sit up. 
 
The microwave beeped from the kitchen.  I picked him up.  “I’ll fix you a tortilla,” I told him.  

“We made it -- another sunrise!”  I laughed and shook my head. 
 

 
END of Part 2 

Rev 2011/10/11 
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Part 3 
Return Visits 

 
About as ready as we were going to get; time for another Open Clinic.  While we still had 

daylight, other parts of the world were enjoying the full moon. 
 
“Open it up, Joe!” I called out, leaning up against a partition in the old barn.  I hadn’t gotten 

enough sleep the last few days; this one might be rough. 
 
Joe, my were-jackalope companion and assistant, started his wailing dance to open the Portal, his 

antlers gleaming in their full moon glory. 
 
And damn if we didn’t start out with a bang!  Joe hardly finished his dance when something 

shimmered inside the Portal. 
 
And smacked right into the edge of the Portal, lunging at me!  Croc?  Lots of teeth were clear; 

the middle and back parts were still coming into focus, but it was trying to get to me!  Not likely; that 
was one of the useful aspects of the Portal; nobody exited it unless they were peaceful and we let them. 

 
Hissing, snapping teeth and whipping tail!  Not a croc, or a gator, and not friendly, either! 
 
Uh oh...  “Let me guess,” I called to Joe, “Somebody’s mother-in-law?”  I recalled a were-

komodo dragon from a while ago.  He’d been fanged by his mother-in-law, and I stitched him up.  We’d 
talked about his mother-in-law problems. 

 
“Pretty smart for a gringo,” Joe called out. 
 
Mom heard that, and made a lunge for Joe, whacking the edge of the Portal again. 
 
“Want me to send her back?” Joe suggested. 
 
That’s what we usually did with such clients.  “She want anything in particular, other than a 

chunk of me?” I asked Joe.  Hmmm -- something piqued my curiosity as she thrashed around.  Nasty 
yellow-green coloring, nasty temperament.  Motion wasn’t right; she didn’t thrash or hatchet evenly. 

 
“All I can tell is she’s pissed at you,” Joe replied. 
 
“I bet she’d be willing to take you as a snack, though,” I bantered back. 
 
“Not gonna happen...” 
 
“Joe, is she in pain?” I had to ask. 
 
He tilted his head a bit.  She’d settled down some, looking back and forth between Joe and me, 

hissing malevolently, moving sideways, showing nasty teeth, partially whipping her tail. 
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“Left rear leg, mid-spine?” I suggested to Joe, observing how she moved. 
 
“Those and upper right teeth,” Joe confirmed. 
 
“Could you hold her still long enough for me to gas her?” I thought to him, not wanting to say it 

out loud.  I thought komodos were hard of hearing, but I didn’t want to learn I was wrong just yet... 
 
“When you want,” Joe confirmed. 
 
I pointed to her.  “Don’t go anywhere, sweetheart,” I told her, then took off for my supply room. 
 
Got the gas anesthesia rig and one of my home-built tools, a length of plastic pipe with a plastic 

bleach bottle sans bottom taped to the end.  I could stick the end of the bottle over our patient’s 
mouth/snout/whatever from ten feet away.  I relied on Joe and the Portal to protect me, but used plastic 
rather than metal just in case our patient was not interested in participating... 

 
Grabbed a cart as well, with trays for large were-beasts, silver-plated needles and such. 
 
I wheeled things out and hooked them up.  Nitrous, oxygen, and sevo made a good mix.  Quick 

and effective. 
 
Joe was getting ready as well, moving in front of our guest, his eyes glowing.  She was hissing, 

bobbing, and showing nasty teeth.  Definitely not moving easily; bilateral structural symmetry should be 
reflected in symmetry of motion.  I put on nitrile gloves, and a pair of heavy gloves over those.  Eye 
protection and a face shield, already wearing a fluid-proof (but not tooth-proof) tyvek jumper. 

 
“Okay, Joe,” I told him.  “Exhale, inhale, and hold it if possible.” 
 
“Easy,” Joe replied.  He sat up on his hind legs and whistled. 
 
She swung to Joe and stopped moving, letting out a sigh imitating a slashed truck tire.  I turned 

on the gas and stuck the bottle over her snout as she was exhaling.  I saw and heard her inflate, a little 
ragged, and hold it... 

 
Hmmm...  Was she going to be like the crocs?  When I’d done this to a were-croc a while ago, 

I’d learned that crocs can hold their breath for a long, long time.  Only took one breath to put that chap 
under.  Of course he’d been a willing participant in the process. 

 
I saw reddish white roll up in her eyes after half a minute or so; she settled to the ground, 

exhaling, losing that righting reflex.  I gave her two more good deep breaths, waiting for the tip of her 
tail to touch down, then turned off the sevo.  That should give me fifteen minutes or so, and more 
important, by keeping her on nitrous, a few minutes warning. 

 
“How we doing, Joe?” I called out. 
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“She’s gone,” Joe told me. 
 
“Okay, let me in, and please, watch her tail close.” 
 
“Will do, boss.  We going to have eggs for breakfast tomorrow?” 
 
Joe, you’re a bastard...  “I promise, Joe.” 
 
I moved in quickly.  Debris, looked like avian bones, stuck in the right upper teeth. 
 
Oh my -- the left rear leg...  I felt my way down her body, comparing sides by feel as well as by 

sight.  Left rear leg was swollen, with a lot of fluid on the joint, and along the spine.  Pre-change 
arthritis?  How old had she been as a human, and in what kind of shape?  That might be it. 

 
“I’m going to drain these joints and help them along -- how are we doing?” I asked Joe as I got 

what I’d need. 
 
“Nobody home,” Joe replied. 
 
“Good.”  Using a large syringe (with a silver-plated needle, which you need to pierce the flesh of 

a were-beast), I drained almost 100 cc’s of pretty clear fluid from the joints.  I added back a few cc’s of 
lidocaine (local anesthetic), a steroid, and fairy dust.  “Okay, that will reduce inflammation, ease the 
pain, and promote healing.”  Fairy dust is great stuff, and probably more effective than the steroid. 

 
Did more or less the same along her spine.  Not as much fluid, but at least it was clear -- no signs 

of infection.  I was saving it, so I could do a culture if need be.  Same medication. 
 
Checked her eyes, rolling the right one down a bit.  Lenses clear.  I sprayed both with fairy dust, 

which would clear out inflammation in no time. 
 
Then to the part I didn’t like, that mouth...  “We still good, Joe?  I can’t cook eggs without 

hands...” 
 
Joe yorped in laughter.  “We’re fine.  Not even dreaming, and her heart and lungs are working.” 
 
I nodded as I propped her mouth open.  Gawd, what a stink!  Joe was turning into a pretty good 

practical nurse, in spite of his attitude.  Or maybe because of it. 
 
“Yah, some avian-looking bones jammed up into her pretty teeth and gums.”  Picked the pieces 

out; some took pliers.  Irrigated the area with saline, then fairy dust. 
 
Moved her other limbs, moved the tail.  No tail reflexes yet, which was a good sign; herps 

anesthetize from head to tail, and recover from tail to head.  Major joints seemed to work, just the left 
rear with problems.  Hmmm... 

 
“Joe, can you give me a good exhale in a moment here, then an inhale?” 
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“Say when.” 
 
I moved the bottle back from her snout a bit.  “Okay, do it.” 
 
A really rancid exhale...  I picked up another sprayer, sticking the probe into one nostril, and as 

she started inhaling, gave her a few squirts of fairy dust, then the same in the other nostril.  “Okay, hold 
it for as long as we can.  One more thing...”  I put the gas rig back over her snout anyway. 

 
That amount of fairy dust would act as a mild dissociative as well as promote healing. 
 
I loaded another syringe.  Fairy dust, a long-acting steroid, and thorazine, a major tranquilizer.  

Not enough to whack her out, just enough to take the edge off her mood for a few days... 
 
Finding a vein in her right foreleg was easier than I’d expected.  I cleared my things away, turned 

off the nitrous, and gave her pure oxygen.  The used hypodermic needles I carefully placed in a holder to 
be washed, sterilized, and re-sharpened for re-use. 

 
I shook my head.  I really wanted to talk to her, or at least try.  But she was going to be out for 

another twenty minutes or so.  Recovery could take an hour. 
 
“Joe, is there anything we can do to keep her contained and free up the Portal for more 

customers?” 
 
“Chorizo,” Joe suggested. 
 
I shook my head.  It’s a local sausage.  “Okay, you drive a hard bargain.  You know, I’ll fix it for 

you if you ask.  You don’t have to wait until you’ve got me over a barrel.” 
 
He yorped back, “It’s more fun this way!” 
 
He danced another circle a ways from the Portal.  Okay, that I understand.  How are we going to 

move her?  She’s got to weigh 80 kilos.  “Whatever we do, we should do it quick,” I reminded Joe.  I 
was watching her tail for twitches, the first sign of recovery. 

 
Joe sprouted his wings -- big leathery bat-like things.  He flew over her, lowering, reaching for 

her with his talons.  Really, Joe? 
 
Yes, really -- he picked her up, flew her slowly to the new circle, and lowered her gently.  He 

landed outside the circle and stowed his wings. 
 
“Joe, I’m impressed!  Learn something every day,” I told him. 
 
“Oh ye of little fucking faith,” he yorped, throwing his head back and trilling in amusement. 
 
I laughed too, and remembered something as I positioned a heat lamp to warm our guest.  Didn’t 
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want her to get cold; herps practice behavioral thermoregulation and lose that ability when anesthetized.  
“So that’s how the sheep got on top of Henson’s barn, huh?”  That had been a few years ago.  I’d had 
the feeling he’d done it, but I wasn’t sure how.  But those sheep were probably only around 25 kilos 
each.  Only!  What had it been, a dozen of them? 

 
Joe made a rude noise, confirming my suspicions. 
 
I chuckled and shook my head.  “Joe, I figured at the time you’d done it, I just wasn’t sure how!  

And it was a first-class stunt; I applaud you!”  Every teenager in the area, and some older ones with 
attitudes had been blamed for that one, but there were no tracks or footprints around the barn, or the 
sheep pen.  None.  Made sense, now. 

 
That really set him off, yorping and dancing around. 
 
Hmmm...  A thought...  “Joe, just how much can you lift, for say, ten meters or so?” 
 
He turned to me, tilting his head to the side a bit, but then straightened up and turned to the 

Portal.  “Incoming!” 
 
Some thing shimmered into the portal. 
 
Joe let out a yip and ran for the hills! 
 
Oh my.  What?  Where?  I sighed and shook my head.  Most vets...  Well, in urban areas, most 

vets spend their days dealing with handbag terriers, overweight cats, the occasional rodent or avian.  
Someone who thinks they deal in exotics probably has a copy of Mader on herps, has opened it a few 
times, but still can’t spot calcium deficiencies in igs.  Lightweights.  What would they do with whatever 
it was that was in my Portal?  I mean, after wetting themselves and running away screaming...  I had 
Mader, both editions, and well used.  I also had a lot of other books “we” use.  Edith Hamilton is good.  
One of the best is an illustrated 11th century Arabic manuscript (al-Faz) which was translated into Latin 
in the 14th century.  We have a “modern” English translation, and one of our group put together a very 
useful PDF of all three versions (no, I will not send you a copy).  I had a feeling, though, that this 
particular customer was most likely to be found in an ancillary reference, such as Revelation, or more 
likely, something by Lovecraft... 

 
And my translator has taken off for the hills...  Wonderful...  I extended my arms a bit, palms 

open and facing forward.  “Welcome,” I told my guest.  “How can I help you?” 
 
My guest extended hand-equivalents mirroring my posture.  A cold but clear thought entered my 

head: “I have pain.” 
 
Good -- symptoms, and an ability to communicate them.  My guest was about five feet tall, 

upright/bipedal, thin build.  Feet looked reptilian/arboreal, with hands having an opposable thumb and 
three digits -- 2, 3, 4, 3 pattern in the digits?  Again, suggesting arboreal.  But light shoulders and upper 
arms, not the structure I’d expect for a climber.  Light tan skin with maybe a touch of green?  Head ... 
covered by a veil or something?  The closer I looked, the more blurred it seemed to be; tentacles?  Two 
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eyes...  The closer I looked, the more blurred the head got, and my head wobbled. 
 
“I am not entirely of your world.  You cannot accept my visage,” my guest projected. 
 
I blinked and looked at the floor.  Hmmm...  Not from the al-Faz manuscript, possibly 

cthulhioid?  “Is it safe for me to touch you?  I will wear gloves,” I asked.  I’d wear full protection. 
 
“That would be prudent, and acceptable.” 
 
“I can wear protective goggles,” I suggested.  I had goggles built with fancy prism-things that 

worked somehow to let you see things fairly normally, except you were looking through mirrors.  Very 
useful for basilisks, medusae, and the like. 

 
“Those will not be necessary,” my guest replied. 
 
“I suggest moving to one of the exam rooms.” 
 
“Agreed.” 
 
I motioned to the doors along the side.  We’d use 1.  “Joe!” I called out.  “We’re in 1!  Watch 

mom!”  I moved closer to my guest.  “This way, please.”  I indicated the way. 
 
I watched it move.  Vestigial wings.  Body motion uneven, non-symmetric, which usually 

indicates a problem in any beast displaying a high degree of bilateral symmetry, as this one did. 
 
We moved to 1; I left the door open.  My guest sat on the exam table, favoring the right side 

somewhat.  I picked up a clipboard and pulled my stool closer. 
 
“I have not seen one of your kind before,” at least not while awake, I admitted. 
 
“Few of you have,” it responded, with cold amusement. 
 
“Much of what I do will be by analogy and similarity to what I and others have seen before.” 
 
“A logical course.” 
 
So many assumptions...  “Why have you come here?” 
 
It surprised me by picking up a towel and putting it over its head.  That made me feel better.  

“Thank you,” I told it. 
 
“I have pain.  This pain is interfering with my purpose.  I need to be free of this pain.  I am told 

you may be able to help me be free of this pain.” 
 
Clear and concise.  Okay, back to medic training for pain assessment -- PQRST.  P is for 

presentation.  “What brought this pain on?  Did it start with a specific activity, or injury, or did it just 
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happen?” 
 
“The pain began 17 days to the past and was followed in two days by these,” it indicated with a 

hand to its right side.  “They would seem to be linked to the pain.” 
 
Ah, an intelligent creature this, positing a relationship but not necessarily a causal one.  Next, Q 

is for quality.  “How would you describe the pain?  Sharp, intermittent, constant, heavy?” 
 
“This pain is constant and burning.  I cannot focus on my purpose.” 
 
Okay, might have this one covered already, but let’s ask anyway, R for region.  “Where is the 

pain?  Does it travel to other areas of your body?” 
 
“The pain has followed these,” it indicated again, “as they have spread.” 
 
Good, interesting.  Progressive development -- probably fears it’s going to go on, and S is for 

severity.  “How severe is the pain, compared to the most severe pain you have experienced?”  With adult 
humans, I’d ask for a 1 to 10 rating.  I’ve learned that many species don’t have counting and such 
numeric skills -- dryads are very intelligent, but can’t count. 

 
“This pain is very severe.  I have experienced worse only once.  I cannot focus on my purpose.” 
 
Okay.  Think we’ve covered T for time, but do it anyway.  “And this pain started 17 days ago,” 

to confirm and finish the list. 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“I would like to examine you closer.  Please let me know if I cause you pain, or place either of us 

at risk.” 
 
“I will do so.  Please continue.” 
 
I scooted closer and used my light to look at its skin.  Thicker, heavier than I’d expected.  I 

touched it gently with gloved fingers; cool and dry.  The indicated area had a string of vesicles, fairly 
small, millimeters each.  Two, three branches of these in lines 80cm or so.  Yeah, I could imagine the 
detailed anatomy. “You have other areas of these?” I asked, scanning for small scars. 

 
“Yes.  Up here.”  It indicated the side of its face, moving the towel away partially. 
 
I looked carefully, cautiously.  Yah, confirmation, including a small scar in the area.  I returned 

to looking at its flank, and back.  Somewhat out of curiosity, I palpated along the spine a bit.  Nominal 
feeling vertebrae and spinal processes, and ribs.  Interesting attachment and musculature for the wings.  
Yes, a few small scars.  No visible genitalia.  Don’t know if I particularly want to know what this one 
eats or does for fun... 

 
I had a tentative diagnosis, at least by analogy.  Worth shit?  Don’t know.  Didn’t lead to much 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 53 

of a treatment strategy, that’s for sure.  Time for my wonder-drug.  Wonder if it will work?  “I would 
like to try a medication.  There is a small chance it may cause you pain, so I would like to try a very 
dilute sample at first.” 

 
“Please proceed,” it agreed. 
 
I picked up my tester, with the whore’s urine sprayer next to it, just in case.  “I am going to spray 

this on an unaffected are first.”  A light spritz on the clear left flank.  “How does that feel?” 
 
“Cool.” 
 
“I am going to try the full strength solution now, on the same area.”  I used the real thing.  “How 

does that feel?” 
 
“Warm.  Pleasant.” 
 
Good.  That gives me one option.  “I am going to spray the problem area now.”  Sprayed the 

right flank area along the vesicles.  My guest sighed and seemed to relax.  It moved the towel away from 
part of its head again, and I sprayed that area.  It replaced the towel, and seemed to relax.  Its posture 
became more symmetric. 

 
I held the sprayer in my hand.  “I would like you to spray your eyes.  I believe you should do 

this.” 
 
It took the sprayer from my hand.  “You must cover your eyes.  I will tell you when you may look 

again,” it cautioned me. 
 
I sat on the stool and closed my eyes, turning and covering them.  “Proceed.” 
 
Sounds of motion, of the sprayer.  Another big sigh.  “Thank you for your help.  You may 

uncover your eyes and proceed.” 
 
I looked up and picked up the sprayer.  If my analogy, my tentative diagnosis was correct, I was 

worried about the virus extending to the eyes.  “Remember, I am acting on deduction and analogy.  In 
our species, we have a disease, a virus, which affects mainly the young.  In the young, the virus causes 
small sores over the body.  These sores itch, and may be painful.  If they are disturbed, they may heal as 
small circular scars.  Now this is the important part.  While the sores go away after a period of days, the 
virus remains in nerve roots in a dormant form.  Many, many years later, decades later, this dormant 
virus may reactivate, perhaps caused by stress.  We do not understand completely what causes this 
reactivation.  When the virus reactivates, it spreads from the nerve roots along the nerves, forming small 
vesicles, and since these vesicles represent inflammation along nerves, they are quite painful.  By 
analogy, I suspect you may have a similar problem, by the location and spread of vesicles I see on your 
body, and the presence of small scars.  Did you have such an illness when you were very young?” 

 
“Ahhh, I have indeed come to the right person!  Such an illness was common among a group of 

us when we were very young!  What is the resolution?” 
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Now is when I found out what someone’s sense of humor is...  “We know of no way to eliminate 

this virus.  I can offer treatment to reduce the pain, such as what I have done.  There are medications we 
can try, but I do not know if they would be effective for you.  They might cause you great harm.” 

 
“Eliminating the original exposure, if this is indeed the cause, would be sufficient?” 
 
“Yes.”  I remembered a colonel in the ‘stan who had a nasty case of shingles.  Not a hell of a lot 

we could do for him, except tell him that the booze he was self-medicating with made it a lot worse.  I 
looked at my sprayer of fairy dust -- almost empty!  Damn!  My guest had been very generous! 

 
And my guest pointed a claw-tipped digit at the sprayer.  “That is useful to you?” 
 
I nodded.  “Many times this and hope are all I have to offer.”  Like with you. 
 
“I understand.” 
 
Did I hear noise from out in the main area?  I hope Joe is out there...  I started to get up, but 

glanced at my guest/patient. 
 
He was sort of shimmering, fading in and out.  Seemed to go almost transparent, the wall behind 

it showing through.  My stomach and head lurched as I momentarily got a glimpse of its face, its eyes; I 
quickly looked down at the floor. 

 
“Your hypothesis was correct.  The pain is gone,” the cold thought rang in my head. 
 
“What?”  I looked up, moved closer to my guest, and shone the light on his side.  The vesicles 

were gone!  So were the old scars!  “What did you do?” I asked. 
 
“As you suggested, I eliminated the earlier exposure, which eliminated subsequent problems.  

Thanks to you, I am cured, we are cured.” 
 
I sat back and sighed.  More noise from the reception area? 
 
“I thank you.  I will depart from here.  I will return with payment.”  Shimmer, shimmer, I looked 

away, and when I looked back, it was gone! 
 
I stood up and shook my head.  Well, it left happy at least!  I stripped off my gloves as I headed 

to the door. 
 
The usual -- chaos! 
 
At least Joe was back on scene!  Mom in her circle, not moving.  A visitor in the Portal, and 

another, holding a bag, outside it.  All but mom were making noise... 
 
“How is she doing, Joe?” I thought to him, inquiring about mom. 
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“Still not home, but breathing fine.”  Joe seemed amused, which usually means trouble. 
 
In the center ring...  A dwarf, about four and a half feet tall, pointy ears, tufted eyebrows and 

ears, wearing simple cloth pants and a shirt -- one of the nice properties of the Portal is that it won’t pass 
man-made items.  The dwarf was holding a knotted burlap sack well away from his body.  The sack was 
moving, and yowling.  The sack’s occupant was not happy, and I suspect the claw marks on the dwarf’s 
clothing were most likely related to the occupant of the sack, and its attitude. 

 
The dwarf gave me a large lopsided smile.  “Meine Katze ist ...” he gave the sack a shake.  The 

contents of the sack yowled, and I thought I saw claws...  “Brrroken!” he exclaimed with a wide grin. 
 
I nodded, smiling.  “And you would like me to fix it?” I asked.  Think I liked this character. 
 
He bowed a bit, keeping the sack at a safe distance.  “Yes!” 
 
The contents of the sack disagreed. 
 
“One moment, please.” 
 
The Portal held a medium-sized somewhat sorry looking boar, a hundred kilos or so.  “How can I 

help you?” I asked.  Had to have some level of sentience to get here. 
 
It squealed, though, and Joe told me, “I understand him, but he can’t talk.  Best I figure he has a 

plugged stink gland, your favorite.”  More squealing. 
 
“Nod your head, please, if you understand me,” I requested. 
 
The boar nodded, and gave a small grunt.  Guess I can trust him.  Sounded like a whiner. 
 
“Joe, if you would escort him to room 3,” I pointed to the door.  Turning to the dwarf and his  

displeased companion, I suggested, “Room 2, please, and I will be a few minutes.” 
 
The parties headed to their rooms, and I took a break to pee. 
 
Damn, that last one still had me spooked -- those eyes... 
 
Joe was sitting on the bench outside the rooms.  Guess he wanted to talk.  “Okay, Joe, who’s 

where?” I asked, sitting down beside him and putting on fresh gloves.  We were being serenaded by a 
squealing boar and a yowling cat. 

 
“The rabbi is in 3,” Joe told me, “and...” 
 
“The guy with the cat is a rabbi?” I asked, not quite understanding. 
 
“No, the one with the cat is in 4,” Joe told me. 
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I laughed.  “So our friend the boar used to be a rabbi?” 
 
“That’s right,” Joe said. 
 
I laughed more and shook my head.  “He sure must have pissed somebody off!” 
 
“You got that right!” Joe agreed.  “Just listen to him in there!” 
 
Sounded like a boar squealing, grumbling. 
 
“All he’s done,” Joe continued, “since he got here is bitch, bitch, bitch!  How he shouldn’t be 

here, and we have to change him back, not can we, please, but we have to.  I say send him back.” 
 
“Now Joe,” I chided, “he’s come here for help.  We’ll see.  What gives about our other guest?  Is 

the cat in the sack normal or were?” 
 
“Were, and pissed as hell,” Joe confirmed. 
 
That’s what I was afraid of.  “Do I want to know?  Did our friend in there do it?” 
 
Joe nodded, not easy with a rack of antlers.  “A bunch of vatos -- punks -- tearing up the 

countryside.  They broke through an entrance, drank up some of his very old hooch, and started trashing 
his place.  Meow.” 

 
I shook my head and sighed.  “Does our friend...  Why cats?  Couldn’t he have turned it into  

something less violent, like a parakeet?”  A were-cat -- practically indestructible, and all too capable of 
killing people. 

 
“Have to ask him,” Joe said. 
 
“Might as well start there.  Were, but is it left hand path?” I asked Joe. 
 
“Don’t know on that one.” 
 
Okay, have to use neutralized equipment to start with.  I want this thing really anesthetized 

before I start.  “Any more clues?” I asked Joe. 
 
“The punk’s name is Pieter; you can call the dwarf Jay.” 
 
I stood up, slowly.  This was going to be a long one. 
 
“Fixing” a male cat is a simple procedure, once anesthetized.  It’s that “once” part that can be 

exciting -- my uncle Vern had a scar from when a “Mr. Whiskers” disagreed.  The owner was 
astonished, as “he’d never done that before.”  Six stitches -- uncle Vern had my dad put ‘em in.  I 
watched, and learned.  Never heard uncle Vern use such language before. 
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I swung by the supply area for a cart and the requisite trays. 
 
As I entered the room, I was highly disinclined to trust the contents of the sack, who was 

yowling malevolently, announcing his intention to rip open anyone and everyone he could. 
 
“Herr Jay,” I asked, “Do you want this cat fixed?” 
 
“Yes!” he replied happily, still holding the sack, and giving it a little shake. 
 
I wasn’t going to screw around with this thing.  I stepped closer and took the end of the sack 

from Jay to judge its weight.  About eight pounds.  Eight pounds of pissed off, clawed and fanged fury!  
I handed the sack back to Jay. 

 
Picked up a syringe from the tray and loaded it with a tranquilizer.  Switched to one of my silver-

plated needles.  Jay was giving me a glum look.  I smiled.  “Silver -- this will work.” 
 
He broke into a smile and nodded.  “Silber!  Ja, gut!” 
 
I pointed to the stainless table.  “I need you to hold him down so I can put this,” I held up the 

syringe, “in his flank.  Do you understand?” 
 
More teeth in the smile.  “Yes!” 
 
With a bit of flailing, he did it.  Jay, being a magical creature himself, was impervious to the 

claws.  I was the only one at risk here, and I knew it!  But Jay got sack and occupant stabilized and 
nodded his head.  I prodded gently to make sure I had a flank (yowl wiggle) and did it (jab YOWL!). 

 
I stepped back and put the syringe down.  “We need to wait a few minutes for that to work.  I 

will be back, and we will continue.” 
 
The contents of the sack seemed to be slowing down.  Good, but I’d still give it a few minutes. 
 
Joe was still outside.  I nodded to him.  “Let’s go.” 
 
The boar was grumbling, and when he saw me, his volume went up.  I pulled up a stool and sat 

down in front of him.  I glanced at my watch; I’d give him three minutes. 
 
And after three minutes of grumbling, bitching, and whining, I asked Joe out loud, “He said 

anything useful?” 
 
Joe gave a little hop to show he was amused.  “No, just whining.” 
 
Well, that really set him off!  I let him go about 30 seconds before I whacked him on the snout 

and said loudly, “Shut up!” 
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He shut up!  Well, almost.  A little grumbling and whining, but that stopped in short order. 
 
“I can’t change you back.  You’ve already been told that.  We can’t do it.  Now, do you want us 

to address your problem, or should we just send you back?” 
 
A brief grumble.  I glanced to Joe.  Joe said, “Bitch, bitch, bitch.  No respect.  You know the 

rest.” 
 
“And why should we help you?” I asked him. 
 
He shut up. 
 
“What hurts, and for how long?” I asked. 
 
Some mumbling.  Joe translated, “His bottom, right side, a couple of weeks.  He’s had it before.” 
 
“Let’s switch,” I told Joe.  He moved around in front of the beast, and I moved to the side.  That 

way Joe could control him if need be, and I imagine he would. 
 
I put a gloved hand on the thing’s back, and he squealed! 
 
“Shut up!” I hollered.  “Joe?” 
 
The beast shut up.  Joe’s eyes were glowing.  Okay, situation under control. 
 
Standard procedure, don’t trust anyone.  I picked up a pair of silver-plated clippers and snipped 

some hair/bristles into a petri dish.  Moving away from our guest, I sprayed the clippings with fairy dust.  
Nothing, which was good.  If I snipped some of Johnny’s hair (he’s a vampire) and did that, it would 
burst into flame! 

 
Moved to the back of the beast, lifted the tail.  “Going to do some trimming,” I told Joe.  “Hold 

the tail up, please.” 
 
Swing a light around and clipped hair shorter.  Yeah, as reported.  Sprayed the area with an 

alcohol/fairy dust solution as an antiseptic/anti-inflammatory/analgesic.  Trimmed a little more, sprayed 
a bit more.  “Looks simple, Joe -- here we go.” 

 
Put some sterile lubricant on my left thumb and index finger, picked up some gauze 4x4 pads in 

my right hand.  It’s easiest to apply pressure on the gland if you stick your finger in the anus a bit, which 
I did, thanks to Joe holding our guest still.  Now it’s hold the gauze and apply pressure, gently at first. 

 
“He doesn’t like it,” Joe told me. 
 
“Neither do I,” I replied as I drained the plugged sac.  But I was containing things carefully, so I 

wouldn’t stink up the area too bad. 
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“He really doesn’t like it,” Joe emphasized. 
 
“Almost done with this side -- he in pain?” I asked. 
 
“Not really, just whining.” 
 
The last bit of drainage was clear fluid, which was good.  The other side was a little plugged up 

as well.  Emptied that, checked the bad one again, felt around for polyps and to let my guest know who 
was running the show... 

 
Gauze and gloves went into a plastic bag, which I sealed.  Put on fresh gloves and sprayed the 

disinfectant mix again.  Probably stung.  Too bad.  Picked up a syringe and loaded it with fairy dust and 
a steroid.  Did that more or less sub-scap. 

 
“How we doing, Joe,” I asked as I rubbed in the injection. 
 
“He’s not happy.” 
 
I moved more in front of our guest.  “Well, rabbi, Joe and I are happy, so if you’re not, it must 

be something you brought to the party, hmmm?  Seriously now -- I drained both sides, and gave you an 
injection to control pain and bring down the inflammation.  You look a bit dehydrated -- increase your 
fluid intake, and consume more fiber.  If this doesn’t clear up, please come back and we’ll take more 
aggressive steps.  Do you understand?” 

 
“Oh, he understands,” Joe told me.  “And he wants to trash the place and spray it with shit.” 
 
I nodded, glad Joe still had him under control.  “I expect you will recover quickly.  Live well.”  I 

looked to Joe.  “Walk him out and return him, please.” 
 
Joe’s feet turned to talons; I picked him up and put him on our guest’s back, then opened the 

door. 
 
Joe marched him to the Portal, hopped off, and with a rude noise, sent him back. 
 
I was checking mom.  Her temperature was good, and she was getting a little tail reflex back.  It 

was responding when I poked at it with the pole, but the tip was still on the ground.  Half an hour or so. 
 
“Thanks, Joe,” I told him as I changed gloves and my tyvek top.  “Let’s do a cat.” 
 
“You know, they’re just going to grow back,” Joe muttered as we walked back to our clients. 
 
“What?” I asked.  “His testicles?  They’ll grow back?” 
 
“Yah, for him, a few months, a year maybe, once he settles down and accepts it,” Joe told me. 
 
I sat down on the bench outside the room.  “Explain, Joe.  I don’t understand.” 
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Joe hopped up on the bench; I moved back a bit so he didn’t put out one of my eyes with his 

antlers. 
 
“It’s part of the change,” Joe explained.  “Before I was changed, could I shag all night long, run 

for miles?  No, I was an old broken-down malnourished brujo...”  He shrugged, then perked up.  “And 
when I was first changed, I hurt, still!  Bad knees, bad back, stomach troubles, missing teeth...  But 
somewhere along the line, I figured out I wasn’t a man any more -- I was a jackalope!  And once I 
realized that, damn, that’s what I was!  A healthy jackalope!  So once that vato in there gets it through 
his thick skull that he’s a cat, he’ll be a healthy cat, get it?  They’ll grow back.  Comprende, mi hijo?” 

 
I smiled and nodded.  “Joe, thank you.  I’ll fix you chorizo any time you want, even if it does 

give you the runs...  So you think that’s part of mom’s problem as well?  She hasn’t accepted that she’s a 
komodo, and once she does, she’ll be better?” 

 
Joe tilted his head to one side a bit.  “Yah, that’s part of her problem!”  He gave a yorp of 

surprise. 
 
I stood up.  “So, Joe -- you think you can explain that to her when she wakes up?  Should be a 

few minutes.  I’ll take care of business in here.” 
 
“Me?” Joe said, sitting up straighter. 
 
“Yes, you -- you understand it better than me.  Don’t know if she wants to listen, but you can 

try.” 
 
He yorped in delight, head going back, antlers clattering against the wall behind him and almost 

pushing him off the bench.  “Si!” 
 
I shook my head and went to take care of ... what?  Guess it’s a cat. 
 
The sack was horizontal on the stainless table, and Jay was petting it gently.  Occasionally it 

emitted a spaced-out growl. 
 
I set up the gas anesthesia rig, and the restraints.  Explained to Jay what I wanted him to do -- get 

the head out of the sack and hold it in the mask until we were sure it was anesthetized.  Then I’d intubate 
and restrain the bastard, and do the snipping. 

 
Just like painting, the prep work takes longer than the main deal.  I gave it the deluxe package, 

trimming the claws and vaccinating the beast.  Finished off with a mild tranquilizer that would last a day 
or so. 

 
After a minute on pure oxygen, I removed the breathing tube. 
 
“Herr Jay, once he wakes up, you can take him home,” I started out. 
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Jay shook his head.  “I should asleep take him,” he said. 
 
“Why?”  I’m hesitant to release any critter when it’s still unconscious. 
 
Jay nodded.  “I have ein verzauberter ...” he gestured with his hands, “collar, a magic collar of 

Silber made.  This collar will be much easier on him to put sleeping, yes?” 
 
I nodded.  “This collar will help you control him?  I am very worried, Herr Jay -- this animal to 

humans could be very dangerous.  It could kill.” 
 
Jay nodded soberly.  “As a human, he already has,” he barely whispered.  “But with the collar, 

he will a good Katze be.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow in question. 
 
Jay broke a smile once more.  “With the collar, he has no choice.” 
 
“They will grow back,” I told him, imparting the wisdom I’d gotten from Joe. 
 
Jay looked more wistful.  “Ja, in time...  But this is a good thing...  When that happens, we will 

know he has accepted his place.” 
 
“Good,” I agreed with him.  I started taking off the restraints. 
 
As we put him back in the sack, Jay said, “Not good, but the best we can do, ja?” 
 
I nodded, agreeing, as I peeled off yet another pair of gloves. 
 
Jay held out a hand.  We shook. 
 
Then he broke into a full grin again. 
 
Uh-oh... 
 
“Und drei more we have!  Three?” he asked. 
 
I looked up at the ceiling and sighed overly loud, then looked at him and smiled, “Bring them!” 
 
Jay cackled and took off for the portal, vanishing as he stepped through. 
 
I looked to our ancillary Portal; Joe was sitting outside it, eyes glowing faintly.  Mom was inside 

(good!), body up off the floor, tail tip up and moving.  “How we doing, Joe?” 
 
“Getting there...” 
 
“Hey,” I told him, “any of her enemies she hasn’t outlived, she can eat!” 
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Joe yorped in delight.  “She likes that!” 
 
Guess she did -- she looked at me and hissed, whipping her tail. 
 
“Send her back whenever, Joe -- we’ve got three more vatos gatos coming in!”  I headed off to 

clean up and prep. 
 
Next two were easy.  The summer I was fifteen...  It seemed I’d always been helping dad or Vern 

in their practices.  The summer I was fifteen, they put me in the midst of things for one of their regular 
cat-fixing clinics.  I was nervous at first, but under their tutelage, everyone survived, and from then on I 
had a place on the assembly (or is that disassembly) line.  Hell, at fifteen I was as tall as Vern, had good 
hands and eyes. 

 
Last one -- I’d cleaned up, reset and prepped, and was leaning against a partition out by our 

Portal.  Mom was gone, and Joe was nowhere to be seen. 
 
Jay reappeared, sack in hand -- it looked like he had it by the throat.  It was yowling and hissing 

like mad, clawing at his arm with the front paws, and Jay was holding the writhing rear legs, one of 
which had gotten through the sack!  “NOT HAPPY!” exclaimed Jay with a tight lipped grin. 

 
We hurried to the room.  I was quick but cautious with the premedication, and flipped the gas on 

as soon as I put down the used syringe.  I put the mask over the burlap-bagged face, pressing carefully, 
keeping my skin out of reach.  It still took a seemingly long time for the contents of the sack to go limp. 
And when it did, we held the mask in place for a while, just to be sure.  It had shredded part of the sack 
and one of Jay’s sleeves.  But soon we had our guest restrained and intubated, and thereafter quickly 
relieved of some tissue.  Got to be careful trimming claws, particularly for the first time.  I needed the 
styptic pencil on one. 

 
“This was the most frightened; the youngest he was,” Jay told me as I cleaned up. 
 
“Take good care of them,” I told him, extending a hand. 
 
Jay gave me a strong hug.  “Thank you for your help.  They will good Katze be.” 
 
I walked with him back to the portal.  With a wave he vanished. 
 
Joe was sitting up on a table looking amused.  When I frowned (tiredly) at him, he gave me that 

tilted-head wiseass look. 
 
“Okay, Joe, what now?” 
 
“Oh, just some folks in your conference room who want to talk,” he said. 
 
“Talk?” 
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“Some family thing,” he said with a shrug. 
 
I sighed.  Great, I get to be counselor for who knows what -- teen minotaur angst?  “Okay, 

thanks.  Let me know if we get any more.” 
 
“Will do, boss!” 
 
I paused to wash my face and hands.  The cold water felt good.  I need to get more sleep before 

these things! 
 
I straightened myself up, walked into the conference room, and ... 
 
Was grabbed by two large, strong, furry hands.  I saw yeti, a number of them, as a blindfold was 

put over my eyes and tied tightly. 
 
Questions from a female, demanding to know about the female yeti I’d treated a while back. 
 
I sighed.  This wasn’t going to be easy.  I told them that confidentiality is at the core of medical 

treatment; I would not discuss the treatment of any patient without their consent. 
 
That went over about as well as I thought it would; I was a little surprised I got the whole speech 

out.  The one holding me shook me and the other one demanded, “Tell me!” 
 
When the shaking stopped, I answered simply, “No.” 
 
Very strong grip on my arms.  Didn’t think it would end this way, some how.  A colleague died a 

number of years ago; he made the mistake of calling a mantikhoras “imaginary,” and the beast took 
umbrage, shredding him into little pieces. 

 
I got yelled at, and shaken more.  I stood my ground, speaking quietly.  The louder she got, the 

quieter I replied. 
 
My inquisitor’s tone changed, softened.  I was put in a chair, a strong hand on one shoulder 

suggesting I remain there.  “I am her mother,” she told me in a substantially gentler and quieter tone. 
 
I nodded.  “You have a strong, healthy daughter,” I told her. 
 
“She sought your treatment?” she asked. 
 
“Yes, she did.  But any details you must get from her.” 
 
“We have discussed it.” 
 
“Then you know all there is to know,” I replied. 
 
She laughed softly.  “You won’t discuss the matter?” 
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I shook my (still blindfolded) head.  “The relationship between doctor and patient is a 

confidential one.” 
 
“Ah, but was your relationship only as a doctor?” 
 
Okay, things are making a little more sense...  “I am a doctor.  I cannot do anything that would 

violate a patient’s trust.” 
 
“Ah, but you are also a man...” she suggested. 
 
“And your daughter is beautiful.  But she came here seeking medical treatment.  That is what she 

received, and all that she received.  For me to do otherwise -- would violate the trust she and others, 
such as yourself, place in me.  I can’t do that.  When I am treating patients, I am a doctor.” 

 
“But maintaining that distance, that separation, isn’t easy?” 
 
“Some times it is very difficult,” I agreed.  “And at those times it is important for me to focus on 

what my patient needs.” 
 
“What she needs, or what she wants?” she offered quite suggestively. 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  “That’s when it’s especially important to be the doctor!  Quite 

often the short-term desires of the patient and what’s needed for the long-term are quite different.” 
 
“So you are willing to disregard the short term to achieve a long-term result?” 
 
This was getting quite philosophical!  Or was it?  “Not disregard, but put into perspective.  Quite 

a number of the patients I see don’t want to be anywhere near here!  What they want is to get the hell out 
of here!”  And in the case of those cats, after shedding blood, mine...  “But I treat them as professionally, 
as courteously, and efficaciously as I can.” 

 
“And after that treatment?” 
 
Geez, she doesn’t give up easy!  I raised my hands; a large hand pressed down on my shoulder.  

“There is a therapeutic space,” I gestured.  “This space must remain inviolate.  Patients must have 
complete confidence and trust that while they are in that space!  Yes, there is life outside that space.  But 
that boundary, in space and in time, must be distinct.  There must be separation, a clear separation, 
between that therapeutic space and the rest of life.  These boundaries can be hard to discern, and to 
maintain, but it is something we must do.  I must do.” 

 
“And so in light of the long term, we must some times do things which may not be appreciated in 

the short term?” she asked. 
 
“Yes, exactly.”  I think we’re getting somewhere. 
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Sound of folks moving around.  Motion near me, warmth, a scent? 
 
The blindfold came off, and in front of me were a beautiful pair of full, furry yeti breasts.  

Hanging between them was a crystal on a silver chain, little white flowers in the cleavage behind.  The 
crystal caught the light, sparkling.  The chain moved, the crystal moved, the light moved, drawing me in. 

 
I fell into the crystal, a soft voice in the distance drawing me deeper and deeper.  My eyes closed 

and I nestled into softness.  I spoke with someone.  Yes, she was beautiful.  Oh, I know what she 
wanted, and yes, what I wanted -- but the time and place were wrong.  Would I like to...?  Oh yes... 

 
Naked, surrounded by soft fur, joyous moans encouraging my thrusting, my head held between 

soft mounds, mouth searching for a nipple, hands pushing on my hips, coming so intensely, filled with a 
new, soft scent, rocking and being held, drifting off... 

 
“Hey, doc!” 
 
“Hey, come on, wake up!” 
 
Someone shaking me, I blinked my eyes open -- Johnny? 
 
“What...  Why are you here?” I asked, pulling myself to sitting up.  I was naked, on the futon in 

the conference room, my clothes folded neatly on the chair next to it.  “What a trip...” I mumbled.  Do 
yeti shed?  Doesn’t look like it. 

 
Johnny laughed.  “You can say dat again, doc!” 
 
Johnny is a good friend, and a vampire.  I gave him a questioning look. 
 
He pulled up a chair and sat down.  “Joe called -- he was worried when da ladies started making 

noise, sounded like roughing ya up.  So I came a runnin.” 
 
I sighed, again.  “I was worried for a bit too, Johnny.” 
 
“Dis is serious, doc -- little flowers?  Ya remember any little flowers?  Dey woulda put ‘em 

between their tits.” 
 
I frowned, thinking.  “Little white ones, with a touch of blue?” 
 
Johnny nodded.  “Not pink ones?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t remember any pink ones.  Don’t remember much, after the crystal...” 
 
“Crystal?  Tell me!” 
 
“A little crystal, on a silver chain -- couldn’t take my eyes off it.  A wild trip.” 
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“Voices go soft and far away, all dreamy like?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yup.” 
 
He nodded.  “Dat was a dwarf crystal -- didn’t know dey did business wit dwarves.  Dat’s hokay.  

More serious questions, doc -- da one before, you taste her snatch?” 
 
I raised an eyebrow, but Johnny and I have been through a lot together.  “Nope, wanted to 

though.” 
 
He grinned at that.  “Oh yeah...  How ‘bout her tits?  Suck on her?  A taste, a mouthful?” 
 
I closed my eyes, trying to remember.  Damn, I was so hungry for the ones tonight...  “Think I 

just got a taste, if that. Why?” 
 
“And tonight -- dey do anyting but take you for a ride?  Tits, snatch?” 
 
I pulled on a sock.  “Just took me for a ride, as far as I remember.  What’s going on, Johnny?” 
 
He sat back, nodding, thinking.  “Hokay...  Joe call, and I came as quick as I could -- I talked wit 

‘em before dey took off.”  He grinned at me.  “Whatcha tink of your mother-in-law, hey?” 
 
“Are you telling me I nailed my mother-in-law?” 
 
He laughed.  “Nah -- a sister-in-law, and dey put a condom on ya, dey wanted a sample for ... 

hers, herstomine compatibility...” 
 
“Histamine?” 
 
“Ya, dat’s it.  Some kind of test.”  He grinned again.  “I tink ya passed, doc.  You always been 

good at tests, right?” 
 
I chose to ignore that.  “So tell me, Johnny!  For a while, I thought I was going to end up like 

Doc Vargas!” 
 
Johnny frowned, shaking his head.  “Nah, yeti leave bigger pieces.”  He tossed his head back and 

laughed, showing his fangs.  “Ya got a lot to learn, doc.  First off, yeti is what you’d call a matriarchal 
society.  Dames run tings.” 

 
“I got no problem with that,” I told him. 
 
He laughed again.  “Good ting dat, doc!  Ma wanted to be sure you didn’t do anyting hinky wit 

her little girl, and see if you’d make a good hubby for her.  We talked.  Her little girl got da hots for you, 
doc.   I told her she’d have to look real hard to find better den you.” 

 
“Thanks, I guess.  What next?  Why all the questions?” 
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“We worry about ya, doc...  Yetis got some tricks; didn’t know dey had dwarf stuff.  Gotta talk to 

dat bunch...  You get a mouthful of yeti milk, you do whatever she want, like stallion!  Put dat old 
sheep-shagger Al to shame, make Joe envious!” 

 
“Sorry I missed the opportunity...” 
 
He chuckled.  “Oh, you get your chance, I bet, and soon -- you taste her snatch, though, dat’s 

better, but you do dat, and you are hers for life.  Got dat, doc?  For life.  But we talk, and I don’t tink dey 
let you do dat till da time it’s right.” 

 
I shook my head.  “Sounds like it’s pretty well lined up.  I can think of worse predicaments.” 
 
Johnny smiled.  “Yep.  Sophira, she not real happy about it, but she sez she’ll wait.”  He shook 

his head.  “I hope she don’t get the chance.”  The look he gave me was concerned, sad, maybe tired. 
 
“What is it, Johnny?” I asked, bringing the medical persona back to the fore. 
 
“Doc, you’re good.  You’re a good friend.  I also talked to da Gatekeeper, he dropped off 

something for ya...  He...” 
 
I gave him a questioning look. 
 
In response, he hung his arms out at his sides, making three-fingered hands and widening his 

eyes. 
 
I knew who (what) he was talking about -- I shuddered. 
 
And Johnny laughed!  “Doc, dey give me da creeps!   And dat’s why you’re so special doc, why 

we worry ‘bout you -- any ting dat comes in here, you help!  What dey did, what dey could do, you 
don’t care, you help!  Were-rat what spread black death across Europe, vampires what ... had a lot of 
fun, Gatekeeper who could destroy da whole damn word, doc -- you help ‘em all!” 

 
I nodded.  It’s what I do.  Cash, checks, and credit cards, no poultry or livestock please. 
 
“Doc, you humans are so ... ephemeral, so fuckin ephemeral.  You, you doc -- you do so much 

good, and you gonna be gone in da blink of a fuckin eye!  Ya got a lot a friends, doc, but bunches of us, 
we selfish -- we don’t wanna let you get away.  Yeti, dat’s da right path for you, doc.  Go live wit dem, 
make more yeti, wake up one morning and you one too.  Yeti doc, you be around for a long time to 
help.”  He smiled, shaking his head.  “Ya’d make a lousy jackelope, even Joe agree on dat.  An I don’t 
know about us, a vampire.  Don’t know how dat fit wit your head.  But I tell ya, doc -- if it come down 
to it, if it gets dat close, Sophira will take you.  We won’t let you die, doc.  Even dat Gatekeeper, and he 
give me the creepies, doc, he’s a friend now, an watchin’ for ya.” 

 
Whew!  Quite a speech from Johnny...  “Johnny, I guess I’m honored...  I think I’ve got a few 

more years left...” 
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He nodded, leaning forward.  “Ya do, doc, but to me, or Al, it’s not a long time.  Some of us, we 

tink long term.” 
 
And I guess I should, as well, right?  “Okay, Johnny.  Guess I should as well.  Anything else?  

Anything I need to do now?  You need anything?” 
 
“Nah, doc -- I’m doin’ good.  Doin’ better now I know you okay.” 
 
He stood up.  I stood up as well, only slower.  I looked at the clock -- not even three in the 

morning!  I’ve got a few hours to go! 
 
Johnny saw me looking, and I guess, the look on my face.  “Go check out what da Gatekeeper 

left ya -- I told him to put it in yer lab.  Take care, doc -- I’m gonna catch da late shift!”  He vanished in 
a puff of slightly sulpherous smoke. 

 
“Joe?  Joe!” I hollered, heading through the main area by the Portal back to my private lab.  

Didn’t see him.  Didn’t see any potential clients, either, so we must be doing okay.  Stopped to take a 
leak and wash up again.  Could have let me snooze a bit longer... 

 
Leaving the loo, I glanced at the Portal, just in time to see it shimmering... 
 
Too late to run -- a large female yeti appeared in the Portal. 
 
She didn’t step out.  “Doctor, I’d like to apologize if I may,” she said. 
 
I definitely recognized the voice...  At least six and a half feet tall, still shapely, most definitely 

female, and feminine.  I’m picking up on some of the patterns -- younger, they’re pure white.  Older, it’s 
not like oxidation in furs, they take on a silvery sheen.  She was naked except for a cloth bag, the strap 
on one shoulder.  Gloriously naked. 

 
“I accept your apology.  It seems we were talking past each other.” 
 
She chuckled, and indicated outside the portal with a wave of her hand.  I nodded, waving with 

my own.  She stepped out. 
 
“My office?” I suggested.  She nodded, and I led on. 
 
She sat on the futon, taking up most of it.  I pulled out a chair, sitting to the side.  She was 

gorgeous -- I felt like getting on my knees and worshiping her, losing myself in her. 
 
“I want to apologize for our behaviour earlier,” she said. 
 
“I accept.  I think I understand.  Johnny spoke to me.” 
 
She nodded, smiling.  Perfect looking teeth from what I could tell.  “I spoke with him as well.  
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You have an extremely varied set of friends, Doctor, and ones who feel very protective of you.” 
 
I got the feeling Johnny may have used some strong language with her...  “I hope he was polite,” 

I offered, not likely. 
 
She chuckled, confirming my suspicions.  “He was forthright.  And so was I, and that’s why I 

returned.  Doctor, my daughter is very much interested in you.  We are very much interested in you.” 
 
“So Johnny suggested.” 
 
“Doctor, I hope you will forgive us.  I...” 
 
“If you’ll call me Bob, and tell me how I may address you.” 
 
She nodded.  “Please call me Moira for now.  When you visit, we will teach you different forms 

of address.” 
 
“And when will that be?” 
 
“You’re interested?” she asked excitedly. 
 
“The way Johnny talked, the two of you had it all planned out.” 
 
She shook her head, sighing.  “It’s a lot to ask, Doctor ... Bob.  But we’ll see.  As I mentioned, 

my daughter, you can call her Val, is very interested in you.  She would like to get to know you better.” 
 
“The feeling is mutual,” I said, trying to be polite. 
 
“Indeed...  Perhaps in a week and a half, she could visit for two or three days, if you could spare 

the time?” 
 
I nodded.  “I can clear my calendar -- would Sunday through Tuesday work?” I asked, picking 

up the calendar. 
 
She reached over for it.  Her fur was so soft.  “Yes, that would do fine.” 
 
I put a note on the calendar.  Probably should block Wednesday to recover...  “You’ll let me 

know what to stock up in terms of food and drink?” 
 
Moira nodded.  “We were thinking of sending her older sister Kal to take care of that.” 
 
I nodded.  “I’ll set up the extra space in this building so we won’t be disturbed.” 
 
“That would be wonderful.  Bob, I won’t deceive you.  We expect Val to come back pregnant -- 

that’s certainly what she wants.  If she does, and you agree, we’ll send Kal later, perhaps in two months.  
And we would like you to come visit us in three or four months, and again later on...” 
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“Am I permitted to see the birth of our sons?” I asked with surprising emotion in my voice. 
 
Moira sighed, smiling.  “Oh of course!  That may be on short notice, though.  We need to talk to 

another of your, ah, friends, Joe, on helping work the Portal for you.  You’d really like to be there?” 
 
“Of course!  I wouldn’t miss it, if it’s permitted, of course.  I ... I almost feel as if I’d be 

abandoning them, though.  When  would I come to live with you?” 
 
“You’d consider that!” 
 
“Yes, the way Johnny talked, I’d join you after a few years, living with you, and later, well, 

really join you.” 
 
“That would be a dream come true for many of us, and I think, many of your friends.  But it must 

be your choice, and it must be an informed one.  It should, and can, be made over time.” 
 
“I agree.” 
 
“Oh, I’m so glad I returned!  Please thank Johnny and Sophira for me, if I don’t see them first!” 
 
“Sophira talked to you as well?” 
 
“Oh yes, and she...” 
 
“Halloo!!!” came the call from out by the Portal. 
 
We both headed for the door.  I bumped into Moira, and she threw her arms around me, hugging 

me to her, then letting go of me and backing away, laughing, to let me pass. 
 
My dwarf friend was standing in the Portal. 
 
I waved him through.  “My friend!  How are the cats?  Are they awake?” 
 
He nodded, smiling, then came up short (quite literally) as Moira stepped to my side.  He bowed 

deeply and formally, speaking to her in what sounded like a very formal dialect of German.  She replied, 
bowing a little.  They spoke more, laughing.  I thought I heard “Katze” and “Tochter” in there... 

 
He turned to me.  “I have to make payment come; this will take only a moment, please...”  He 

took a piece of parchment out of his tunic, and a piece of chalk.  The parchment had a design on it, 
which he traced onto the concrete floor.  He drew and annotated it in an unusual and precise manner. 

 
“Step back please, noisy and bright it may be,” he warned us. 
 
I took two steps back.  Moira stepped to my side, partially blocking my view.  I tried moving, but 

she put a big arm around me.  Okay, I get it.  Besides, she smelled so good, and was so soft... 
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More like a twinkling and a pop, but the drawing he’d done on the floor vanished, and in the 

center of where the design had been was a small cloth bag.  He picked it up and handed it to me.  
“Thank you again, Herr Doktor,” he said with a bow.  He and Moira exchanged pleasantries.  He 
stepped back into the Portal, and with a deep bow, he was gone. 

 
I held the cloth bag; something in it, something light.  Must be man (dwarf?) made, or he’d have 

brought it through the Portal.  Interesting... 
 
Moira chuckled.  “You have very interesting friends...” 
 
“You’ve met before?” 
 
“Him?  No, but we have mutual acquaintances.” 
 
I nodded; so Johnny thought. 
 
“Where were we?” she asked. 
 
“Indeed...  Shall we?” I indicated my office again.  She nodded, and I headed back.  She reached 

for the bag she was carrying, and followed me in. 
 
“Doctor?” 
 
I turned, and almost ran into her.  She stepped closer, sweeping me into her. Drawing me closer.  

I saw the white flowers nestled between her breasts, and that’s where she drew me, enveloping me. 
 
I held on to her, taking in her scent, and the scent of those flowers.  Soon I was drifting in her 

embrace, her voice joining me from afar.  We may have talked, I’m not sure.  I wanted to feel her weight 
on top of me -- she moved us, and it was glorious, being surrounded by her, holding and being held.  I 
wanted her nipples so much, but she held me and rocked me, telling me it wasn’t the right time for that.  
Instead she held me, rocked me, and sang me to sleep. 

 
Weight on my chest again, different... 
 
“Hey!” 
 
I opened my eyes to Joe sitting on my chest.  I was on the futon, covered by a blanket. 
 
“You owe me eggs and chorizo!” he reminded me, leaning over nose-to-nose. 
 
“Yah, okay.  What time is it?” 
 
“A little after seven.  I let you sleep, lightweight.” 
 
“Thanks, Joe -- hope you had fun last night.” 
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He yorped in amusement.  “More than you, gringo!”  He hopped off and headed for the door. 
 
I sat up and rubbed my face.  I had fun, too -- and survived another Open Clinic. 
 

 
END of Part 3 

Rev 2009/01/03 
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Part 4 

Return of the Yeti! 
 
It usually takes me a few days to recover from an Open Clinic.  I deliberately schedule a lighter 

day following the Full Moon, or at least I try to.  Some times I even get away with it. 
 
But now, I had to rejigger my calendar for my upcoming tryst.  Motivation! 
 
That first morning, I fixed eggs and chorizo for Joe and me, and chased him out of the house 

right afterwards, because as much as he loves chorizo, it gives him the runs, and I didn’t need my 
housekeeper on the warpath.  Again. 

 
My schedule looked as if I’d be able to get an early start at cleaning up and restocking the old 

barn, but as I left the house the intercom beeped.  Maria, my assistant let me know that Mrs. Hunter was 
on her way with their dog, who was in distress, ETA three minutes or less.  Okay, thanks, have 
ventilation and epi ready! 

 
Their dog, still a pup really, is one of those new designer crosses, poodle and cocker or some 

such.  I believe in crosses, but the way God and Nature intended them to be -- we called ‘em American 
Curb Setters when I was growing up. 

 
The animal was clearly in distress, trying to clear something from his throat, gagging, trying to 

cough up something, and failing. 
 
“What did he try and eat?” I asked, taking the animal from Mrs. Hunter in our lobby and giving 

him a couple of good healthy squeezes with no apparent results. 
 
“I don’t know -- he ran in the house making this strange noise and acting like he was going to 

throw up.  He kept running and making that horrible noise, but I caught him and called you on the way.” 
 
“That was the right thing to do,” I told her as we got to an exam room.  The animal was 

shuddering violently, some foam around his mouth, wheezing, oxygen levels looked good although 
some respiratory distress; his airway wasn’t completely blocked.  “Open!” I commanded, and pried his 
mouth open, lifting his head so I could see inside his mouth.  He was still a puppy, about 30 pounds, still 
growing into his paws. 

 
And there toward the back of his mouth I saw a reptilian leg and tail!  Usually reptilian 

hindquarters are accompanied by reptilian forequarters.  Question -- was this a spined bastard?  Leg and 
tail looked smooth enough to be reasonably certain it was a smooth-skinned beastie.  It was also 
moving! 

 
“Maria, eight inch rounded forceps, please?” I called, then reached in for a try manually. 
 
The dog didn’t like it, and I bet the lizard didn’t either.  Well lubricated, just not well enough to 
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swallow.  I imagined there was a forearm pointed the wrong way, something like that -- got it! 
 
I pulled gently, got a better grip, pulled a bit more, and popped the sucker out! 
 
“Specimen pan?” I called, holding the former obstruction in one hand and the dog’s collar in the 

other.  The dog proceeded to clear his stomach contents on to my stainless steel exam table, but it looked 
like under 100 cc’s or so, chunks of dog biscuit primarily.  That’s why the exam tables have raised lips 
on them, and drains... 

 
“Oh, cute!” Maria said, holding up a specimen pan for our latest patient. 
 
I plopped the wiggling lizard into the pan; it tried to escape.  “Check it for signs of blood and 

tissue please?” I asked her, returning my attention to the dog. 
 
“Right, Doctor,” she said, and left the room. 
 
I picked up our furry patient and told Mrs. Hunter, “Let’s move next door.” 
 
“What a good boy!” I told the beast, who seemed much happier now.  I checked him over, 

listening to his breathing, and looking down his throat.  No signs of damage or blood. 
 
“The lizard is clean, Doctor,” Maria announced. 
 
“You need to chew your food,” I told the dog, nose to nose.  I looked to his owner.  “You’ve 

seen lots of those lizards -- non-poisonous, and we didn’t see any signs of injury.  I don’t see any reason 
to keep him here -- he’ll probably be thirsty when you get him home.  If he doesn’t eat and drink like 
usual over the next few hours, give us a call and we’ll probably want him back.  How’s he doing 
otherwise?”  I gave the beast a hug and a scratch. 

 
Mrs. Hunter smiled and sighed, shaking her head.  “Oh, he’s a wonderful terror -- he chewed the 

tassels off one end of an area rug, and loves to hunt my daughter’s dolls.” 
 
I nodded.  “Sounds like a puppy -- the instinct to go after anything small with eyes, right beast?” 

I asked the dog.  He gave me a happy puppy look, tongue hanging out of his mouth and his tail going. 
 
“We’re up to date on shots, Doctor,” Maria told me, coming back into the room.  “I rinsed his 

snack, who’s also recovering.” 
 
“I think we’ll keep the snack and turn him out in the scrub later,” I told the dog.  “Just remember 

to chew the next one you catch.”  I looked to Mrs. Hunter, “But I think he’ll probably remember this, 
and leave lizards alone.  We were lucky -- if that had been a spined lizard, or a Gila, this could have 
been much worse.” 

 
Mrs. Hunter shook her head.  “Another puppy adventure!  The kids will be upset they missed it!” 
 
Maria volunteered, “Would you like me to e-mail you a picture of the lizard?” 
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“Why yes, dear, that would be wonderful!” Mrs. Hunter agreed. 
 
“Let’s get his weight for the chart,” I told Maria.  Then to Mrs. Hunter, “Maria will take care of 

you,” I told her.  “I’ll clean up,” I nodded to Maria. 
 
I peeled off my gloves and shook hands with Mrs. Hunter, then got another pair from the box 

between the exam rooms as I went to clean up the mess.  Maria, bless her, had already done it, the room 
still smelling antiseptic.  I looked in the specimen tray, a wire cover over the top, keeping snack from 
getting away.  “That’s another one you’ve dodged,” I told it. 

 
I didn’t make it to the old barn before sunset.  Cleanup didn’t take too long, nor did restocking.  

Oh, a bunch of instruments would sit in the autoclave to get sterilized; I’d unload them later. 
 
One visitor, the gatekeeper Johnny called him, had used quite a bit of fairy dust.  I still had 

plenty, but I only got deliveries every six months or so.  I’d have to be careful, and cut down on my own 
use, saving it for my patients.  But what had Johnny said? 

 
I looked in my old lab...  Opening the door, even before I turned on the lights, I thought I saw 

something shimmering on the table at the far end of the room.  When I turned on the lights, I was sure.  I 
tried to estimate as I approached.  I picked up one of the vials, turning it.  Glass, hand-blown (or hand-
equivalent), and inside looked to be about 40 to 50 grams of what I assumed was fairy dust, and from the 
way it sparkled and shimmered, it had to be the purest I’d ever seen!  There had to be a five or six 
kilograms here!  More than I used in years!  I retrieved my nearly empty sprayer, and back in the lab, 
moved to a different bench.  The vial had a scribe line near the flame-sealed tip, meant for snapping off 
the top and opening the vial.  Had I seen...?  Yes, a small silver instrument near the carefully organized 
vials, and it held a vial nicely, gripping the tip near the scribe line, snapping it quite cleanly. 

 
I prepared a solution for testing.  Normal procedure is to estimate solution strength from 

refractive index, except the refractive index for this stuff was off the chart!  I diluted it down until I was 
back on the chart -- about 5 times stronger than what I’d thought was “pure” fairy dust! 

 
Filled my 25 mL sprayer with solution and gave myself a test toot up each nostril.  Yep, feels 

like fairy dust.  Clarity, energy. 
 
Looking about my lab bench ... Wonder if Doctor Henry Jekyll got started this way?  I picked up 

a clean piece of flint glass tubing about 6 inches long, then spread out two lines of the pure stuff on a 
glass slide.  Toot, toot!  Away it goes! 

 
Wow!  Amazing stuff!  Things seemed sharper around me, clearer.  No rush, a little warmth.  I 

felt relaxed and rested, not overly energized.  No shaking or trembling in the hands. 
 
I decided to go with the customary strength solution, but to also mix higher strength to have 

around.  Gee, I could use this with my regular patients as well! 
 
I saved out two vials, plus the open one, securing the rest.  Back to the main office, and to the 
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house.  I had a light dinner, tried Joe out on the full strength solution (he took off for the hills -- 
‘research!” -- yeah, another population explosion on the way), and got to bed early.  I slept well. 

 
I’d started Maria clearing my calendar, Sunday through Tuesday with a light Wednesday when I 

returned.  The next morning I had an urgent e-mail from Johnny, informing me my tryst dates were 
changed -- Saturday through Monday -- and I’d be taken to the location, not my place.  Okay, I replied, 
but why, or do I not want to know?  I’d learned early on working with Johnny; I’d ask questions, and 
he’d reply, “Doc, ya don’t wanna know.”  When Johnny says that, I believe him.  I’ve learned! 

 
Within five minutes of sending that, my cell phone rang, the distinctive ring for Johnny calling. 
 
“Yeah, Johnny, what’s up?  Why the change?” 
 
“Doc, dat Gatekeeper sez to do it.  We all talked, Yetis too.  An here’s what else ya gonna do -- 

get some paper and take notes, okay, doc?” 
 
Johnny gave me very detailed notes on my cover story.  I told him I’d do it, just like he said. 
 
“An I know you’re gonna ask, and you know I ain’t gonna tell ya, ‘cept that you’ll get it after, 

okay Doc?” Johnny told me. 
 
“Okay, Johnny, I know you want me safe and around for a long time.” 
 
“You got dat right, Doc!” Johnny agreed. 
 
After we hung up, I took my notes and found Maria, announcing a little shift in my scheduled 

time off, on account of weather forecasts.  In front of her, I picked up the phone and talked to Doctor 
Chris, the large animal vet out on the West side of town, letting him know I was going to take off 
Saturday through Monday, not Sunday to Tuesday.  I was going to spend a few days up in the hills 
behind my place, to get away from things.  That was okay with him; he understood.  We talked for a few 
more minutes about clients in the area, upcoming events.  We try and coordinate schedules, particularly 
when one of us is going to be unavailable.  Chris didn’t know what to think of me and Full Moons, but 
tolerated my oddities.  I covered for him on his poker nights, even when I knew damn well he wasn’t 
playing poker, but that’s another story I won’t tell. 

 
Maria thought it was good for me to take time off every once in a while; I really didn’t take any 

vacations, or time around the holidays, or family -- she looked up at the ceiling and sighed over 
dramatically when she said that -- I wonder what she’d say if I told her I was going to spend the time 
knocking up my future bride, who wasn’t quite human? 

 
A few afternoons later, I’d finished stitching up the Lawrence’s cat, who’d tangled with 

something meaner than herself -- looked like it had been done by another cat.  I made a note to alert Joe, 
and have him watch that neighborhood.  If someone was letting their tomcat out at night to beat up the 
neighborhood, we’d fix that -- and the tom. 

 
Maria caught me as I walked by the front desk.  “Oh Judy Drenker is in your office -- she wanted 
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to talk about Penelope.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  Penelope was the Drenker’s obese cat.  We hadn’t seen her in five or six 

weeks.  “Problems?” 
 
Maria shook her head.  “She seemed pretty upbeat; I don’t think so.” 
 
Judy is a cute kid, a senior in high school, and bright.  She was college bound.  “Hi Judy,” I said 

as I closed my office door and moved to sitting behind my desk.  “What can I do for you?  How’s 
Penelope doing?” 

 
“She’s doing great, that’s why I stopped by!” Judy exclaimed.  “Oh, the first two weeks were 

really hard, especially on mom -- she tried sneaking stuff to the cat, but Olivia and I wouldn’t let her, 
and the cat moped and howled.  But I did like you said; I put out fresh chow at six, and tossed it when I 
went to bed.  After about a week, she started eating it, and we were really careful to make sure she had 
fresh water, and she drank lotsa water, and then she was finishing the chow, and even bugging me when 
it got close to dinner time!” 

 
This was really good news.  “So she’s lost weight?” 
 
“Oh yeah, like a ton!  But what’s really cool, about two weeks ago, we started finding these 

mice, like leftovers -- a head, a mushy chunk, a tail -- on the back porch.  And I found piles of feathers 
and bird guts on the balcony outside my room, and the occasional furry bit.” 

 
“Please tell me you wash really well afterwards if you touch those,” I interrupted her. 
 
“Oh yeah,” she nodded in agreement, “Soap and hot water, and I use that Purell stuff too, and I 

pick it up using plastic bags you’d do for dog poo.” 
 
“Maria can give you some gloves, if you’d like a few pair,” I offered. 
 
“Yeah, that would be cool.  But the best part is Penelope has turned into furry death, an -- oh 

wow, what’s this?  Oh, it’s pretty!” 
 
She’d picked up the little cloth bag sitting on my desk -- I’d completely forgotten about that; the 

gift from my dwarf friend.  She’d opened it, and taken out a very pretty silver bracelet, which she put 
around her right wrist and fastened; the chain on it was much too long, but she fastened it on her wrist. 

 
And stopped, sighing, her hands dropping to her lap, her expression going blank but pleasant. 
 
I rushed to her side.  “Judy, are you okay?” I asked, reaching for her wrist and the bracelet. 
 
She turned slowly, looking at me, smiling.  She got out of the chair slowly and sensuously, and 

putting her hands on my chest, pushed me against the office wall, kissing me and pressing her body up 
against me! 
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After a few moments of this, I grabbed her wandering hands and said, “Judy, stop!”  She 
stopped, and I was able to move her half a step back.  She still had a crazed, lusty look on her face.  I 
moved her to the chair again.  “Sit.”  She sat.  A piece of parchment was still in the cloth bag for the 
bracelet.  I hoped the hell it had a clue.  Yep -- “Put this on them and they will do all you say.  When you 
take it off they will only remember what you want.” 

 
I sighed.  “Judy, close your eyes and relax.”  She damn near fell out of the chair!  “Sit up, 

relaxed and comfortable; that’s good,” I told her.  “Judy, I’m going to take off the bracelet, and then 
count to three.  When I get to three, you’ll open your eyes, awake, and not remembering the bracelet or 
anything that happened while you had it on.  Do you understand me?” 

 
Her lower lip pushed out in a pout, but she said, “Yes.” 
 
I might not go to jail after all!  I took off the bracelet -- nice silver -- put it and the note in the 

bag, and put both in my pocket.  I sat down again in my chair, and counted, “1 ... 2 ... 3.” 
 
Judy’s eyes popped open and she continued, “The cool thing is she’s bringing me mice!  I go to 

the kitchen in the morning for breakfast, and she like brings me one, sometimes more!  It’s so cool!” 
 
“And do your mom and Olivia think it’s cool?” I had to ask. 
 
She laughed.  “Olivia thinks it’s great!  And mom freaks out, which is even better!  But Olivia 

and me, Olivia told me to give her lots of praise, so we do, and tell her she’s a really good cat!” 
 
“That’s great, Judy -- she’s adopted you as an honorary cat, part of her family.  What do you do 

with her little gifts?” 
 
Judy shrugged.  “Oh, we thank her, and tell her to bring us more.  But when she’s gone, we toss 

‘em or flush ‘em -- and wash up good.  Olivia really scrubs like mad, but she thinks it’s cool.  I think she 
likes it because it freaks out mom, too.” 

 
I had to laugh at that.  I just might live!  “That’s great!  Any questions for me?” 
 
She shook her head, giving me a little sly smile.  “Should we like, start feeding her more after a 

while?  Or just let her keep hunting?” 
 
“I’d say let her keep hunting.  As long as she’s offering you some, that’s a good indication she’s 

eating her fill.  But watch for signs she’s depleting the local population.  She might stop offering you 
mice if she’s upset at you, but as long as you praise her, and accept them, she should keep doing it.” 

 
Judy nodded.  “Yah, that’s kinda what I thought.  I’ve been weighing her, too -- I get on my 

scale, then pick her up.  She’s still going down.  I figure she’ll level off, and once that happens, I just 
have to watch for her weight to drop.” 

 
I nodded and smiled.  “You want to be a vet?” 
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She smirked.  “Nah -- I dunno how ya put up with little yap dogs and foo foo kitties.” 
 
“It’s hard some times,” I agreed with her, which made her smile more.  I stood up.  “Judy, you’re 

doing a great job with Penelope.  Keep it up!” 
 
She stood up.  “Thanks, Doc -- I can tell she’s a lot happier cat.  I really like watching her hunt in 

the yard.” 
 
As I walked her to my office door, she turned and sort of leaned against me, giving me a little 

kiss on the cheek, then stepping away quickly. 
 
I had Maria get her some gloves, and showed her out. 
 
Maria gave me an inquisitive glance. 
 
“Penelope is going great -- devouring mice, and bringing some to Judy and Olivia.  Judy and 

Olivia praise her, and mom freaks out.  Everyone’s happy.” 
 
Maria laughed.  She handed me a slip.  “The Johnson’s are on their way -- dog doing wheelies 

dragging his bottom on the carpet -- your favorite.” 
 
I sighed and took the note.  Another plugged anal sac.  “Yup, making up for my good deed for 

the day.  I glanced at the note.  “Oh good, thanks for looking up his history.  You’ll remind them, too?”  
The animal was due for shots.   

 
“Sure will,” she agreed. 
 
“Okay, I still want to sit down for a few minutes.  We can use a standard tray; I seem to 

remember he’s a fairly peaceful beast.” 
 
“I’ll let you know; I expect it will be half an hour or so.” 
 
I went back into my office, closing the door.  I took out the little bag, and the bracelet.  Very 

pretty.  Intricately fashioned silver piece, strong looking solid silver chain, and fastener.  Yeah, and with 
a chain long enough so it could go around a yeti wrist, or ankle.  I looked at the note again.  Damn, that 
had been close!  Was she curious, or was she drawn to it?  I could leave it out for someone else to see...  
Not sure I want to do that! 

 
A couple of nights later, murky dreams, waking to someone next to me in bed. 
 
Joe -- antlers, wings, and all.  “Hey, got a present for ya,” he told me. 
 
I looked at the clock.  Two bloody fifteen in the morning!  “How thoughtful.  What?” 
 
He extended his wings a bit and settled more on the bed.  “The tom who’s been sending you 

business.” 
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I sat up.  “Okay, let’s do the sucker.  Where is he now?” 
 
Joe scratched his fur with one of his talons.  “Safe.” 
 
I almost laughed as I got out of bed and pulled on sweats.  “Okay, Joe -- want me to leave the 

clinic door open?” 
 
“The back one,” he said, and took off, flapping his wings, turning to make it through the 

bedroom doorway. 
 
I started with sandals, but no, you don’t do surgery with exposed feet, so I put on socks and slip-

ons.  I walked to my main clinic.  Beautiful clear night sky, so full of stars!  I was sleeping well, some 
murky dreams -- I’d gotten a package, bunches of tea bags, one set to have in the morning, the other to 
have in the evening before bed, gift from the Yeti.  Herbs, little flowers, good stuff. 

 
I opened up the big roll-up back door to the main clinic after turning on the night lights.  That 

area is set up to handle large animals, just about anything.  I pulled a cart over, and the cart with the 
small gas anesthesia rig. 

 
Thought I heard something...  Yowling, cat crying, but strange.  I looked out to see something 

approaching from the sky, yes, and the sound with it, as Joe dropped from the sky, extending his wings 
at the last moment to flare out, a good-sized terrified tom in his talons.  Joe flew nicely to the surgery 
cart, setting down, keeping talons on a terrified tom. 

 
I started up the gas rig.  “Night night, putty tat,” I told the tom, putting the mask over his face. 
 
“How much damage he do tonight?” I asked Joe as I secured and intubated our guest. 
 
“He beat up some of the ferals, and went after a young raccoon, who took off.  I did the helpless 

bunny routine and let him come after me...” 
 
“Too bad,” I said, starting my snipping.  “Know where he lives?” 
 
“Si,” Joe replied. 
 
I gave our guest the works -- neutered, trimmed the claws, checked him over.  He -- now it -- had 

an ID chip, which showed its owners lived in Austin, but I recognized the name -- King -- they’d 
recently moved here.  I’d seen their dogs.  Didn’t think so much of them now, turning a cat out at night 
in this area.  “If you weren’t so mean, you’d probably have been eaten by now,” I told it with a frown.  
“You really should spend some time indoors.”  I picked up the electric clippers I’d used to trim his fur 
for the procedure, and took out some snags.  Idea -- I turned him on his belly, and starting at the tip of 
his tail, used the clippers to trim down to his skin, cutting a narrow bald strip from the tip of the tail all 
the way up to the back of his head. 

 
“Very nice,” Joe agreed, as I stood back to admire my work. 
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I sprayed the suture area and his eyes with my concentrated fairy dust solution, then gave him an 

injection of fairy dust and a mild tranquilizer to slow him down for a few days.  “Got some place safe to 
leave him in their back yard?” I asked Joe. 

 
“Oh yeah...” 
 
“Not sure I liked the tone of that, Joe,” I mentioned, but didn’t press for detail. 
 
“He’ll be safe, I promise,” Joe assured me. 
 
“Be gentle with the beast, please.” 
 
“Right,” Joe mumbled, extending his wings and talons again.  He picked up our snoozing tom 

and flapped off into the night. 
 
I cleaned up and went back to bed. 
 
My breakfast was cut short by a panic call.  Something horrible had been done to the King’s cat, 

Rufus, overnight.  Could they bring him right over?  I smiled.  Certainly; I’ll set the gate to open when 
you drive up.  They were on their way. 

 
I finished my toast and walked to the clinic.  Going to be a nice day.  No sign of Joe; probably 

still sleeping.  We’d had a productive night... 
 
The Kings arrived, Mr. King carrying in a cat bed with their Rufus in it.  We went to an exam 

room.  As I checked Rufus, nice shaved strip from neck to tail, and used the ID reader to verify his ID 
chip, Mrs. King told me the story.  She looked out the kitchen window this morning to see their poor 
Rufus sticking out of a flower pot on the patio table!  And he was so groggy, and he’d been shaved, who 
could have done such a terrible thing?  Why?  They’d called the sheriff, who suggested they call me. 

 
I teased the details from them, and gave them an incredulous look when they admitted they 

turned the cat out at night.  Did they do that with their dogs?  Of course not!  I suggested turning the cat 
out at night wasn’t a good idea.  We were in an area populated by animals who would just as soon eat 
their cat.  I also pointed out that by law in this part of the county, wandering cats are considered feral 
and can be (and are) shot on sight.  That got their attention!  I suggested that the animal looked 
tranquilized.  Most likely, it had eaten drugged bait someone had set out.  It looked like a healthy 
animal, although one that seemed to have been in a number of recent fights -- another reason for not just 
turning it out at night -- aggressive cats eventually tangle with something far meaner, like an adult 
raccoon, bobcat, coyote, or mountain lion.  We could hold on to Rufus for the day for observation, but 
they could just as easily do that at home.  I expected he’d eat regularly and recover in a few days.  Oh, if 
this animal is running wild, you need to be aware that we have a number of tick and flea-borne diseases 
in the area, diseases which can cross over to humans; that’s why we gave you the preventatives we did 
for the dogs.  Would you like us to update this animal’s records and shots? 

 
Grumble, grumble, might as well.  I told them I wouldn’t charge them for the visit, just the shots, 
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and please don’t leave pet food outdoors, or unprotected in an area like a garage, as it just encourages 
the locals.  When natural sources of food and water get tight in the hills, that’s when coyotes and big 
cats come down, and family pets disappear.  I finished up with Rufus and did the paperwork and billing 
myself, since it was too early for Maria to be in.  Mr. King was surprised it was so little, and his wife 
gave him a cross look.  I suggested again they keep the cat indoors at night. 

 
When Maria got in, I went over what I’d done on the computer to make sure I did the data entry 

correctly.  Almost; we cleaned that up. 
 
Tempus Always Fugit -- usually slower or faster than we want.  It was Friday night, and 

tomorrow morning it would be me stepping through a Portal, off to somewhere...  I had a light dinner.  It 
was dark out.  I was tired.  I was pretty much caught up on paperwork in the office.  Shower and bed 
sounded good. 

 
Except when I got out of the shower, dried off, and stepped back into the bedroom still drying 

my hair, Joe and Johnny were there, Johnny sitting on the bed, and Joe on the dresser, sprouting a full 
rack of antlers. 

 
“Another change of plans?” I surmised. 
 
“You’re a bright one, Doc,” Johnny cackled.  “Present for ya,” he said, pointing. 
 
Something folded, and a pair of slippers?  I dropped the slippers to the floor, cloth, looked nice, 

and slid my feet into them; they fit well.  Picked up the other thing -- a very pretty silk robe with 
interesting symbols embroidered on it.  I tried it on. 

 
“Left side over right,” Johnny corrected. 
 
I reversed the lapels and loosely tied the sash around my waist.  “Nice -- where’s it from?”  I’d 

figured on wearing a cotton robe for my “trip,” but this seemed a lot nicer. 
 
“I picked it up from them,” Johnny said, “Long time ago.” 
 
“You took good care of it,” I told him. 
 
He gave me a strange look.  “Had some help wit dat...  Away ya go, Doc!  Give her a good one 

for me, an’ Al sez to give her two for him!” 
 
Couldn’t help it; I blushed. 
 
Joe made a rude noise and hopped down to the floor.  “Vamos mi hijo,” he said as he left the 

room. 
 
The rug usually covering the wood floor in the living room had been rolled back, and a complex 

design replete with mysterious inscriptions was glowing on the wood floor. 
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“What do I do, Joe?” I asked. 
 
“Step into the middle.  After that, you’re on your own, hijo.” 
 
Johnny laughed and slapped me on the back.  Joe yorped in delight. 
 
I looked around the room.  “Thanks, guys -- see you in a few days.” 
 
I stepped into the pattern. 
 
I don’t know if there is a heaven, but I don’t know how it could be better than a little cabin built 

into the side of a mountain in the wilderness of the Canadian Rockies. 
 
The sensation passing through the Portal was interesting; my vision was interrupted; it was like 

stepping forward in the dark and missing a step, the level of the ground suddenly and unexpectedly 
being different than what you’d expected, that and the sensation of suddenly facing a different direction. 

 
I was standing in a wood-lined room; wooden floors, walls, low ceiling, with two small windows 

on the wall next to me, filled with soft golden light from sconces on the walls.  I reached out with my 
right arm to steady myself. 

 
My hand touched soft fur; I looked to see Kal next to me, taller than me, hunching over so as not 

to hit her head on the ceiling. 
 
“Welcome,” she said softly.  “Val is waiting for you.” 
 
I took a step toward the open door leading out of the room. 
 
“But before,” she stopped me gently, and with a chuckle.  She held out a wine glass. 
 
I took it.  It looked like a dessert wine, thick, almost syrupy-golden, glowing and shimmering 

from what I guessed was the fairy dust in it.  I took a sip.  Sweet, cold, and delicious.  The chill of the 
wine contrasted with the glow of the fairy dust spreading through me as I drained the glass. 

 
I handed Kal the empty glass and stepped through the other door. 
 
A small bedroom, wooden walls and low wooden ceiling, a small curtained window high in one 

wall providing dim moonlight, the room dominated by the large wood-framed bed. 
 
“You’re here,” Val whispered from the bed, holding her arms open to me. 
 
Into her arms, into her embrace, our lips and bodies coming together.  Oh, she’s so big, and so 

strong!  She squeezed me, crushing me into her, and let go suddenly, almost crying out, “I’m sorry!” 
 
But I held her and whispered back, “Hold me, please!  It’s wonderful!” I buried my head in the 

soft fur at the base of her neck.  So soft, and so full of her scent -- I held on and moaned.  She held me 
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and squeezed me again, and I could hear the joy in her moans.  Feeling each other, exploring, my robe 
opened up, more skin against her soft, dense fur. 

 
Moving around, she helped me find a nipple, surrounded by soft fur filled with her scent.  I 

latched on, holding her, and she moaned and shook, wrapping me in her arms.  Oh so delicious and so 
filling!  The sensations of her nipple in my mouth, and the soft fullness of her fur-covered breast 
pressing into my face, her arms wrapped around my head, holding me where I wanted to be. 

 
My robe had opened up a little more, and more of me was rubbing up against soft fur -- good 

news and bad news...  I moved a hand down, exploring, pulling the robe to protect my cock from her fur.  
I moved my hand along, bringing moans from her, and as she squeezed me closer, making me moan in 
turn.  I moaned again as my fingers found her slit, touching gently. 

 
I teased her in time to my suckling, adapting quickly to the rocking of her body as she drowned 

me in her softness. 
 
She let out a loud, low moan and shook, holding me close. 
 
My head slipped between her breasts, enveloped in fur and softness.  She pulled at my robe, 

moving me, starting me into her.  One hand at the back of my head held me, and the other hand at the 
base of my spine encouraged me.  A few lengthening strokes and rocks of her hips, and we were all the 
way together.  Her scent, the taste from her nipple -- I was so hard, and it felt so good, sliding in and out 
of her.  I dug my fingers into her fur at the sides of her breasts, squeezing them together more.  One of 
her hands was at the base of my spine, pushing me deeper, her other hand holding my head. 

 
It seemed that the more noise I made, the more she made, and the more excited she got.  She 

grabbed my bottom with both hands, pulling me in, rocking her hips.  I tried to pull in deeper, deeper, as 
I buried my head between her breasts, holding on and squeezing her.  The sensation when she came was 
intense, pulling and milking me, pushing me over the edge and filling her. 

 
Turning my head a bit, relaxing into her, still hard inside her, pressing my nose into soft scent-

filled fur, filling myself with her.  She sighed and growled, her arms around my head, drowning me in 
her, then moving down, squeezing my chest, my waist, my bottom, moving me around inside her. 

 
She started moving to one side; I latched on to a nipple and pulled her over more, so she was 

partially on top of me.  Glorious! 
 
She held me, and as I suckled, filling myself with her milk, she talked.  Words poured out of her, 

how she’d been looking forward to this, how the days had gone so slowly, how good I felt and how good 
it was to be together with me and there were so many things she wanted to do...  She squeezed me again, 
eliciting more noise from me.  I pulled her more atop me and she moved, pulling her legs up, engulfing 
me, riding me, both of us making noise.  She shuddered around me, pushing me over the edge, 
collapsing down atop me, trying to roll to her side, but I kept her mostly on top of me.  We held each 
other and drifted in that timeless embrace. 

 
A light knocking on the door, and Kal came in with two wine glasses.  Val and I untangled and 
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propped ourselves up as Kal sat with us on the bed.  Another glass of glowing nectar.  When asked if I 
liked it, I touched one of Val’s breasts and rumbled that she tasted better.  Val dug fingernails into my 
leg making appreciative noises, and Kal giggled. 

 
We returned the empty glasses.  My robe had come off; Kal tossed it over a nearby chair 
 
I’m not sure how it started.  I think I said, “I’m cold.”  I’d been so comfy with her on top of me. 
 
Kal laughed and called in a singsong voice, “Is he cold?” 
 
Val giggled and responded in the same singsong manner, “Is he cold?” 
 
Kal pulled me closer and sang, “He is cold!” 
 
Val opened her arms and Kal pushed me into them, squeezing me to Val, who responded, “Oh so 

cold!” 
 
Then it was, “Keep him warm,” and “Oh so warm.” 
 
They slipped into another language, still doing the singsong thing, one echoing or responding to 

the other, engulfing me between them.  Val was on her back, I was on top of her, and Kal was on top of 
me, surrounding me.  I tried to get a nipple, but my head went between Val’s breasts again, and soon I 
was inside Val again, hot and hard.  Val and her sister were still chanting or singing, although Val was 
moaning a lot.  Kal was moving on top of us, definitely helping press me deeper into her sister. 

 
I was surrounded by them, and it was glorious.  I was surprised I lasted as long as I did.  I think 

Val changed the song as she got close, and Kal responded, doing something extra to me, which had me 
holding on and thrusting for all I was worth, sending Val over the edge, then filling her. 

 
Sort of on our sides, I got one of Val’s nipples, and she was delicious.  I was so warm, so 

comfortable, so safe between them. 
 
I wasn’t asleep, but I wasn’t really awake, either.  The song started up again, but this time I was 

on my back, laying on top of Kal, my head between her breasts, with Val on top of us.  She teased me, 
moving her tantalizingly soft furry breasts over me so lightly as they sang, finally impaling herself on 
me and holding me to a nipple as she rode me, bringing herself to at least two orgasms before squeezing 
another one out of me. 

 
Eventually it was to our sides again, or I was at Val’s side, at a breast, with Kal behind me, 

sandwiched between soft, sensuous Yeti.  I slept in a warm, sensuous cloud. 
 
I think Kal may have gotten up during the night.  Somehow I moved to Val’s other side.  I 

remember being rocked, Kal around me, holding me to Val. 
 
When I woke up to morning sun, it was just Val and me.  She was turned on her side partially, 

more or less covering me.  I held on and drifted for a while longer. 
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“Breakfast when you’re ready,” Kal whispered in my ear some time later, more sunlight in the 

room. 
 
My stomach grumbled, and while the nipple I had was tasty, I needed something more.  

Somehow I knew Val would stay where she was. 
 
I got up and found a white robe on the nearby chair.  It was some woven fabric, thicker than the 

silk, and much warmer.  I also found a pair of fur-lined boots. 
 
I found the bathroom and made use of it before wandering out to the other room in the cabin. 
 
I smelled breakfast!  Kal smiled and put plates on the table.  We had toast, jam, and eggs that 

were somewhere between scrambled and an omelet, with cheese, onions, and some kind of meat. 
 
“What about your sister?” I asked. 
 
She smiled, sitting across from me at the table.  “She’ll join us for dinner.” 
 
A little later she asked, “Bob, the robe you were wearing -- where did you get it?  Mother was 

here, and quite surprised when I showed it to her.” 
 
“A friend of mine, Johnny gave it to me.  She was here during the night?” 
 
“Oh, yes -- she did breakfast as well.  She thought one of your friends might have gotten it -- did 

they say where?” 
 
I thought about it.  “Johnny said he got it from your people, quite a while ago.” 
 
She laughed, a soft but wonderful laugh.  “It would have been quite a while ago,” she agreed.  

With a sigh she added, “I’ll let mother know.  She took it back to show the elders.” 
 
As we finished, she asked, “Sit with me for a while?” and gestured to the couch by the windows. 
 
I nodded.  I almost said, “I’m cold,” but instead asked, “What happened last night when you 

came in?  That singing?” 
 
We moved to the couch.  It had a blanket on it of the same material my robe was made of.  But 

Kal had a much better idea.  She sat down and I snuggled up next to her; she pulled the blanket around 
us, helping me snuggle into her. 

 
I took a deep breath of her scent.  As I did, she put a hand behind my head and pulled me 

between her breasts for a few delirious moments. 
 
“Why did you stop?” I asked, looking her in the eye. 
 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 87 

She giggled. 
 
“You smell different from your sister, but just as delicious,” I whispered. 
 
She gave me a sighing moan as she wrapped her arms around me.  My head was resting on a 

breast.  I wasn’t cold any more.  “Your singing last night?” 
 
She giggled again, and gave me a squeeze.  “It’s an ...  epic poem, song, opera, something like 

that, you don’t have the right words.  A long time ago, a mischievous monk from a temple high in the 
mountains would wander off from his temple.  He’d get lost, and one of us, a female, would find him, 
usually at the onset of a storm.  He’d say he was cold, and she would keep him warm.  The next morning 
when the storm had cleared, he’d thank her and go on his way.  And she would be pregnant!  The song 
was about two sisters setting out to catch him.” 

 
I chuckled.  “I like it.  Could we do it with you?” 
 
She squeezed me again and rumbled, “We only did the first part; we’ll do the second part 

tomorrow or the next day...”  She held me close again.  I managed to find a nipple, which elicited a gasp 
from her when we connected, but she didn’t let me stay there for long.  “Later, I promise,” she told me. 

 
We rearranged ourselves, now eye to eye. 
 
“You have beautiful eyes,” I whispered to her.  They were brown-black, so inviting, and the 

epicanthal folds of her eyelids so pretty.  “I could look in your eyes and be lost for hours,” I whispered. 
 
She held me, looking at me.  “Oh you...  They’re all going to have your eyes, you know...  So 

blue...” 
 
“Our sons?” I asked. 
 
She nodded, our noses touching.  “Our sons, and later on, our daughters.  All your children will 

have your blue eyes.” 
 
“I’ll have daughters?” I asked. 
 
She nodded again, our foreheads touching. 
 
“So pretty,” I told her, “I could look in your eyes for hours, looking for where they go from 

brown to black to brown...  So soft and inviting...  Snuggling close and looking in your eyes...  But 
daughters?” 

 
She put an arm around my head, my ears now covered in her soft fur.  “Yes, sons before you 

change, and after you change, daughters.  We need both.  The way her eyes moved, I could tell she was 
smiling.  “We need both -- you’ll be busy!” 

 
“With you and Val, I hope,” I told her. 
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“Oh, I hope so too,” she agreed. 
 
“Your eyes -- they change,” she said a few minutes later. 
 
“People say that, some times dark blue, some times sky blue...  And yours are so soft, and deep.  

Looking into them is like falling into your softest fur, being oh so lost in you, so lost and so safe...” 
 
She made an appreciative rumble, then moved me so my head was resting between her breasts, 

wrapping her arms around me. 
 
“What can I do for her,” I asked a while later. 
 
“What?” Kal asked. 
 
“What can I do to please her, to give her pleasure,” I asked, kissing the side of a breast and 

filling myself with her scent. 
 
She sighed.  “Suck on her...” 
 
“And?” 
 
“You can touch her,” she took my hand and moved it to her side, the inside of her hip. 
 
She taught me how to stroke the inside of her hip, gradually moving down...  I moved my head, 

taking her nipple, but she gently moved me away.  “Later, I promise,” she whispered.  Instead, I settled 
on the outside of her breast, filling myself with softness and her scent.  When I moaned, so did she.  I 
started stroking the inside of her hip as she’d shown me, as I paid attention to her breast.  The sounds 
she made let me know how I was doing. 

 
“I want to drown myself in your scent and your softness,” I whispered to her.  “Your scent makes 

me so hungry...”  That sent a shudder through her. 
 
I gradually moved my hand between her legs, teasing gently, my mouth pressed against the side 

of a breast.  I followed her rhythm and was rewarded by a squeak and a shuddering sigh. 
 
“Go to her,” she begged me in a moaning whisper, “Now, please!” 
 
I moved my hand, holding her.  “Hold me for a few minutes first, please?  Just snuggling?” 
 
She sighed, a complex sigh.  I moved back between her breasts and she held me.  I drifted, 

heaven in her embrace. 
 
Some time later she let go of me.  I moved up and we kissed.  “Thank you,” I whispered, holding 

her, looking deeply into her beautiful brown eyes.  “When we make love, look into my eyes?” I 
whispered. 
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She hugged me, a strong hug.  “Go!  While you can!” she rumbled. 
 
I buried my head once more in the soft fur of her neck, taking a deep breath.  I gave her a 

squeeze, and got up. 
 
I made a stop at the loo on the way. 
 
I crawled back into the bed with Val, pulling the light cover over us and snuggling up to her side.  

She made contented noises and held me close, turning a bit, partially covering me. 
 
Partially covering me, and pressing my face into heaven!  I found a nipple, which tightened up as 

I gave it attention. 
 
Her noises increased as my hand started stroking the inside of her hip gently.  As I stroked and 

teased, she became more animated.  At one point she tried moving me atop her, reaching for my cock.  I 
was hot and hard for her, but I could wait.  I let go of her nipple and whispered, “Enjoy, dear -- relax and 
enjoy.”  She moaned as I took her nipple again, opening her legs a little. 

 
I teased her and teased her.  She wrapped her arms around my head, and I moaned, which 

seemed to do something special to her.  I followed up with my fingers on her button as I responded to 
the way she squeezed me to her.  That set her off, moaning and shaking, squeezing me to her so 
deliciously. I could barely breathe, and I loved it.  I sucked more at her nipple, and was rewarded with 
an increasing amount of her sweet, warm milk.  I let her know how good it was, vocally, and holding her 
as best I could. 

 
Everything, the way she held me, her scent, her taste, the feeling of her soft fur against my skin, 

the noises we made, everything made me want her all the more.  On top of her again, I kept on her 
nipple as I thrust into her. 

 
We moved and I was sitting up.  She pulled up her legs, scissoring me between her thighs in 

front of me and her calves against my back.  I held on, pushing, trying to push myself deeper into her. 
 
Val let out a cry, and Kal came into the room.  Val straightened her legs, her knees now up 

around my head as Kal kneeled behind me.  Kal reached forward and took Val’s hands.  They pulled 
together, sandwiching me in tighter.  I moved as best I could, wanting her more and more, feeling her 
coming around me, finally filling her, barely holding on. 

 
As Val let her legs down, I eased down on to her, resting on her other breast.  I rested for some 

time, but couldn’t resist the nipple pressing against my cheek.  We both moaned as I took her cool 
nipple in my mouth.  I sucked with vigor as her nipple responded, and soon had another helping of her 
milk.  I hadn’t gone soft, either, and her muscles were still holding me.  As we got more animated, Kal 
started playing with my balls and pressing rhythmically on my bottom. 

 
We were both quite animated yet incoherent, Val coming multiple times.  Oh God, I felt it; I was 

getting close again.  I held on, trying to move, to push in deeper, yet it was harder to move, devouring 
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her breast and digging my fingers into her fur.  Kal did something, pressing me in deeper, sandwiching 
me between them again, and I almost passed out as I came. 

 
I slipped between Val’s breasts again, with Kal atop us.  My heart was pounding, and I could 

hear and feel Val’s heart and her breathing.  I didn’t have to do anything.  I didn’t have to hold on, all I 
had to do was be there.  So good. 

 
Cold air on me -- I was on my back, on top of someone.  I turned my head, nuzzling soft fur -- 

Kal. 
 
I gasped and moaned as furry arms slid up my legs, and my cock and balls were engulfed in a 

warm mouth.  Val tormented me until I was hard again, then withdrew and plunged me between her 
breasts.  In the meantime, Kal put her arms around me, holding me in place, and squeezing her breasts 
around my head. 

 
Val moved again, straddling me, but with one leg between mine, and the other across my belly.  

When she eased us together, sliding me into her delicious warmth again, I understood -- at that angle, 
she could push me a little bit further in.  It was different, and oh what a difference!  It felt like she might 
be helping herself along as well.  She came noisily, and as I got close, I was noisy, and would have been 
thrashing around but for Kal holding me tight.  As I got close, I pushed my hips out, my body stiffening 
up as I approached that point of inevitability.  And as I did, Val’s vocalizations changed, and she started 
swirling her hips, moving me around inside her, so intense as I came yet again, moaning, being held by 
Kal, hearing Val laugh softly, feeling fingernails on my stomach and abdomen. 

 
I was still out of it when we moved again, still inside Val, as we moved to our sides and I nestled 

my head in between her breasts, Kal snuggling up behind me.  We had one more delirious ride, and then 
another nap before dinner. 

 
Kal led me out of the bedroom, via the little bathroom.  Dinner smelled delicious -- a casserole, 

like a beef burgundy, over noodles.  Moira ate with me, sending Kal back to the bedroom to feed her 
sister, taking a cup of something to drink and a bowl of the casserole. 

 
I had tea to drink, similar to what I’d been drinking for the last week or so.  I could tell it had 

plenty of fairy dust in it. 
 
“How are you?” Moira asked. 
 
I took another sip of the tea, inhaling the vapors.  “Well, I hope -- an experience I’ve not had 

before.” 
 
Moira chuckled.  “Few have, few of us, or of you.  One of your friends gave you the robe you 

were wearing when you arrived?” 
 
“Yes, Johnny.  He told me your people gave it to him a long time ago.” 
 
She nodded.  “A very long time ago -- almost fifteen hundred years ago.” 
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I was impressed -- I had the feeling he got around, but not that much!  “It’s in amazing 

condition...” 
 
She nodded again.  “We’d appreciate it if you could speak to your friend; we have few items that 

have survived from that era.” 
 
“I’ll ask,” I told her, taking another sip of the tea and rolling my shoulders. 
 
“They’re not being too ... rough ... with you?” 
 
I shook my head.  “No, not at all.  Especially, being held between them is quite the sensation.” 
 
She smiled and nodded. 
 
I looked at her.  “When would my son be born?”  Assuming I was successful, of course. 
 
“In around ten months,” she told me. 
 
Interesting...  Normal gestation for humans at 266 days...  “What’s normal gestation for 

females?” 
 
She gave me a wry and curious look. 
 
“Professional curiosity,” I added, almost laughing. 
 
“Indeed...  The average is 306 days for males, and 296 for females,” she said. 
 
Interesting!  266 days for humans, 288 for cattle, around 336 for horses. 
 
“Any other questions?” she asked, a lilt in her voice. 
 
I had so many...  “What is it about sounds...  It seems every sound I make...” 
 
She nodded.  “We’re sensitive to sound, to so much.  From the first Val was taken by your voice, 

and of course your eyes...” 
 
“Kal told me our children will have blue eyes.” 
 
“Yes, and I have to agree with Val; they are very pretty.  What do you find attractive in Val?” 
 
I sighed.  I took another sip of tea and moved my bowl over for more of the casserole.  “With 

Val, her voice, and of course her scent, the softness of her fur, holding her, being held...” 
 
Moira gave me a knowing smile.  “And Kal?” 
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I couldn’t help chuckling a bit.  “I think Kal is taken by the fact I’m here...” 
 
“Too true,” Moira agreed. 
 
“Her scent is different, and so good.  But her eyes -- her eyes are so beautiful.  I look into her 

eyes and get so lost...  And the way she holds me...” 
 
Moira nodded.  “She says you’ve been introduced to some of our art?” 
 
“The tale of the monk?  Yes, deliciously!” 
 
“I must warn you -- as much as Val fell for you, I think Kal wants you even more.” 
 
“I can tell.  She...” 
 
Kal picked that moment to join us again. 
 
“How is she?” Moira asked. 
 
Kal smiled and gave me a quick squeeze.  “She is fine.  She needs a little while yet.” 
 
“More tea?” I suggested. 
 
Moira got up, taking my cup. 
 
I turned to Kal.  “What is it about your eyes?” I asked her, moving closer.  “I want to be filled 

with your scent, surrounded by your softness, and fall into your eyes.” 
 
Our foreheads touched.  I moved a hand to her side, feeling the fullness of a breast under that 

enticing fur. 
 
“Ahmm,” Moira cleared her throat, moving a chair noisily. 
 
I turned and Moira put my cup down, full again, steaming. 
 
“Thank you,” I told her. 
 
“I...  I’ll go check,” Kal stuttered, leaving the room swiftly. 
 
Moira shook her head and looked at me.  “How much did your friends tell you about us?” 
 
I blew on the tea and took a cautious sip.  “Not that much.” 
 
She shook her head again, slowly.  “You’ve captivated her.”  She sighed.  “Are they being too 

rough with you?” 
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My turn to shake my head.  “Not at all.  I keep telling them -- I love it when they’re on top of 
me, or they hold me between them.  Surrounded by softness, and their scent...” I smiled and took another 
sip of tea, feeling the warmth spread.  “My friends did tell me what your milk would do to me -- and I 
can’t get enough.” 

 
She sat back, chuckling, drinking her own tea. 
 
“Tell me about your cities,” I asked her. 
 
She told me of cities under the mountains, so deep in the mountains, yet so full of light and life.  

Because their lives were so long, their populations were stable, growing very slowly.  She told me of 
centuries of art, of music.  She told me of a festival, everyone gathered in one cavern, waiting for dawn 
on the Spring Solstice, voices in sacred song greeting the dawn... 

 
I put a hand on hers and told her I looked forward to celebrating with them, surrounded by sons 

and daughters. 
 
She laughed, almost a growl, and pulled me to her.  I buried my head between her breasts, 

drowning myself in her scent and softness.  She held me close, her arms wrapped around me, laughing 
softly.  She started rocking me gently and humming a wordless song.   

 
When she let go of me, it was dark out, and the room was filled with soft golden light. 
 
“Thank you,” I told her, looking in her flashing green eyes. 
 
“Go -- go to them.  You’re too tempting!” she growled, turning me and pinching my bottom. 
 
I turned back to her, putting my hands on her shoulders, pulling myself to her again.  “Only if 

you promise we’ll have time together...” 
 
She squeezed me close.  “Oh, we will, I promise!  But not now!  Go, you rascal!  Go!” 
 
I stopped by the loo, taking my time. 
 
Dim light in the bedroom, enough to see Val on the bed and Kal sitting nearby.  Their scent, and 

something else, something floral, and soothing.  I took off my robe, draping it over a chair, climbing into 
the bed, so hard and hungry for Val again.  “I’m cold,” I told them, sliding into warmth and taking a 
nipple in my mouth. 

 
Val moaned.  Kal moved on top of me, easing herself down, sandwiching me.  I held on, 

suckling hungrily as Kal helped thrust me deeper and deeper into Val, both of us moaning, and I felt it 
building, stiffening up yet wanting her more and more, Kal rocking on top of me, helping, pushing me 
over the edge. 

 
Later, sitting up, wrapped in Val’s legs, being squeezed, holding on to her legs, Kal behind me 

helping push, collapsing on top of Val afterwards, being sandwiched once again between them, moving 
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to a nipple, melting into a floral scent. 
 
The following day was a blur, most of the morning in bed with Val, a late brunch with Moira and 

Kal. 
 
Kal went back to her sister; Moira asked me to stay for a bit, saying she wanted to share a song 

with me.  She sat on the couch and motioned for me to join her.  Certainly! 
 
But as I sat down, she held a crystal in front of me, and I fell into its sparkling colors,  She 

snuggled me close, full of her scent, surrounded by her softness as she sang to me, her song mixing with 
the sparkling colors of the crystal. 

 
Eventually my eyes closed, so relaxed, and she cradled me closer.  Did we talk?  I’m not sure.  

But I got to rest, rocking in her, listening to her heart beating. 
 
Awake again, walking into the bedroom.  The window was open, and it was cold!  But I threw 

off my robe and crawled on to the bed with Val and Kal, crying out, “Cold!” 
 
They grabbed me, sandwiching me between them, and started the singsong chant again, but this 

time it was Val who held me, and Kal who teased me, tantalizing me with her soft fur, her full breasts, 
as she and Val chanted, sang, Val holding me, not letting me get her sister. 

 
Their song changed and Kal was on top of me, smothering me to a breast, so good, her milk 

thicker than her sister’s, so tasty. 
 
I was so hard, and I wanted her so much -- I moaned and held her, moving, and she moved, 

impaling herself on me, rocking as they sang, Kal’s voice changing, her sister moving underneath me, 
starting a faster chant, all I could do was hang on. 

 
Later that night, being teased, pushed, and pulled between them as they sang, ending up once 

more on my back on top of Val with Kal teasing me, taking me, but this time, leaning over me, our 
foreheads almost touching, looking into my eyes as they sang, moving her hips so slowly, so inexorably, 
her eyes taking me in, taking me over the edge and draining me. 

 
Wrapped again between them, held to a nipple, a slower song, a soothing song, drifting off to 

sleep. 
 
But in the morning it was Val again, and again, and again after brunch, on top of her, Kal behind 

me, encouraging, pushing, then covering me after I filled her sister one more time, sandwiching me 
between them once more, holding us together and singing us to sleep. 

 
Kal helped me up later, quietly.  I kissed Val, suckling briefly on both sides then kissing her 

again. 
 
Kal held me.  I looked in her eyes, so pretty.  “Thank you,” I whispered.  “I look forward to 

seeing you again -- soon.”  We kissed and she held me between her breasts, letting me snuggle in for a 
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while. 
 
In the other room, Moira was waiting for us, holding the silk robe, the slippers on the floor. 
 
I took off the white robe I was wearing and stepped into Moira’s arms, holding her, burying my 

head between her breasts.  She held me briefly, then stepped back, handing me the silk robe.  “Here,” 
she said, almost laughing. 

 
I put it on, and the slippers.  I took her hands and looked into her eyes.  “Thank you, mother, for 

your two beautiful, sensuous daughters.  I look forward to seeing all of you again.” 
 
I turned and was swept into Kal’s arms; she hugged me tight.  “You’ll be seeing me again,” she 

growled. 
 
But Moira called out, “You need to go!  Now!”  She swatted me in the rear! 
 
Kal let me go.  A pattern glowed on the floor in front of us.  I looked to Kal.  “Thank your sister 

for me, please.  I love her.”  I kissed her on the cheek, and then on the lips.  “And I love you, too.”  I 
turned to Moira.  “Until we meet again -- thank you.” 

 
I stepped into the pattern. 
 

 
END of Part 4 

Rev 2009/05/21 
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Part 5 
Firefight 

 
After parting hugs and kisses, I stepped through the Portal, that momentary sensation of 

disorientation... 
 
Not into my house, my nice warm, private bedroom, but out in the hills somewhere! 
 
“Jesus!” I exclaimed, almost falling over. 
 
Johnny and Joe were sitting nearby.  Johnny said, “Haven’t seen dat guy for a long time!”  Both 

Johnny and Joe laughed. 
 
It was windy, and cold!  We had maybe two hours of daylight left.  It looked like we were up in 

the hills behind the house. 
 
“What the hell is going on?” I demanded, getting cold in the silk robe and slippers, crouching 

down to minimize my exposure to the wind. 
 
Joe yorped and trilled in delight. 
 
Johnny pointed to a pile of clothes, and my backpack.  “Dere’s your clothes,” he said, “But ya 

otta roll in the dirt a bit before you puts ‘em on -- ya smell like ... ya been doin’ who ya been doin!”  He 
and Joe laughed again. 

 
“Really?” I asked. 
 
Johnny stood up.  “Yah, really.  We been havin’ a good ol’ time round here, too, Doc.” 
 
“Dirt?” I asked. 
 
Johnny nodded.  “Ya supposed to have been up here since Friday, right?” 
 
I handed Johnny my robe.  I squatted down and picked up some dirt, dusting and rubbing myself 

down with it. 
 
“Dat’s good, doc,” Johnny told me. 
 
I got dressed.  The clothes they’d brought looked like they’d been worn outside a few days. 
 
They also had my Glock 24 and holster.  I looked to Johnny, but yeah, if I’d been out here, I 

would have been carrying the 24. 
 
“What’s the deal?” I asked, sitting down again and taking a swig of water from the bottle on the 

side of my pack. 
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“Walk on back,” Johnny told me.  “Joe go wit.  When ya gets down dere, play it by ear.  Joe, he 

help.  An’ I see ya tomorrow, Doc.  One question -- you do a good job wit her?” 
 
I smiled.  “Johnny, I did a good job with both of them.  I think you, Joe, and even Al, would be 

proud.  And I’ve got some questions for you...” 
 
Johnny laughed and clapped me on the back.  “Both?  Dat’s great!  See ya tomorrow, Doc!”  He 

vanished in his usual cloud of slightly sulfurous smoke. 
 
I put the robe and slippers carefully in my pack. 
 
“Okay, Joe -- lead the way.  You two walk up here?” 
 
“Hell no!” Joe muttered as he hopped off.  I lifted the pack to my back. 
 
Actually, it was a nice walk.  I’d returned up on the second ridge from the house; we’d have 

plenty of light for the tricky parts, and be on easy terrain by the time the sun went down. 
 
When we came around the corner of the first ridge and I got a look down on my spread, I 

stopped and frowned.  Looked like three vehicles I didn’t recognize down there, and some people 
wandering around with flashlights.  “What’s going on, Joe?” 

 
“La Migra, y los locals,” Joe told me, “they’ve been all over the county.  Pendejos.” 
 
INS?  Oh my...  “They go through things?”  If they went into the old barn, all the Open Clinic 

stuff...  This could be bad, real bad. 
 
“Esta bien,” Joe told me as he hopped along.  “Everything taken care of.  Don’t worry.  Vamos -- 

it’s getting dark, and your eyes aren’t as good as mine!” 
 
I shook my head but kept moving.  From where we were, it would take about thirty minutes to 

get to the edge of my property, another ten minutes to get to the house. 
 
“Okay, Joe -- I hope someone is going to explain this to me.” 
 
“I hope someone explain it to me!” Joe yorped, “And I was there!” 
 
I shook my head again and muttered, “Glad I missed it.” 
 
“So are we, hijo!” Joe agreed. 
 
We made good time.  My legs felt fine.  My stomach and back muscles were a little sore, from 

glorious overuse.  Glad I keep in shape! 
 
“We go around,” Joe spoke into my mind as we cleared the fence on to my property, “quietly!” 
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Something else I’ve kept from my Army Ranger days is skill at moving quietly.  We still had 

two vehicles on the property.  One was the local sheriff, the other was a 4x4 with Federal plates.  I 
quietly put my pack on the back porch. 

 
Yeah, Henry, a local cop, was about ten meters away with his back to me.  Another twenty 

meters or so three other guys were talking, also looking the other way. 
 
I walked up to Henry’s side and said, “What’s going on, Henry?” 
 
He startled nicely, yelling out, “Jesus!” as he turned to me. 
 
“Haven’t seen him,”  I said with a smirk. 
 
The other three turned to us.  One flicked a flashlight over me, settling on the holster at my side. 
 
“You have a permit for that?” a voice asked. 
 
I spread my legs a little.  “Henry, who are these bewildered souls?” I asked.  To them I added, 

“One, you are on my property, so I don’t need a permit.  Two, it’s not concealed, so I don’t need a 
permit.  Three, I do have permits for concealed carry, for here, and for Texas.  Four, as a game warden, 
I’m required to carry.  Now who are you and what are you doing on my property?” 

 
One of them responded with, “Hand it over!” 
 
I crossed my arms, not saying a word.  The “fuck you,” unstated but understood, I’m sure. 
 
“They’re scared of you, boss,” Joe spoke in my head. 
 
“Scared enough to do something stupid?” I thought back at him. 
 
I could feel the amusement in his response.  “No way!  We scared the pee out of those gringos!” 
 
Henry sighed and stepped away.  The other three met him about halfway.  They conversed 

quietly for a bit, then approached. 
 
They almost introduced themselves.  One kid, who looked kind of familiar, was DEA.  The other 

two said they were INS.  They wanted to see my ID.  I didn’t unfold my arms and replied that I wanted 
to see theirs, too. 

 
They stepped away again to caucus. 
 
“What the fuck is going on, Joe?” I thought. 
 
“They don’t want to mess with you, boss, but they don’t want to run away pissing their pants and 

screaming like little girls, either,” Joe replied. 
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They came back.  Henry said, “Doctor Bob, can we see your handgun for a moment, please?” 
 
“Certainly, Henry.  I’m happy to help when asked politely.”  I took it out of the holster and 

handed it to him. 
 
He held it while the others looked at it.  One of the INS guys asked, “When was this last fired?” 
 
“Week ago -- regular target practice, why?” 
 
The other INS guy said, “Some of our people were fired upon yesterday.” 
 
“Sorry to hear that.  Anyone hit?” I asked. 
 
“Thankfully no,” the guy said. 
 
I grunted. 
 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” the INS guy demanded. 
 
“Son, I didn’t shoot at your people.  And I don’t shoot to miss -- ask Henry.” 
 
Joe yorped in my head, “Henry already told ‘em you’re one of the best shots around here.” 
 
The DEA guy, Paul, was shining his light on my gun, on the engraved grip.  “Sir,” he asked, 

“you know these people?” 
 
“Son, I was with them for four very long years -- that was a going away present,” I told him. 
 
Joe popped in with, “Maybe you worked with his brother?  He thinks he’s heard of you?” 
 
I smiled.  The resemblance made sense now. 
 
After a little more conversation, Henry gave me my gun back.  I thanked him and holstered it. 
 
I looked at the group.  “Are you Jimmy Marshal’s baby brother?” I asked Paul, the DEA guy, 

who was about six foot two and two hundred thirty pounds.  Jimmy always called him his “baby” 
brother. 

 
Paul smiled.  “Yes, sir, I am,” he replied proudly. 
 
I held out my hand and shook his.  “Son, I’m scared to do it, but I’ve got to ask.  Is he still with 

us?  How is he?” 
 
Paul nodded, grinning.  “He’s fine, sir -- he just made Major, and he’s back stateside for at least 

a year.” 
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“Damn!  Major!  I’ll have to give you one of my cards -- let him know we talked, and let him 

know I’d love to talk to him, to see him.  Tell him the next time I need to put down a camel, I’ll give 
him a call.” 

 
Paul laughed.  “He hates camels!” 
 
“Oh, I know, believe me!” 
 
Henry looked more relaxed.  The INS turkeys still looked upset. 
 
“Now would you like to tell me what’s going on?” I asked the group. 
 
INS didn’t budge.  Paul looked at them and shook his head.  “Sir, we had rumors of trafficking 

through this area, transport.” 
 
I shook my head and scowled.  “Why don’t we move to the porch and talk about this?” 
 
Henry actually smiled.  “Maybe we could check the old barn first?” 
 
I was worried, but Joe’s voice popped into my head, “It’s all right, boss.” 
 
Henry and I headed to the old barn, the others following.  Henry walked to the main door, which 

I never use.  It looked like it had been forced open!  I looked at that, and at Henry, and frowned. 
 
“Johnny, your handyman let us in,” Henry told me. 
 
“They think it’s haunted,” Joe told me. 
 
Johnny, here, for this deal?  I pulled out my little maglite and shined it through the crack at the 

edge of the door.  Wow -- shadows, broken boards -- what had they done?  I left that part of the old barn 
untouched, with a false wall maybe three or four feet in.  It wasn’t there!  But the rest, the center area...  
“I hope you didn’t disturb the spiders,” I told them. 

 
One of the INS guys shuddered. 
 
“Sir,” Paul asked, “Why didn’t our radios work in there?” 
 
“Haunted, boss,” Joe cued me. 
 
“You actually went in there?” I asked them, incredulous. 
 
“They insisted,” Henry told me with a smile suggesting he’d stayed outside. 
 
I shook my head and smiled.  “Joe, any clues other than haunted?” I asked mentally. 
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“You’re the creative one!” Joe shot back. 
 
I thought for a moment.  “Notice how this area is on a slight rise?”  I suggested, gesturing to the 

local terrain.  They nodded.  I gave Henry a glance.  “If you talk to the locals, they’ll tell you this whole 
area is haunted.  The guess is this rise is an Indian burial ground.  Not a good idea to build over burial 
grounds, not at all.  That’s why my predecessor built new, over there.”  One of the INS turkeys was 
frowning.  “If you’ve got a better explanation, I’m open to hearing it,” I told him.  “But I’ll hear it back 
at the house.”  I headed to my back porch. 

 
They followed. 
 
I sat down in one of the chairs and started unlacing my boots.  I noticed the back door was ajar.  I 

frowned and gave Henry a nasty look. 
 
“Johnny let us in, Sir,” Henry told me quite apologetically. 
 
I sent a quizzical thought to Joe, who was off in some nearby bushes. 
 
“We all covered for you, boss,” he thought back. 
 
“Wonderful,” I commented.  “Now what’s this about trafficking?” I asked them. 
 
The INS dudes were still lumps.  Paul leaned forward, elbows on knees.  “Just rumors, sir -- 

trafficking, transport.” 
 
I shook my head, leaning back.  “Henry, does that make any sense to you?”  Henry smiled a bit, 

but didn’t say anything.  “Gentlemen,” I said, pointing at the very rugged hills behind the house, “Those 
are God’s own hills.  You go up there, and you are going to see God!  In a day and a half, I made it 
maybe three miles into that range.  And I know the area!  Any coyote or mule coming through here, 
they’re going to go East, or West, but they’re sure as hell not going to go North!” 

 
“There are plenty of arroyos...” one of the INS guys started out. 
 
“That dead-end into rock, son.  And I changed my schedule so I could come back a day early, 

because we might have some weather late tomorrow -- you don’t want to be in any of those cuts if we 
have weather, right Henry?” 

 
Henry nodded.  He knew; he grew up in this area.  He was a good kid. 
 
The INS guys didn’t look convinced. 
 
“All the cuts around here, even the larger ones, East of here, narrow down and end in vertical 

rock faces.  It’s a hard, technical climb to get out -- in good weather.  And like I said, you get any 
weather, all of it comes down those rock faces and into the cuts, fast.  Good way to die, must be, because 
idiots keep doing it every year, right Henry?” 
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Henry nodded grimly. 
 
Paul was nodding; I think he was satisfied. 
 
“Henry -- can I interest you in a tamale or three?  Gentlemen?” I offered.  I was hungry. 
 
“Where they from?” Henry asked. 
 
I smiled.  “Chavez Market, the good one on Fair Oaks -- they’re family tamales.”  They had two 

grades of tamales -- the family ones only went to family and friends.  I felt honored. 
 
He smiled and nodded.  “Oh yeah -- I’m in.” 
 
I took my socks off, and my long-sleeved camo shirt, leaving the undershirt.  Picking up the dirt 

had been a good idea.  “Okay -- you guys in for tamales?”  I looked to them.  Paul smiled and nodded.  
Even the INS guys started coming around.  “Okay, three each, to start.” 

 
I got tamales out of the refrigerator and loaded them into the steamer. 
 
When I took a seat again outside, Paul said, “Sir, there’s a concern about mules, coyotes, and 

illegals getting medical care around here.” 
 
I leaned back and frowned, making a rude noise.  Now them looking in the old barn made sense -

- and if they’d seen it decked out for Open Clinic, I’d be so screwed...  I didn’t know what had 
happened, but something sure as hell had! 

 
“Okay, thanks for letting me know,” I started out.  “Now let me tell you why that is plumb crazy.  

First, I don’t do people, I do animals.  That’s what I’m trained, equipped, and licensed for -- animals, not 
people.  Yeah, I spent a few years as a medic, but -- Paul, you ask Jimmy -- when was I happiest?  When 
I was working with people, or with animals?  Even over there, I liked working with animals better.  
Well, maybe not camel...”  I shook my head and smiled a little.  “Let me tell you a secret about vets -- 
some of us, including me, just don’t like people.  I have a few people I like.  Few.”  I patted Henry on 
the shoulder.  “And a few more I can stand.  A day when I see twenty horses and one person is a good 
day.  Working with people?  Hah!  Oh su tio Juan -- tio Juan is old, he’s sick, and he’s lame in his left 
leg.  I think we should put him down.”  I pantomimed using my pistol.  INS really thought that was 
funny.  “Not so good a bedside manner, eh?” 

 
I looked at them.  “And think it through -- think about every soup kitchen, flophouse, or water 

drop you know of along the border.  Those places are mobbed, 24 by 7, right?”  They nodded.  “So think 
about it -- if there was even the rumor I was treating people here, they’d be fucking camping out!  You 
wouldn’t be able to move out here!  Right?  And coyotes?  You know as well as I do that if someone 
they’re running gets injured, they get abandoned, then and there.  And if an injured coyote came in 
here?”  I shook my head.  “I’m a game warden.  Coyotes in populated areas get shot on sight.” 

 
“La Migra believes you, boss -- but they’ve got an idiot for a boss, and he wanted things 

checked,” Joe told me. 
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I shook my head again.  “And don’t even think about a drop in this area -- with one county road 

through here, all you have to do is monitor two intersections -- either you or los bajadores.”  I gave them 
another look, and not a charitable one, either.  “Henry, want to move the table over here under the light, 
then help me in the kitchen?” I suggested, pointing to the old picnic table. 

 
He stood up.  “Sure thing, Doctor Bob.” 
 
“We’ve got water, root beer, and 7-Up,” I told the guys.  Two root beers and water. 
 
I moved the tamales around; they smelled great.  I got drinks and some green salsa. 
 
Henry came in, giving me a sorry look.  “Doctor Bob, I’m sorry about this...” 
 
I smiled.  “I know, Henry -- as long as they go away and don’t come back, that’s about the best 

we can hope for.” 
 
“Yeah,” he sighed, shaking his head. 
 
Henry helped carry things out.  I loaded another batch of tamales into the steamer.  I dealt the 

first batch on to plates. 
 
“If you’re looking for spots, there’s a wash a few miles into Texas that folks call the Interstate, 

it’s got so much traffic some nights,” I told them.  Henry nodded.  “A couple months ago, wasn’t it, 
Henry?  A load of construction debris appeared in a spot where it narrows.  And I mean thirty or more 
cubic yards of crap -- concrete with rebar, serious stuff.  It wasn’t three days later los narcotraficantes 
had a fucking bulldozer with armed escorts up from their side of the border pushing it out of the way!  
Kids used to be able to run dirt bikes out there, and party, but los traficantes, bajadores, y assorted 
pendejos chased ‘em off -- where’s a kid supposed to go to have fun, drink and screw, hey, Henry?” 

 
Paul gave INS dirty looks then turned to Henry and asked, “You can spot that for me on a map?” 
 
“Sure can,” Henry told him.  Then to me, “Great tamales, Doctor Bob.”  That got agreement. 
 
“How’s Jimmy been doing?” I asked Paul. 
 
Paul held his plate out and I gave him another tamale. 
 
“He goes back and forth, in the States, over there, back here.”  He shook his head, smiling.  “I 

remember the letter when he talked about losing you -- they never did find another vet.” 
 
I nodded.  “Stateside couldn’t understand it.  But then they don’t understand a lot of things.” 
 
Paul gave me a quizzical look.  “What’s he got against camels?” 
 
I laughed.  “I’ll tell you -- because he sure as hell won’t!  We were out from our so-called base 
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for weeks at a time.  We were on pretty good terms with a lot of the warlords, the clans.  This one clan, 
we arrived just as they were kicking off one hell of a party, and we were invited.  A lot of the guys, 
including Jimmy, got pretty tanked up on the local hooch.  They were complaining about how long it 
had been since they’d gotten laid, or even gotten a kiss.  Someone suggested this female camel had big 
lips, they called her Lucy.  Don’t remember how it happened, but Jimmy decided to give Lucy a kiss.” 

 
I had a sip of root beer before continuing.  “Jimmy walked up to Lucy and started making kissy 

noises.”  I imitated what he’d been doing.  “Lucy gave him a raspberry,” I fluttered my lips, “splattered 
his face.” 

 
The guys were laughing at this stage. 
 
“And then she turned her head a little, and sneezed all over him!  Really unloaded!  So he’s 

standing there, drunk, and now covered in camel snot.  I mean covered -- face, hair, in his eyes, his 
mouth, up his nose, in his ear...” 

 
One of the INS guys stopped eating. 
 
“So I helped grab him and haul him off before he shot the damn camel.  One of the squad held 

him down, and I ended up sitting on his chest so I could clean him up.  It was gross -- and I was wearing 
gloves!  I’d grab a chunk of this putrid lumpy green slime and pull...  It took me a long time to get it out 
of his left eye, and still he had an infection for a week.  And the next day he was so hung over...  
Anyway, that’s why your big brother doesn’t like camel.  Oh, anyone want some guacamole to go with 
these?”  Both INS guys had stopped eating. 

 
“Thanks,” Paul told me, laughing.  “I’ll send him a card for his birthday and sign it Lucy...” 
 
Henry and I laughed. 
 
“And he’ll come after me!” I said.  “We have people in the area with camel, and when one has 

problems, I get called.”  I shook my head.  “When I was over there, I spent a month learning camel with 
experts.  Should have been my R and R time.  Next time I need to put one down, I’d sure like to be able 
to call Jimmy.” 

 
Paul nodded.  “He’ll come a running!” 
 
“Big cat coming through, boss,” Joe warned me. 
 
“Quiet -- sit still,” I told them.  They froze, and after a few seconds, a mountain lion walked by, 

about ten feet from us, barely glancing at us as she continued on her business. 
 
In response to raised eyebrows, I said, “She lives here,” and took another tamale.  “Got to be 

careful with the corn husks -- raccoons will fight for them, especially if they’re from Chavez Market.” 
 
Henry, Paul, and I finished off the tamales.  As I cleaned things up, Paul and Henry looked over 

a map.  I made a few trips, getting things taken care of. 
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Henry turned to me.  “Doc, how would you handle this?” 
 
I smiled and looked at the topo map Henry had gotten out.  “Well, I think I’d use this turn in the 

cut.”  I pointed to a spot where the cut narrowed in a tight bend, almost doubling back on itself.  “Nice 
high walls through here.  Put my spotter on this rise, and two mortar teams, here and here,” I tapped the 
map.  “As los coyotes come up the cut and make the bend, the first mortar team hits ‘em here.  When 
what’s left retreats, they’ll hide in this spot, shielded from the first mortar.  That’s when the second team 
cleans up.  And even if they don’t stick around, the second mortar team has good coverage on them as 
they retreat, and team one has ‘em again once they get here,” I tapped the map. 

 
The INS guys looked at me with a little more respect. 
 
Henry smiled and told them, “We do some paintball around here, and nobody likes going up 

against a team with Doctor Bob.” 
 
I laughed.  “You’re too kind, Henry...” 
 
I got one of my business cards for Paul to give to Jimmy, and asked him to give Jimmy my best; 

I looked forward to hearing from him.  I even shook hands with La Migra.  Told Henry to behave.  The 
lot of them drove off. 

 
I cleaned up my gear and dumped my clothes into the washer.  What a trip! 
 
“Joe, what the hell went on around here?” I called out standing naked on my back porch. 
 
Joe sat up and looked around.  “You did good, hijo.  Now go wash!”  He hopped off. 
 
I went in, took a shower, and crashed in my own bed, alone. 
 
The next morning, a tortilla and egg breakfast for Joe and me, and back more or less to work.  

Word was La Migra had been harassing a lot of people in the area, so I wasn’t special.  Didn’t know 
how I’d lucked out, though. 

 
Had a break around lunch time and walked over to the old barn.  Looked in the crack by the main 

door -- what had happened in there?  I could see dimly into the central area, bare dirt lit by a broken up 
roof -- which was all wrong!  My predecessor had put a false wall about four feet inside the outer wall to 
shield the center area, which I couldn’t see. 

 
Walked around the other side, going in through the door on an attached shed, through the shed, 

and through that door. 
 
I was standing in my clinic.  Turned on the lights -- the roof looked fine!  And I was looking at 

the false wall my predecessor had put up many years ago, the false wall that covered the old main door! 
 
This made no sense at all!  I checked the place over.  No signs of entry, or that anything had been 
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disturbed.  My cache of fairy dust was intact.  I grabbed a few vials; I was going to try my hand at a 
“fortified” dessert wine. 

 
Closed things up and headed back to the house to get some lunch -- more tamales!  You can 

never have too many tamales! 
 
“I don’t understand it,” I told nobody in particular as I poured some root beer. 
 
“What, Doc?”  Johnny asked. 
 
I turned -- hadn’t heard him come in, but that’s no surprise.  “Good to see you again.  I don’t 

understand what I saw in the old barn.  From the old door, looks like the roof is shot, and I could see dirt 
inside.  Yet inside, everything looks fine.  What’s going on, Johnny?” 

 
Johnny smiled, shaking his head.  “Doc, hand me dat fork, please?” 
 
I picked up the fork he’d pointed to and handed it to him. 
 
Johnny smiled.  “Now hand me dat fork you use last week.” 
 
I gave him a strange look. 
 
Johnny nodded.  “It’s dat Gatekeeper, Doc.  He’s not like us -- you an’ me.  Best I figure, he 

moves through time like we moves from room to room.” 
 
I thought about it and nodded.  “Makes sense, I guess.  So he got the robe back?” 
 
Johnny cackled.  “Yah, dat give ‘em a thrill?  We wuz talkin’ about your ladies an da last time I 

visit ‘em.  I sez I lost dat robe a long time ago, an’ dat Gatekeeper, he shimmers a bit, an’ he’s got it!  
Hands it to me jes like dat, an’ it looks new!” 

 
“Johnny, they were very surprised to see it!  I’d like to give it back to them; I think they want to 

put it in a museum, but I wanted to check with you first, they gave it to you.” 
 
“Sure, Doc, do it,” Johnny told me. 
 
“But what about looking in the main door?  I don’t get it?  How could things look different from 

the outside and the inside?” 
 
Johnny shook his head.  “Not sure I understand it, either Doc.  It’s got to do wit light an’ time an’ 

shit.  Ask Al -- he explain it better.” 
 
“Al?”  That was a surprise. 
 
Johnny nodded and told me, “Dat Al, he one of the smartest people you ever meet -- math, 

science, philosophy -- he’s amazing, Doc.  A lot of dat early stuff, Plato, Pythagoras -- dat was Al 
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explainin’ to dem folks and dem takin’ credit.  An’ when those bastards burned down the big library at 
Alexandra, Al, he went off in a funk for a few centuries he was so pissed.” 

 
A side of Al I didn’t know; learn something every day.  “So they went in there, in the old barn?” 
 
Johnny frowned more.  “Best I figure, dey went in, but to a different time.  Al and dat 

Gatekeeper, dey put some kinda fold by the door?”  He shrugged. 
 
I nodded.  “Okay, that makes sense.  They walked into a different time, when the false wall, oh, 

and radios didn’t exist!  But what about later, looking in?” 
 
“Dat light ting again, Doc -- ask Al.” 
 
“Learn something every day.  How did this whole thing go down?” 
 
“Now dat I know!  Da Gatekeeper, he come an’ tell me you had to do da nasty someplace else, 

but he don’t say why.  Not good enough, I told him.  We all get together, me, Gatekeeper, yetis, Al, an’ 
we talk.  Al and dat Gatekeeper dey talk.  Doc, dat was so weird!  Al and dat Gatekeeper, dey usin’ 
words you tink you know, talkin’ bout rings and folds, but it ain’t no rings I ever know, dat for sure!  So 
weird, Doc -- Al said sometin’ and dat Gatekeeper, he laugh!  Dat was so creepy!  But dey figure out 
what we do to keep dem rats from gettin’ in.  Da Gatekeeper, he did it.  Folds an’ shit.” 

 
“With your help, and Joe’s,” I added. 
 
Johnny shrugged.  “I show da bums around.  Joe, he off in da bushes making noises dat scare the 

piss outa anyone!” 
 
“Well, I thank you all.  They went away, and I don’t think they’ll be back.” 
 
“Gatekeeper, he sez we probably okay now.” 
 
I nodded. 
 
After a bit Johnny asked, “So Doc, how ya doin?  You look okay.” 
 
“I’m fine, Johnny, still a little tired.” 
 
“Not hurt or anyting?” he asked. 
 
“No, why?” 
 
Johnny smiled.  “She was kinda quiet da whole time, right, Doc?” 
 
“Now that you mention it, yes, she was.  Explain, please?” 
 
Johnny shook his head.  “Doc, she pretty big, right?  And strong?” 
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I nodded.  “Oh yeah.” 
 
“Ya see any little flowers?  Smell ‘em?” 
 
I thought about it.  “Once...  Are you telling me she was drugged most of the time?” 
 
Johnny nodded.  “You a smart one, Doc.  Yeti got a reputation, especially when dey in heat.  

When dey jes havin’ fun, dey have plenty of self-control -- you did da sister, ya?” 
 
“Oh yeah,” I agreed with a smile and a sigh. 
 
Johnny laughed.  “You one lucky son of a bitch, Doc...  Da sister, she was doin’ it for fun, so she 

was careful wit ya.  But da other one...  Dey got a reputation for hurtin’ male yetis!  In heat dey gets into 
it, an dey do somethin’ like squeeze too hard...  Dey got a word ... don’t remember it ...  but it means 
breakin’ a guy in half as he’s cumin’...  Kinda hard to get knocked up, when ya snap your guy’s back 
before he’s done...” 

 
“Yes, that would make it difficult...  At night once, I was on top of her, sort of sitting up, she was 

squeezing me between her legs.  I was helping her along, and she got much louder than she’d been 
before, really squeezing me, and her sister grabbed some of these little flowers...  Val practically melted.  
I got a whiff of them later, when I was done, and I melted into her, too...” 

 
Johnny smiled, nodding.  “You one lucky guy, Doc.  An I tink dey gonna keep ya busy...”  He 

cackled... 
 
I leaned back in my chair.  “Oh, I know Kal wants to keep me busy in another couple of 

months.”  I sighed, and knew I was smiling.  “Her eyes are so pretty.  We sat together a couple of times, 
just looking into each others’ eyes, holding each other...” 

 
Johnny whistled low.  “Damn, Doc, and we was worried ya wouldn’t catch on!  Dey got books 

and books of love poems, all about lookin’ into da eyes an’ sayin’ shit...  An’ you wit blue eyes!  Dat’s 
real special to yetis, Doc, yer blue eyes.  Add to dat da rep you got for helpin’, it’s no wonder dey got 
hots for ya!” 

 
I looked at Johnny.  “Yeah, they talked about our kids, sons and daughters, having blue eyes.” 
 
“Daughters!  Who talk about daughters?  Who!” Johnny demanded. 
 
“Their mom, and Kal; why?” 
 
Johnny cackled even more; I thought he was going to fall out of his chair.  “Damn!  Dey sure 

certain about you, Doc!  Dey tinkin’ long term, dat’s for sure!” 
 
 “And how do I go about planning to help them for the long term?  What should I be doing, now, 

to prepare for that transition?” 
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Johnny looked at me and smiled.  “I like dat, Doc -- long term!  You tink, we help!”  He threw 

his head back and laughed.  “Damn, I feels good!  See ya later, Doc!”  Johnny stood, gave me a quick 
hug, stepped back a few paces, and vanished in his usual puff of slightly sulfurous smoke. 

 
I frowned, locked up, and headed back to my main clinic.  Guess I’ll find out sooner or later. 
 
Two nights later, I woke in the middle of the night, knowing someone was near...  I was about to 

reach for the pistol I keep attached to the back of my headboard... 
 
“Shhh...,” whispered Val.  I saw her silhouette in the moonlight.  She pulled the covers off me, 

and the bed creaked mightily as she joined me.  By the time she did, I’d stripped off the T-shirt I slept 
in, and was in her arms.  “Oh thank you,” she whispered, pulling me to a nipple, smothering me to her.  
“You’ve made me so happy, us so happy...” 

 
She held me to her, feeding me, teasing me, getting me so hot for her, so hard...  She grabbed one 

of my pillows and folded it, putting it under my bottom, then moving on top of me, impaling herself. 
 
“Oh, that’s where you belong!” she whispered, moving oh so slowly.  I pulled her closer, 

wanting to be drowned in her soft fur, in her scent, feeling her weight on top of me.  I held her as best I 
could, moving my hips in time with hers.  So hungry, I wanted her so much, and she moved so slowly, 
so sensuously. 

 
I latched on to a nipple, holding her, my fingers digging into her fur, moaning and moving.  I 

moaned more, squeezing her, and that helped -- soon she was coming, such wonderful noises, moving 
more, pressing on me more, I wanted more. 

 
But the bed had all it could take -- with a crack, we dropped about eight inches, but it was too 

late to stop.  She gave a sighing laugh as she rocked, wrapping her arms around me, and I came deep 
inside her, held so close, holding her.  We moved to a flatter part of the bed, but I kept her on top of me 
as much as I could.  She sighed, cooed, and sang to me, holding me and rocking me back to sleep. 

 
I woke up alone, with some slats in the bedframe broken.  It was worth it!  I moved things 

around a bit; needed some new slats and thought I had some lumber in the old barn. 
 
After giving the matter some consideration, and possibly being overly optimistic, I replaced all 

the slats with much heavier one by six.  That Eagle Scout training -- be prepared, right? 
 
That night I woke up around one, with the feeling that Joe had just called me.  I slipped on some 

pants and grabbed the shotgun from behind the door.  Went to the living room, lights off, looking 
outside and listening.  Off in the distance?  Yeah, a ways off, some yelling, gunshots!  Then weird 
noises, more yelling and shots, noises, and now screaming!  I cycled the bird shot round out of the 
shotgun, leaving a deer slug in the chamber; I wasn’t screwing around. 

 
Squealing tires and bouncing lights a bit later, someone getting out as fast as they could! 
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I poured myself a glass of root beer.  I was up for a while, at least until I got a report. 
 
“Abre la, hijo!” Joe called from outside. 
 
I opened the front door and Joe flew in, folding his wings and more or less landing on his 

favorite footstool. 
 
“Having fun, Joe?” I asked, picking up the buckshot shell and racking back in order. 
 
Joe yorped in amusement.  “Dos pendejos -- la Migra, they thought they’d sneak in...  We had 

fun!” 
 
“You made noise, and then they made noise, right?” I suggested. 
 
He yorped some more.  “I call some friends to come play.  They thought they were quiet -- they 

left the door to their truck open, so when they left, I sent some big cats in to play.  Los pendejos were in 
the brush looking over here, so I send some javies to chase them.  They run back and mis amigos are still 
doing the seats, so they jump in the back, with los otros after them.  They fire off some shots to chase 
off mis amigos.  I don’t think they’ll be back!”  He threw his head back, yorping in delight. 

 
“So what did they want?  Snoop around the barn some more?  The same guys who were here 

before?” 
 
“Yo no se.  Different guys, and I don’t think they’ll be back soon,” he muttered. 
 
“Want eggs for breakfast, and tortillas?” I offered. 
 
“Si!  Por favor!” he agreed. 
 
I shook my head and finished my root beer.  “Well, I’m going back to bed.  Thanks for watching 

my back, Joe.” 
 
“My pleasure, hijo!” Joe said.  “Abre la -- I’ve got things to do.” 
 
I opened the door and let him out.  He flapped off into the night, singing. 
 
I visited the loo, and crashed once more. 
 
A normal day (and night), then a day of house calls in the area.  I usually spend a day every two 

or three weeks visiting folks, the large animal part of the practice.  It’s a lot easier for me to go to them. 
 
First two calls were nominal; check-ups and update on vaccinations. 
 
Third one was a visit to Sara’s place.  She’s an escapee from the Left Coast; she made her money 

at a high-tech outfit and bailed at the right time.  She has a nice spread, with chickens, dogs, and some 
llamas.  It was the llamas she was having problems with; she thought it was a behavioral issue. 
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As I pulled on to the gravel drive to her place, I was greeted by her two dogs running along the 

other side of the fence..  They were due for shots.  I pulled up in front of the house, and Sara came out 
on to the porch, drying her hands. 

 
“Doctor Bob!  You’re early!” she called out. 
 
“I try,” I told her, getting out of my Jeep.  “Hi guys,” I told the dogs, letting them sniff me, and 

all the interesting smells I’d encountered so far today. 
 
“Should we take care of their shots first?” I asked Sara. 
 
She nodded.  “Let’s go inside; they’re easier to corral.  In the house!” she called to the dogs, who 

followed her in eagerly. 
 
I had a clipboard all set up with Sara’s records.  I pulled the large plastic bag with the dogs’ 

meds out of the cooler in the back, and slipped on a fresh pair of blue Tyvek booties over my shoes.  I 
didn’t want to be the one spreading something to my clients.  Standing on the porch, I looked at the field 
-- I counted four llama; my records said she had three.  Something, or someone, new. 

 
“We’re ready,” Sara called from inside. 
 
I opened the screen door and let myself in. 
 
We sat in the kitchen.  Both dogs were in good health and still very interested in sniffing me.  I 

checked them over and gave them their shots quickly and easily. 
 
“Okay, that’s done,” I told the dogs, and Sara.  “By my records, you’ve acquired a new beast?” 
 
She nodded, and frowned a bit.  “Chester, about three months ago.” 
 
Uh oh...  “How old is Chester?” I had to ask.  The three females she had were six, four, and three 

years, the two youngest were daughters of the older one. 
 
She smiled and made a dismissive gesture.  “Oh, I’m not worried about that -- he’s too old.  He’s 

fourteen, and he hadn’t given the group of ladies he’d been with the time of day in years.” 
 
I nodded.  “And what’s the problem?” 
 
“I don’t understand it!  When I picked him up from rescue, he was in with five others, all girls 

his age.  I’m so happy they’ve all found good homes!  I watched him on a few occasions, and he seemed 
to get along so well with the others.  And my girls have never been a problem.  Well, when I brought 
him home, I put him in a separate pen, just so everyone could get used to him being around, you know, 
but the next morning, he was right in there with my girls!” 

 
Yeah, too old, I thought...  I nodded my head. 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 112 

 
“They seemed to get along, but Molly, the mom, would hiss and spit at him, especially when he 

tried to get close!  The only thing that worked was to put her off in the separate pen!  I tried with him, 
but he didn’t stay there -- he’d be back in with the girls in a few hours, or overnight, and as long as 
Molly isn’t in with them, they seem to get along so well!” 

 
I shook my head but had to smile.  “Let’s go see.” 
 
The four of us left the house.  As we got close to the fence, Sara put fingers to her lips and let out 

a very loud whistle.  The llamas wandered closer. 
 
“How long have you had Chester?” I asked as he and the girls approached. 
 
“About three, almost four months now.” 
 
Chester wasn’t anybody’s beauty contest winner.  His ears were crooked, as were his teeth.  His 

left eye looked cloudy.  His coat looked healthy but uneven.  It was probably my imagination, but I was 
sure I saw a smug and satisfied smirk on his face.  Didn’t look too damn old to me! 

 
“Let’s get a better look at him?” I asked. 
 
Sara reached into her coat pocket and got a small handful of sweet mix and held it out to Chester.  

He eagerly leaned over the fence to take it out of her hand.  I scratched his head and checked out eyes, 
ears, and mouth.  Yeah, left eye cloudy, and teeth looked right for a fourteen year old.  But there was 
still a gleam in the right one... 

 
“Let’s go in and take a better look,” I suggested. 
 
We went in with the dogs, who got along fine with the llamas.  I approached Chester from his 

good eye side.  He didn’t mind handling.  Not going to win any beauty contests, but healthy. 
 
“Call the girls, please,” I asked. 
 
Sara made clucking noises.  “Here, girls...”  They came over to her, nuzzling her hands, even 

though they were empty.  I looked at them, feeling and prodding gently, looking over the fence to 
compare with mom.  Yup. 

 
“Sara, those first few weeks he was here, did you hear something that sounded like gargling, 

maybe prolonged?” 
 
She nodded, frowning again, “Why yes!  Early in the morning -- it was a strange sound, and it 

would go on for half an hour or so, but when I got up and made my rounds, everyone seemed just fine.  
Do you know what it was?  It was like gargling, only a lot louder.” 

 
I tried not to laugh, nodding and leading the older of the girls to the gate between the pens.  

“Let’s go stand her next to her mom.  How many days did the noise go on?” 
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“Come on, girl,” Sara called, opening the gate and shooing the younger one back.  “Oh, on and 

off for two weeks, maybe three.  Not every morning, but most.  I’d turn the dogs out when I heard it, but 
they didn’t bark or anything. I thought it must be something at the Dobson’s next door.” 

 
I glanced back at Chester.  Three weeks -- what a life...  Crooked ears and a crooked smile... 
 
Mom and daughter said hello, which was good for what I wanted.  I pulled Sara around to the 

Southern end of the two Northbound llamas.  “Notice how the daughter is getting wider than mom?” I 
pointed out.  Much easier to spot from the back end. 

 
Sara looked, and nodded.  The light started to go on.  “No...  He’s too old...”  She looked at me 

and repeated, “He’s too old!  They told me!” 
 
I smiled.  “Sara, nobody asked him.” 
 
She sighed and frowned.  “So...” 
 
I nodded.  “My professional opinion is that you have two very gravid llamas, and one very happy 

old male.  The gargling noise you heard was him letting the world know who was having a good time.” 
 
She shook her head again, glaring back over the fence. 
 
“Mom’s behavior when he first arrived, he was putting the moves on the ladies, and she wasn’t 

having anything to do with it, she wasn’t letting him get away with it, protecting her girls.  Then you 
took her out of the picture and locked him up with the cheerleaders...” 

 
She smirked, still shaking her head.  “Too old...” she muttered, but with her smirk still. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “The company he was with was too old -- but bringing him here, 

putting him in with the youngsters put the spring back in his step.” 
 
“So to speak...  And hopping the fence...  I should have known...  You old bastard...” 
 
I nodded.  “Gestation is around eleven and a half months.  I’ll call the vet school.  They usually 

have students who are interested in following pregnancies and deliveries in large animals, if you’re 
interested, of course.” 

 
She nodded.  “Certainly -- might as well let others learn.” 
 
I took a look at mom.  She looked fine.  “Have the girls spit at him?” 
 
Sara nodded.  “Occasionally he’ll get really close and they’ll tell him off.” 
 
“That’s another indication they’re pregnant.” 
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We led the daughter back to her sister and the proud father. 
 
Sara walked up to him, looked him in the good eye and said, “Too old, huh?” 
 
The three llamas nuzzled and hummed. 
 
Sara sighed.  “Anything I should do about their diets?” she inquired. 
 
“Don’t believe so, but I’ll ask when I talk to school.  The more important question, what do you 

want to do with Chester?” 
 
She frowned again.  “Fix the bastard,” she replied quickly and emphatically. 
 
I chuckled.  “We can geld him, or we can do a vasectomy, leaving his equipment intact, but 

shooting blanks.” 
 
She shook her head.  “I’ll have to think about it.”  She smiled and sighed.  “But I’m leaning 

towards letting him pretend, at least leaving his dignity intact...” 
 
I laughed at that.  “It’s less invasive, and quicker to heal.” 
 
She was smiling more.  “Well, when I got him, I promised him happy days...” she sighed. 
 
“You’ve done that,” I agreed. 
 
She shook her head.  “We live and learn...  Have time for a cup of tea?  I’ll write you a check.” 
 
“Certainly.” 
 
Leaving for my next stop a while later, I had to laugh as I headed out on the gravel drive, looking 

at Chester, standing on a little mound, ears askew, lord of his domain.  Never too old!  Lucky beast! 
 
I didn’t get home until after nine -- my last call had been a doozy, an eye infection spreading 

through a small herd of goats.  We had to put medication in each goat’s eyes.  Correction: we had to put 
medication in each uncooperative goat’s eyes, after catching them.  I was going to be bruised for weeks! 

 
I changed my shirt in the house after we finished; I should have changed everything, and taken 

up their offer of using the shower, but I wanted to get home.  I always carry at least one change of work 
clothes; the life of a vet can get messy, especially when working with large animals, or in this case when 
wrestling goats.  I washed up, and changed into a clean shirt. 

 
I stopped for dinner at a local Mexican place I like.  Chile verde, corn tortillas, and cerveza.  

They know me and what I do for a living, but even then my waitress wrinkled her nose a bit and 
muttered “cabrito,” under her breath as she seated me.  You’re right; I should have showered. 

 
Pulled up to the clinic and put the meds that had to be kept cold into the office fridge.  Stepped 
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into my office and did a couple of good toots of full strength fairy dust for my bruises.   Drove around to 
the back of the house, gathering my dirty clothes, undressing on the back porch, and putting my boots in 
the tray of disinfectant to sit overnight.  I needed a shower, and bed.  I went in the back, loaded things 
into the washing machine, and started it going. 

 
As I did, I sensed someone nearby.  I hadn’t turned on any lights, just working from the 

deliberately dim night light on the back porch, and its cousin in the laundry area.  I turned, looking into 
the kitchen, and there standing in the far doorway between the kitchen and the rest of the house was a 
night dream in a silk robe.  I sighed, taking in her full, sensuous figure -- the succubus who had visited 
me a number of times in the past.  She stepped into the kitchen, and I stepped closer to her. 

 
I could smell her scent, her perfume, and I’m sure she could smell me.  She pulled the tie on her 

robe, letting it fall open, showing more of her delicious body.  Mine responded as I stepped closer. 
 
“Wha...” I started to ask, but she put a finger to her delicious lips and said quietly, “Shhh...” 
 
She took my hand, pulling me closer.  I could feel the warmth radiating from her.  She pulled me 

into a full body kiss.  Her touch, her scent, the softness of her skin -- I needed her so much. 
 
She led me to my bedroom, took off her robe, and reclined on the bed.  “Adore me,” she 

commanded in a whisper. 
 
How could I do otherwise?  I couldn’t get enough of her soft, sensuous skin, feeling her, 

smelling her, kissing her.  I devoured her, holding her legs against the sides of my head, then sliding my 
hands under her, holding her bottom and her waist.  She was delicious, animated, and loud; I loved being 
squeezed between her thighs, and the way they amplified and muffled her sounds at the same time. 

 
She pulled me up, and I kissed my way up her stomach to her breasts.  I latched on to a nipple, so 

hungry, filling myself with her scent.  She threw her arms around me, holding and encouraging me.  
Rolling to her back, I slid into her, needing her, needing to be inside her, deeper inside her.  She 
controlled me with her hands as we kissed at both ends, driving me on and on, finally coming inside her. 

 
Relaxing together, but only for a short while.  Her touch, her hot voice whispering in my ear, her 

lips against my skin, and she had me wanting, needing her again... 
 
And again, and again, and again through the whole of the night. 
 
On my back in the darkness, holding her waist as she rode me, looking into her glowing eyes, 

feeling her hands on me once more as they slid up my chest and neck, holding my head.  My mind 
didn’t understand her whispers, but my body did, responding to her yet again,  pushing into her, deeper, 
needing to push deeper into her, falling into her glowing eyes, needing her, giving myself to her as her 
eyes got closer, her lips closer, finding release when our lips touched, holding her close as I filled her, 
and being suckled close afterwards. 

 
Holding her in the early morning light, my head nestled between soft perfumed breasts, listening 

to her heart beating.  Nestling there, pulling her more on top of me, I couldn’t help but to compare, to 
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remember... 
 
She moved atop me, moving me to a firm and insisting nipple, telling me to suck as she held me, 

inflamed me, and rode me once again. 
 
Pulling away from me, up on her arms after letting me rest at her other side for a while, she 

looked at me and smiled, an interesting smile, almost a sad smile. 
 
“What?” I asked in a whisper, holding her, running my hands over her, enjoying where she was. 
 
“I had to find out; I had to learn if it was true.”  She nodded now, still that enigmatic smile. 
 
“Learn if what was true?” I asked. 
 
“Once you’ve been with one of them, we are powerless over you,” she whispered, looking into 

my eyes. 
 
I sighed.  And smiled more...  “I don’t think I’d say powerless,” I told her. 
 
She smiled more.  She did something, and I moaned, suddenly so hard again, so hungry. 
 
“Oh, but you want them,” she whispered as she rocked, teasing me with her breasts.  “I can feel 

it.”  She buried me between her breasts and I held her, wanting more.  She moved me to a nipple and I 
sucked hungrily.  “You want them,” she repeated as she squeezed me.  She started doing something with 
her hips and I moaned and held on, trying to push deeper, to fill myself with her, sucking more.  I lost it 
when I came, not even sure if I was still holding on to her. 

 
Coming back to the world, she was holding me, rocking me gently.  I sighed, burrowing into 

softness. 
 
She pushed up again, looking at me once more. 
 
“I wouldn’t call that powerless,” I told her. 
 
She smiled more.  “You are so good, and so open with me.  Thank you.”  She leaned forward and 

kissed my forehead, making me dizzy. 
 
“Oh you...” she whispered, shaking her head again. 
 
“What is it now?” I asked, lifting my head to kiss a breast and fill myself with her scent.  She 

obliged me by leaning down, smothering me to her briefly. 
 
“I ... we are shaped by those we visit.  Some of my cousins are much slimmer...”  She paused and 

laughed.  “Not your favorite, I know...”  She sighed, letting her forehead touch mine, letting me fall into 
her eyes.  “I could stay with you; it wouldn’t take long.  Your desires would re-shape me; they are 
already.”  She moved giving me a nipple for a while, always too short a while.  “Oh, I can feel how 
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much you want milk, what their milk did to you...  I’ll let that happen...”  I couldn’t help it; I moaned 
and shuddered as she held me.  “Oh yes, you’ll love that, and so will many others...  And if I stayed with 
you, my scent would change, and I’ll let that happen as well.  But what about the fur?  Oh, I can feel 
how you respond darling, her eyes, her scent, being engulfed in her fur, her scent, filling yourself with 
her scent, her milk...”  She sighed and held me, rocking me again.  Then she laughed softly.  “They 
might like that -- a yeti succubus prowling the night, finding those with the need...  They could find 
them, visit them in the night, taking them...”  She smothered me between her breasts again, releasing me 
with a sigh, kissing my forehead and leaving me dizzy once more.  “But that’s not the way they work.  
They go for commitment, even if it starts with lust at first sight.”  She smiled. 

 
I held her gently and sighed. 
 
She chuckled.  “They have chosen well...  And you are one very lucky man...”  Her countenance 

changed, her smile shifting from wistful to elemental.  “Now hold me,” she growled, pulling me to a 
nipple once more and wrapping her arms around me. 

 
Eventually we got up.  She put her robe back on. 
 
I fell to my knees before her, throwing my arms around her waist, pressing my head against her 

soft belly.  “Will I see you again?” 
 
She put her hands on my head.  “Oh darling, you’ll see me again, and probably some of my 

cousins...”  She pulled me to my feet, her arms around my waist.  “But your heart will always belong to 
them.  Now kiss me, you mortal fool!” 

 
We stood there and kissed, holding, feeling, until the moment when she wasn’t there anymore. 
 
I sighed, letting my empty arms drop and my eyes close.  I stood there, my head buzzing, 

breathing slowly through my nose, enjoying the last of her scent. 
 
I opened my eyes.  The bed was a glorious mess.  Not even seven in the morning!  I shook my 

head and went to the bathroom to shower. 
 

 
END of Part 5 

Rev 2009/01/07 
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Part 6 
 

So many times in life, I think things are going just fine, only to have change forced on me...  
Breaking up with my girlfriend, thinking things were fine, and ending up in the Army...  Going to spend 
the weekend visiting a country vet, with my intention to get away from the crowds for a few days, and I 
end up with this practice... 

 
Oh, some changes in life you expect; you contemplate them, and you hope you can do them on 

your terms and timing.  Right.  I never really thought I’d fall in love, have kids, that whole thing.  
Particularly not with a Yeti!  And I’ve known for a long time that sooner or later I’d have to find 
someone to take over the practice, as my predecessor before me had, taking time to train that person, and 
then hand over the reins... 

 
Can’t blame anyone but me.  Oh, I can point at Chester, or Sara, but it comes back to the bozo I 

see in the mirror in the morning. 
 
I guess it started with Sara and Chester.  Chester is the 14 year old male llama Sara got from a 

rescue group.  “He’s too old!”  Right...  Nobody asked Chester’s opinion, so he knocked up two of 
Sara’s young female llamas.  Good for you, Chester! 

 
I talked to the folks at the veterinary school I’d attended, letting them know I had a client about 

three hours drive from them with two gravid llamas, and a proud fourteen-year-old father, if they had 
anyone interested in studying them. 

 
Sara was delighted with the attention, and with helping the school train the next generation of 

vets. 
 
But there’s more to being a successful vet than the studies.  More than the studies and liking 

animals.  Yeah, more than disliking people, too...  There are the intangibles, and among the most 
important of those are the ability to get along with the animals. 

 
For an urban vet dealing with handbag terriers, foo-foo kitties, and the occasional avian or herp, 

a good grip and heavy gloves can go a long way.  But larger animals?  An emu can kill you with one 
kick.  Most large beasts have the ability to let you know when they don’t like you or what you’re doing. 

 
Some of the folks George brought to visit Sara and her beasts -- George is one if the large 

mammal instructors (he weighs at least 240, so parse that any way you damn well please) -- learned that 
lesson.  Not a good idea to come up on an animal’s blind side -- a good way to get bruised ribs. 

 
But one student shone through the process.  One in particular that Sara liked, and the llamas 

liked.  Carol Porter.  George spoke highly of her.  Often.  He told me she and I seemed to have a lot in 
common.  What, George, disliking people?  Bad attitude?  Then I got a call from Henry, the current dean 
of the school, letting me know she was graduating a semester early, the following December, and would 
I be interested in taking her on for a summer practicum?  I told Henry I was flattered, and she must have 
some really strong anti-social tendencies...  That stopped the normally quite smooth talking Henry in his 
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tracks, and I laughed. 
 
Spring Break week was coming up.  I’ll talk to her, and see if we can set something up. 
 
I talked to Sara first.  I trust Sara.  Sara thought she was great with the animals.  I suggested that 

meant she could use refinement of her people skills?  Sara told me she’d worked with worse, and she 
enjoyed Carol’s visits.  Did she enjoy it when Carol left?  Ah, well, some times. 

 
I spoke to Carol on the phone.  Yeah, there was that edge...  She was gruff at first, but after I 

started describing my practice, she said my name, and seemed a lot more interested.  We agreed she’d 
come out Saturday morning, and if she was interested, stay through the week, working with me.  She’d 
stay in my guest room, which had a bathroom of its own, and a lock on the door.  I didn’t have a cook, 
but did have a housekeeper who came through a few times a week.  We’d be doing our own meals, and I 
ate a lot of tamales from a local place.  That sounded good to her, especially if they were good tamales. 

 
When I hung up the phone, Joe was sitting on the corner of my desk, his head at a slight angle. 
 
“I don’t know, Joe...  We’ll just have to play it by ear,” I told him. 
 
He made a rude noise and hopped off the table. 
 
Henry and George at school were overjoyed...  They sent me her transcripts -- academically, she 

was very good.  What’s the flip side, guys? 
 
Week and a half later, a little before noon on Saturday, sitting on my veranda, watching the 

world go by. 
 
Mental images...  What mental image did I have of Carol?  What mental image did she have of 

me?  I’m on the short side, around five foot eight, and around a hundred sixty pounds.  Not thin, but 
wiry.  Bushy moustache, light brown hair pulled back in a ponytail.  I tend to shave every day, mostly.  
I’m still in good shape, and I exercise regularly, running the obstacle course I built on the property.  Still 
do climbing and rock work, so my upper body is in great shape.  Not overly muscular, but what it takes 
to do the job.  I’m quick, quiet, and I can flip and hog-tie a heifer as fast as anybody around.  I can also 
clean and dress the beast of your choice while holding a conversation. 

 
But Carol...  She told me she’d be driving an older Toyota pickup with a camper shell.  Saw it 

coming up my gravel drive.  Stood up as she got to the gate and it opened for her.  Looked around and 
Joe was nowhere to be seen.  I took a breath.  This could be interesting.  Then again, this could be short. 

 
Now don’t get me wrong; I wasn’t expecting a dainty, demure young lady wearing a dress, 

gloves, and high heels; I would have been highly disappointed at that. 
 
Carol parked her truck and got out. 
 
This is going to be interesting.  From ten meters or so away, she had to be almost six foot, taller 

than me, wearing sunglasses and a bandanna on her head, brown hair about the same length as mine, 
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also in a ponytail.  Broad shoulders, nice waist, broad hips, denim pants, a cotton top, and some of the 
biggest, firmest tits I’ve ever seen.  Not huge, but ... she had the shoulders to carry them, and present 
them well!  And as they say over in Texas, “Dayum!”  Quite a presentation! 

 
“Doctor Porter!” I called, walking to meet her.  We shook hands.  Strong hands.  She smiled. 
 
She smiled more, looking around. 
 
“Welcome to paradise,” I told her, opening my arms to the desolate but beautiful SouthWest. 
 
She actually laughed.  “Where’s your nearest neighbor?” 
 
I pointed West.  “About four miles.  On the other side, about six.  Nearest store and gas station, 

you passed them.” 
 
“This is nice, Doctor Bob,” she told me, nodding. 
 
“Well, let’s sit on the porch a bit.  I’ll let you recover so you won’t be overwhelmed by the grand 

tour.  How was your drive out?” 
 
She got a water bottle out of her truck and we sat on the porch for a while. 
 
Yeah, I caught that edge in her voice, reliving the irritation of getting out of town, relaxing again 

once she got to the open road, the open spaces, away from the crowds. 
 
After a bit we got up and more or less walked the inner fence containing the ten or so acres I use 

the most.  Told her about the hills up to the North, beautiful but unforgiving, as were the arroyos.  My 
property line goes halfway up one face.  Pointed out tracks and scat from mountain lion, deer, some 
coyote.  Lots of scrub jacks, reptiles, prey and predator of various sizes.  Asked if she was trained to 
handle firearms.  She was.  Told her that myself and Doctor Chris, the other large animal vet on the 
other side of town, oh, forty miles West, also served as game wardens, and for that and other reasons, 
skill with firearms was pretty much a necessity. 

 
I showed her through the main clinic.  Computerized record keeping and billing, paper backup 

on a lot of it, basic lab facilities, basic surgery and treatment with some specialized equipment.  We 
looked at the schedule for the week upcoming.  Monday was about half booked, as was Wednesday.  
Friday was light.  Tuesday and Thursday were booked for house calls; I’d done that before I knew she 
was coming out, but that would give her a good opportunity to meet the animals and their owners.  Yep, 
we’d be visiting Sara.  Scheduling for a rural vet is interesting, with different philosophies.  I figure at 
least 30% of my time is going to be taken up by unplanned events.  But even if they’re unplanned, you 
still have to leave time for them. 

 
Showed her around the house as well.  We’d worked a good bit on getting the guest quarters 

ready, and it looked good.  I also had a lot more in the refrigerator than usual. 
 
We sat on the veranda again.  When she asked what I did for fun, I had to laugh.  She’d seen the 
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flat-screen TV I had; told her about Bill, the neighbor to the West, a retired left-coast computer wizard, 
and a ham radio nut.  The flat-screen and its setup had been a gift from him.  Another sort of gift from 
him, he hosted cell towers on his property, and in return, provided a number of us in the area with high 
speed internet.  Had a satellite dish, protected under the eaves and fronted with fiberglass, as the winds 
could get pretty interesting.  I did my target practice on Sunday mornings, and she was welcome to join 
me.  She liked that idea.  If she was interested, it was an easy drive into Tucson, but I usually went to the 
local markets.  We know each other out here, and try and take care of each other, and that includes 
maybe paying a few cents more for things in order to support local businesses. 

 
We had a green salad, tortilla soup, and tamales for dinner, and some fresh fruit.  Entertainment 

for the night was the sunset, which she thought was very pretty, but I found average.  Mid week we’d 
have new moon, and the stars would be spectacular. 

 
She was looking forward to a good night’s sleep, not having to put up with the usual ruckus of 

grad student housing, particularly on weekends.  I told her to sleep in; we’d do tortillas and eggs for 
breakfast, then do some shooting, and I wouldn’t mind if she muttered names while she shot. 

 
Sunday morning I spent some time working with her on my little range, letting her use the 9mm, 

and then the 270 Remington varmint rifle.  She had the basics, and not a lot of bad habits.  I explained to 
her I’d been trained in Wyoming growing up, then retrained by Army Rangers.  She picked up the 270 
pretty quick.  Good on accuracy and handling safety; needed a lot of work on tactical skills. 

 
Scrubbing up afterwards, I told her we also did some paintball in the area, usually once a month 

or so, and I was nasty.  She’d never tried that, but thought it might be fun.  Told her some people 
reconsider after getting hit in the ear by a semi-frozen paintball.  Semi-frozen?  I smiled and told her 
some of us keep our paintballs in the freezer overnight before a meet -- they sting more that way.  She 
smiled and still thought she’d like to try.  If she was interested, I figured we’d need at least a week 
practicing every day to teach her the skills to make a good showing, which to me means making some 
people look like fools.  She was up for that. 

 
She wanted to pick up some soda to drink; I gave her directions to Chavez Market.  I told her the 

Pepsi and Coke they sell there is from Mexico, so it’s made with cane sugar, not corn.  Got more smiles. 
 
When she got back, my housekeeper “was in the area” and stopped by.  Carol did well; her 

Spanish was pretty good.  Then Henry, the local Sheriff dropped by; he’d heard more gunfire than usual 
earlier in the day.  I introduced him to Carol. 

 
I think Henry bugged her, staring at her quite obvious charms.  She was grumbly for a while.  

We had a good dinner, though, and crashed early again. 
 
Monday morning, back to the grind.  Maria was in a bit early, and everyone got along, but then 

again, Maria is one of those people who gets along with everybody. 
 
Got to watch Carol interacting with patients and their owners.  She definitely has the touch with 

the animals.  Mrs. Petersen brought in their mutt to remove a modified Penrose drain I’d had to put in to 
drain an infected wound.  The dog was of course terrified, so Carol sat with him for a few minutes, 
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holding him and talking softly to him, then easing the drain out very nicely.  Damn; I would have used 
my spray on the entrance and exits -- fairy dust is great for helping those kinds of things heal. 

 
After that one, Mrs. Petersen was very happy at how things had gone.  Talking to Carol 

afterwards, I told her I’d been impressed with how she’d handled the animal.  She thanked me, then 
mentioned that the owners must be pretty fucking stupid to let a wound get infected like that.  Bit my 
tongue on that one. 

 
We rode together Tuesday making calls, saving Sara for last.  Everyone was glad to see Carol -- 

Sara, her dogs, and the llamas.  We measured the girls, and weighed them; the school had set up a scale. 
 
Sara was getting concerned about Chester -- mom wasn’t spitting at him as much, and Sara was 

worried she’d wake up one morning to more gargling ... and another gravid llama. 
 
Carol gave Chester a very nasty look.  I told Sara that Thursday was light; we might be able to 

do him Thursday morning.  It would certainly be easier with both Doctor Porter and I (I introduced 
Carol to all the clients as Doctor Porter) both there.  I’d call and let her know. 

 
Sara thought that was good -- the sooner the better. 
 
Driving home, Carol and I talked about doing the vasectomy on Chester.  She asked (gruffly) 

why the bother -- just geld the sucker.  I told her that in some Arab countries, owners of prize animals 
liked having vasectomies done instead, feeling that the animals were better for show.  We’d tranquilize 
him, and do the snipping under a local.  Quick and easy, minimally invasive.  Okay, she agreed. 

 
Wednesday was a mob scene, with Maria directing traffic and helping out, and both Carol and I 

busy at the same time from before our normal opening until past 6pm. 
 
The three of us cleaned the place up.  I thanked Maria and Carol yet again; we wouldn’t have 

made it without all three of us.  We had two guests recovering from minor surgery in back.  We’d check 
on them in the morning and turn them loose if they looked good.  I was planning on coming back after 
dinner and giving both major amounts of fairy dust.  Maria headed out for the night, and Carol and I 
walked into my office. 

 
I hadn’t seen Joe in days.  Thought I might have heard him singing one night, but wasn’t sure. 
 
The bastard was sitting on my desk showing a full rack of antlers. 
 
Carol stopped just inside the door and gasped.  I walked right into her, and bounced off. 
 
She took a few more steps into the office. 
 
I entered quickly and shut the door. 
 
“”My God, are those real?” she called out. 
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Joe tilted his head a little to the side.  “Are those real?” Joe responded.  “Is that what your 
boyfriends say, chiquita?”  Then he tilted his head back and yorped in laughter. 

 
Oh my God.  Here we go! 
 
But I knew right quick Carol was the one for the job. 
 
She lunged at Joe, going for him with both hands! 
 
Joe jumped to the file cabinet, shrieking. 
 
Carol went after him, telling him what she was going to do with the various pieces.  He’s heard 

most of it before, but not in such detail. 
 
He responded by yelling to me that she was going to crush him with those things, and other far 

more lewd comments. 
 
He ran and she chased, trashing my office! 
 
Finally he jumped up to the wagon wheel lamp hanging about nine feet from the floor; I’ve got 

very high ceilings in the building.  Carol was still steaming, looking around the room, probably for 
something to whack him with, continuing to cuss at him, letting him know what she was going to do 
with his flea-bitten hide.  Joe was yorping in delight, suggesting she could probably bounce high enough 
if she fell on one end or the other.  She started moving one of my guest chairs... 

 
“Stop!  Stop, both of you!” I yelled. 
 
They both stopped and looked at me.  Then both of them started yelling at once. 
 
“Stop!  Both of you!”  I yelled again.  They shut up.  Carol still looked pissed; she was breathing 

hard.  Damn, the way her chest moved... 
 
“You!” I pointed at her.  “Sit down!  Now!”  I pointed to the other guest chair. 
 
“You!” I pointed to Joe.  “Down on the desk, NOW!” 
 
Joe sprouted his wings for a moment, just enough to control his descent and scatter the remaining 

papers on my desk. 
 
“Carol,” I said, catching my own breath, “This is Joe.  Joe is a were-jackelope.  He was once a 

brujo in this area, but given his manners, which haven’t improved much...” 
 
Joe made a rude noise. 
 
I pointed a finger at him.  “He was turned into a jackelope.  We’ve worked together for a decade 

and a half, and I haven’t killed him -- yet.”  I looked at her, more to judge if she was going to bolt for the 
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door, lunge at Joe (or me), or pass out.  She raised an eyebrow and nodded. 
 
Turned slightly to Joe, still pointing.  “Joe, with any luck, Doctor Porter may one day take over 

this practice.  You should be very nice to her.” 
 
Joe bowed to her.  “As mi hijo said, welcome to paradise, señorita.”  Joe threw his head back and 

yorped in delight.  He’s easily amused some times. 
 
Carol shook her head.  “He talks,” she said, looking at me. 
 
That set off Joe again. 
 
“He talks,” I told her, “He sings, he whistles, he has a bad attitude, almost as bad as mine, and he 

loves chorizo but it gives him the runs.  He has some other talents that make him invaluable around here.  
Being a were-beast, the only thing that can penetrate his hide is silver.  Words certainly don’t.  And in 
spite of everything, I’d have to say he’s one of my best friends, and I don’t know what I’d do without 
him.  Some times.” 

 
Joe threw back his head and trilled in delight.  He looked to Carol and said, “He is a good doctor.  

He has heart.” 
 
Both of them looked at me. 
 
I took a breath and spoke softly, but they knew I was still mad.  “Both of you, clean up this mess.  

Now!  Get busy!” 
 
I picked up the piles around my desk, trying to put it back in order.  “Maria is going to be pissed 

at me!” I told them. 
 
They picked things up.  Carol looked on in amazement as Joe sprouted his wings and talons and 

carefully lifted a side table back to its proper position. 
 
“About eight years ago, old Hansen, he’s about twelve miles from here, came out one morning 

and found a dozen or so of his sheep up on top of his barn!  Was he ever pissed!  Called the Sheriff, 
Henry had only been with them a couple of years, and I think Hansen suspected Henry as well.  They 
grilled kids from miles around, trying to figure out who did it, and how -- there were absolutely no 
tracks between the sheep pen and the barn!”  I pointed to Joe, who rose up and bowed. 

 
“Yeah, it was a nice piece of work, Joe.  Now finish cleaning up this mess!” 
 
He grumbled at me in Spanish; Carol laughed. 
 
We got things put back together.  “Now can we have dinner?” Carol asked.  We’d missed lunch. 
 
“One stop to make first.”  I opened my lower cupboard and got out the sprayer with the 

concentrated solution.  “Let’s visit our guests.” 
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We went to the cat first.  Our guess was she’d tangled with a raccoon, but a young one -- an adult 

would have killed her.  As it was, she had a few dozen stitches, nicely done by Doctor Porter. 
 
“Doctor Carol, very nice repair job,” I said as I peeled back one side of the bandages.  I sprayed 

the area, then re-applied the bandages.  “You can re-tape that,” I told her as I switched nozzles on the 
sprayer and gave the animal a good toot up each nostril.  We went to our second client, a bitch, and did 
more or less the same.  I put the sprayer back where it lived. 

 
“Now we can have dinner,” I told Carol and Joe. 
 
“Care to tell me what that was that you sprayed on my otherwise clean field?” Carol asked 

pointedly. 
 
I smiled.  “My secret weapon -- isotonic saline and fairy dust, a concentrated solution.  You’ll be 

amazed in the morning how well they’ve healed.  Oh, and it knocks out even the most resistant 
organisms,”  I snapped my fingers, “like that!” 

 
She raised an eyebrow. 
 
“I’ll give you some material to study after dinner.  Doctor Carol, you’ve fallen down the rabbit 

hole, and there’s no easy way out.” 
 
She gave me a funny smile at that. 
 
Joe came in the house with us.  I pointed to the footstool in the living room.  “That’s his,” I told 

her.  “He usually sleeps there.  You’ve seen the pet door in the back.  The housekeeper tolerates him, but 
if you feed him chorizo, or anything like it, you have to run him the hell out of the house right after -- he 
gets the runs and I catch hell for it.” 

 
His rack had shrunk down to stubs a few inches long, two points a side. 
 
As I was making the salad and heating up a dish of chile verde enchiladas, Carol sat at the 

kitchen table next to Joe. 
 
“Joe, do you mind if I touch them?” she asked. 
 
“Go ahead,” he said, turning more to her. 
 
The look on her face -- amazement and such curiosity as she looked, felt, and even tugged on 

them. 
 
“Where did the rest go?” she asked him.  “I don’t understand.” 
 
“Y mi tambien,” Joe told her, “I don’t understand too, and I do it!” 
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She prodded gently along his back, and examined his rear paws. 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know where they go either, the wings and the talons.  Usually he only 

has a full rack like that during the full moon, or when he’s doing the brujo thing.” 
 
Joe nodded.  “That’s a good answer,” he agreed. 
 
“Joe, how old are you?” she asked. 
 
Joe tilted his head to one side.  “I had almost fifty years as a human, when I was changed.  That 

was about forty years ago?  Yes?” he looked to me. 
 
I nodded, finishing up the salad.  “According to my predecessor’s records, I’d guess closer to 

fifty.  Unless he runs into something sharp and silver, a lightning bolt, or an entity meaner and nastier 
than he is, he and most were and magical creatures are essentially immortal.” 

 
Carol sighed and sat back. 
 
I smiled.  “Doctor Carol, you are taking this very well.” 
 
She shook her head.  “Haven’t found the bottom of that hole yet!” 
 
I laughed, and Joe yorped. 
 
I went to my bedroom and got my nasal sprayer, handing it to her.  “Here, a good one up each 

nostril.” 
 
She shrugged her shoulders and did it, handing it back to me.  I’d just finished taking a toot on 

each side when she grasped the edge of the table and said, “Wow!” 
 
I nodded.  “That’s fairy dust!  Don’t know how I’d get along without it.  It’s an analgesic, 

antibiotic, antiseptic, speeds healing incredibly, clears your mind without getting you wired, can be 
injected, eaten, inhaled.  Tremendous stuff.  Think steroids without any of the bad side effects.” 

 
“Where do you get it?” she asked. 
 
I shrugged.  “This batch was left as payment by a ... client.”  I shook my head.  “We’re getting 

into deep stuff here.” 
 
She was still looking inwards some, exploring the sensation of the fairy dust.  “That is amazing...  

Doctor Bob, let me tell you a story -- over some salad, and do we have any beer?  I could use some!” 
 
I nodded.  “For special occasions, and this is one.”  I got out two bottles and opened them, and 

set out plates for the salad and our enchiladas. 
 
“Three?” she asked.  “Oh, sorry Joe,” she apologized. 
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“De nada” he replied.  “No pepper on mine.” 
 
I used the pepper grinder on my salad, and Carol did the same for hers. 
 
“I grew up on the edge of the Bayou, New Orleans, and did my undergrad at Tulane.  Always 

wanted to be a vet.  Well, growing up as a kid, along side some old Cajun families, you hear a lot of 
stories.  One of the stories was about this one really old Cajun family, always helping others, got caught 
in a really bad storm, thunder, lightning, rain and winds.  They helped all their neighbors to safety, but 
when the storm cleared, they couldn’t be found.  They, but in a nearby part of the bayou, there’s this 
bunch of swamp rats -- you get the idea, they became swamp rats, and they’ve lived there in the cypress 
for a hundred or more years.  Can’t shoot them, poison doesn’t work, the gators leave them alone, and 
you’d better leave them alone, too, or bad things happen.” 

 
Joe looked up from munching at his salad.  “I never met them.” 
 
Carol looked a little surprised. 
 
“Sounds about right,” I agreed. 
 
She smiled.  I saw that look -- a little misty eyed maybe?  “The other one...  That there was this 

old Cajun, lived all his life in the bayou, his life was the bayou.  As he got older, his left eye got cloudy, 
until he couldn’t see out of it.”  Her voice was  choking up.  “Well,” she took a swig of beer, “one 
morning he was gone...  But the locals noticed a new gator, a big one, with a cloudy left eye.” 

 
She took another swig of beer and wiped an eye.  “Part of the story is this old Cajun just loved 

duck -- loved to eat duck.  When I was in high school, I did a project collecting oral histories, and I 
talked to one of his granddaughters, she had to be in her sixties, and she told me stories of how much he 
liked duck, cooked any way and every way, and how much he loved the bayou, and how much he cared 
for the bayou...  Well, I was working for a vet and one of the parks people brought in two ducks that had 
been savaged by a dog.  Broken necks, some bites, nothing we could do for them.  I still don’t know 
why I did it, but rather than dispose of them the usual way, I put them in a sack, and kept them in a lab 
fridge overnight.  Next morning, I got them and went out to that part of the bayou, and I walked around 
until I met an older guy, a Cajun with a boat who asked what someone like me was doing around this 
part of the bayou.  I asked him if he knew the stories about the old one-eyed gator, and he did.  I showed 
him what I had in the bag, and said I had a gift for him.”  She smiled so bright, and wiped tears from her 
eyes.  “He laughed so loud that he cried, and he hugged me.  We got into his little boat and we went out 
into the bayou.  He started calling for him, and after a while, that gator came out to the boat, one grey 
eye and all.  I told him I had a present for him, and tossed him one of the ducks.  He ate it right quick!  I 
got out the second one, and told him ...” She had to stop and wipe her eyes.  “Told him how his 
grandkids still told stories about how much he loved the bayou, and how much they loved him.  I tossed 
him the second duck.  After he ate it, he swam along side the boat for a while, looking at us with his 
good eye.  He swam off, and we went back...” 

 
She dried her eyes and took another swig of beer.  I got up to get the enchiladas out of the oven. 
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She looked at Joe and me.  I put a pair of enchiladas on her plate.  “I think I’m about ready for 
anything,” she told me. 

 
Joe whooped at that!  I just nodded.  “We’ll see.” 
 
Dinner was quieter.  “If you’ll take care of the dishes, I need to go get something,” I told her 

when we’d finished. 
 
She nodded.  We cleared the table together. 
 
“Come on, Joe -- you need out for a while.” 
 
I went to the old barn and got my facsimile copy of al-Faz.  Let’s see how this goes down.  

Walking back to the house, I stopped on the veranda again, looking out over the night.  Joe was up on 
the railing, looking out as well.  “Joe, if she decides to take off with this, you need to stop her,” I told 
him. 

 
He looked at me.  “I think we no have problems, hijo.” 
 
“Hope not, Joe.”  We went in. 
 
I sat at the kitchen table as she finished up at the sink.  She dried her hands and rehung the 

dishtowel, and sat across from me once more. 
 
“Doctor Carol,” I said, sliding the manuscript to her.  “Your assignment for tonight is to read the 

Introduction, and Appendix 1.  I’ll be quizzing you on it tomorrow morning.  If you want to read more, 
be my guest, but I expect tomorrow to be a full, physical day.  The rules on this -- you can’t take notes, 
not yet.  You can’t remove this from the house.  Tomorrow you can ask me all the questions you want.  I 
may answer them, I may not.  Understood?” 

 
She was paging through it slowly, a look of wonder on her face.  “What ... is this?” 
 
I had to smile a bit.  “We call it al-Faz, after its original 11th Century Arabic author.  That’s the 

first section.  The second section is the 14th Century Latin translation.  The last section is the 20th 
Century English translation, which we’re continually reworking, particularly adding to the appendices as 
we learn more.  Have you used Mader on Herps?” 

 
She frowned and nodded.  “Yes...” 
 
I smiled more.  “This is our reference for the rest...” 
 
She was paging through the Arabic section in wonder.  She stopped on one page.  “Are these ... 

things real?” 
 
I looked at the illustration and shook my head.  “Doctor Carol...  If you continue in this practice, 

one of the things you must learn is that some of our patients are very touchy, and also have very good 
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hearing.  One of my colleagues, the late Doctor Vargas, about five or six years ago, made the mistake of 
referring to a mantikhoras as “imaginary,” and was shredded into many small pieces as a result.” 

 
She nodded.  Don’t think her eyes could get any wider.  “Introduction, and Appendix One.” 
 
“That’s it.  Anything else, it’s up to you, but we’ll go through the appendices first, and then refer 

back to specific creatures.” 
 
She did the fish thing -- opening her mouth to speak, but no noise came out, and she closed it 

again. 
 
“I’m going to set out front for a while, then turn in.  We’ll go do Chester first thing, and then 

wrestle a whole lot of goats.  That will give us the opportunity to swing by and check on Chester in the 
afternoon.” 

 
I got up and went out to the veranda, making sure the lights were off in the room behind me so it 

was good and dark. 
 
After a while Joe came out and hopped up on the bench a few feet away. 
 
“Did I take it this well?” I asked him. 
 
“No recuerdo, hijo,” he told me -- he didn’t remember. 
 
“Neither do I...”  Sure felt like a long time ago. 
 
I sat out until my eyes adjusted and the stars came out.  It’s a view that never gets old. 
 
But I get tired, and tomorrow was going to be a long day.  “Want in, Joe?” I asked as I got up. 
 
“No, buenas noches, hijo,” he told me, and hopped off. 
 
Carol was still sitting at the kitchen table. 
 
“Move into the other room where you’ll be more comfortable, if you want,” I told her.  “Don’t 

stay up too late.” 
 
She nodded. 
 
I did my thing and went to bed. 
 
Got up in the morning and showered.  I knocked on Carol’s door.  “Breakfast in half an hour; we 

leave in an hour.”  I heard mumbling in reply, and sounds of motion. 
 
Joe showed up as I started the eggs.  “No chorizo this morning, Joe.” 
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I don’t drink coffee, but made some for Carol; hope I did it right.  I heard her door open, and 
poured out a cup, putting it at the table. 

 
She looked like she’d gotten some sleep...  “Oh, thanks,” she said, sitting down and picking up 

the cup.  She had the manuscript with her. 
 
“Get any sleep?” I asked. 
 
“Oh yeah, I went to bed a little after one.  Bob ...”  she sighed and shook her head.  “I don’t 

know where to start!” 
 
I got the tortillas, the butter, and dished out the scrambled eggs, putting some on a plate for Joe, 

and tearing up half a tortilla.  “That’s a great place to start!” I told her as I sat down. 
 
She gave me a questioning look. 
 
I put some hot sauce on my eggs and buttered a tortilla.  Fresh corn tortillas, hot with butter and a 

little salt -- it doesn’t get any better than that.  “You’re approaching a creature you’ve never worked with 
before.  Walk me through the process.” 

 
She sighed and nodded.  Then she picked up the hot sauce and did her eggs.  “First thing is safety 

-- my safety, my colleagues, facilities and equipment, other patients, and last on the list is whatever it is 
I’m going to see.  As far as me, I’m going in with universal precautions, but ...” she sighed again, 
buttering and salting a tortilla hot from the container, “there are just so many ways to die!  Fangs, claws, 
venom, evil gaze, bad attitude...” 

 
“New ones every day, but that’s a good summary.  Then what?” 
 
“Once I’m sure I’m safe, I want to know if my patient is left hand path or not.  Left hand path 

means I have to use different procedures and instruments, and most important, I can’t use fairy dust.” 
 
“Good -- how do you do that?  Assume a hairy beast.” 
 
She managed a smile.  “That makes it easy -- carefully snip some hair into a dish, using a silver 

plated instrument, and then well away from my patient, expose to a fairy dust solution, and watch for a 
reaction.  Oh, I’ve already learned not to turn my back on patient or owner -- a clown in one of my 
classes turned his back on a woman holding a Siamese cat, and the thing sunk its front claws, and its 
teeth into his back!  And the owner didn’t do anything to stop it!” 

 
I smiled and got another tortilla.  “Good summary.  We keep records, almost a wiki, updated 

among group members, so we can look for experience with similar clients.  Of course we do a lot by 
analogy, looking at similarities, so crocs, gators, caimans, and such start out the same.  Some individuals 
we work with over time, and some even become friends.” 

 
She nodded and frowned a bit.  “Are most ... sentient?” 
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I nodded, smiling again.  “You spent some time skimming  -- good for you, and a good choice of 
words -- sentient is a good term.  What we call intelligence...  Take dryads, for example.  They are 
sentient, self-aware, language and tool users, capable of abstractions, humor, spatial and temporal 
reasoning, have tremendous skills, but they can’t count, so don’t ask them how old they are!  Others 
may have senses that don’t map on to our human and English vocabulary -- an example is a nerve 
compression problem that affects nerves to the heat sensing organ in some pit vipers.  Really hard to 
explain to us!” 

 
She shook her head again.  “So you can talk with most of them?” 
 
I nodded.  “With quite a few, and with others, Joe works as a translator -- and I have no clue 

how, and neither does he, but it works.  Some will be accompanied by someone who can act as a 
translator and handler, or work with Joe.  As usual, we get it done, right?  Dogs can’t talk, but we 
manage to figure it out.” 

 
She nodded.  “They don’t cover this back at school...” 
 
I chuckled.  “They give you the basics.  The rest you learn the hard way, right?” 
 
She started smiling.  “Yep.  That’s why I’m here.” 
 
“Really?  This is what you were expecting?” 
 
She laughed, shaking her head.  “Not in a million years!  Oh, I hoped...  You do have a 

reputation, for getting involved in unusual situations...” 
 
“We do have some dull moments.”  And how I long for them, some times. 
 
She nodded.  “I want to learn more.” 
 
“I think you understand, not a word of this to anyone.” 
 
She nodded.  “I understand.  ...  As if anyone would believe me.” 
 
“Let’s clean up and go do Chester.  Joe, watch the place.” 
 
As we cleaned up the kitchen, she said, “I think I heard him singing last night.” 
 
“He can do Enya so good it’s frightening.” 
 
Carol laughed. 
 
We checked our overnight guests in the clinic.  Carol was amazed at how quickly they were 

healing; we gave them more fairy dust, and left notes for Maria to release them to their owners. 
 
Chester was easy.  Carol dealt with the front end while I dealt with the back end.  The goats 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 132 

were more of a challenge, but with the two of us, and the three ranch hands, we were able to check and 
medicate them all in under two hours, and with a minimum of bruises.  We swung by to check on 
Chester, and he was recovering well.  We spoke with George back at school.  He was excited about the 
whole thing, and about coming out with teams to take “samples” from Chester.  Carol named some 
particular students to take the samples, and I never heard George laugh so hard. 

 
We made our last call, checking some horses and updating meds.  The owner has a big spread, 

and mentioned in passing he was thinking about oryx.  Carol calmly told him he’d be spending a lot of 
money upgrading fences, clearing brush, and on vet bills.  She could give him the name of a Texas vet 
who cared for a small herd, and was doing really well thanks to the oryx.  Oh, he’s going to have to keep 
cattle and horses separated from them, as they can be territorial and don’t take well to intruders.  He’ll 
need keepers for the first few months, as the smell of the herd will draw predators such as mountain lion 
from miles around.  But they’re beautiful animals, and quite wild.  If he decided to do it, let us know 
ahead of time when and how many he would be getting, so we could stock up. 

 
Driving away from the place, I told her I’d been surprised at her comments. 
 
She shrugged.  If he wanted to throw money away, we might as well get some of it! 
 
Had to agree with that! 
 
Back at the house we cleaned up and had a good dinner.  I made up a nasal spray for her, and 

told her to use it once a day in the morning, and tonight for what the damn goats had done to us.  I also 
gave her another reading assignment, then went to bed.  Damn goats! 

 
I got the feeling Carol stayed up a bit later reading...  She’s sharp, though, picking up not only 

what was in the manuscript, but also reading between the lines. 
 
Friday was a light day.  The big event of the morning was tail-docking and shots for six Springer 

Spaniel pups.  Carol did it grudgingly until my conversation with the owner brought out the facts that 
they’d worked very hard to place all the pups with good homes, and that as soon as the pups were gone, 
mom was coming in to get fixed.  Yes, these were responsible pet owners! 

 
We decided to knock off a little after three in the afternoon; I told Maria to enjoy her weekend. 
 
We still had an hour or two of sunlight.  “Let’s walk over to the old barn,” I suggested to Carol. 
 
We walked up to the main door.  I peeked in through the cracks; so did she.  Spooky -- dirt floor 

lit by sunlight streaming in through a decrepit roof. 
 
But then we went around to the little side door, through the shed, through the door in the back of 

the shed -- and I hit the lights. 
 
“This is it?” she whispered, her voice tinged with wonder. 
 
“This is where the fun stuff happens,” I agreed.  I showed her my little lab, the rooms for 
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carnivores and herbivores large and small, ending up in the central area with the large circle for the 
Portal. 

 
“Did I see microsurgery equipment back there?” she asked. 
 
“You did indeed.” 
 
“Here, and not in the other building?” 
 
I smiled.  “I got it for use here; I move it back and forth, actually.  My private office is over 

here,” I indicated with a hand, and walked to the door. 
 
I expected to see Johnny first, I guess.  Waiting for us in my office was his “cousin,” Sophira, 

looking lovelier than ever.  She stood as we entered, tall, slender, and gorgeous.  She was wearing a long 
dress that covered her from neck to ankle, yet suggested so much... 

 
“Doctor Carol Porter, may I present Sophira,” I said, but I was wasting my breath.  Sophira’s 

eyes were glowing, and she smiled as she took Carol into her arms, Carol’s face blank with bliss. 
 
But Sophira stopped with Carol half a step away; Sophira stepped back.  As Carol paused, 

standing still, her face a euphoric blank, Sophira glanced to me.  She raised the palm of a hand to a few 
inches from Carol’s forehead. 

 
“How wonderful!” Sophira said in her melodious voice.  “She’s been enchanted!  What do you 

know of this?” 
 
I nodded and gave her the quick summary of the old Cajun turned bayou gator, and Carol 

bringing him his favorite treat, ducks.  I told her that Carol had been teary-eyed while recounting it. 
 
Sophira put her hands together, smiling, almost laughing.  “Oh that is wonderful!  She is such a 

good choice!” 
 
Why was I getting a very strong fait accompli feeling about this? 
 
Sophira turned back to Carol, raising both hands to shoulder level and closing her eyes for a 

moment.  Did her eyes flare behind closed lids?  She opened her eyes, taking a step back. 
 
Carol blinked, taking a breath.  Still smiling, she looked at Sophira.  “It’s a pleasure to meet 

you,” Carol told her.  How do you know Doctor Bob?” 
 
Sophira laughed freely, extending her hands and holding Carol’s. 
 
Carol looked to me, smiling still. 
 
I said simply, “Look in the mirror.”  My little office is the only room in the place with a mirror in 

it. 
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Carol gave me a questioning look, then turned and glanced in the mirror.  She pulled back a 

little, looked at Sophira, then to the mirror. 
 
Sophira was closer and quicker -- I saw the color draining from Carol’s face, but Sophira caught 

her as she went down. 
 
“World’s still full of surprises,” I muttered as we moved her to the futon. 
 
“She is a beautiful young woman,” Sophira confirmed, “Strong and intelligent.” 
 
Carol’s pulse was strong and regular, her breathing fine.  Just let things happen on their own. 
 
“And the nature of her enchantment?” I asked. 
 
Sophira smiled.  “Simple protection and good luck.  She...” 
 
Carol moaned and opened her eyes.  I was sitting on the futon next to her holding her hand to 

monitor her vitals.  I moved away a bit. 
 
She saw Sophira and moved back a little. 
 
“Sophira is on our side,” I told her.  Sophira nodded, smiling. 
 
“Sorry,” Carol managed to say as she sat up. 
 
Sophira laughed softly.  “That’s quite all right, my dear -- you are taking all of this quite well!” 
 
Carol shook her head.  “Be careful what you wish for; your wish may be granted!” 
 
Sophira and I sat down.  “Sophira is a tremendous resource, particularly when things get nasty,” 

I told Carol. 
 
“I would hope that you turn to me in better times as well,” Sophira suggested. 
 
“Madame Sophira,” Carol started out, “Are you a ...” 
 
“Vampire, dear?  Yes, and please call me Sophira, or Mistress,” Sophira replied with a gracious 

and regal smile. 
 
Carol’s eyes widened a bit, and she sighed. 
 
Sophira turned and looked to the door.  I had that feeling as well.  A knock on the door. 
 
“Join the party,” I called out. 
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Johnny came in, bearing flowers.  Must have passed a graveyard. 
 
He stepped up to Carol and went down on one knee, presenting the flowers.  “Giovanni Eduardo 

Iacobino, at your service, Doctor.  Friends call me Johnny.”  He smiled, his eyes only glowing a little. 
 
“T...  Thank you,” Carol managed, accepting the flowers. 
 
Johnny really was trying not to leer, but the view he had...  Even from the side, where I was 

sitting, or especially from the side... 
 
Joe hopped in with a full rack. 
 
Carol saw him and said, “Oh hi, Joe,” the closest to normal she was likely to get tonight. 
 
Joe bowed a little.  “I opened the Portal,” he told us, and hopped out again. 
 
I sighed and stood up.  “Expecting a party, are we?  We should grab some chairs.” 
 
Carol started to get up; Johnny and Sophira helped her stand.  I was glad to see that Carol’s 

enchantment didn’t prevent her from interacting with the likes of them. 
 
“What’s happening?” she asked. 
 
“I get the feeling news of your arrival has spread,” I told her, trying to keep a smile.  “Should 

have had you read more.” 
 
She managed a chuckle.  “I’ve been through the whole thing, almost twice.” 
 
“Hold on to your hat, then -- no telling what’s going to show up!” 
 
If I’d been a better host, I’d have arranged for refreshment.  But I hadn’t arranged this shindig. 
 
Our first arrivals were a group of dwarves, including Jay and Egon, another old friend I hadn’t 

seen in a while.  I introduced them, and Egon stepped off to the side, drawing an intricate design on the 
floor.  He stepped back and said, “Eyes and ears protect...” 

 
I covered my ears, as did Carol. 
 
A mild pop, and the area he’d inscribed now contained a good looking keg and some baskets.  

Refreshments had arrived! 
 
“Johnny, get the gurney from storage, please -- we’ll use that for serving?” I suggested. 
 
Johnny got the gurney, and it proved to be just the thing for holding the keg.  The dwarves 

spread out the assorted goodies on the backboard after covering it with a cloth.  One basket included 
steins, which were soon filled with beer, and distributed.  Joe got a bowl of beer. 
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“Welcome, Doctor Carol Porter,” I offered as a toast. 
 
Carol was toasted, and welcomed.  The beer, as one would expect, was delicious. 
 
I introduced Egon as the one who had provided me with some of the microsurgical instruments, 

and the modifications to them.  I also asked about Egon’s friend.  Egon replied he was well, with a 
warm, comfortable place to sleep. 

 
Carol looked to me, and nobody stopped me, so I went into the story.  Egon’s friend is a were-

rat.  He’d been a human thief a long time ago in Northern Germany, and made the mistake of breaking 
into another dwarf’s domain.  He’d been turned into a rat as a result.  Some time later, he’d been trying 
to keep warm, when the lord of a manor spotted him, and swung at him.  Unfortunately, the object he 
used was a silver candlestick, and managed to mash his tail.  A really painful mashed tail -- bones 
crushed to the point where pressure was placed on the nerves, causing almost constant pain.  Egon 
brought him to me, and together we adapted some microsurgical instruments, including augmenting 
them with silver, so I could relieve the pressure on the nerves, eliminating the pain.  Egon and friend 
were most grateful. 

 
Joe needed more beer.  I helped him, filling the bowl for him, then holding it while he drained it.  

He waited for me to turn my back before he belched, a good, low, resonant belch.  Love you, Joe!  Carol 
laughed. 

 
Oh my  -- next to arrive were the Yeti, Val, Kal, and Moira, their mom.  I got hugs from all, and 

not innocent hugs from some.  Carol got hugs as well. 
 
Things got quiet -- I was on the spot.  I stepped between Val and Kal and told Carol, and 

everyone else, “Val and Kal are to be my wives, the mothers of our sons.” 
 
I saw Carol shake her head before I was engulfed in Yeti once more. 
 
Moira knew one of the dwarves; soon she was chatting with them in a dialect of German. 
 
Kal gave me a squeeze and whispered in my ear, “Are you getting plenty of sleep?”  Our tryst 

was in two and a half weeks.  “We’ll send more tea for you in a few days.” 
 
I closed my eyes, wanting them so much. 
 
But not yet... 
 
I almost laughed, professional curiosity showing in Carol as she was feeling a dwarf’s hand, her 

look one of amazement and concentration. 
 
“Dat’s one hell of a broad, Doc,” Johnny said, sliding up to me. 
 
“Why do I get the feeling this deal is over and done with already?” I muttered into my beer. 
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Johnny laughed and pounded me on the back.  “Ya got a long way to go yet!  An’ it’s gonna be 

fun, dat’s for sure!” 
 
I looked at Johnny.  “The Gatekeeper -- is he going to show up?” 
 
Johnny took a swig of beer and smiled, shaking his head.  “Nah -- he don’t do crowds.  He pay 

his respects later, private-like.  Or maybe he already has -- ya gotta ask him.”  Johnny thought that was 
funny. 

 
“I’m going to give them the robe and slippers when I go to Kal,” I told him, nodding to the Yeti. 
 
“Dat’s good, Doc.  But don’t let dat distract ya...”  He clapped me on the back again. 
 
Two and a half weeks -- I had the time blocked off, and had no idea where I’d be going.  As long 

as Kal was there, and we had a soft horizontal surface nearby, we’d be fine. 
 
I looked from them to Carol... 
 
I felt the Portal, and turned toward it as did some of the others.  Al appeared and stepped clear. 
 
Johnny and I greeted him; we turned to Carol. 
 
Al saw Carol and that satyr nature became oh so evident!  Sproing! 
 
I thought Carol’s eyes were going to bug out! 
 
Johnny yelled at Al in Greek, and it didn’t sound pleasant! 
 
Al nodded toward Carol and made a remark to Johnny in Greek.  Both of them laughed. 
 
Al took a step closer and bowed, addressing Carol in Greek, remaining head down. 
 
Johnny said, “He’s honored to meet you, Doctor Carol, and promises to behave -- or I’ll skin 

him!” 
 
“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Carol replied. 
 
The way she was looking at him -- that professional edge again, I was guessing.  Hoping? 
 
“Ya don’t wanna be alone wit dis one, Doc,” Johnny told her.  “Ya ain’t safe!” 
 
She managed a chuckle.  “Ah, I think I can understand that!” 
 
“Not dat it wouldn’t be a whole lotta fun...” Johnny mused, “Jes you might regret it later -- an’ 

he would, I make sure o’ dat!” 
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Sophira stepped closer to Carol.  “We can be very protective, my dear, but you also must learn to 

be prudent and take precautions.” 
 
One of the dwarves got Al a beer, which he accepted graciously, and praised.  He started eyeing 

the Yetis...  They could take care of themselves, or so I hoped... 
 
Spoke a bit with Egon; he understood I had a different kind of fairy dust.  If I could spare some, 

he and his associates would like to analyze it.  We could do that.  He’d send me an e-mail and we’d 
work out arrangements; Joe could open the portal, and he could handle transport back. 

 
I was trying to be the responsible host, and not take Val and/or Kal off to my office...  Had a 

polite conversation with Moira; they were working out details for my next visit, but they’d be along the 
same lines as my first one.  I asked how Val was doing.  She was doing fine, so happy, bouncing around, 
singing and holding herself!  And yes, they were keeping records as I’d requested.  Moira nodded her 
head off towards Carol and said she was a beautiful human woman.  Then Moira looked right at me and 
told me I should keep in practice... 

 
I took a breath, looking to Carol, who had dwarves on one side of her and Kal on the other.  Val 

was now talking with Johnny and Al. 
 
That premonition about the Portal -- I turned and looked at it. 
 
The Portal went completely opaque, solid grey-silver! 
 
I yelled.  “Everybody!  Everybody out!  Johnny!  Joe!  Everyone to Carnivore 2!  Now!  Move!  

Move!  Everyone to Carnivore 2, the large room on your right!  Now!  Go!  Go!” 
 
Johnny, Sophira, and Joe helped me get everyone out of the Portal area and into our large 

treatment room.  It was our largest room, and the outside wall could be popped out to exit the barn if 
need be; the door also could be locked from the inside. 

 
I’d only seen the Portal go opaque once before; it does that when whatever is in the Portal 

represents danger, such as a basilisk or medusa, something perilous to others by just looking at it. 
 
What the hell was trying to crash the party? 
 
Everyone accounted for in the room, the door closed.  Carol, Johnny, and Sophira were close.  I 

turned to Carol first.  “When the Portal goes opaque, it’s protecting us from peril -- something that can 
cause problems just by us looking at it.  Think medusa, or basilisk.  Johnny, you stay here with the 
guests.  Sophira?  You and I will go check it out.  I’ll get my glasses, but defer to you.” 

 
Sophira nodded.  “That is wise.” 
 
“Should we have Joe, Egon and crew help send people home?” 
 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 139 

Sophira shook her head and answered emphatically, “No!  If there is something malevolent in the 
Portal, we do not wish to show it other locations!” 

 
I took a breath and spoke up.  “Everyone stay here while Sophira and I check things out.  Johnny, 

you are in charge here.  Anyone else with comments or suggestions, pass them through Johnny.  
Sophira, let’s go.” 

 
The two of us exited the room.  I headed down the corridor to my stockroom and grabbed a tyvek 

suit, the prism goggles, a face shield, and gloves. 
 
I entered the central area carefully.  The Portal was still shimmering opaque.  Where’s Sophira? 
 
“Sophira?” I called. 
 
I heard her laughing! 
 
Thanks to the goggles, looking through mirrors, I couldn’t see her -- but I could hear her! 
 
“Remove those silly things!  They are not needed!” 
 
I took off the face shield, gloves, and goggles.  “I thought the Portal only did that to protect us 

from peril?” 
 
She laughed all the more.  “Oh, it is!  But it’s a most interesting peril, and one which you must 

face, with another.  Let me...”  She turned to the Portal, raising her hands, placing them on the 
shimmering field... 

 
The shimmering stopped!  It froze! 
 
“What?” I asked. 
 
She turned to me.  “Time has stopped for those inside.  We can now send most of our guests 

home.  Come.” 
 
We walked back to the room, knocking and announcing ourselves.  Al let us in. 
 
The group looked to us.  “Party is over,” I told them, then turned to Sophira. 
 
“Señor brujo,” she said, bowing to Joe, “If you would establish a secondary Portal, we can send 

our guests home, except for our Yeti friends.”  She walked to Carol and took her by the arm.  “I will 
walk you back to the house.  This is not for you, my dear.  Doctor, please wait in your office.”  She 
spoke in another language to the Yeti, and they nodded. 

 
We exchanged good byes.  Carol was welcomed again.  Johnny looked at me and raised his 

eyebrows.  I shrugged.  Do what Sophira says!  After making the rounds, I headed to my office. 
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It was about fifteen minutes before Sophira came back, joined by the Yeti.  All seemed amused. 
 
“Where’s Carol?” 
 
“She is in her bed, sleeping,” Sophira intoned 
 
“What now?” I asked 
 
She turned to the Yeti, speaking to them in what I guessed was their own language.  At one point 

they were laughing, or mostly laughing; I think Kal was embarrassed.  Whatever it was, it involved me, 
that was pretty clear. 

 
“Some weeks ago,” Sophira said, turning to me again, “after your visit to them, you were visited 

by another creature of the night, yes?” 
 
“A succubus?  Yes,” I admitted.  “I don’t know her name.” 
 
Sophira smiled.  She spoke in low, intense tones that sent shivers through me.  “You do not 

know her name, my child, because she did not tell you her name -- and if she told you her name, you 
would be on the road to madness, for you would call her name in your dreams, and she would come for 
you...  You would call her in your dreams, and then you would call her in the daylight hours, and you 
would be hers...” 

 
She turned to the Yeti.  “I have spoken with her.  She is a friend, and powerful.  She wanted to 

confirm what legend says, that once a human knows you, that they are powerless.” 
 
“I wouldn’t say quite powerless,” I admitted. 
 
Sophira chuckled.  “Her abilities are great...  But she tried to mark you, twice, and failed -- that is 

the strength of your love for these beauties, and of their love for you.”  She gestured to Val and Kal. 
 
I thought for a moment, puzzled.  “Oh!  When she kissed me on the head?” 
 
Sophira nodded.  “Other mortals would have been irretrievably lost...” 
 
I reached out for Val and Kal... 
 
“Not yet!” called Sophira.  She smiled to me.  “You are so tempting to her -- yet she realizes, the 

more she visits you, the more she will be changed...” 
 
I nodded.  “She mentioned that -- she was shaped by desires.” 
 
She turned to the Yeti and spoke with them.  They stood, as did Sophira.  I stood as well. 
 
Moira held me.  Her touch and scent were comforting.  “In eighteen days,” she whispered. 
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Val next, holding me and whispering, “You have made me so happy!” 
 
Kal held back, looking amused. 
 
Sophira stepped to the door, opening it, and saying something to the Yeti.  Moira and Val picked 

up the mattress from the futon! 
 
We walked back to the Portal; they put the futon pad down. 
 
“In eighteen days,” Moira said.  Val gave me another hug, and they left. 
 
“Mortal, are you ready to face the Peril?” Sophira’s voice filled the large room. 
 
I turned back to her.  She was smiling?  Peril? 
 
“Yes,” I told her. 
 
She pointed to me.  “Disrobe.” 
 
I took off my clothes and put them on a nearby chair.  The room was unheated, and chilly. 
 
“Stand next to me,” she intoned. 
 
I stood next to her, with Kal on the other side of me. 
 
Sophira raised a hand to the Portal. 
 
“Wait,” I requested. 
 
Sophira turned to me, smiling. 
 
“Time has stopped for those inside?” I asked. 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Is this something that I can be taught, or Joe?” 
 
She pondered.  “El brujo, yes -- why?” 
 
“If someone were to arrive in dire emergency, on the edge of death, being able to suspend time, 

to give us the time to gather equipment, to plan, could make the difference in saving a life.” 
 
She smiled.  “Yes, I agree -- I will instruct him.”  Her countenance changed.  “Now prepare to 

meet the Peril!” 
 
I turned back to the portal, which started to shimmer, still opaque, as she raised her hand.  My 
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heart was in my throat.  Why am I naked? 
 
The opacity dropped -- we could see inside the Portal.  Then the field dropped, and they stepped 

out, surrounding us. 
 
I understood the nature of the Peril! 
 
We were surrounded by five dryads -- five tall, lithe, elemental, and very pregnant dryads!  How 

long ago?  Ten months?  What was their gestation?  Eleven months? 
 
Surrounded by them, by their touch, their scent, the sight of them, huge bellies, huge delicious 

breasts...  I heard a moan from Kal as the arousal hit me as well... 
 
Three of them pressed around me, so happy to see me again, pressing up against me, sending 

shockwaves through me.  I looked to Kal and wanted her so much...  Filled with lust, with desire... 
 
Yet they were so happy!  They’d heard of Carol joining me, and had made something for me to 

give to her.  Sophira explained to them (again, I got the feeling) that Carol wasn’t here right now, and I 
should give it instead to Kal, who was to be my wife, and would be very glad to accept it. 

 
Oh that was wonderful, they cooed!  They handed me a garland they’d made, for me to put on 

Kal’s head. 
 
Some part of my brain was still working -- a talisman made by pregnant dryads?  How powerful 

a fertility charm would that be?  Enough to get rocks pregnant, maybe?  I tingled from where they 
touched me, from where their hands touched me as they gave me the garland.  I turned to Kal, who was 
trembling.  I could see her nipples poking through her fur, and thought I could detect her scent over the 
nearly overpowering verdant sex released by the dryads. 

 
I raised my hands to place the garland on her head.  She bowed down.  “Please accept this, my 

bride.  Please hold me for a long, long time and keep me warm,” I whispered.  I placed it on her head. 
 
My arms went around her neck and we kissed as she stood again, wrapping her arms around me.  

I heard the dryads, so excited and happy.  I felt hands touching me, and moaned.  I heard Kal moan. 
 
On my back on the futon, Kal atop me, smothering me where I wanted to be, impaling herself on 

me as she held me to a nipple and filled me with her milk.  Cooing from the dryads and their hands 
running over us.  Kal sitting up more, moving so strongly, dryads behind me holding me up.  Kal 
moaning, moving, on a really short fuse, squeezing me as I felt her shake with orgasm, feeling mine 
build and build, emptying into her to her sighs and the cooing of the dryads. 

 
On my back again with Kal on top of me, engulfing me in her, letting go completely. 
 
Moving, rolling around, on top of her now, holding on, burying my head between her breasts, 

trying to drown myself in her. 
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More hands on me, on us.  Pulled up, looking into the eyes of a dryad, kissing her, inhaling her 
verdant nature, hardening inside Kal once more, other hands on us, helping, orchestrating... 

 
Something about their touch, their ability to make things grow...  They orchestrated us for hours, 

coming in her so many times, and feeling her come around me so many times.  Riding her, thrusting into 
her, being pushed into her, feeling her atop me, impaled and pounding.  All the time needing her, 
wanting her, and afterwards wanting to curl up in her, be lost in her. 

 
Pulled apart once more, standing with help, hugging Kal and trying to bury myself in her again, 

lose myself in her again.  “Eighteen days,” she whispered. 
 
Kisses and hugs from the dryads, their touch electrifying.  Watching the dryads, and Kal, step 

into the portal and vanish. 
 
But who’s next to me?  Sophira standing nearby.  Next to me, on either side, a young woman, 

Middle Eastern in complexion, shapely and busty.  Sophira approaches and kisses my forehead.  “They 
will get you to bed,” she whispered. 

 
Naked except for my boots, being led by them to the house, into the shower, and into bed. 
 
Oh, ridden one more time, their touch so electric!  Then held between them, held to a breast, and 

rocked to sleep. 
 
I woke up around eight thirty, pretty late for me.  A snoot full of fairy dust and another shower! 
 
I did eggs, bacon, and tortillas in the kitchen, heating some coffee, expecting to see Carol. 
 
She arrived, an incredible smile on her face.  I put a cup of coffee in front of her.  She sipped it 

and made a face.  “I’ve got to bring my own coffee maker,” she growled.  She looked to me with a 
smile.  “But this morning I need a kick to get going.  This is crude, and just what I need.” 

 
I poured some juice for both of us, and prepared plates, including one for Joe with some eggs and 

bacon on it, and part of a tortilla torn up in to pieces. 
 
“You survived?” Carol asked as we ate. 
 
I nodded.  “You survived.” 
 
She laughed and shook her head.  “I did!  And I learned something from Johnny.” 
 
“What’s that?” 
 
“I don’t want to know!” she exclaimed.  “Johnny told me, some things I don’t want to know!” 
 
I nodded.  “Took me a while to figure that out.” 
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Joe made yet another rude noise. 
 
Carol reached over and scratched his head.  “You can’t fool me, you’re a sweetheart.” 
 
I chuckled.  For once, Joe didn’t make any rude noises. 
 
She looked at me and told me kids were going to come back from break with wild stories, some 

of them about things they didn’t really remember, and she had them all beat hollow -- and wouldn’t tell 
a soul.  What’s next? 

 
We discussed things as we finished breakfast and cleaned up; she started a load of laundry.  She 

couldn’t make the next full moon for Open Clinic, but would schedule for the following two.  She was 
definitely interested in the summer, and would show up as soon as she could as finals ended in May.  
She wanted to bring her own coffee maker, and some other things.  Fine with me.  I told her we’d work 
out a salary, plus a cut of the profits for her.  The place paid me a salary, but I tended to bank most of it, 
that or spend it on instruments and supplies for both clinics.  I’d probably be vanishing for a few days at 
a time during the summer, and she’d be responsible for the place.  Fine with her. 

 
And how about longer term?  When she graduates? 
 
Told her we’d know for sure by the end of the summer, but the reception she’d gotten so far was 

really positive.  I’d offer her the same deal I’d gotten -- the place is held by a trust.  Until I retire, she 
gets a salary, and a cut of the profits -- and we are profitable.  Right now I plow my profits back into the 
trust.  When I retire, I sign things over to her, but the trust holds the reins for the first ten years.  After 
that, she can do what she wants with it.  After ten years, I decided to just leave things as they are.  How 
does that sound? 

 
She thought that sounded just grand.  Oh, I could use a new washer and dryer, and a dishwasher. 
 
I got the pad I used for grocery lists and wrote those down.  Next? 
 
Better hot water? 
 
I nodded.  Been thinking of going to flash heaters for the house -- already had them on the clinic 

and in the old barn, a bootleg deal, and they worked really well.  What else? 
 
Wireless internet? 
 
Wrote that down.  I’ll talk to Bill down the road and have him do it so it’s secure.  Next? 
 
What could she do to prepare? 
 
I’d call Henry and get the name of someone for her to contact for background checks -- did she 

have anything in her history that would make getting weapons and DEA drug permits a problem? 
 
She couldn’t think of anything.  They’d done preliminary screenings at school already. 
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Good -- we’ll probably add you as a game warden out here, and see how things go working with 

clients in Texas.  Oh, you might want to spend part of the spring traveling -- there are some interesting 
people you could visit in Europe, Africa, Asia, South America, eight or so places after you do your 
boards. 

 
She took a piece of paper and said she’d get a passport. 
 
Oh, we’ll work together on continuing education, accreditations, and the like. 
 
I refilled her nasal sprayer, and gave her a second one -- don’t share, and don’t try and run it 

through analytical equipment -- it tends to cause damage. 
 
We spent a while more cleaning up and talking about the practice.  Most of what I handled 

(during the day) was normal -- cattle, horse, sheep, goats, and then some exotics -- llama, emu, alpaca, 
antelope.  Nothing like oryx, yet.  Carol laughed and said she’d leave me the contact info on that vet in 
Texas.  Oh, and Johnny had given her his cell phone and e-mail. 

 
Told her that was a good sign.  I told her to send Johnny an e-mail message every so often and 

ask him to tell her a story.  She’ll be glad she did. 
 
Oh, did she have any internal pins, plates, fillings? 
 
She frowned.  She thought she had two small filings, why? 
 
The Portal doesn’t pass man-made materials, like metals.  So if she needed to use the Portal for 

some reason, she’d pass through okay, but her fillings would stay at the starting point.  She winced.  I’d 
talk to folks and see what we can do about that.  Now she understood why the dwarves were dressed as 
they were -- all natural materials, no smelted metals. 

 
A little before lunch, and she was on her way again. 
 
Damn...  “What a trip, Joe,” I said out loud even though I didn’t know if he was around or not. 
 
Went into the house and picked up the phone.  Called a local general contractor friend; he had 

horses, and dogs.  “Marty, this is Doctor Bob.  Want you to do some work on my spread, some little 
stuff.  When could you drop by?  That’s great -- see you later.” 

 
Walked around and drew up the list.  Dishwasher in the kitchen, new washer and dryer in the 

laundry area, put the old ones outside for the hard core stuff.  Flash hot water heaters.  Yeah, work with 
Bill on wiring and whatever for wireless; already had a cable running from the house to the clinic (and 
another one to the old barn). 

 
Marty dropped by about an hour later.  His dog, Rufus, rode with him as usual, but stayed in the 

cab of the truck.  Rufus had an unfortunate run-in with Joe at an early age... 
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Marty liked the idea of the flash heaters -- they were more efficient, and smaller.  One for each 
bathroom, and one for the kitchen and laundry.  The laundry was easy, too, but he wanted to bring in his 
designer, Cindy, to look at the kitchen.  There wasn’t a good place to just slide in a dishwasher. 

 
Fine, but I don’t want this to be an ordeal -- I want everything done in nine weeks, that’s when 

my summer associate moves in. 
 
He understood -- the plumbing stuff they could do in a few days.  We didn’t have to worry about 

permits, and the work Marty and his folks did was first rate.  He also recommended new shower valves, 
either pressure balanced, which prevented scalding, or full-on thermostatic, which maintained whatever 
temperature you wanted.  Even with the price difference, I told him to go for the thermostatic. 

 
He called Cindy, but who showed up first?  Henry, off duty, “just dropping by” to see if Carol 

was still here...  He sure looked glum when I told him she’d taken off...  But I walked him around and 
told him she’d be back for the summer, and was even interested in paintball -- but he needed to be 
careful, because she liked people almost as much as I did.  But he left a lot happier. 

 
Cindy showed up.  We looked at the kitchen.  I told them my summer associate would be here in 

nine weeks, and she wanted a dishwasher. 
 
Oh shit, did I ever put my foot in it!  I said, “she” and Cindy lit up like a Christmas tree...  Even 

Marty cracked a smile.  He told Cindy about doing the flash heaters, new bath/shower valves, new 
washer and dryer...  Cindy started clucking and walking around, eyeing the place, this big grin on her 
face.  I yelled out, “Nine weeks!” as I pulled up a kitchen chair and planted my sorry ass in it. 

 
Marty pulled up a chair and laughed, telling me they could spend plenty of my money in nine 

weeks...  We listened to Cindy walking around, going out the front door... 
 
“Marty, what the hell have I done?” 
 
“Said ‘yes’ to a woman?” he suggested with a smile. 
 
I shook my head.  If only he knew... 
 
“Marty!  Need some help out here!” she hollered from outside a while later. 
 
Marty patted me on the shoulder, chuckling as he went outside. 
 
They came back in about half an hour later.  Cindy was smiling.  I didn’t like the smile on 

Marty’s face. 
 
Cindy sat down next to me, putting her sketchboard down.  “I figure we bump out this wall 

about...” 
 
“Whoa!” I called out.  “Bump out walls?” 
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Marty told me, “Calm down, Doc, and listen!  We come to you for advice because you’re good.  
You called us for advice because we’re good.  Cindy’s the best in the area.” 

 
I nodded.  “Sorry.  Please continue.” 
 
I had to admit it, what she wanted to do made sense.  The two bedroom - bathrooms were add-

ons to the original cabin.  Bumping out the walls would let them add real closets, and more space.  
Marty also reminded me I was using the smaller of the two rooms because the larger one wasn’t well 
insulated, and the roof had a tendency to leak.  They’d fix those problems as well.  What she wanted to 
do to the kitchen made sense as well, making it better organized, and easier to work with.  I’d gain 
cupboard space, yet keep the same look.  By going to stacking laundry stuff, they’d be able to build in 
the refrigerator, and reclaim all that floor space. 

 
We went over it, pushing things around.  At the end, I had to admit defeat -- it made sense.  They 

gave me a ballpark number, including appliances, that was only outlandish; I’d expected astronomical.  I 
shook Marty’s hand, and Cindy’s, told them to write it up, and when could they get to work? 

 
Marty smiled and told me demolition would start Monday morning. 
 
I shook my head.  Glad I had a shower in the clinic!  He offered to pull a trailer onto the property 

for me to live in.  Yeah, that sounds better than moving into the office; it will keep Maria happier.  Now 
all I have to do is deal with the housekeeper! 

 
They laughed and told me they’d make it as painless as possible.  Right. 
 
I wrote Marty a check for appliances and new windows -- we were replacing all the windows in 

the house with modern double-pane, and super-insulating the floors, walls, and ceilings.  I told him to 
check with Bill down the road on the wiring he’d need.  Done deal. 

 
Marty got on his phone and called his brother-in-law Carl, telling him where to bring the trailer, 

and bring the girls too, and a load of boxes! 
 
I shook my head and told them I was going for a walk. 
 
I went to the old barn.  When I went in, I noticed the light was on in my office.  It’s on a motion 

sensor, and not visible from the outside.  What now? 
 
Approaching, I took a sniff -- Al was here, that distinctive satyr smell. 
 
“I’m honored, I think,” I said, walking into my office, seeing Al, Johnny, and Sophira.  At least 

they saved me my seat at the desk.  When I glanced at the futon frame, which was still without its 
mattress, Johnny called out, “Ya got to get dat ting cleaned, Doc!  Phew!” 

 
I managed to laugh with them as I sat down.  “Okay, I just gave Marty the go-ahead to do major 

violence to my house, and I figure unless something really weird happens, I found my replacement, 
right?” 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 148 

 
Sophira smiled and nodded.  “She is a wonderful young woman, and so talented.” 
 
“If last night didn’t send her runnin, nuttin will,” Johnny added. 
 
Al shook his head.  “I found out about ... the dryad’s gift ... only later.  You handled it well.” 
 
Shook my head at that one.  “Yeah, putting that on Carol would have been quite the trip!  If the 

Portal hadn’t gone up like that, I figure everything female within a mile or so of this place would be 
pregnant!” 

 
Al nodded, seriously.  “Very true.  What are you going to do about Carol?” 
 
I looked at him.  “What do you mean?” 
 
Sophira told us, “Last night when you introduced Val and Kal as your wives, your loves, who 

will bear your sons, she almost cried.  Last night in bed, she did cry.  She was so hopeful.” 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  I looked to Johnny, then to Al and Sophira.  “I’m supposed to be 

the teacher, the mentor.  And ...  and dammit, I love Val and Kal, or I think I do; it’s the closest I’ve ever 
come to loving someone.  Oh hell, this is a mess!” 

 
Al looked at me smiling.  “The interesting problems are never easy, my friend.” 
 
Sophira added, “Everyone heard the love in your voice, and saw it in your eyes, and theirs.  Yet 

Carol desires you, but she sees those same barriers and taboos -- of age, of position.  She realizes, 
especially now, that she could not have you long term...” 

 
“What do you mean, ‘especially now’?” I asked, interrupting. 
 
“When she left here,” Sophira told us, “she drove for a short distance, then pulled over and cried 

more.” 
 
“Oh crap...  Should I call Marty off?”  I asked the ceiling. 
 
Sophira shook her head slowly.  “No...  I sat with her and talked.  She is a tremendous young 

woman!  She has adapted to these situations so quickly!  I know what Moira suggested to you, Doctor, 
and I did not share that with Carol.  She realizes the two of you cannot have a long-term relationship, but 
still, she hopes...  I told her she needs to take things day by day.” 

 
“So if ya trip and fall, Doc, she jes’ might join ya,” Johnny added. 
 
“I should tell Marty to put in stronger bedroom doors...” I suggested. 
 
“Or much better sound insulation,” suggested Al. 
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I shook my head. 
 
“You know, three of them are yours,” Al offered. 
 
“Three of what?” I asked, confused as usual. 
 
“Three of the new dryads -- and yes, they will have blue eyes,” Al told us. 
 
I looked at the ceiling and laughed.  “Blue eyes, green skin.  Blue eyes, white fur.  Any chance of 

leaving human offspring?” 
 
I looked at them.  Johnny snickered. 
 
“No, on second thought,” I said. 
 
“Another challenge for you,” Sophira said melodiously. 
 
“This is the good luck her enchantment brings?” I questioned. 
 
“Beyond her wildest dreams,” whispered Sophira. 
 
I nodded.  “Johnny, I told her to ask you to tell her stories.” 
 
Johnny cackled, his head back.  He looked at me and said, “Don’t worry, Doc -- I won’t scare 

her off.” 
 
I turned to Al.  “Just what is at the old door to this barn?  What’s going on?” 
 
Al smiled.  “A fine piece of work; a looped fold of space-time.  You don’t have the vocabulary 

for it; few do.” 
 
“That’s adequate, thanks.  We’re probably going to have a construction crew on site.  

Precautions?” 
 
Al became more thoughtful.  “Fence it off at the least, a protective story, maybe more.  And you 

will still need access during the full moon...  We could do a secondary portal into this area.” 
 
“And Doctor Porter might have two small fillings in her teeth.  I’d appreciate suggestions as to 

how to approach that issue.” 
 
Al nodded.  “You know, you’ve seen the dwarves moving man-made items around.” 
 
Johnny added, “An your buddy can move shit any where anytime.” 
 
Al agreed.  “Indeed...  A very interesting question.  I’ll ask the Reader.” 
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“Reader?” 
 
Al smiled.  “A translation of how he refers to himself -- Think of reading a story in a book, the 

story two -dimensional, trapped in the pages, yet you, the Reader, are able to flip back and forth at will, 
while those trapped in the story can only move monotonically forward, forever trapped in the pages.” 

 
“Izzat a tonic you use wit really good Gin?” Johnny wisecracked. 
 
Al looked at him, smiling still, and shook his head.  Johnny shrugged. 
 
“Thank you, Al -- I have a new found appreciation for you, and for our other friends.  And thank 

you, Johnny, for watching out for us.” 
 
He looked at me, for once looking serious.  “It’s because I’m selfish, Doc.  Don’t wanna lose 

you.” 
 
I looked to Sophira.  “Any remaining revelations?” 
 
She looked into me -- deep into me; I could feel it.  “I too am selfish.  Know that we will never 

let you slip away.” 
 
I sighed.  Getting awful heavy!  “I guess that just leaves taxes, then!” 
 
Johnny stuck his nose up in the air.  “Joe lookin for ya -- lots folks comin’ in.” 
 
I stood up.  “Then I guess this meeting is adjourned.  Thank you all, I think.  No, thanks.  It’s one 

hell of a trip.  Think of what we can do to protect this place from workers other than fencing it.  I’ll ask 
Joe as well.” 

 
I actually hugged Johnny and Al, and got a soft hug from Sophira. 
 
Damn!  Lots of folks was right!  A big-ass fifth wheel trailer with Carl and his crew, and Bill 

with someone I hadn’t met.  Marty was trying to direct traffic. 
 
“Where do you want the trailer, Doctor Bob,” Marty asked. 
 
“That thing’s almost as big as my house!” I told them.  “What makes sense -- Bill -- what makes 

sense for this thing in terms of temporary hookups?” 
 
I’d been wrong about how the place was wired; the main drops for everything, power, phone, 

internet, went into the clinic and fanned out from there, so we ended up moving the trailer to the back of 
the clinic.  It was still accessible from the back of the house that way. 

 
Bill and friend started on wiring while Carl and his teenage daughters started moving the kitchen.  

I insisted on moving the firearms and some other things. 
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On one of my trips, I caught a thought from Joe... 
 
“Marty!” I called. 
 
He walked over to me.  “This isn’t so bad, now, is it?” 
 
“Looks like it’s going to be damn comfy!  One problem though.”  I pointed to the old barn.  “We 

have to fence that off.  I’m serious about this -- that rise is sacred ground.  Nobody goes there but me, 
and even I don’t go there often.  We need to fence it off, and tell the crews to keep away.  Bad things 
happen to people that mess with old burial sites.” 

 
He nodded.  “I got it!  We’ll take care of that tomorrow afternoon -- let’s stake the perimeter 

right now so I can measure for the fence.” 
 
Standing in my little house a while later, it was practically empty.  “Joe, what do I do with your 

stool?” I asked the room.  The rest of the furniture was moved to where it wouldn’t get in the way, and 
covered.  They were going to peel the outside off the place, stuff the walls with insulation, then put 
another few inches of foam insulation around it.  Redo the wiring while it was open, as well.  Damn -- 
practically a new house! 

 
I moved Joe’s footstool into the trailer. 
 
Two more hours, all my clothes, the kitchen, and pretty much everything else I’d need from the 

house was in the trailer. Bill had TV and phone moved.  We talked about wireless internet.  I think by 
then everybody in the valley knew I had someone, someone female, moving in with me in a little over 
two months! 

 
I took everyone out to dinner at Rosa’s to celebrate.  Our waitress wanted to know when she 

could meet Doctor Carol.  Sheesh! 
 
Joe was on his stool in the trailer when I got back from dinner. 
 
“Welcome to our new home for the next few weeks, Joe,” I told him. 
 
“You’re going to have to let me out,” he warned. 
 
“That’s okay, Joe.  I think that’s going to be the least of my problems!” 

 
END of Part 6 

Rev 2009/05/21 
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Part 7 
 
Sunday morning, why had I put the ammunition in the same cupboard as the tortillas?  I was 

cleaning up after my weekly target practice and some breakfast, reorganizing things in the trailer to 
make a bit more sense -- to me at least. 

 
The trailer was compact but nice.  “What the hell have I done now, Joe?” I asked, even though he 

wasn’t around. 
 
Marty showed up later in the day with one of his foremen, and we put a fence around the old 

barn.  We put the gate around the back by the shed door.  And five or six feet outside the chain link 
fence, we put up a plastic mesh barrier.  

 
The foreman told me we wouldn’t have any problems -- their crews would stay clear of the area.  

A lot of them thought I was a brujo anyway, because the area was haunted.  I told him everything would 
be fine, just stay away from the barn.  And I wasn’t a brujo, just a doctor that got along with animals. 

 
They also marked off parking areas for the clinic, parking for the construction crew, and staging 

areas for supplies and the debris box.  Then they started measuring and marking out other stuff. 
 
They planned on starting at seven every morning.  Controlled demolition first, then foundation 

and systems rough-in.  Cindy would be out Monday morning to double-check measurements with rough 
drawings before placing the order for windows and doors. 

 
He started going into more details, but I held up my hands and shook my head.  “Let me know 

when it’s over!” I told him.  He laughed and told me what I tell folks, “We’ll keep the pain and the 
expense to a minimum!” 

 
Monday morning, Maria was shocked when she got in, Marty’s crew all over the place, carefully 

removing old siding for re-use, and stripping parts of the roof.  I went over what was happening, 
partially to convince myself that it was real.  She was overjoyed that Carol would be joining us for the 
summer, and really liked the way parking had been marked out -- she’d wanted that for  long time.  She 
had?  She called my housekeeper and let her know what was going on.  I took advice from Johnny and 
ducked out -- I don’t want to know! 

 
The rest of the week was a blur, the usual blur plus some.  Bill down the road brought in a crew 

to rewire the house and part of the clinic.  Marty let me know that Bill was picking up that part of the 
deal, and a lot of suppliers were giving them materials at cost or a little above.  Guess I’m better known 
around here than I thought! 

 
Visited Sara on Thursday.  George and crew had been out to take a sample from Chester, and do 

ultrasounds on the girls.  They would have crews out Tuesdays and Thursdays for a while.  I talked to 
George -- he thought it was a great exercise, and was helping students to find their way...  We both 
laughed at that; being a large animal vet can be intense and personal in so many ways... 
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We lucked out -- full moon and Open Clinic on Friday night!  And the coming Wednesday - 
Thursday - Friday would be my tryst with Kal.  “Let’s open it up!” I called to Joe. 

 
We actually had some time to rest, our first customer not showing up for a while. 
 
A large bird appeared inside the Portal; twenty to twenty five kilos at least, short legs, wings 

looked vestigial, not too useful for flight.  Also looked to be the worse for wear, missing feathers -- 
molting?  Our client made a honking noise. 

 
“What we got, Joe?” 
 
Joe turned his head a bit.  More honks from our client; sounded like something from Sesame 

street. 
 
“She’s okay, boss,” Joe told me, and gave me the run-down. 
 
She called herself a po-po, and was one of a family of flightless birds on a small South Pacific 

island.  They had lived there for a long time.  They were not doing well.  An enchanted dolphin passing 
by told them about me and that I might be able to help. 

 
We moved to one of the exam rooms.  Questioning her through Joe, it was sounding like 

malnutrition, the fruit trees that had been their main food source had been failing.  Poor beast -- best we 
could figure, she was enchanted, a magical beast, not changed form human form.  Limited time-binding 
sense, but Joe told me she had vivid sense memories, and from those memories, the vegetation on their 
island wasn’t doing too well the last few years. 

 
“Talk to her, Joe -- investigate their diet and other nutrition sources in the area.  I’m going to 

make a call.” 
 
“Right, boss,” Joe replied. 
 
I went to my office and called Johnny.  It was early -- he answered.  “Hey Johnny, it’s Open 

Clinic and I have a problem I need to talk to Al about.  Any chance you could get in touch with him?” 
 
Johnny told me he’d get right on it, and call if he had problems. 
 
Johnny is good -- twenty minutes later as I’m working up our guest (she had a reflection and 

tested clean, so I gave her a large amount of fairy dust and fluids), Joe hollers, “Incoming!” 
 
Al sauntered out of the Portal.  “Johnny told me you had a problem!” he greeted me with a hug. 
 
I took him back and introduced him to our client, giving him her history.  “Al, this feels like an 

ecological problem to me, local ecology affecting their diet.  Could the dryads help?” 
 
Al smiled and nodded.  “Good idea...  I’ll...” he paused for a moment, looking at Joe and me, 

then laughed.  He shook his head.  “Be right back, Doc...”  He stopped in the doorway, looked at us 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 154 

again, grinning.  “Meet us out by the Portal -- better than in this tiny room.” 
 
I motioned to Joe and we followed Al back to the Portal.  He vanished with a laugh. 
 
Damn, I’d forgotten! 
 
Al reappeared, with all five dryads -- all five still very pregnant dryads!  The sight of them, their 

scent as they stepped out of the portal, swarming around us, their touch...  Joe sprouted the biggest boner 
I’d ever seen on him, and mine was painful!  They filled the air with the thick scent of verdant sex! 

 
They swarmed around our guest, who was looking better thanks to fairy dust and fluids.  They 

touched and talked, and she honked.  After a while Al herded them all into the Portal and with a holler 
of, “Check in with you later, Doc!” and a wave, they vanished. 

 
I went to my office for some fairy dust.  Damn, being around those dryads was painful!  For 

some reason, I had memories of high school, a home room class, sitting back from ... what was her 
name?  Angelina?  Big, soft breasts pushing out of her top, sitting back and to the left of her, looking at 
how her left breast bulged along her side, how it moved as she breathed...  Gotta get back to work! 

 
Our next client was a New England were-badger.  He’d gotten his right rear leg caught in a 

metal trap.  Being a were-beast, the trap couldn’t actually break his skin, or kill him, but it could and did 
hurt like hell.  It took him a day to break the trap loose, and another two weeks before he could get here.  
Since the Portal doesn’t pass man-made items, he arrived without the trap.  Problem solved, right? 

 
Being rid of the trap didn’t help his attitude one damn bit!  And he was still in pain, with soft 

tissue damage from being in the trap for weeks. 
 
Joe wasn’t sure about letting him out of the Portal -- that attitude thing. 
 
I told Joe there seemed to be a pattern here, humans who pissed off powerful magical entities and 

got turned into were-beasts as a result.  Joe laughed and agreed. 
 
We let him out of the portal; he took about six steps and made a lunge for Joe. 
 
Bad idea -- Joe froze him in his tracks. 
 
I got a kit.  Were, but not left-hand path.  Palpated the area; some soft tissue damage, but it 

would recover.  I loaded him up with fairy dust, local to the injury, subscap, and transnasal.  Told him to 
take it easy, and he should recover fully in a week or so.  If not, see you next month.  Joe walked him 
back to the Portal and sent him on his way. 

 
One of the dryads reappeared -- they needed something, but she wasn’t sure what.  I was trying 

to stay in my pants when Joe started laughing and told her to turn around.  She gave him a funny look, 
but turned to look at him. 

 
There written on her back was, “30x fairy dust -- Al” 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 155 

 
I understood.  I went to my stores and put 30 gelatin capsules of fairy dust into a cotton bag.  

“Give this to Al as soon as you get back!” I told her. 
 
She giggled and gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek, then stepped back into the Portal and 

vanished. 
 
Wish my blue balls would vanish! 
 
I’d just about gotten my initial write-up on the po-po done when Joe alerted me, “Incoming!” 
 
One of my dwarf friends, Jay, appeared, cradling a towel-wrapped cat in his arms.  Jay did not 

look happy! 
 
“My friend,” I called, escorting him back to one of the rooms.  “What happened?”  I took the 

semi-conscious cat, who’d been in a nasty fight.  Looked like many sutures, two, maybe three places, 
not much blood loss. 

 
I put the cat on the exam table, continuing to unwrap it.  With the magic silver collar intact, I 

wasn’t worried about it assaulting us. 
 
“What happened?” I asked Jay as I set up anesthesia. 
 
Jay shook his head.  “One of them, his collar he broke off.  After that, he came for me -- and the 

others, once his friends, defended me.  This little one was hurt the most.  The others are not hurt.” 
 
“Are you injured?” I asked Jay. 
 
He shook his head.  “No.” 
 
“And the other?” I asked. 
 
Jay shook his head sadly.  “Only three we have now.” 
 
I anesthetized the animal and stitched it up using a silver-plated needle after cleaning and 

irrigating the wounds with saline and fairy dust.  On one small wound, I trimmed the edges of the skin 
and closed the edges together by tying together strands of hair after a liberal application of fairy dust.  
Jay thought that was clever.  I explained that worked for small wounds -- it was a trick I learned in the 
Army. 

 
Other than battle damage, it looked like a healthy were-beast.  I handed him back to Jay.  “I am 

sorry, my friend.  But it is good news for the other three, that they protected you.” 
 
He nodded, managing a smile as he looked at the animal in his arms.  “Ja, for these three, it is 

good.  But it hurts to lose even one.”  He looked to me. 
 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 156 

I nodded.  “Yes; it hurts to lose even one.”  That’s the life of a vet.  I saw him back to the Portal. 
 
We went quiet again, for almost an hour. 
 
Al returned, laughing, pulling at his hair. 
 
“What’s happening?  How are they doing?” I asked. 
 
“More fairy dust, please,” Al asked, shaking his head.  “I’ll explain later -- we have things under 

control.  We will see.  In some ways they are so smart, in others so colossally stupid!” 
 
We went back to stock.  “How do the others look?” I asked as I put more capsules into the cotton 

bag.  “The birds?” 
 
“Not very bright,” Al told me with a sigh.  “But bringing in the dryads was a stroke of genius.” 
 
I muttered something about strokes and he laughed.  “Another week or so, Doc!  And then those 

islands will have their very own dryads!” 
 
“But things are working out with the birds?” 
 
Al laughed as we walked back to the Portal.  “I’ll explain later.  They are going to be just fine.” 
 
He waved from inside the Portal, and vanished. 
 
I finished cleaning up from the cat, reloading the trays and putting the used instruments into the 

disinfectant.  After puttering for a while longer, I looked to Joe.  “I’ll be in my office,” I told him. 
 
I crashed on the futon in my office.  I’d washed the cover, fighting the damn thing to get the 

cover off, then back on again.  Damn -- need to make sure Marty gets the old washer and dryer set up on 
the back porch; I’m going to need them. 

 
“Incoming!” yelled Joe, waking me. 
 
“I’m coming,” I mumbled, getting up and heading for the door. 
 
...Only to be swept off my feet and into strong furry arms, and carried back to the futon! 
 
“Oh thank you!” Kal cried, squeezing me and kissing me.  “Thank you!” 
 
Filled with her scent, feeling her on top of me again, I wanted her so much!  Out of my clothes in 

a flash, surrounded by her, sliding together, holding on.  I wanted...  I wanted to thrust into her, to come, 
but she had other ideas.  She put more of her weight on me, and I couldn’t move, my hips stilled.  She 
held me to a nipple, telling me what to do.  I was so hungry for her, and she held me, encouraging me. 

 
She was pregnant!  She woke up yesterday morning feeling unusual, and they confirmed she was 
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pregnant!  The dryads did it!  Val and Moira, and a lot of others, were so surprised, and so happy! 
 
And now...  She growled, squeezing me, telling me she was going to wear me out.  She started 

moving again, slowly, strongly.  I held her, squeezing her, and as we got close, she moved and brought 
our foreheads together, looking into my eyes.  So good, looking into her eyes, holding on, moving with 
her, looking, falling into her eyes.  Our sighs merged as our bodies did, feeling her pull me deeper 
inside, taking us both over the edge. 

 
Resting for a few minutes in her arms, until being engulfed in the soft fur between her breasts set 

me on fire again. 
 
Some time during the night we were joined by another, not Val; this one’s scent was different, a 

different family.  I didn’t get to do much more than kiss her, but she did hold and tease me.  I had Kal 
partially on the futon with her knees on the floor, and I was behind her, with our new friend pushing me 
in, teasing me, whispering in my ears, running her hands and arms over me.  Touches of brown at the 
base of her fur?  A different accent, as well. 

 
Being held on my back on top of her, she and Kal teasing me, then Kal impaling herself once 

more and riding us to bliss, being wrapped up in them, held and rocked. 
 
Waking up cold, naked on the futon -- six in the morning according to the clock, my usual wake-

up time. 
 
I got up and got dressed; I need to get back to the trailer before the construction crew arrives! 
 
I looked at the futon -- I need to wash that damn cover again! 
 
I only half-laced my boots.  Out in the central area, the Portal was closed, and Joe was nowhere 

to be seen. 
 
I secured things quickly and hurried to the trailer. 
 
Joe was on his stool. 
 
“No more customers?” I asked him as I stripped down.  I needed a shower! 
 
He stretched.  “I closed it down after the second one arrived, and left after sending them home.” 
 
“She’s pregnant,” I said, getting a towel from the hallway closet. 
 
Now Joe was sitting up.  “Who?” 
 
“Kal,” I said, reaching in and turning on the shower.  I could do that from the hall -- the 

bathroom was quite compact.  “The damn dryads did it again!” 
 
“They helped some last night, too,” Joe mumbled. 
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I looked and he was crapped out on the stool.  I laughed.  “Have a wild night, Joe?” 
 
“I had fun, too, mi hijo.” 
 
“Good for you, Joe -- good for you!” 
 
I showered and changed before any of the crew arrived.  There was a ladder up against the back 

of the clinic; I went up and stood on the roof, looking out over the desert. 
 
Damn, I love this country!  So pretty!  Some folks find it desolate, but I love it.  In the early 

morning, at night, yeah, even in the baking heat of the afternoon in the summer, shimmering waves of 
heat, anything sensible doing its best to stay cool until the sun goes down.  This was a great time of year, 
native plants blooming, air still crisp in the mornings.  I felt kinship with the mesquite and the manzanita 
-- tough, and in it for the long haul. 

 
I looked down at the roof -- clips?  A bunch of new hardware on the roof, things marked out.  

Didn’t remember anything going up on the clinic roof.  Looking at the old house, they’d gotten the 
footings poured and the new foundation formed up, rebar in place, ready to pour concrete.  Had to admit 
it, it made sense, moving those walls out.  I was getting a whole lot better house out of this deal.  And a 
deal it was, with most stuff coming in at cost from a lot of the suppliers. 

 
I looked at my watch -- seven thirty almost.  Where was everybody? 
 
I looked at my watch again and started laughing.  It’s Saturday, dimwit! 
 
I got down and went back into the trailer.  “You didn’t tell me it was Saturday!” I griped to Joe 

as I undressed. 
 
“You didn’t ask,” he replied, barely moving. 
 
I think we’re in for another jackrabbit population explosion... 
 
I went back to bed. 
 
Marty showed up around one in the afternoon.  We walked the job together.  He’d have the old 

washer and dryer hooked up first thing Monday morning.  And the clips on the roof?  Bill had decided it 
was time for me to go solar -- they were putting in one setup for water, and another setup for power 
generation.  He pulled out some sketches.  Hey -- what’s with these changes to the windows?  Oh, he 
explained, Cindy and Carol worked those out, and they make a lot of sense, even make the framing 
easier.  When did Carol get involved in this, I asked.  He smiled and told me Maria had called her 
Monday morning, and Cindy spoke with her at length Monday when she came over to check 
dimensions.  They worked things out, and didn’t I remember?  I’d okayed the changes -- he even 
showed me my initials and a date scrawled on a drawing.  Okay, okay -- just do it! 

 
And what’s this stuff for, I asked, pointing at the drawings.  He showed me another sketch that 
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Cindy did, working with Bill’s crew.  Looked nice, and looked practical!  They were going to do a 
covered walkway between the old house and the clinic, and covered parking for the clinic -- all of that 
space, as well as a lot of roofs of both buildings, covered in solar panels.  And it still fit into the schedule 
-- they expected to be done early! 

 
I told him it wouldn’t be the same, not feeling the sun burning the back of my neck as I walked 

from the house to the clinic in the summer.  Marty laughed and told me I can always walk around it. 
 
When I asked how solid this solar stuff was, he told me it was the next generation of the same 

gear Bill had at his place, and worked really well.  If the insulation deal they were doing here worked 
out as well as they expected, Bill was going to have his whole place done up with it, and three friends 
were ready to go as well.  Marty smiled at that -- he was looking forward to the business. 

 
We shook hands.  Just make sure I have a washer and dryer.  He told me they’d be ready by ten 

Monday morning. 
 
When I got to the old barn to clean up and restock late in the afternoon, the light was on in my 

office.  Maybe someone was taking care of the futon for me? 
 
No, just Al and Johnny waiting inside. 
 
“Least you could have done was stripped the cover off that thing,” I complained, pointing at the 

futon. 
 
Johnny looked at me with a big smile.  “You one talented guy, Doc!  Dat Joe, he rat you out!” 
 
“Congratulations, Doc,” Al added. 
 
“What, knocking up Kal ahead of schedule?” I replied.  “Had some help from the dryads, I 

think.” 
 
Johnny nodded.  “I tink so too, Doc.  So who ya gonna do this week; dat still on?” 
 
“No idea, Johnny -- no idea.  Al -- what went on with our friends?  What’s the story?” 
 
Al shook his head, but he was smiling.  “You did good, Doc.  Those birds -- their little island is 

going through some changes.  Thankfully, humans have left it alone, so it doesn’t have rats, cats, and a 
handful of other invaders.  Just those amazing birds.” 

 
“What’s their prognosis?” 
 
He shrugged.  “Oh, they’ll do fine now.  The dryads will rotate through there to get the kinks 

worked out.  They looked around and figured it out pretty fast.  With no predators, another kind of small 
bird is overrunning the place.  They’re thinning those populations significantly.” 

 
I guess I gave him a strange look. 
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“Oh yeah, Doc -- they’re doing it, the old fashioned way!  Nature’s way, right, Doc?  And the 

problem with the fruit trees was too much compaction around the roots, and not enough fertilization.  
They did something to draw more worms and such into the soil, and are teaching the po-pos to take 
different paths and poop in different places.  Loosening up the soil and fertilizing it will put them in fine 
shape next year, and for this year, they’re learning to vary their diets, eating different fruit.  A few 
different kinds of edible fruit on the island but the po-pos have only been eating one.” 

 
“Sounds like good news, then.” 
 
He shrugged.  “We’ll know in a year.  If the trees recover, and they should, they’ll do fine.  If 

not, they’ll need to move.  The dryads don’t think they’re dependent on that one kind of fruit, but a 
certain degree of symbiosis has undoubtedly developed, with the trees using the birds as propagators.  
Getting them to poop in different places will spread a lot of joy around.” 

 
I shook my head in wonder.  “What a trip.  Johnny, thanks -- you made it possible.” 
 
Johnny grinned.  “Glad to help, Doc.  I tink you should rest up -- dat Joe say another one came in 

last night?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yes, someone new.  Brown tinges in her fur?  Different accent, too.” 
 
Johnny sat back.  “Brown?” 
 
“Yep, and shorter than Val, Kal, and Moira.  Ideas?” 
 
Johnny looked at Al, and shook his head.  “No clue, Doc!”  He threw back his head and laughed.  

“Sounds like fun for you!” 
 
Al looked at me.  “And we know you will respond to the challenge...” 
 
“I seem to remember two of those dryads are yours...” 
 
He smiled.  “I’ll never forget it, and neither will you.” 
 
“Who wants to help me clean up?” I asked, knowing that was a good way to get rid of them. 
 
But Al stayed around and helped, even with pulling the cover off the futon. 
 
Sunday afternoon, my cell phone rang -- Johnny!  “Yeah, Johnny, what’s up?” 
 
“You go to da barn an have dat Joe open da Portal, like now!” Johnny told me.  Click. 
 
Okay, away we go!  “Joe!” I hollered. 
 
Twenty minutes later, Moira, Kal, and the other one stepped through the Portal! 
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We moved to my office. 
 
Moira, of course, was overjoyed that Kal was pregnant.  But this unexpected blessing disrupted a 

lot of plans!  They introduced Elna, who I’d already met.  I told her I was happy to see her again.  Elna 
told me she was from the Chilean Andes.  Would I like to get to know her better? 

 
She was sitting on the futon next to Kal.  I knelt before her, taking her hands and looking into her 

eyes, a very nice brown.  “Would you like that?” I asked her.  “Will you keep me warm?  I need to be 
held.  Look into my eyes as we make love, then rock me to sleep held to your...” 

 
She wrapped her arms around me, drawing me between her breasts, holding me close.  Oh how I 

love to be lost like that... 
 
She let go of me before I’d completely melted in her arms...  Kal put me back in my chair. 
 
Yes, Elna and her family were very interested!  Then I would see her late Wednesday.  Moira 

told me we would be in the same place.  I told Elna it was beautiful, and very romantic.  When I told her 
again that I needed to be held and kept warm, she moaned softly. 

 
We walked back to the Portal.  Looks like I’m getting away unscathed... 
 
Until I noticed that Moira and Elna were in the Portal, and Kal slid an arm around me... 
 
Back to the office, she pulled the futon to the floor, folding it in half and draping the cover over 

it.  I was undressed by this time, and ready to go, or so I thought...  She put me on my back and rather 
than jumping me, she teased me, sliding up and down my body, teasing me with her fur, pressing on me 
deliciously for a few moments then moving, pressing on me again, finally settling on top of me, my head 
between her breasts, engulfing me the way I love. 

 
When I was delirious enough, she impaled herself on me.  She held my eyes in hers and told me 

in no uncertain terms that while they wanted me to get Elna pregnant, and everyone was sure I’d do a 
good job, that I belonged to her and to Val.  Did I understand that?  When I didn’t say anything, she 
stopped moving, holding tortuously still.  Did I understand? 

 
“Yes, I understand,” I gasped. 
 
She smiled and moved her hips a little, making me moan.  She moved slowly, tantalizingly 

again, telling me that I belonged to her and Val, and that while they might loan me out, I’d always come 
back to them... 

 
I moaned and told her I understood -- please keep me! 
 
She nodded, her forehead against mine, rocking and telling me that she and Val would take very 

good care of me...  Looking in my eyes, holding me in her eyes as she moved on top of me. 
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So good, so close...  She started moving away and I made a noise, trying to hold her. 
 
But she smothered me to a nipple, holding me and finishing me off. 
 
Drifting in her, listening to the beating of her heart and the lullaby she sang... 
 
She moved away slowly.  Our eyes locked again. 
 
“Oh, the way you look,” she whispered, then kissed me on the forehead. 
 
“See you again in a few days?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “But for Elna -- remember?” 
 
I moved my head between her breasts again, and took a deep breath, wanting to drown in her 

scent.  “I remember -- and I remember who I belong to.” 
 
“Good!” she growled, letting her weight down on me for a while. 
 
We got up.  She helped me get dressed, and to return the room to some semblance of normalcy. 
 
She looked at the futon cover and shook her head.  “You need to clean that.” 
 
I laughed.  “I know...  Oh, tell your mother I’ll be bringing the robe and slippers -- you can keep 

them.” 
 
She smiled and hugged me close.  “Oh, thank you!” 
 
We walked to the Portal.  We parted with more kisses, hugs, and sighs. 
 
Monday night after dinner, I was sitting in the trailer... 
 
Yeah, in emergency room medicine, it’s “I wuz sittin in my trailer, mindin’ my own bidness, 

readin’ my bible, when some dude...” 
 
Well, I was cleaning and rebuilding a paintball gun for Carol to use, when I had the feeling... 
 
Turned, and Sophira was standing in the hallway. 
 
“Good evening,” I told her, seating a spring before it got away. 
 
She smiled and nodded, sitting down across from me. 
 
“Your next assignation -- she is from the Andes?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yes.” 
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She smiled.  “Describe her to me?” 
 
I sighed.  “Shorter, rounder, softer, I guess...  Touch of brown at the base of the fur?  Slightly 

different feel to the fur; very nice.  Much different scent from Val, Kal, and Moira.  Don’t know how 
much of that is family.” 

 
She nodded.  “Do you know her name?” 
 
“Elna,” I replied, lubricating and replacing an o-ring. 
 
Her eyes narrowed and she sat back, quite a dramatic response for her. 
 
“Elna, daughter of Fanise?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t know about that; the only thing I know is Elna, and she ‘helped’ a 

night or two ago, whenever it was.  I was introduced to her by name later, yesterday, I guess.” 
 
Sophira sat, nodding.  “Introduced by the mother?” 
 
“Moira, yes -- why?  Is this a big deal?” 
 
She smiled.  “What are your thoughts of her?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Elna?  We haven’t had that much ... conversation,” I said with a smile.  

“While she was helping, she seemed eager enough.  She held me nicely, and teased me.  Last night, she 
looked me in the eye as we spoke.” 

 
“What was your conversation?” 
 
“Asking if I was interested -- she and her family are very interested.  When I looked in her eyes 

and asked her to hold me and keep me warm, she moaned and grabbed me.” 
 
“Interesting...” 
 
“So what’s going on?” 
 
She glanced up for a moment.  “The Yeti are an ancient race.  There are so few of them left...  

The group in the Himalayas is the largest by far, then the Andes, and a few hundred in the Alps.” She 
shook her head.  “None remain on this continent, none native, at least, and none in Africa.  So few 
remaining, and yet still they bicker over which group was the first, who are the true Yeti, and who are 
the late-comers...” 

 
She shook her head again, then smiled.  “The Himalayans have a relaxed, open society without ... 

without rigid classes and rules.  The Andeans are far more structured and ordered.  Only recently, in the 
last hundred and twenty years or so, have the two groups resumed cooperation.  Some would say that the 
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Himalayans have been open for much longer, and it is only recently that the Andeans have been willing 
to recognize them.  The Andeans feel they are, and should be, superior.” 

 
She chuckled.  “The traditional response of the Himalayans to this has been, ‘Superior to what?’  

As you say, ‘Have a nice day;’ the Himalayans aren’t interested in the game -- or so it seems at one 
level.  So it is most interesting when Moira, who the Andeans would place in the upper hierarchy of 
Himalayan society, shows up with Elna, who I believe to be the youngest daughter of Fanise, who in 
your language would call herself Queen of the Andes.” 

 
I shook my head.  “Fascinating!  But what does this mean for me?  What should I be aware of, 

what should I look out for?” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “That indeed is the question!  Are we reading too much into this?  Is 

this a peace offering to Fanise and the Andeans, or just a happy roll of the dice?  Oh, one point of 
contention between the groups, at least to the Andeans, is that they own this continent.” 

 
“So what?” 
 
She tilted her head slightly, raising an eyebrow.  “You are part of this continent.” 
 
I gave her a brief raspberry.  “Bull...  Nonsense.  That’s not a point of contention, it’s a mental 

illness.” 
 
She laughed.  “A position your mother-in-law would endorse.  But it shows the differences 

which remain, yes?” 
 
I sighed.  “So I’m a peace offering, so to speak?” 
 
She frowned for a moment, then chuckled.  “Yes, that could be one view.” 
 
“Am I that damn important?  I don’t understand.” 
 
She sighed, nodding.  “If not important, then at least very hard to find, one such as you.  And 

your talents, your personality, your spirit make you even more desirable.” 
 
“I still don’t get it.  What am I missing?  Why me, and not one of a few billion others?” 
 
“Contacts between Yeti and humans -- are they frequent?” she prompted. 
 
“I’d guess not.  Living deep inside mountains, that’s understandable.” 
 
She smiled.  “In your terms, is that cause or effect?” 
 
“They come to us for medical care.” 
 
An eyebrow went up.  “All of you?” 
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“Don’t know.” 
 
“Your Austrian colleague is far closer, yet they do not visit her.  And the same with your Yemeni 

colleague.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t hide the ball -- tell me.” 
 
“Hide the ball?” she asked. 
 
“You are giving me small clues, wanting me to follow along, while you are hiding what you 

know.  Tell me, please.” 
 
Raised eyebrows again.  “Very well.  For the majority of them, and of you, Yeti and human, 

there is a difference between your bodies.  I am sorry, Doctor, I do not know the words; your bodies 
cannot tolerate each other.  Most human males in their presence soon have difficulty breathing...” 

 
“Johnny said it!  Histamine compatibility!  They were testing for histamine compatibility!  We’re 

allergic to each other?  Yetis and humans?”  I had to laugh! 
 
She looked at me quizzically, then smiled.  “Yes, I think that is correct.  A human male picked at 

random cannot mate with a Yeti female; the Yeti would reject not just his seed, but all his bodily fluids.  
And while you find their scent, their touch, so enticing, most human males in their presence would at 
first have difficulty breathing.  Their eyes would water and swell, and soon the swelling in their bodies 
would make breathing all but impossible.  It would be very difficult for most human males to mate with 
a Yeti.  That is why...” 

 
“Anaphylactic shock!  Do they have the same degree of response to us?” 
 
“Not as life-threatening as it is with humans.  That is why you, and Doctor Carol, are so 

important!” 
 
I nodded.  “They were careful approaching Carol, and then so happy.  Okay, that makes sense.” 
 
“The difficulty is not at all as serious with human females, or so it’s said.” 
 
“Amazing.  How rare?  No, doesn’t matter.  I guess the question, then, is if I’m at risk, other than 

from an overenthusiastic Yeti squeezing me too hard...” 
 
She chuckled, nodding.  “That indeed is the question -- from the outside looking in, is this a kind 

of power play, or is it viewed as one?  You will be at the same location?” 
 
I nodded.  “I’m told I will be at the same location, with Kal and Moira there, taking care of 

cuisine.” 
 
“This is good.” 
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I frowned.  “And what could I do if things turned weird?  I don’t know how to open a Portal, and 

I don’t know where we are!” 
 
“Relying on the presence of Kal and Moira is your best protection, that and the knowledge that 

others know the meeting is taking place.” 
 
“Big help,” I said, exasperated. 
 
She smiled.  “Please do not let it detract from why you are there.” 
 
I had to laugh at that.  She joined me. 
 
She stood up, and I followed. 
 
“I will talk with others, and learn what I can.  I am sorry if I brought you needless concern.” 
 
“Thank you for thinking of me, and sharing what you can,” I told her. 
 
We hugged, and she left. 
 
I sat back down and finished rebuilding the paintball gun. 
 
Saturday night, stepping through the Portal and back into the old barn...  I rolled my right 

shoulder yet again and sighed.  Good to be home!  Lights on in my office -- guess I’m expected! 
 
I was wearing a simple white robe, and slippers.  Moira had been overjoyed at my gift, returning 

the elaborately decorated robe Johnny had picked up from them -- fifteen centuries before! 
 
“Is this good news or bad news?” I asked, walking into my office -- Johnny, Al, Sophira, and Joe 

were all looking at me.  I went to my desk and had a seat.  A pile of clothes were on the desk.  “Thanks,” 
I told them. 

 
“How ya doin, Doc?” Johnny asked. 
 
“Not too bad,” I told them, taking off my robe and pulling on a t-shirt. 
 
Joe whistled, and Al called out, “Someone got enthusiastic!” 
 
I had scratches on my back.  “Yeah, and she tweaked my right shoulder, too.”  I sat back down. 
 
“But otherwise?” asked Sophira. 
 
“Different; interesting,” I told them.  I slid on my boxers and a pair of levis.  I shook my head.  

“With Val and Kal, it’s ... free-flowing, spontaneous, giving, sharing.  Yeah, open and sharing.  With 
Elna, I had a feeling of ... control, of performance.  It was like she couldn’t or didn’t want to let go and 
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give herself to what was happening.  Oh, it was a lot of fun, don’t get me wrong...” 
 
That got mild laughter. 
 
“And she seemed to enjoy it as well, but I didn’t feel the joy I do with Val or Kal. 
 
“Good,” Sophira said smugly. 
 
“Anything exciting happen around here?” I had to ask. 
 
“Your contractor, Marty, will be by tomorrow afternoon to review things with you,” Al told me.  

With a smile he added, “You returned one of his calls yesterday afternoon.” 
 
I frowned a bit, then looked to Joe.  “And what did I tell him?” 
 
Joe sat up, and in what I’m sure must be a dead-on imitation of my voice said, “Marty, get with 

Bill and figure out what makes sense.  Let’s get together Sunday afternoon when I’m back.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Doesn’t sound so bad -- are the messages still on my phone?” 
 
Al nodded.  “Not a big deal.” 
 
“Then why all the concern, or did you just all really miss me?” I asked. 
 
They laughed a little. 
 
“Is she the daughter of Fanise?” Sophira asked. 
 
I nodded.  “Elna, youngest daughter of Fanise.  When I asked Moira, and it wasn’t until the next 

morning that I could, she was surprised that I knew, and told me they were watching carefully.  And that 
afternoon, Elna sprained my shoulder!  Then they really started watching carefully!” 

 
“Da little flowers?” Johnny suggested. 
 
“Yup...  Very nice.” 
 
Joe muttered something and hopped off.  The others exchanged glances.  Sophira stood up, 

bringing the convocation to a close.  I stood up and slipped into my boots. 
 
“Thank you all for your concern, and your friendship,” I told them. 
 
“Ya did a good job?” Johnny asked me. 
 
I chuckled.  “Don’t I always?” 
 
Sophira stepped closer; we usually part with a hug.  But she paused a step away, looking at me 
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quizzically.  “I approve,” she said with a slight nod. 
 
“What?” I asked. 
 
“You met another, one of the elders,” she suggested. 
 
“Yes, when I first got there.  She accepted the robe and thanked me.  She was most gracious.” 
 
Sophira had an interesting smile.  “She held you?” 
 
I sighed.  “Yes...  Only for a moment, but...  It was quite the experience.” 
 
She nodded, smiling more.  “She enchanted you, for your protection.”  She closed her eyes for a 

moment, holding the palm of a hand in front of my forehead. 
 
I felt momentarily dizzy. 
 
She opened her eyes and nodded once more.  “She protected you, but did nothing to bind you.” 
 
“That’s good?” I inquired. 
 
“It is very trusting.  They are treating you as an equal, as a partner.” 
 
I frowned.  “That’s not a feeling I got from Elna; with her, I was there to do a job.  A pleasant 

job, but it was a job.” 
 
“The view of one who is to take power, rather than the response of a lover?” Sophira offered. 
 
That made a lot of sense.  “Thank you,” I whispered in return, taking her hand and kissing it. 
 
She took a step back, bowed slightly, and vanished. 
 
I looked around.  Johnny and Al had departed as well.  I need tamales!  I picked up the robe and 

the rest of my clothes; might as well clean those, too. 
 
Looking at the calendar on the desk, I had three and a half weeks until the next Open Clinic!  

Three and a half weeks of normalcy! 
 
“Let’s hear it for dull and boring!” I called as I left the office. 
 

 
END of Part 7 

Rev 2009/01/27 
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Part 8 
 
I woke up in the dark, transitioning in a flash from bliss to terror. My heart was pounding, still 

accelerating.  I got out of bed and grabbed my cell phone.  I flipped it open and stabbed the power 
button. 

 
Damn, damn!  It took so long!  I hit the speed dial button and waited, waited... 
 
“Johnny?  This is Doctor Bob -- Johnny, I think I’m in trouble.  A ... succubus visited me ... she 

took me ... and gave me her Name.  I’m worried, Johnny.” 
 
“Whatdafuk!  Don’t go nowhere!  Don’t go back ta sleep!  We be there quick!” Click! 
 
Damn...  My mouth was dry and my hands were shaking.  I went to the refrigerator and grabbed 

one of the sports bottles full of Gatorade I keep mixed up.  I took a gulp. 
 
And spit it into the sink!  It burned! 
 
“Oh shit!” I muttered, gripping the counter and squeezing my eyes closed.  I took another sip and 

swished it around in my mouth.  This time it tingled and turned to the warm feeling I expected.  A habit 
of mine, when I mix up instant Gatorade, I also throw in some fairy dust.  Gargled it with my head back 
-- the sudden intense sensation had me leaning over the sink shooting it out my mouth and nose. 

 
When I’d taken a sip, it burned...  Only one explanation -- my visitor had been dark path.  This 

wasn’t bad, it was worse.  “Damn...  This is not going to be fun...” I warned myself. 
 
I took a breath, shook my head, and chugged as much as I could.  Time to pay the piper... 
 
I’d put the bottle back and closed the fridge when the first cramp hit and folded me nearly in 

half.  “Oh shit,” I managed to groan.  I made it to the little bathroom in the trailer, planting myself on the 
toilet.  I took another deep breath and made sure all my hair was pulled back, grabbing a hair tie from 
the sink and putting it over my ponytail as another wave hit.  “Ho damn,” I gasped.  I managed another 
deep breath. 

 
I cut loose from both ends at once, into the toilet and the shower pan, convulsively. 
 
“Doc!  Whoafuk!” Johnny called, sticking his head into the can and backing out rapidly. 
 
“Johnny, get me the full sports bottle in the fridge -- careful, it’s loaded with fairy dust,” I 

managed to say between waves. 
 
When it passed, he was holding the container, a dishtowel around it to protect himself.  I put it in 

the sink. 
 
“We’re here, Doc,” he told me from the safety of the hallway. 
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I started to reply, but got busy -- both ends at once, with vigor. 
 
Trying to catch my breath between waves, I rinsed my mouth with Gatorade.  When I spit it out 

into the shower pan, some of the gunk I’d thrown up bubbled malevolently.  Yeah, thought so.  I 
chugged down more Gatorade. 

 
“Oh my...” Sophira said, peering in at me.  “Dark path!” she hissed, figuring it out. 
 
“Oh yeah...  Figure this is the best thing I could do.”  Here comes another round! 
 
“Yes!  We will wait outside where it is safe!” 
 
“Good idea,” I coughed and cut loose with more. 
 
The next few mouthfuls of Gatorade felt like they might stay with me.  I poured a little of it into 

the toilet and hit the flush button again.  I caught my breath for a while, then wobbled to my feet and 
turned on the shower, washing down the inside of the enclosure.  Let’s hear it for “compact” bathrooms. 

 
Another bad thought -- I got out my little fairy dust sprayer.  “This is going to hurt,” I told 

myself, as I gave my cock a spray. 
 
Worse than the clap, not as bad as kidney stones...  The second spray felt better, though.  I 

sprayed my right hand and used it to go over my equipment until the burning sensation changed to fairy 
dust warmth.  Sprayed my eyes and face, up my nose -- bit of a burn there, but not for long.  Sides of my 
neck, spreading it around with my hands, yeah, some hot spots. 

 
“I’m going to shower,” I hollered out, hoping they’d hear.  I did it quick but thorough, drying 

off, putting on a shirt, clean boxers, and my pants.  Slipped into my boots and headed out of the trailer. 
 
Johnny and Sophira were sitting at my old picnic table, which was on my new patio.  I sat across 

from them. 
 
“I should be safe,” I told them.  Fairy dust burned them, or worse.  They were dark path 

creatures, but on our side.  My visitor on the other hand...  I shook my head.  “I don’t know what to do 
about the bedding -- if I just spray it with fairy dust, I’m afraid it will burst into flame!” 

 
Sophira hissed, “Do nothing for now -- I have called for help.  Tell us!” 
 
I rested my elbows on the table.  Four in the morning!  Quarter moon, stars bright. 
 
“She...  She came to me first in a dream, but quickly I was awake and she was here with me.  She 

came as a dryad, yet I knew she was not a dryad.  Her skin was green and soft, but dry and smooth, not 
the slick dampness of a dryad.  Her scent was wrong -- it wasn’t that verdant sex-laden dryad scent -- 
her scent was sex-laden, all right, but -- Elna!  It was Elna’s scent!” I cried. 

 
“You are certain of this?” Sophira demanded. 
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“Yes!  It was like imitating a dryad, starting with Elna’s scent!  And her breasts, they were so 

full, like last week...”  I took another few deep breaths. 
 
“Last week?” Sophira questioned. 
 
I nodded.  “Last week the dryads, real dryads, visited -- with their newborn daughters, the ones 

Al and I fathered.  Johnny gave me a call, to have Joe open the Portal.  Two of them came through, two 
of my three, to show me the little ones.”  I managed to laugh.  “I measured and weighed the little ones, 
and the moms, and got pictures.  Then one of them handed off her daughter to the other one and pulled 
me to a breast.  The rest you can guess -- she filled me and rode me, the other one took her turn and 
wore me out, and I had to wash that damn futon cover again!  Two nights later, the succubus twins, the 
ones you introduced me to, visited.  They were much more soothing...” 

 
“Tonight?” she demanded, eyes narrowed. 
 
Closed my eyes for a moment, trying to figure out if I had anything left in my intestines to blow 

into my pants.  I thought I was safe.  “She came as a dryad, but she wasn’t a dryad -- she held me, 
teasing me, and took me the first time as I emptied one of her breasts.  She took me again with the other 
side.  I was wiped out, but she teased me, running her body over me, her breasts and her snatch, and she 
took me again ...” 

 
A memory popped into my head.  “Damn!  Elna!” I cried out. 
 
“Tell us!” Sophira commanded. 
 
“I...  I just remembered; it just came back to me...  When I was with Elna, after she hurt my 

shoulder, she was so upset.  She took me back to bed to make it up to me...  She spread me out on my 
back and told me she would make it up to me.  She started sliding up and down my body, teasing me, 
but when she buried my head between her breasts, it was with those little flowers, as well as her scent!  
And she was whispering to me, telling me something, her voice feeling really far away...  Those flowers 
-- I melted, so relaxed.  She rocked me, talking still?  I don’t know, her voice was so far away.  She 
started teasing me again, sliding up and down my body, but this time it was more than her breasts!  I was 
so hungry for her, and she slid her snatch up to me!  I could smell her, almost taste her!  Something 
happened, and she slid down, taking me inside her suddenly.  I think, maybe Kal came in?  She rode me, 
and as I got close, she was talking again...  But I think she tried, she came close -- I could smell her, and 
was so hungry for her...” 

 
Sophira looked furious!  She reached over the table and grasped the sides of my head, her eyes 

glowing.  Suddenly where her hands touched me felt like my skin was crawling with ants or burning...  
She took the visions from me, looking through me, reliving that time with Elna... 

 
She pulled away. 
 
I closed my eyes for a moment, taking a breath.  When I opened them, her hands were smoking! 
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“Sophira!” I cried. 
 
She smiled grimly.  “Your enchantment continues to protect you, unfortunately, even from me.”  

She stared at her hands, flexing them slowly, and they returned to normal.  She looked to Johnny, then to 
me.  “She tried to bind you -- to taste her, in that state, had she continued...” 

 
I nodded.  “For life; I’ve been told.  Damn.  That was close!” 
 
“Indeed!  Now continue!  Tonight!  I do not wish to do that again!” 
 
“Nor do I wish you to suffer,” I told her.  I took another breath.  “The third time, sliding her body 

up and down mine and saying something, chanting, I didn’t understand it.  She took me and rode me, 
taking me to the edge, holding me there, keeping me there...” 

 
“Close your eyes!” Sophira commanded. 
 
I closed my eyes and felt a cold darkness pass.  Her help had arrived. 
 
“Continue!” she commanded, “Eyes closed, continue now!” 
 
It felt like something struck the center of my forehead, knocking me back. 
 
But I fell into another world.  Reliving it, the one on top of me, riding me, chanting, holding me 

at the edge.  At the edge, wanting to come, needing to come.  She said her Name, and I needed to come 
even more!  Each time she said her Name, my need burned more!  Say it!  Say it!  Say it, she 
commanded with a laugh, tormenting me with pleasure, repeating her Name yet again. 

 
I screamed -- but not her Name. 
 
Falling again, falling forward, I blinked my eyes open, my head on the picnic table.  I’d come in 

my pants, and it hurt.  I sat up, shaken.  Two wraith shadows hovered near, a cold wind sweeping 
through and the stars dimming momentarily.  Sophira looked at one of the wraiths and it flowed away, 
through the side of the trailer and into it. 

 
The wraith flowed out of the trailer, and hovered at Sophira’s side for a moment before returning 

to its place behind me. 
 
“Your abode has been cleansed of her presence,” Sophira told me with a tight smile.  “We have 

her Name, and her Essence.”  Her countenance filled with wrath and vengeance, and when she spoke, 
her voice was cold and hard.  “We have what we need...” she said, looking up into the night sky. 

 
She turned to Johnny.  “Where is el brujo?” she demanded. 
 
Johnny stuck his nose up into the air, snarled, and vanished!  A few seconds later, one of the 

wraiths vanished as well! 
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Sophira turned to me again.  “You must not sleep until this has ended!  Do you understand, 
mortal!” 

 
“I understand, Mistress,” I told her. 
 
She looked up at the sky.  She closed her eyes and her countenance softened. 
 
She looked at me and smiled.  “You bring so much into our lives!” 
 
I couldn’t help but laugh.  “I am sorry, Mistress...” 
 
Softer, she said, “We...” 
 
Johnny reappeared, laughing. 
 
Joe tumbled out of midair, landing on the ground, rolling on his side, laying there panting. 
 
Sophira extended a hand towards him, and chuckled.  She looked to me and said, “They ... 

distracted him...” 
 
“He’s unhurt, and not tampered with?” 
 
“Only the physical.  They did not want to leave any magical clues, but again,” she looked to 

Johnny and smiled.  Johnny smiled and bowed.  “But again,” she continued, “we have what we need!” 
 
She looked at Joe and shook her head, sighing.  She looked to the other wraith, who whispered 

away. 
 
“Need for what?” I had to ask. 
 
She smiled. 
 
I didn’t like that smile, but I had the feeling some others would like it even less. 
 
“We have what we need to loosen these knots...” 
 
Both wraiths reappeared. 
 
I felt ... something, and looked to my right, to the mesquite which formed a natural fence along 

the little rise on that side of the property. 
 
A female mountain lion, an old one I didn’t recognize, walked from the mesquite to Sophira. 
 
I could feel the power in her!  She turned and looked at me with flashing green eyes. 
 
“I am honored, mi abuela,” I whispered, hoping she would take “Grandmother” as a sign of 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 174 

respect. 
 
The cat looked back to Sophira. 
 
“Protect this place,” she told the cat, “Especially him.” 
 
“Please,” I added. 
 
Sophira gave me a fierce smile. 
 
The cat walked to the trailer. 
 
I watched as she circled the trailer, then the house, and then headed to the old barn. 
 
“What now?” I asked. 
 
Sophira managed a smile, with an edge on it.  “You should clean up.  You may launder things as 

is your custom.  He,” she gestured to Joe, “will recover.  Stay alert and do not sleep!  Do not close your 
eyes for long!  And do not leave this place!”  Her smile shifted.  She nodded to the wraiths, who moved 
away.  She nodded to Johnny, and stood up. 

 
I stood up as well.  Yeah, I needed to change my clothes again, and might as well shower. 
 
“We will return with the setting sun.  You will find the evening ... entertaining.” 
 
“How may I repay my guardian?” I asked. 
 
She smiled more.  “Check her.  You can give her some of your fairy dust.  She will spend the 

daylight hours by the barn.”  Her smile faded.  “You should be safe, but one can never be sure.  She will 
protect you.  Please ... do not do anything silly.” 

 
I sighed.  “I look forward to seeing the sun rise tomorrow.” 
 
She smiled once more.  “And many days after that, my friend,” she said in a softer voice. 
 
With a nod, she vanished.  The wraiths were gone, too. 
 
“I get the feeling someone’s in for a surprise,” I told Johnny, “and they aren’t going to like it!” 
 
His grin confirmed it.  “Dat for sure!  She ain’t been dis mad in a long, long time!  And hoo, I be 

glad o dat!”  He cackled.  “Like she say -- don’t do nuttin stupid -- I got tings ta do!”  He wagged a long 
bony finger at me and vanished. 

 
The morning breeze carried his usual slightly sulfurous smoke away from me. 
 
“Ah well... Always things to do,” I agreed, picking up Joe and carrying him back to the trailer.  
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He was pretty much covered with sweat; must have been some distraction!  I put him on his footstool.  
His breathing and pulse were regular.  I stripped and showered, again.  Dried off, and spritzed my happy 
bits with fairy dust, again.  Felt okay this time.  Gave some to Joe.  Dressed and stripped the bed. 

 
Going through the trailer, I passed a bowl of fruit on the table.  Except the stuff in the bowl 

looked like it was a few hundred years old...  I put my laundry load down and checked the refrigerator.  
Nope, everything in there looked okay.  Tortillas in the cupboard?  Looked fine. 

 
Loaded up the washing machine on the back porch and got it started.  I’ll do an extra rinse cycle 

with some fairy dust in the fabric softener dispenser, just for grins. 
 
Turned and the big cat was sitting on her haunches looking at me. 
 
I sighed.  The things we do...  “Thank you, Grandmother, for protecting me,” I told her.  “May I 

check you?” I asked. 
 
She rolled to her back. 
 
Okay, guess it’s safe...  I approached carefully.  I did a brief survey; a good healthy beast, then 

started checking in more detail, starting with the paws.  Her front paws were in good shape.  Her left 
rear had a burr between the toes.  Looked like it had been there for a while, but not long enough to be 
really embedded.  Right rear was clean.  Ears, eyes, mouth all clean. 

 
I moved back to her head.  “Grandmother, I need some things to take care of you.  I will be right 

back.” 
 
I moved slowly, getting the small kit from the trailer.  Joe was still flaked out. 
 
I clipped some of her hair and tested it with the fairy dust; no reaction.  I spread her toes a bit and 

sprayed the affected area with a concentrated solution.  I got a long sigh, which brought a smile to my 
face.  Holding the toes spread a bit with one hand, I got a pair of six inch curved hemostats with the 
other.  “Grandmother, I am going to remove the burr now.  Please do not move.”  Please do not slash me 
open, is more like it!  Spraying the area with fairy dust beforehand should have helped.  Pulled the burr, 
and it looked intact.  Examined the area with a bright light and magnifier, and didn’t see anything.  
Checked the rest of her toes, then re-sprayed the area with fairy dust. 

 
Moving back to her head, I sprayed eyes and ears, and her teeth.  Switching heads on the sprayer, 

I monitored her breathing, and gave her some up the nostrils as she inhaled. 
 
I put things back in my bag. 
 
“Thank you, Grandmother,” I told her.  “that should be much better.” 
 
She rolled up to sitting again.  I was sitting on the patio, done with locally made pavers.  We 

were just about eye to eye.  She put a paw on my right leg, with some weight, then withdrew it. 
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“I will set out a water dish with more fairy dust in it by the old barn,” I told her.  I needed to 
restock the trailer, and wanted to mix up some more concentrated Gatorade for me. 

 
She stood and padded off silently. 
 
Setting things down in the trailer, I told the still flaked-out Joe, “I feel safer, don’t know about 

you...” 
 
Went to the main clinic and got a stainless water dish for her.  Set it in a secluded spot behind the 

shed, a good concentrated solution of fairy dust.  Heading back to the trailer, I heard her drinking. 
 
About six in the morning!  What an exciting day!  Did my extra rinse thing with fairy dust on my 

laundry, and nothing exploded or even burst into flame...  Made more Gatorade, with extra fairy dust, 
and decided to do tortillas and scrambled eggs with bacon and cheese. 

 
That woke Joe -- I fixed him a small plate.  “You get ambushed last night?” I asked him. 
 
“And how!” he told me. 
 
“You missed the fun around here, but tonight should be interesting...” 
 
“Oh?” he asked. 
 
I just smiled.  “While you were sleeping it off, Sophira brought in backup -- a big cat.  I’d stay in 

the trailer today if I were you.” 
 
He perked up at that! 
 
We were looking out the window as she walked around the clinic, then the house, and then the 

trailer again.  She paused and turned to look right at us for a moment, then continued. 
 
Joe whispered, “Por Dios!” 
 
“Sophira brought her in to protect us,” I told him. 
 
He looked at me.  “Is it that bad?” 
 
“Don’t know, Joe.  Sophira is pissed, that much I know.  This one is good?” I asked him. 
 
He shook his head.  “She is an Elder -- I am nothing next to her!” 
 
Humility, from Joe?  She must be something special!  “Joe, you’re watching my back.  If Sophira 

wants her here, I want you looking out, too.” 
 
He nodded.  “Si mi hijo.” 
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I guess she headed back to the barn before the construction crews showed up.  I usually talked 
with Marty and walked the job in the morning.  “Joe, what’s protected, and what isn’t?  Where am I 
safe?” 

 
“Inside a building is good, close to them or on the paths is good.  Inside the fence is good, but 

not as strong.  And I watch.  Everything feels fine.  She is watching.” 
 
“I called her mi abuela -- that okay?”  Grandmother, it felt like a title of respect. 
 
Joe chorped.  “Si -- she likes that, and she likes you.  She hasn’t met many gringos who didn’t 

pee their pants and run.  She likes being treated with respect.  Oh, she likes tamales, tambien.” 
 
I stood up.  “Tamales it is for lunch, then.  I’ll bring them to her.  I’m going to talk to Marty.” 
 
Marty is good to work with.  He talks straight, treats his subs well, but doesn’t take crap from 

them.  They expected to get the steel for the walkway and parking area covers; parts would be skinned 
with wood to make it blend in.  Bill’s electrical crew was going to install the transfer switches and other 
goodies on the main clinic and house panes over the weekend; they’d have to drop power for a few 
hours to do that, but had already run temporary lines to keep the refrigerators going; I had some things 
that needed to be kept cold. 

 
The day went pretty smoothly.  I had an early lunch, going to the trailer and heating up some 

tamales for my guardian and taking them to her, replenishing her water bowl, before I ate. 
 
I sat a ways off and watched her eat the tamales -- I’d heated four for her, which she ate slowly.  

When she finished, she walked over to me and rubbed her face against my chest, purring loudly. 
 
“You are very welcome, Grandmother,” I told her, and headed back for my own lunch. 
 
Some of my patients that afternoon, though, took a sniff of me and weren’t sure... 
 
Late afternoon, construction crews gone for the day, clinic closed, cleaned up, and ready for 

another day.  Back in the trailer, I was re-filling my drink bottles, loading them with powdered Gatorade 
and fairy dust before adding water.  Yeah, more fairy dust, a lot more...  Add water and shake. 

 
“Joe, things don’t feel right,” I said out loud, but he wasn’t anywhere to be seen. 
 
I was feeling spooked.  I figured I’d be less spooked in the old barn.  Slipped one drink bottle 

into my back pocket, and took a sip from the other.  Did I want my 9mm with the silver and malachite 
slugs?  Do I want to be carrying if I’m spooked?  Tidied up and left the trailer, closing it after me. 

 
I turned and looked past the clinic building to the new parking area -- Judy?  It looked like Judy 

Drenker was standing there, holding a cat.  Penelope? 
 
I took a few steps closer, but things felt wrong.  Judy didn’t have tits like that -- way too big.  No 

car around, and the cat was wrong, too; she... 
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“Something’s wrong with Penelope,” the pseudo-Judy said.  The voice was close...  “Please help 

her...” 
 
I took another step, coming around the outside of the clinic, still on the path. 
 
And watched a blur fly by as the big cat attacked them, snarling, claws and teeth bared! 
 
The cat jumped from Judy’s arms and came at me! 
 
I flipped open the top on my sports bottle and squeezed as the thing approached, hitting it in the 

face. 
 
It screamed and recoiled, smoking and bursting into flame!  I stayed on the walkway and 

emptied the bottle onto it as it writhed on the ground, smoking and burning, throwing off a truly hellish 
stench.  When that bottle was empty, I dropped it and pulled out my second one, spraying it as it tried to 
flop away from me. 

 
A shadow coming close -- I jumped back! 
 
Wings and talons, Joe swooped down, picking up the writhing beast and carrying it away. 
 
Meanwhile, the pseudo-Judy had changed to something gray and very un-Judy-like, and was not 

doing well against an enraged and very protective mountain lion! 
 
I ran back to the trailer and grabbed the 9mm -- I kept it loaded with silver.  Damn, I should keep 

silver deer slugs in the shotgun!  Grabbed the spare 9mm magazine of silver and ran back. 
 
The cat was doing tremendous damage, but was up against another magical creature. 
 
“Grandmother!” I shouted. 
 
The cat unleashed a flurry of claws and teeth, dropping the gray demon to hands and knees.  The 

cat backed off a step, and I put four into the demon’s chest as the cat screamed at it.  It dropped to the 
ground and I double-tapped the head. 

 
Something landed with a thud next to it -- the remains of the cat-beast.  It moved, so I gave it a 

double-tap, and it stopped moving.  “Joe -- should I get more fairy dust?” I shouted. 
 
“No, hijo!” he called back from the air. 
 
Grandmother, the big cat, backed up a few steps.  She gave a cry that sent shivers through me, 

and the two bodies on the ground in front of her, the objects of her fury, burst into an unearthly flame.  
She circled them, screaming in rage, the flame consuming the bodies responding, until there was nothing 
left. 
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“Hijo!  The barn!  Now!” Joe yelled. 
 
I picked up my empty water bottles and trotted for the old barn. 
 
Grandmother followed us inside.  I could see scratches and more on her.  I grabbed gloves and a 

kit, and a bigger fairy dust sprayer. 
 
“Grandmother, in here, please,” I asked, going into the big carnivore room.  She followed.  I 

patted the heavy duty stainless exam table, and she hopped up.  40 kilos?  I turned on the high-intensity 
exam lights. 

 
“Thank you, Grandmother, for protecting us,” I told her as I checked her over.  The scratches I 

sprayed with fairy dust, using the end of a silver-plated retractor to spread the spray.  It crackled at first, 
but I soon saw it was working.  I checked and cleaned her claws, then her teeth, spraying her paws, 
mouth, eyes, ears, and head generously.  She opened her mouth and let me spray her more. 

 
I turned to get another retractor, and she hopped off the table.  She looked back to me for a 

moment, then padded off.  “Thank you!” I called to her. 
 
I cleaned things up quickly.  I wanted to make more fairy dust solution, more concentrated. 
 
A feeling -- I turned. 
 
Johnny coming in the door.  “Whaddap?” he asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t know what happened, Johnny, but it wasn’t pretty, and the good news 

is that it didn’t work.  Something appeared, trying to lure me closer, but Grandmother took on one, I 
poured fairy dust on the other one, which Joe hauled off, and that gave me a chance to get my gun, 
loaded with silver.  Grandmother cleaned up.  It was intense!” 

 
I turned and now Sophira was in the room as well.  She sighed.  “You are untouched!” 
 
“Thanks to Grandmother,” I told her. 
 
She smiled.  “And thanks to your own actions.  You did well; so did el brujo.” 
 
I nodded.  “I want deer slugs in silver.  Do they know we’re on to them?  Is this going to be more 

of a battle?  And how did those two get inside the fence?  I thought everything inside the fence was 
protected?  What was that gray thing?” 

 
Sophira’s smile was gone.  “The entity was powerful, able to cross the first defense.  They could 

not cross the second; that is why they tried to lure you out, which would have been most unfortunate.” 
 
I shook my head.  “I wasn’t going to leave the walkway.” 
 
“That was a wise decision, as was your decision to use the silver.  You recognized the entity as a 
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fraud -- how?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Many things.  Was it a kind of succubus?” 
 
“Yes, it was.”  She smiled, a chilling smile.  “Few mortals see them that way.” 
 
I nodded; and fewer live to tell about it, I’m sure.  “Many things were wrong, out of proportion, 

or didn’t make sense.  Plus, I’d had the feeling for a while that things were just wrong.  I was spooked 
and headed for the barn when they appeared, and Grandmother jumped in!” 

 
“She is unhurt?” 
 
“Scratches and small cuts.  I just finished going over her, cleaning the wounds and spraying them 

with a highly concentrated solution of fairy dust, same for her mouth and eyes.  I’ll load up her water 
dish again.  Seems to be responding well.” 

 
Sophira smiled once more.  “You are a professional healer.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  “Who just unloaded a lot of silver slugs.” 
 
Her smile shifted.  “That was a wise decision...” 
 
“I have to agree...” 
 
I loaded my trays back on to the cart.  “What now?  I was going to refill my bottles -- I’ve been 

drinking a lot of fairy dust and Gatorade today.” 
 
“Continue with that.  We will continue with the preparation.  Do not come into the central area 

until you are called.” 
 
“As you wish,” I told her with a slight bow. 
 
She returned the bow, turned, and left. 
 
I pushed the cart back to clean-up and restocked it.  When I moved to mix more stuff to drink, 

Johnny pulled back a few more meters.  “Johnny, just what are we up against?  I get the feeling these 
aren’t your entry-level ghoulies we’re dealing with.” 

 
He laughed loud and long.  “Ya got dat right, Doc!  Da ringleader, she’s really up dere, an da one 

youse just took care of, she wuz no damn slouch either -- I sure wouldn’t want ta take ‘em on alone!” 
 
“Johnny, are you saying that we’re dealing with entities stronger than you?” 
 
He smiled and shook his head.  “Doc...” he said quietly, “you tink I’m sumpin special.  Ol’ 

Johnny is just an old vampire.  Look at it like da army -- I’m da old sarge what been around forever, not 
too damn bright but seen a lot o shit...  Now Sophira -- she da four star General for sure!” 
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I sighed and nodded -- a new context for me to consider!  “Why me, Johnny -- why would she be 

interested in me?” 
 
Johnny shook his head and laughed low.  He looked at me and said, “Doc, ya make tings 

interesting...” 
 
I chuckled.  “She said something like that.  Okay, what’s next?  What’s my role in the goings on 

tonight?” 
 
Johnny smiled.  I didn’t like that smile. 
 
“Oh, you gonna be right in da thick of it, Doc!” 
 
“Bait?” I surmised. 
 
He nodded, a slightly pensive look on his face.  “Ya, but well protected -- Doc, if sumpin can get 

ta you tonight, we all in deep shit!  Sophira she’s bringin in da heavyweights...”  He sighed and shook 
his head.  “And I gotta get back ta work too, Doc -- don’t ya worry; you do okay, you always do.  Stick 
to your office.  Da crew for you be commin in soon ta get ya ready.  We all see da sun come up in da 
morning, Doc.”  He smiled again, a fierce smile.  “Well, all but one...  Don’t tink she gonna see it...  I 
gotta get back ta work!” 

 
I finished cleaning up and went back to my office.  I reviewed and revised my entries on dryads, 

particularly the effect pregnant dryads had on others... 
 
Sophira came in some time later.  Two behind her?  They stepped in, a human (vampire?) and a 

Yeti, both wearing robes! 
 
“Bin” Sophira introduced the Yeti, “and Tana,” introducing the other, “will prepare you.  Obey 

them if you wish to see the sun rise!”  With that she swept out of the room. 
 
I stood, stepped around to the side of my desk, and bowed.  “I am at your service.”  From where 

I stood, I could catch a glance of the mirror.  Tana’s robe had a reflection, but Tana didn’t! 
 
“Disrobe,” Tana told me.  Their dark robes were covered in interesting symbols. 
 
I got undressed, folding my clothes on a corner of the desk.  As I did, Tana marked out a circle 

on the office floor with a pointed stick, a circle about as big as you could do in the room, big enough to 
hold the three of us.  The floor glowed brightly where the stick touched it, fading to a dimmer but still 
visible glowing line.  She spoke softly as she drew the circle, then started annotating it. 

 
I’d never seen Yeti wearing anything.  Well, most of the time they’d seen me, I wasn’t wearing 

anything either...  I caught a whiff of Bin -- different family?  Smelled nice... 
 
Tana finished her drawing.  She looked to me and said, “Enter the pattern and raise your...”  She 
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frowned, shaking her head, and added, “Not that...” 
 
Must have been that whiff of Bin that I caught. 
 
Bin chuckled, and Tana shook her head, Bin approached and turned me so my back was to them.  

“Raise your arms,” she said, and when I did, she said something in a language I don’t understand, and I 
felt something touch the base of my skull. 

 
I floated in a dream.  The three of us inside the circle, they spoke and chanted, drawing on my 

body with their sticks.  Wands?  Must be. 
 
They gave me a white robe covered with symbols and had me lay on my back in the center of the 

circle. 
 
They sat at my sides, chanting and touching me with their wands, their voices feeling far away at 

times. 
 
A touch to my forehead, and my shoulder flared in pain again.  They sounded angry!  But they 

weren’t angry with me.  They touched my shoulder and the pain faded as I floated in their voices again. 
 
Stepping out of the circle with them, back to the world...  My head was clear.  The clock showed 

half past eight.  This time of year, sunset was a little after seven in the evening. 
 
We went around the back to the stockroom and my prep area.  I laid out lines of straight fairy 

dust for Bin and me, and another pair for someone else.  I filled a two liter sprayer with concentrated 
fairy dust solution, as requested.  I visited the loo, and I think my guests did as well.  Bin and I had more 
fairy dust, and then went to join the others. 

 
It was time.  We entered the large part of the barn, where we had the Portal.  The area was full of 

activity, and was full of a weird, eerie tension -- electricity, sharp edges in the air, that feeling you have 
the moment before an inevitable impact... 

 
The pattern in my office had been maybe two meters in diameter.  The one here had to be at least 

ten meters!  And that was the outside circles!  Inside the main circles were a grouping of others, 
arranged inside an ellipse.  One circle inside the ellipse was large, maybe three meters, with patterns 
leading out of it and the ellipse to a smaller set of circles, and at the other end of the ellipse was a 
smaller circle, a meter and a half to two meters in diameter, and it had to be the most heavily annotated 
object in the whole thing.  There were other circles, about a meter or so in diameter, placed inside the 
main, and everything annotated in a cursive script.  Looking at the ellipse, the smaller set of circles, that 
had a very confined feeling to it -- for our honored guest?  And the big one?  Who goes there?  Where 
do I go?  Some of the sets of circles looked like they had tracks or channels between them; channels 
leading into the large circle inside the ellipse, and from that circle to a smaller circle pretty much 
opposite the nasty looking one...  And balanced between those was another set of circles with a channel 
leading from the outside.  That one seemed to have the least annotation and ornamentation of them all.  
What’s with that? 
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And around this battlezone to be, Sophira walked, head high, wearing robes the color of the night 
sky, adorned with flowing, flashing symbols.  Tana walked to her, Bin staying at my side, a strong hand 
holding me gently.  Three wraith shadows moved about, one of them drawing its wand along the 
concrete floor, inscribing yet another circle containing the set, while another wraith wrote in glowing 
script between that circle and the one inside it. 

 
Ah, think I know where Joe goes -- his stool was in one of the circles. 
 
Sophira looked to me, and Tana nodded, her head bowed. 
 
Sophira looked up in the air.  Tana backed away and returned to us. 
 
I started to speak, but Sophira took a wand from inside her robes and pointed it in the air, over 

the cast circles.  Light sprang from her wand, a cold light.  She spoke, loud and precise in a language I 
didn’t understand.  Tana and Bin took my arms and led me to a marked spot outside the circles, leading 
to the channels to the large inside circle. 

 
Joe flew in, sporting a full rack of antlers, and settled in a spot outside the circle near his stool.  

Johnny walked in, wearing a dark robe and not looking too happy, and took his spot.  The wraith 
shadows moved to particular places.  Even Grandmother, the big cat, came in and stood to our left. 

 
Another Yeti!  Another Yeti walked in, wearing a white robe, same color as mine!  I started to 

turn as she approached, but hands kept me pointed the way I’d been, into the pattern. 
 
A flash from Sophira’s wand -- a small fence appeared at the far target circle, the mean looking 

one...  Only looked a few inches high, but even if it was just meant to be symbolic, it looked nasty! 
 
Another flash, and in the center of the big circle in front of me -- a bed?  A circular, raised thing 

about two meters in diameter, maybe half a meter high, off white, hard to tell. 
 
Another flash, and Sophira called out again -- I glanced to her, and the gnarled stick she’d been 

holding had changed to a long, thin, and glowing blade! 
 
Someone is in for a rough time, and I sure hope it isn’t me! 
 
Sophira stepped into the circle, to her place, which was the small relatively unadorned circle.  

The small circle pulsed with light as she stepped into it, then glowed.  She looked to her left.  One of the 
wraiths moved in, taking its place.  Johnny, a wraith, then Joe. 

 
Our turn. 
 
The Yeti I hadn’t met stepped forward into the channel, its lines glowing, and walked to the 

circle, going to the other side of the bed thing.  It looked like she passed through a barrier, shimmering, 
as she crossed the different circles. 

 
“Stay behind me and walk in the center of the path,” Tana whispered, then started walking. 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 184 

 
Strong Yeti hands on my shoulders held me for a moment, then gently guided me forward. 
 
I stepped over the outer line, and it did feel like passing through something, like when I went 

through the Portal.  I walked behind my lead, stepping into the large circle.  Tana raised a hand and I 
stopped, facing towards Sophira.  Bin stopped a few feet to my left.  The circles around us flared and 
settled into a glow.  The lines that formed the channel we’d traversed went dark.  We were here for a 
while. 

 
The cat and the last wraith took their positions. 
 
Sophira raised her blade high and started chanting.  As she spoke, the outer circles brightened, 

and the text inscribed in them brightened momentarily, the bright portion flowing around the circle as 
she chanted.  When that portion completed, the entire text and accompanying circles flared into 
brilliance, then faded to a softer pulsing glow, alive like a fire.  That’s it, the way the lines glowed and 
flickered, they were not only animate, they felt sentient somehow.  I also got the clear feeling that 
outside those lines was not a good place to be. 

 
She repeated the process with the wraith to her right, a shorter deal, then the cat.  Interesting -- a 

channel leading from the cat’s circle to the empty one that also connected to our big one. 
 
Then to us -- many rings and much text, reading from the center outward.  When the last one was 

finished, and the whole set around us flared, Tana let out a sigh of relief, and I saw Bin and the other 
Yeti relax some as well.  Yes -- the air around us had been actinic, filled with electricity and tension, but 
now was cool and calm.  I felt better, safer.  I took a breath and let it go.  I’ll see the sun rise, or I won’t. 

 
Sophira then did the channel leading from our big circle to the smaller circle, ending with the 

smaller, still empty circle, the channel to the cat’s circle lighting up as well. 
 
Sophira continued around, saving the target circle for last. 
 
Her voice was strong and malevolent with that one, incanting with strength and malice.  The 

whole thing flared and settled into a glow that I suppose resembled hellfire.  Whatever ends up in there 
is in for trouble! 

 
Suddenly, loudly, Sophira called out, almost scaring the pee out of me!  Everything flared, 

holding its brilliance as she chanted, then returned to that almost-alive glowing state when she finished. 
 
Sophira looked to us, and said something.  Tana said, “Begin!” 
 
The Yeti across from me took off her robe, laying it on the edge of the bed, and crawled to the 

center, smiling at me. 
 
Bin took my robe and urged me forward, whispering, “Go!  Give yourself to her!” 
 
Never thought of myself as an exhibitionist before, but there’s got to be a first time... 
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The bed was soft yet firm, and my destination was smiling and holding out her arms as she 

reclined.  I took a deep breath, catching more of her scent, and lowered myself into her arms. 
 
I soon forgot about anything but her!  Her scent, the softness of her fur, the way she held me, so 

intoxicating!  I tried to give her pleasure, but she smothered me to her, wiping me out. 
 
Oh she teased and inflamed me!  Finally she impaled herself on me, smothering me once more 

between her breasts. 
 
Moving slowly, so sensuously, teasing and tormenting me, chanting all the time.  She held me at 

the edge, and I cried out for release, for more.  She moved deliciously, holding me at the edge, holding 
me at that point of inevitability, making me cry out.  The look on her face -- she was at the edge as well. 

 
In the distance I heard another voice calling, calling out something part of me recognized. 
 
There was a bright flash and momentary darkness -- then I was drowning in her softness as she 

squeezed us together and took us over the edge. 
 
My heart was still pounding as I recovered in her softness and embrace.  So intense and so good! 
 
Gradually I became aware of my surroundings again -- crashes of light and sound, one 

thundering, commanding voice with the occasional shrill reply. 
 
I remembered where I was -- holy shit!  I tried to sit up, difficult with a Yeti on top of me.  She 

held me once more and I let go for a while, letting the softness fill me.  “Thank you,” I whispered, 
hugging her as best I could. 

 
She looked me in the eyes -- she had green eyes.  “We will continue later, I promise...” 
 
We separated with a satisfying slurp, satisfying yet leaving me feeling alone again, and quite 

naked.  I started to climb off the platform, but she held me, keeping me where I was. 
 
I looked out to the battleground.  A gray female shape was caught in the trap.  She was stretched 

out as if on an invisible rack or cross, her body held and whipped by lashes of light and darkness as 
Sophira shouted at her.  Questions?  Accusations?  Not friendly, that’s for sure! 

 
The interrogation continued.  At times, Sophira swung her blade, drawing whips of light across 

the creature in the trap, whips of light that left glowing marks and filled the air with her screams.  Then 
more and more she would only need to raise the blade, and the thing in the trap would shout out, words 
tumbling out.  At one point, I’m pretty sure I heard “Elna” in there, and “Fanise.”  Looking for 
connections, chain of command?  Who’s at the bottom (or top) of this deal? 

 
Rules?  What rules?  This was for keeps... 
 
The interrogation ended?  I heard Sophira’s voice, sounding like it was coming from above us, 
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speaking softly.  Tana, the vampire, answered.  Sophira was asking and Tana was answering. 
 
Until the point where Tana said something, Sophira interrupted, and Tana continued with a much 

longer explanation. 
 
Sophira turned angrily to our guest, lashing out with her blade, shouting accusations and 

questions.  More “dialog...”  Occasionally we’d get Sophira’s voice from above us, and Tana would 
respond. 

 
Eventually Tana and Sophira were satisfied. 
 
We had a few moments of silence. 
 
Tana and Bin reaching for me, my lover helping me to my feet.  What now? 
 
“In a few moments, we’ll get you started, walk along the center of the channel to the circle.  Face 

her.  Remember, you are safe as long as you stay within the circles,” one of them whispered from behind 
me.  “Stay within the lines!” hissed the other 

 
The channels from our circle, and the cat’s, lit up, as did the smaller target circle they connected 

with. 
 
Sophira said something, and the cat walked slowly to the smaller circle and sat on its haunches. 
 
Sophira spoke again, and we heard her not only from around us, but from above us.  “Go,” the 

two behind me said, “Stay within the lines!” 
 
Naked as the day I was born...  I stepped through the lines into the channel, that feeling of 

passing through something.  Controlling my breathing, I walked to the small circle and stood by the cat. 
 
She leaned up against me for a moment and purred. 
 
I sighed.  “Thank you, Grandmother,” I whispered. 
 
“Show yourself!” Sophira commanded, the first words she’d spoken that I could understand! 
 
I looked at the creature in the trap, some meters away.  She changed, from that gray form to a 

female human form, one I didn’t recognize. 
 
Sophira shouted and raised her blade, which flashed brightly. 
 
The form in the trap changed, flickering through a number of female forms until it settled into 

the form of the pseudo-dryad that had visited me. 
 
Far from being erotic, I felt my balls climbing up into my throat!  I was scared! 
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“Release what you have done!” Sophira commanded, leveling her blade at the pseudo-dryad. 
 
The pseudo-dryad bowed her head a bit, then motioned towards me with her hands.  She 

whispered something, what it was I couldn’t hear, or maybe I didn’t want to hear.  I could hear the 
almost-yowl in the throat of the cat next to me, a sound I knew meaning the cat was not just prepared to 
strike, but was holding back from striking. 

 
But when the demon stopped talking, the fear I’d felt was gone; it felt like a rope around my 

chest had been untied.  I took a breath and let it out in a sigh.  The cat gave a quiet cough. 
 
“Return,” Sophira’s voice came to us. 
 
I turned, looking back to the two yetis and the vampire in the larger circle.  They had their hands 

out, urging me. 
 
I turned, suddenly dizzy.  I put out my hand... 
 
The cat screamed, pushing me!  I fell to all fours -- in the circle. 
 
I was dizzy, panting, trying to hold myself up as I heard Sophira scream out and saw shadows 

cast by the flashing of light from her blade as the pseudo-dryad shouted then screamed in agony. 
 
I looked around -- the wraiths were agitated, flowing up inside expanding cones of light 

anchored on the circles on the floor. 
 
“Here!  Come here!” voices called to me. 
 
I looked down the tunnel, the channel, to see them beckoning me.  Someone bumped me from 

behind, turning me -- the cat. 
 
Works for her, might work for me!  She turned me, and on all fours I crawled, slowly, between 

the bright pulsing lines of light, fighting dizziness and weakness as I went.  It was like climbing uphill, 
climbing in a dream, so hard to move.  But I had to do it -- and I would, one step at a time, one 
movement at a time, a hand, a leg, the other hand, the other leg, stay between the lines and move 
forward, forward, forward, keep moving forward!  Shadows flurrying around me, something dark beside 
me, things dark and hungry, but outside the lines -- keep moving! 

 
My hands pushing through, like pushing through a bubble, into a space that felt cool, moving my 

legs, left knee then right, being pulled into that cool space. 
 
I let go, my eyes closing.  Soon I was on a soft surface, surrounded by soft Yeti.  I tried to hold 

on.  She pulled me closer, hiding my head from the clashes of light, from the screaming and shouting. 
 
She held me, and I let go. 
 
I opened my eyes, on my back, in the middle of the old barn?  It took me a moment to remember, 
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but I did, with a gasp.  A furry Yeti arm moved across my chest to keep me from sitting up.  Soft fur but 
a strong arm. 

 
She helped me sit up when I’d recovered more. 
 
I looked around in wonder.  The normal barn lights were on.  The wraiths were gone.  The trap, 

the cage -- I looked to where it had been.  Nothing.  The floor -- all those lines, pulsing and glowing!  
Gone.  Joe, Sophira, the big cat -- standing in the middle of the floor.  And around me, two Yeti, and a 
vampire. 

 
“Thank you,” I told my lover.  I looked to the other two.  “Thank you.” 
 
They helped me stand; I was shaky.  I got to wear a robe, at least.  The others approached. 
 
“Thank you Mistress,” I told Sophira, bowing, being held up by two Yeti. 
 
She raised my head with a hand.  She smiled and shook her head.  “I told you it would be 

entertaining...” 
 
“Yes, Mistress, you did!” I agreed. 
 
Her smile grew.  “We will talk tomorrow.  We will all see the sun rise.  They will take you back 

to your abode.  You did well, mortal.” 
 
As she turned, I said once more, “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
She glanced at me once more and smiled. 
 
She walked to Johnny, and actually kissed him on the forehead! 
 
She stepped back, bowed to us all, and vanished. 
 
I did the collapsing thing again. 
 
I wanted my clothes from the office.  Fine, Tana got them.  Bin and the other Yeti walked/carried 

me back to the trailer, lead by the cat, followed by Joe.  They dumped me on my bed. 
 
Damn, but I felt safe! 
 
At least until two Yeti climbed into bed with me, and I wasn’t sure how sturdy the bed was... 
 
Soft fur trailing across my body, green eyes taking in mine.  “I said we would continue...” 
 
Her name was Mika.  She took me again; they both took me, but gently, joyously, sharing and 

enjoying. 
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I was on top of Mika, on my back, with Bin on top of me, holding my eyes in hers, chanting and 
moving, chanting and moving, drawing me deeper and deeper into her, melting into her, falling into her 
eyes as we came... 

 
In the morning, pre-dawn, teased and suckled, inflamed and ridden, then held once more, held 

and rocked, once more falling into those yellow-green eyes, Bin’s eyes. 
 
Waking to another set of eyes peering into mine... 
 
Joe. 
 
“It’s late, patrón,” he said. 
 
I groaned.  “How late?” 
 
“Almost eight.  Crews are here working.” 
 
I could hear the air compressor, a circular saw, the mixed English-Spanish of the construction 

site. 
 
“Okay, Joe, I’m getting up.”  I sat up, between two Yeti.  My head hurt.  Not bad, but it hurt.  

“Hey!” I said, a little too loud for my head.  “We’re still alive!” 
 
“Wonder what chase us now,” Joe muttered as he hopped off. 
 
“Don’t wanna know,” I replied.  I started to get up, but was pulled back, pulled back and held 

between two Yeti, traded between them for a last round of kissing and snuggling. 
 
But I made it up, got dressed, and even managed to brush out my hair.  Checking the refrigerator 

-- all out of Gatorade; have to mix some in the office. 
 
Marty saw me and walked over.  He was about three feet away when I heard the phone ringing, 

the office line -- must be eight in the morning!  Yes, Maria’s car was parked in her usual spot.  Rang 
again -- should I run back to the trailer?  I held up a hand. 

 
A sneeze -- I looked to Marty, who had his hands up to his face, sneezing repeatedly! 
 
“Catch you in a few,” I told him, and ran for the clinic door. 
 
Inside, Maria was at the desk.  She nodded, phone at her ear, and said, “He just walked in -- hold 

on just a moment.”  She put the phone down and picked up her headset, putting it in place. 
 
“Good morning -- I overslept,” I told her. 
 
She nodded.  “Sara on line 1, frantic.” 
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“Got it -- in my office, thanks.” 
 
I picked up the phone in my office.  “Sara, this is Doctor Bob.  What’s the matter?” 
 
“That bastard gargled my Molly this morning!  I woke up to that awful noise, and they kept at it 

for another half an hour!  What am I going to do!” 
 
I looked at the calendar.  Hooray!  It’s Friday!  “Sara, we’ll take care of you.  Were George and 

the crew out yesterday?”  They’d been visiting Tuesdays and Thursdays to take post-vasectomy samples 
from Chester, and measure the girls. 

 
“No, they were here Tuesday, and late Wednesday he called and let me know they wouldn’t be 

out again until Tuesday, going to once a week.  My poor Molly!” 
 
Yeah...  “Sara, I’m going to call George, and send him an e-mail, to see what their sampling is 

showing.  I’ll get back to you by lunch time, okay?  It’s going to be okay, Sara -- worst case, I’ll come 
out in the next few days and load her up with hormones to prevent the pregnancy.  Okay?  Have you 
checked on them?” 

 
“Not yet.  I woke to that horrible noise...” 
 
I managed not to laugh.  “Only horrible to you, Sara...” 
 
She sighed.  “I guess so...  I’ll check on them, and try not to beat that bastard.  Talk to you later.” 
 
“Later, Sara...” 
 
I hung up and logged on to my desktop computer.  As I started e-mail I brought up George’s 

phone number at the Vet school and called him.  Voicemail.  I left him a message describing what was 
going on, looking for good news on Chester’s test results.  Sent him an e-mail with the same message. 

 
Went back to the front desk.  Maria looked like she’d settled into her routine. 
 
“Sorry, didn’t sleep well last night, and overslept,” I apologized. 
 
She frowned and looked at the calendar.  “We don’t have anything scheduled until nine.” 
 
I smiled and headed for the door.  “I can take a hint -- I’ll go shower.” 
 
“Good idea,” I thought I heard her mutter. 
 
When I got to the trailer, the Yeti were gone.  So was Joe.  Opened the top vent and the back 

window to air it out some.  As I was starting the shower, it hit me -- this is the histamine response!  
Marty sneezing as I got close?  I was still loaded with Yeti!  And to me, it was damn nice!  

 
I showered and dressed, putting on clean clothes.  I’ll watch for that now!  Made up a batch of 
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fortified Gatorade and drank about half of it.  Picked up the cordless phone and left the trailer again. 
 
Tracked down Marty. 
 
He was okay, and apologized.  “Haven’t had an attack like that since we visited Vancouver!  

When I was growing up in L.A. my dad used to say it was the snot weed blooming...” 
 
We went over things.  Power shutdown tomorrow afternoon for about half an hour; they’d move 

the clinic refrigerators to the temporary circuit first.  The trailer was already on the temporary.  He 
showed me where the new switch gear had been installed, inspected, and signed off.  It would let me 
spin my electrical meter backwards, and if the grid failed, it was smart enough not to send power down 
the wires, which could surprise linemen working down the road. 

 
The new walls on the house were framed with two by sixes, and outside that was a layer of 

strand board, then three inches of foam, and the siding!  All the walls, even interior ones, were getting 
insulation, as were the floors and ceilings.  Real forced-air heating and air conditioning, too!  The 
outsides would be buttoned up in the next few days, and they’d be working inside, and on the roof. 

 
I made it back to the clinic for our scheduled and unscheduled clients.  Got an e-mail from one of 

George’s students, confirming that Chester was shooting blanks, and they’d recheck Tuesday, but he’d 
had clean samples on two successive tests. 

 
I called Sara.  “Sara, this is Bob.  Good news -- Chester is shooting blanks.  How are they 

doing?” 
 
She sighed.  “Well, that’s good news.  They’re doing fine.  It’s sickening, actually, the way she 

nuzzles him, and as they walk around she gives him ‘Hello sailor!’ bumps!  My sweet Molly!” 
 
“Sounds like everyone is having a good time, then.”  I bet she couldn’t hear my smirk. 
 
“Yes, it does.  Thanks for the good news.” 
 
“No problem, Sara...” 
 
One of our common problems comes from burrs, Nature’s diversity.  Particularly for canine 

breeds with webbing between their toes, burrs  can be nasty.  We had a return visit from one poor beastie 
we see every few months.  After cleaning up the offending spot, and having the owner watch me remove 
two more that hadn’t gotten to the bad stage yet, I went over once more what the owners really should 
be doing after they went out on walks.  As in every time!  Maybe they’ll learn.  Not betting on it! 

 
“Doctor Bob, Moira on line 2 for you!” Maria called. 
 
Moira?  “I’ll take it in my office, thanks!”  Really?  “Moira?  This is Doctor Bob,” I answered. 
 
She spoke to me -- in Yeti, which I understood!  She spoke slowly, and it took a while, at first.  It 

was the same for me speaking.  It took me a bit to get started, and I needed to work on pronunciation, 
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but it got easier as we went along. 
 
She’d gotten a short debrief from Bin and Mika on their return.  From the terms she used, Bin 

was a sorceress, and Mika an enchantress.  Before I could ask, she told me her daughters, Val and Kal, 
had volunteered to help, but Sophira and the Yeti Elders had not allowed it -- if anything had gone 
wrong, their sons could have been lost as well.  I understood.  I was also able to tell her, in the Yeti 
tongue, how much I loved her daughters, and how much I looked forward to being with them again. 

 
She told me she would pass that along, and I might see them -- Bin would be visiting for the next 

few nights to complete my language lessons; they’d started early since they had the chance. 
 
I had so many more questions about what went on, but Moira told me Sophira or Tana would 

answer those.  The good news was that things had been cleaned up, and everyone and their future 
children were fine.  Including Elna?  Yes, including Elna.  Moira was very glad she’d had an elder 
sorceress protect me; Sophira had thanked her for that.  If anything, this whole incident had drawn a 
number of groups closer together.  And as Sophira had mentioned, I made life so interesting! 

 
We both laughed at that.  I told Moira I was looking forward to a lot of more boring time with 

her daughters.  She let me know they were as well... 
 
“You still look beat,” Maria told me around eleven in the morning.  “Why don’t you take an 

early lunch -- we don’t have any appointments until one, and we’re done by four, I hope.  It’s been a 
long week.” 

 
“Good idea; thanks.”  She had no idea! 
 
Walked back to the trailer.  Chicken enchiladas and salsa verde... 
 
When I stepped into the trailer, Tana, the vampire sorceress, was sitting at the table. 
 
“Good morning, Mistress,” I greeted her.  She looked young.  Hard to tell just how old she was. 
 
“Good morning, Doctor -- it was especially good to see the sun rise this morning!” 
 
“Yes, it was -- care to tell me what happened?  I’m still not sure.” 
 
She nodded.  “That’s why I’m here; Mistress Sophira is still cleaning up.” 
 
I got the package of enchiladas from the fridge.  “Care for an enchilada or two?” 
 
“No, thanks.” 
 
“Okay, why don’t you start from the beginning, then,” I suggested as I moved two enchiladas on 

to a plate for the microwave. 
 
“The enmity between vampires and some succubi?” 
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I gave her a look.  “Don’t know if you need to go that far, but a summary would be good.  Feels 

like those were the first dark path succubi I’ve met?  Not only dark path, but downright evil and nasty?” 
 
She nodded.  “Yes, Mistress Sophira tells us you seldom do things half way...  Yeti are almost 

exclusively right hand path.  We are all dark path by nature, yet the majority of us are not evil.  Succubi 
and incubi are mostly right hand path; those of the dark path tend to be extreme cases, as we have seen.” 

 
“So there’s a difference between succubi and incubi?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “Some humans believe in a unified model, one creature which fulfills both roles 

depending on the desires of the client or victim.  False.  Succubi are far more prevalent, outnumbering 
their male counterparts by four or five to one, at least.” 

 
“Difference between ‘client’ and ‘victim’?  With some, I feel I’m more of the client.  With this 

last one, though...” I suggested. 
 
“Exactly...  They feed on pleasure, on the energy.  And as you’ve learned, they are for the most 

part shaped by those they visit, by fantasies and desires.  The early ones you’ve encountered are all very 
positive beings; we interviewed them, and they were most helpful.  The last one you encountered, she 
was a very, very strong one from the dark side.  Her abilities to shape herself were very advanced.” 

 
“So I’d posit that the nasty dark-path ones don’t get along with vampires, or anything else 

including their own kind, most likely?” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Very good!  I believe most intelligent beings have the 90-10 rule...” 
 
I nodded.  “90% of your trouble comes from 10% of your population.” 
 
“And here, thankfully it is only a very small part of their population, well under one percent, but 

they tend to make up for that.” 
 
“What was she up to?  Did Elna bring her in?  Definitely a connection with Elna.”  The 

microwave breeped.  I opened the door and flipped my enchiladas (quickly by hand) and gave them 
another 30 seconds, getting out the container of salsa verde.  I’d forgo the Gatorade with fairy dust out 
of respect for my guest. 

 
“That is what we thought initially as well...  Elna’s mother, Fanise, is a strong sorceress.  Elna’s 

two older sisters, though, have very little of their mother’s talent; Elna got it all, and then some; she is 
supposedly a very powerful sorceress, and likely to take her mother’s throne, quite literally one would 
expect.  That is why Moira called on one of the Yeti Elders to cast an enchantment on you, protecting 
you.  She actually cast multiple levels of enchantment, for which we are very grateful.  Do you 
remember how your shoulder was injured?” 

 
Another beep and I retrieved my lunch, sitting across from my guest.  “Would you like a glass of 

water?  Soft drink?” 
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“A Pepsi, please,” she requested. 
 
I got a can for her.  She made a gesture over it, then opened it and took a sip.  “Your shoulder?  

Remember?” 
 
I frowned a bit.  “Not really -- We were getting vigorous, and I guess she squeezed me.” 
 
Tana smiled.  “Not quite.  I believe you were told the Andean group considers all this continent 

theirs?  And by extension, you?” 
 
I nodded, still frowning.  “I respectfully disagree.” 
 
She laughed and took another sip.  “Indeed...  Elna wanted more than your child -- she wanted 

you, bound to her and away from those upstarts, and she was going to have you, one way or the other.” 
 
“Wiping me out with the flowers and almost getting me to taste her...” 
 
A sly smile.  “Yes, but that was later...” 
 
I sat back, an eyebrow up.  “Oh?  What and when did she try first?” 
 
“Last...  Was it last night?  Yes.  Last night, before our guest could undo what she had done to 

you, we needed to remove the enchantments which had been placed on you.  Risky but necessary.  
That’s why Bin was there, as the expert on ways Yeti.  She’d spoken with her Elder, and knew what had 
been done.  Yet when she went to undo those enchantments...” 

 
“One or more were broken?” I guessed. 
 
“Exactly!”  We suspect Elna broke the most obvious one, and then tried a binding enchantment.  

That triggered the next protection the Yeti put on you, and you tried to get away -- she restrained you, 
injuring your shoulder.  You were still in a deep enough trance for her to cover her failed effort.  Later 
she used the combination of trance, the flowers, and her skills as both sorceress and enchantress to break 
the next level of your protection.  Still she found herself blocked, so she decided to attempt a different 
but just as powerful route, having you take her essence.  But that also failed.” 

 
“Elna confirmed this?” I asked. 
 
Another smile...  “Our guest confirmed these details.” 
 
“So Elna failed, and sent in a heavy to get me?  To share me?” 
 
More smiling.  “So it would seem to her...” 
 
“Okay, I’m officially confused.  Who was running whom in this game?” 
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She nodded.  “That indeed is the question!  We believe it was the demon who was in control.  
She was already a familiar to Elna -- familiar as a term of art --  she had all but given Elna her name; she 
had been visiting Elna frequently, and Elna called on her frequently.  She had taken out some of Elna’s 
rivals as well, so both Elna and we believe Fanise saw the demon as a familiar under Elna’s control.” 

 
“How does ... no, I don’t want to know,” I reconsidered quickly. 
 
A small chuckle from my guest.  “The demon was solidifying her control over Elna, and by 

controlling Elna, she would control the entire Andean group, and all the lands under their dominion!  
What better way to solidify her control than to take you?  Elna would see it as you being bound to her, 
and to a certain extent you would have been, but in reality both you and Elna would have been bound to 
the demon, as would your offspring.” 

 
“A nice package.  All undone by that Yeti protection.” 
 
“Not quite,” Tana admitted. 
 
“Okay, then what did the trick?” That was a surprise! 
 
She smiled, tilting her head a little to one side.  “We’re not certain.  The Yeti enchantment 

helped, as did your love for the two Yeti and their love for you.  Another consideration is the amount of 
fairy dust in your physical body, which made things more difficult for the demon  Yet there are aspects 
we do not understand.  But the result would seem to be satisfactory to all concerned.” 

 
My turn to raise an eyebrow.  “Demons gone, scheme shattered.  I’m still with the Yeti, not 

bound to anyone, not that I know of, anyway.  What else?” 
 
“Observers know that we and the Yeti are willing and able to work in concert, even when 

mortals are involved -- no offense.” 
 
“I think I understand,” I said with a smile.  “Where does that leave Elna, the Andean group?” 
 
“She has some difficult decisions to make.  She does not know to what extent her scheme has 

been revealed, just that it has failed.  Your Yeti friends do not intend to do anything to make her life 
more difficult.  To the contrary, they wish to build friendships.  One detail you should know -- the 
exercise of magical energies by a sorceress places great strain on her.  For Elna, or any pregnant Yeti, to 
become entangled in a prolonged magical struggle would likely cost her the life of her unborn child.” 

 
“And another whack at me she’s unlikely to get...” 
 
“She is carrying the future of the Andean Yeti.  Would she risk so much?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t want to bet on that one either way!” 
 
“Yes -- how far does her grasp extend?” 
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“And I shouldn’t expect any friendly visits from succubi?” 
 
She laughed.  “You still have many friends; even more perhaps.  For those of the right hand path, 

the loss of the dark ones is no loss at all!  And even to the other dark ones -- Sophira has met with others 
of them, and has been assured such transgressions will not be repeated.” 

 
“And those of the dark path are to be believed?” I had to ask. 
 
“Do you believe us?” she asked simply. 
 
I sighed.  “My apologies, Mistress.  There are those of you I believe, and trust with my life.  I 

have before, and I imagine I will again.” 
 
She smiled once again.  “You are important to us, and to the Yeti.  The shadows you cast amaze 

us at times.” 
 
“So what can I do to stack the deck, to keep safe?” I asked. 
 
She pondered.  She smiled more, a nasty smile.  “Fairy dust -- the demon told us that when she 

took your seed, it burned her.” 
 
I nodded.  “So, up the concentration.  How about sprinkling my bedding with it?” 
 
Her eyebrows went up.  “Please warn us first!  Too great a concentration, if present in your 

sweat, on your skin, while it would protect your corporeal self against the dark path, it would also make 
it difficult for you to administer to them.  To us.  And it would do little to protect your spirit.” 

 
I nodded.  “A balance.  Always, it’s a balance.  Many of the medicines I use -- particularly the 

painkillers and anesthetics -- take away consciousness and pain, but too much, and they take away life.” 
 
“So it is with us -- finding a balance.  You lead an interesting life,” she told me with that sly 

smile. 
 
“All I want is some dull and boring!” 
 
“What fun is that!” she challenged. 
 
“So what’s next?” 
 
“You should cleanse the areas where you dispatched the demons yesterday afternoon,” she 

gestured to the area outside the trailer.  “El brujo can help.” 
 
“He is a big help -- in more ways than one,” I told her, and she chuckled with me. 
 
“Mi abuela -- my Grandmother -- has she gone?” I asked. 
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A nod.  “Yes, this morning.  But she would be back in an instant if you call.  That is the loyalty 
you inspire.” 

 
“And I still get scratched, bitten, and pooped on by animals of every size and shape...” I sighed. 
 
She laughed.  “You say it -- it is part of the job.” 
 
“Yes, part of the job.”  I glanced at the clock.  Almost one.  “A job I must attend to.”  I brought 

my hands together in front of my chest and bowed my head.  “Thank you, Mistress, and please give 
Mistress Sophira my thanks.  I hope I can make your lives interesting for a long time; just not often!” 

 
“So do we, my friend; so do we.”  She touched the top of my head, and when I looked up, she 

was gone. 
 
“Why the hell didn’t I use a paper plate?” I asked myself.  Now I had another plate to wash! I got 

up to rinse it and dump it in the sink.  I mixed two bottles of fortified Gatorade; I was thirsty. 
 
Ghaa!  We didn’t get out until almost seven that night!  Chaos!  The good news, we probably 

made a lot of money, and we helped a lot of animals (and their owners).  The bad news, it was barely 
contained chaos, and I hadn’t had the chance to sit or even pee in hours! 

 
The sun was going down, and the cool breeze felt good as I stood outside.  I finished off the 

contents of my sports bottle -- the one thing I’d done was put down a lot of fluids.  The one thing I 
needed to do was get rid of a lot of fluids! 

 
I hesitated for a moment, and stepped off the path.  What a trip!  Walked to the spot where the 

pseudo-girl and companion bought it.  Small gray ash spots in the baked earth were all that remained. 
 
Here’s to you, I thought, as I unzipped my pants.  I peed on each spot, and got little clouds of 

steam and smoke when I hit each one!  Guess I shouldn’t be surprised.  I spread it around.  Felt good. 
 
Examined my work.  Didn’t quite cover the whole thing...  Walked to the old barn, stretching my 

legs, remembering the sprayer I’d filled up. 
 
Inside, the place was pretty clean.  No marks on the floor.  Still, think I’ll go over it, at least 

certain spots.  Got the sprayer, and put a light spray over where I thought the target circle should be. 
 
Back outside, I did the battle spots, including where I squirted the nasty kitty.  The reaction 

initially of the spray hitting the ground told me I was doing the right thing; I watered those spots until 
they didn’t respond.  Walked back to the path and admired my handiwork.  That had been intense!  
Seeing that thing standing there, the feeling of wrongness, even when she pulled my strings calling for 
help...  Reflected light from the sun going down?  Thought I saw a glint or sparkle...  Walked over to the 
low brush where I’d seen it.  Poked around with the sprayer nozzle, and watered the area a bit -- some 
spitting!  Dug around with the nozzle, and was rewarded with three misshapen blobs of silver!  Three 
out of eight?  I sprayed them and flipped them until they didn’t react.  Picked them up and put them on 
my patio table.  Have to talk to Joe about re-using those, see if there were reasons why or why not. 
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Yeah, I really wanted some deer slugs in silver.  Don’t think I would have needed six shots if I’d 

been using deer slugs.  Of course part of that was my training; double-taps happened by reflex. 
 
What’s for dinner?  At least I don’t have to get up early in the morning!  “You’re on your own, 

Joe,” I called out as I opened the door of the trailer and stepped in. 
 
Did I hear giggling from the bed area?  I looked closer, stepped closer.  Yes!  Two Yeti! 
 
I started unbuttoning my shirt. 
 
“We wondered when you’d get here...” 
 
“Kal!” I cried, and jumped into bed with her, still mostly dressed.  I closed my eyes and held her, 

letting her hold me and fill me with her scent and softness.  “Oh, I missed you!” 
 
The two of them, Bin was with her, got me undressed.  I held on to Kal, burrowing in, my heart 

racing, closing my eyes and letting go.  She held me. 
 
She turned moving us.  I opened my eyes, looking into hers. 
 
“Bin is here to teach you,” Kal whispered.  “But before that,”  she pulled me to a nipple, “You’re 

all mine!” 
 

 
END of Part 8 

Rev 2009/05/18 
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Part 9 
 
I took two years of Latin in high school; my parents, Uncle Vern, and his wife Maddy convinced 

me not only to take it, but to stick with it. 
 
I’ll always remember one conversation I had with Uncle Vern.  I was having a lot of trouble with 

Latin, even with Aunt Maddy’s help, and she’d studied it for years at college.  I knew I needed a 
language to get into college, but why Latin?  Both my dad and Uncle Vern kept telling me it would help 
me be a better vet, and help me in getting there.  Maddy told me it would broaden my horizons. 

 
I was talking to Uncle Vern one night, out in the barn he used for overnight animals, griping 

about Miss Dunn, the Latin teacher, how hard she was.  Vern said it sounded like she was just as hard as 
when he was in her Latin class.  When I grumbled that she was probably just as hard when Cicero was 
in her Latin class, he just laughed. 

 
“Young Robert,” he told me, “I promise you, there will be moments like this, when you will be 

glad you studied Latin.” 
 
At that particular moment Uncle Vern had his right arm up the backside of a cow almost to his 

shoulder.  That’s one of the reasons I’ll always remember that conversation -- what in the world did 
Latin have to do with... 

 
When I was in high school, I thought Miss Dunn was old -- and Uncle Vern took Latin from her 

when he was in high school!  Those beady eyes, those little glasses, that waggling bony finger...  Seldom 
did any of us meet her standards. 

 
And I realize after all these years, those bright gleaming eyes, the unflagging dedication and 

energy, constantly challenging to us to do better, to do more. 
 
Still, that class was a bitch and a half!  The extra credit problem on the final, my last final my 

Senior year, and I nailed it, thanks to Aunt Maddy and all the work we did together; translating that 
nightmare sentence, “forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit” -- perhaps someday it will be pleasant to 
remember even this, from Vergil. 

 
Contrast that to the way I learned Yeti -- Bin on top of me, looking into her beautiful eyes, 

falling into her eyes as she spoke softly ... drifting in her, with her, so open as she poured it into me... 
 
Oh, not all at once -- we worked hard, for many days!  For many nights! 
 
Yeah, right... 
 
After my affair with the succubus and the following inquiry, Sophira and the Yeti decided I 

shouldn’t spend nights alone for a while.  Bin was available (hah!), and besides being a skilled Yeti 
sorceress, she was also skilled at immersion teaching.  Oh, being immersed in her, or any of them...  It 
was something they’d planned to do eventually, teaching me Yeti, so why not start now? 
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Waking up between them on Saturday morning, visiting the loo in shifts and returning to bed for 

more...  That damn trailer was cozy for just me, let alone me and two Yeti!  But something about the 
confined space, being pressed together, kept us all going... 

 
Of course when we got up, Kal wanted to see (see?) the bed we’d used for the inquiry.  It was 

still in the old barn, taking over a good deal of my office; I don’t know who moved it or how.  I was 
adamant that they could not go outside the trailer!  We would not risk them being seen! 

 
Kal was disappointed but understood.  Then Bin pointed out that they could just redirect the 

small Portal in the trailer, and use that! 
 
A Portal, in the trailer? 
 
Bin gave me the look you use with a child that hasn’t been paying attention.  How did I think 

they got home, or got back here?  She pulled me to her side and told me to watch.  Then she turned me 
so I was watching; when one of them pulls me close, I tend to close my eyes and “look” with my 
mouth...  She gestured as she spoke (and I understood what she said, a formal request for the Portal to 
show itself), and a small circle glowed on the trailer floor.  There wasn’t room for a bigger one!  She 
spoke again, gesturing, opening it, and suggested Kal go first. 

 
Getting by, Kal managed to squeeze me between her and Bin, trapping me for not as long as I’d 

like...  She stepped away, propped me up into Bin again, waved, and stepped into the circle -- gone! 
 
“You next,” Bin said, pushing me along. 
 
I arrived to be swept into Kal’s arms, wearing just what I’d left with -- nothing!  Bin arrived just 

after us.  We made it to my office, where they poked and prodded the circular bed.  Kal wanted to know 
how good Mika had been, and if there was anything she’d done that I really liked...  I guess I stood there 
too long, because they grabbed me and took me to the bed. 

 
More room, more of them, ending up on my back gazing into Bin’s eyes after Kal drained me, 

falling into those eyes... 
 
Late in the afternoon I went back to the trailer through the Portal to get us something to eat.  I 

heated up a dish of  cheese-covered enchiladas while I got dressed.  Carried that along with my attempt 
at a “fortified” wine -- an imported German dessert wine I’d gotten in Tucson, to which I’d added a 
great deal of fairy dust.  It practically glowed!  We’d have that later... 

 
The enchiladas were greatly appreciated; we drank Gatorade.  They spoke only in Yeti, and I 

replied in kind. 
 
It was like I had all these pieces in my head, and they became mine as I used them.  Some of the 

shifts were so easy, changing from female to male declensions. 
 
Returning to bed, I got to be on top for a change, on top of Bin, with Kal helping.  As we got 
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close, I leaned over and looked into Bin’s eyes, and whispered to her how much I loved being held -- 
they have a word for being held between her breasts, smothered in scent and softness.  Looking in her 
eyes, holding her, speaking softly, and the help Kal was giving us, really set her off!  She moaned and 
shook, and I held out as long as I could, trying to keep eye contact, but I collapsed into her, and Kal was 
on top of me, sandwiching me in place. 

 
Later that evening we tried my wine.  Tasted good to me, anyway.  They appreciated it, and 

when I talked about what I’d done, Kal told me that’s the way it was usually done, starting with an 
Austrian or German dessert wine -- except that the one we’d shared that first time with her and Val had 
been at least a hundred years old!  They (or the dwarves who specialized in that kind of thing) add more 
fairy dust every twenty years or so! 

 
Oh was I in for it!  They took turns holding and teasing me, ending up with me on my back on 

top of Bin as Kal suckled and teased me, but then switched with Bin who teased me even more, finally 
taking me and wiping me out, and taking me into her eyes once more. 

 
Waking Sunday morning -- to Val holding me!  She switched with Kal during the night!  

Holding her, filling myself with her scent and then her milk, hungry for her; her cries of pleasure from 
atop me filled me with fire, needing her all the more. 

 
Snuggling together afterwards, she told me how worried they’d been; the succubus who tried to 

take me had been a powerful one.  She and Kal wanted so much to help, but Moira and the others 
convinced them the risks were too great.  When they found out I’d been attacked in the afternoon by 
another demon and her familiar, and the three of us had defeated them both, they pleaded again to be 
allowed to help, but once again were convinced the risk was too great.  And even as the other had been 
defeated, in her penultimate act she tried to destroy me, and almost succeeded. 

 
That part I didn’t understand -- I almost fell, but Grandmother caught me, and I managed to 

crawl back.  I saw the darkness around me, it was hard to move, but I made it. 
 
Bin explained -- once the circles were cast (awoken?), we were no longer part of this realm, this 

world.  The space between our circles and the outer ones containing us all, that space was inimical to 
any life -- so if our guest had broken free of her bindings, she would have been destroyed instantly.  
Unfortunately, the enchantment she placed on me, only she could undo; that’s the way it works.  She 
promised to release me and nothing more, yet all understood that the only choice she had was between 
an easy death and a painful one.  She released her binding on me, and under the intense scrutiny of all, 
attacked me so that I would fall, knowing that none outside the circle I was in could come to my aid.  
And if I had breached that circle, or the channel, a hand, leg, or even a finger -- the darkness would have 
taken me.  But Grandmother caught me, and guided me on my way. 

 
I held on, asking them to hold me more, only then realizing how close it had been. 
 
We became more animated, but Bin was hungry, I was hungry for more than them, and Val 

admitted she could use something to eat as well. 
 
I dressed and walked the used dishes back to the trailer.  I fixed eggs, bacon, and corn tortillas 
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for our breakfast, mixing frozen orange juice with water and plenty of fairy dust. 
 
“Hey!  Pendejo!” came a disgusted but familiar voice from outside. 
 
“Well I love you, too,” I replied, letting Joe in.  “Look -- I fixed an egg for you.” 
 
He hopped onto a side table.  “I’m surprised you can still walk,” he grumbled. 
 
“Joe, you and Al would be proud of me...” I told him, trying not to boast, but damn, I felt good! 
 
Breakfast was ready; all we needed was the guests.  The blinds were still down, covering the 

trailer windows.  I made sure the door was locked.  I dropped my pants and took off my shirt, and used 
the small Portal to pop back to the old barn and gather the ladies. 

 
Joe even managed to be mostly polite during breakfast!  We spoke Yeti, and he spoke his usual 

mixed Joe, surprisingly light on the vulgarity.  He agreed that the deal in the circle had been a close one, 
particularly when I was in the channel between the circles.  If something had happened, Bin, Tana, and 
Mika would have had to decide very quickly if I could be saved, possibly risking the breech of their own 
protective circle.  Bin and Mika would have tried if possible, and if not, then Tana, the vampire, would 
have gone into the Darkness after me.  Didn’t sound like fun at all... 

 
I looked to Bin, who merely nodded in agreement.  I thanked my guests again, and buttered 

another tortilla for Joe. 
 
Somewhere along the line, we decided on tamales for dinner, and I didn’t have enough.  I gave 

El Mercado Chavez a call, and yes, they would set aside family tamales for me.  Good -- I’ll be by in 
about an hour. 

 
I let Joe out, and cleaned up the dishes.  I’d need to shower before I made my trip.  A thought -- I 

asked Val and Bin if I could snip some of their fur before they left.  Certainly, why?  I described the 
allergic reaction I’d encountered with Marty, and thought it would be interesting to make small brushes 
with their fur to use as testers. 

 
They laughed and said they could do better, but wouldn’t explain more.  They started going on 

about knowing when they weren’t wanted, and leaving me to get presentable to the outside world, and 
before I could complain a great deal, they popped through the Portal. 

 
A few moments of quiet and solitude!  And room to move!  I missed them already... 
 
Oh snot -- I looked at the calendar.  Wednesday night was Open Clinic, with Carol scheduled to 

arrive early afternoon.  I had a lot of prep work to do!  Clean up in here, air it out, laundry, set up the 
other bed -- there was a smaller bed in the extended tongue of the trailer; I’d use that one, and let Carol 
have the larger one, if we got much sleep.  She was planning on driving back to school on Thursday 
afternoon, making some vet calls on the way. 

 
Took my shower, went to Chavez Market and stocked up for the week.  They were happy to see 
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me, and wanted to know when they would see Doctor Carol again!  This summer!  I even got some good 
Mexican beer to have with dinner. 

 
Unloaded things from my rig to the trailer; I needed to make two trips.  Coming in the second 

trip, they were in the back on the bed -- they saw me, and giggled!  Like schoolgirls!  I decided 
something was up, and I was most likely going to enjoy it. 

 
Yes, something was up...  They’d decided we should have an early dinner, then go back to the 

old barn for the night.  Sounded good to me! 
 
But for now, we should snuggle and rest.  That’s what we did -- snuggling together.  They traded 

me back and forth, holding me, singing to me, as I floated on a cloud with them.  Sandwiched between 
them, falling into Bin’s eyes again as she poured more into me. 

 
I got up and loaded tamales into the steamer, hurrying back to them.  I was getting randy, and so 

were they!  But we were going to wait until after dinner, until we were back in the old barn, right?  I 
snuggled in, finding a nipple. 

 
Dinner was good, tamales and beer.  As I was cleaning up afterwards, I noticed Bin wasn’t 

around.  Val smiled and told me she’d gone to get ready. 
 
Get ready? 
 
Yes, and she had something to show me after I finished with the dishes.  With that, she got up 

and went back to the bed. 
 
I finished cleaning up, and went back to the bed.  I crawled in with her, pulling her on top of me.  

She sighed and held me, telling me how warm I was, how much they liked holding me, how nice it was 
to just do this...  She squeezed me to her gently and I moaned, needing her so much. 

 
We got up after a while; she told me to sit at the table.  She had something for me. 
 
I sat with a sigh, still basking in the glow of being wrapped up in her. 
 
Val handed me a small wooden box, nicely made and finished, a smooth, semi-gloss finish on a 

fine-grained wood.  I set it on the table and opened it. 
 
The box held six little brushes, each brush with a number in Yeti script.  I started laughing -- not 

just Yeti-made, but made of Yeti! 
 
She told me that long ago, they’d identified six types; I’d translate the word she used as 

serotypes.  These six covered the different Yeti populations.  A hand-written card, also in Yeti (and I 
could read it!) identified them.  She picked up brush number three and brushed the inside of my right 
wrist.  Felt nice.  Then higher on my forearm with five and six.  Those were the ones I hadn’t been 
exposed to directly.  The other three covered her, Moira and Kal (one); Bin and Mika (two); and Elna 
(four).  In a sensitive human, particularly a male, a reaction would start showing in seconds!  I reminded 
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her of Marty’s response, sneezing like mad with me standing a few feet away.  Yes, that was typical! 
 
When not in use, keep the box closed, and in a cool, dry place.  Oh, when testing, use them in 

order -- number one was most likely to show a response, then two, and so on.  Fascinating! 
 
I mentioned that others had been explaining this to me.  She nodded, telling me that my 

predecessor had only been mildly allergic, so he’d been able to treat Yeti for minor things if he was 
quick and careful; our “universal precautions,” gloves and mask helped, as did fairy dust. 

 
Sitting next to Val, pulling her closer, our foreheads all but touching, she told me how lucky they 

were to find me, and how lucky she and her sister were. 
 
And Elna?  I asked. 
 
She sighed and held me close for a moment.  Looking in my eyes again, she told me they were 

all family, even if they didn’t get along all the time.  They were family, and I could help so much. 
 
As long as I could come back to her arms, and to Kal, I whispered.  That got me another hug. 
 
Val needed to go check on Bin; she’d be back in a few minutes. 
 
I did my business in the bathroom, washing up afterwards and brushing my teeth.  Made sure 

things were tidy and secure, including the little box. 
 
Val reappeared; Bin was ready.  She would go through, and I should follow.  Okay? 
 
She stepped through once more.  I turned off the light and followed. 
 
Val led me to the closed door to my office.  She opened the door and ushered me in. 
 
The lights were dimmed.  A spicy floral scent filled the room.  I took a deeper breath, letting it 

fill me. 
 
Bin stood before us, wearing a white robe, and something on her head?  I couldn’t tell, not 

because of the light, but because she was holding out her arms to me and I needed her so much. 
 
She backed up to the bed as I approached.  Standing next to her, by the side of the bed, she 

opened her robe and drew me in.  Her scent -- so strong, so filling, and I wanted and needed more!  She 
pulled me close and we fell to the bed.  I was insatiable, so hot and hard for her.  On top of her, sliding 
into her, burying my head between her breasts as I slid in and out, then Val pushing, encouraging. 

 
Another delirious night -- I couldn’t get enough!  The first few times I was on top of Bin, so hard 

and so hungry for her, her cries urging me on, Val helping.  Finally I collapsed and drifted sandwiched 
between them.  Only to wake on my back, on top of Val, Bin sliding up and down me, tantalizing me 
with her fur, sliding over me so lightly, her breasts pressing into me gently, when I wanted to feel her 
weight on top of me, squeezing me.  When she finally took my head between her breasts, I was filled 
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with her scent and that spicy floral aroma again, and only needed her more. 
 
It felt so good when she finally took me into her, settling her weight down on top of me.  But 

then she moved so slowly, driving me into delirium, and when I finally came, looking deep into her 
eyes, it was like being hit by lightning. 

 
I woke around six in the morning, my usual, lifting my head to glance at the clock.  I almost 

laughed -- Bin was wearing the garland the Dryads had given me, the one I’d put on Kal!  I detect an 
ulterior motive! 

 
Pulled into Val’s embrace, kissing her, then moving me down to hold me.  I wanted her, but she 

moved me to Bin once more, and I slid into her, sitting up, Bin pulling her legs up, and Val sitting 
behind me, holding Bin’s hands, pulling me in deeper.  Soon I was only along for the ride, and I don’t 
know which of us, Bin, or me, was making the most noise. 

 
“You need to go,” Val whispered to me as we nestled together later. 
 
I looked at the clock -- after six thirty!  I ran my hands over her enticing fur and pressed my head 

between her breasts again, breathing deeply.  But I sat up.  “I don’t want to, but I will.” 
 
She looked at me, smiling, and ran a hand over my back.  “We may be back Friday to check on 

you?” 
 
“If you insist,” I told her, leaning over for a kiss.  I leaned over more, sliding over her and atop 

Bin, kissing her on the forehead, on the lips, then losing myself in her for a moment. 
 
I got up.  Yeah, need a shower, that’s for certain!  “Thank you,” I whispered as I walked out the 

door.  I popped through the Portal back to the trailer, and got on with the day. 
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Here to Help... 
 
Air out the trailer, launder all the bedclothes, take care of patients.  For grins, I asked Maria to 

call Judy Drenker and check on Penelope.  I talked to Judy late in the afternoon; when Penelope wasn’t 
being furry death, she sat in Judy’s lap and purred.  Everyone happy, except for the local rodents, and 
maybe Judy’s mom who still freaked out when Penelope presented her with small dead gifts. 

 
Finished dinner, re-made the bed, about ready to crash, when there’s a knock on the trailer door! 
 
I grabbed my .40 Glock and peeked over the top of a window, standing away from the door.  

Nice thing about cheesy trailers; it wouldn’t deflect a .40 much at all.  I had a silver round chambered. 
 
Three dwarves!  I thought I recognized Egon, but not the other two! 
 
I opened the door.  “My friends!  I am honored -- please come in!”  Quickly!  Hope the hell 

nobody is watching!  “What brings you this distance?” I asked as I closed the door behind them and put 
the Glock back in its place of honor. 

 
“I am Albert,” the first one introduced himself with a formal bow.  He looked to be the tallest, 

maybe four and a half feet tall.  “Herr Doctor, we are about your future concerned.  It is our desire that 
you have one!” 

 
“Please, be seated,” I indicated.  Gonna be one of those nights!  Good thing about dwarves, they 

don’t screw around! 
 
They sat around the table.  Albert introduced himself and the others again, telling me their True 

Names -- another clue that I was in for a wild ride...  I’ll refer to them as Albert, Egon, and Klaus.  Egon 
I’d met before; I’d cared for the were-rat he looked after. 

 
Another had shared with them my recent adventure with a “spirit of the night,” as Albert put it.  

They also knew of my “involvement” with one of the Andean Yeti.  Were they connected? 
 
Nobody told me to keep this under my hat.  Egon I trusted.  The way Egon was deferring to 

Albert, oh what the hell...  “My friends, this is a matter of some delicacy.  I am not certain of many 
aspects, and still have many questions which are difficult, particularly for a human, to answer.” 

 
Albert understood -- that was why they were here, as they did not understand all of it either, and 

also, they and others wished to be sure I was protected.  The conversations we had, what went on, would 
not be shared with any others. 

 
I nodded, contemplating.  Protected -- a good idea, that.  But from whom?  So far, I’d seen the 

dwarves allied with the Yeti.  But then again, I’d just come across (and in) a somewhat bent Yeti... 
 
Albert put out his cards; they were reasonably certain the succubus was connected with the 

Andean Yeti, but they were unsure of who had been running things.  Did I know? 
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As I was contemplating more, suddenly I had a strange feeling, like a tingling, and I wished I’d 

not put away the .40 -- the hallway, by the bathroom door. 
 
The dwarves also turned and looked at that spot. 
 
Tana appeared!  She looked ready to pounce, to attack, quickly evaluating the scene, my guests -

- and relaxed with a smile and a slight but formal bow to my guests. 
 
Albert stood and bowed to her, addressing her formally in German. 
 
Tana responded in German.  She and Albert spoke for a few minutes. 
 
Weird -- if I didn’t focus on what they were saying, I could almost understand it?  It didn’t take a 

genius to figure they were talking about me and my nocturnal adventures.  Klaus joined the conversation 
in response to a question from Tana.  They seemed to be agreeing on things. 

 
They stopped, looking at me -- all of them. 
 
Tana spoke.  “My Mistress was speaking with the one you call Gatekeeper.  He seemed amused, 

so she thought it wise to check on you.” 
 
Okay, that guy is more of a wiseass than I thought... 
 
“I have discussed with Master Albert,” she nodded to the dwarf, who returned a bow, “of our 

conclusion, that the demon was attempting to bind you to gain further leverage over Elna daughter of 
Fanise, and through her, control of the Andean Yeti and the domains they claim.  Elna is unaware of 
this, still believing that she was using the demon to possess you.”  She looked once again to Albert, who 
nodded in agreement.  “Elna is aware the demon is no more, and that we were involved.  We do not 
believe she understands who she was dealing with, or the gravity of the situation, on either side.  Others, 
including the community of demons do know, and my Mistress has been dealing with them to insure the 
matter is ended.” 

 
“Mortal,” she said, looking straight at me, “as your saying goes, you have come to the attention 

of many powerful beings...” 
 
She smiled and paused to let the dwarves chuckle; I merely rolled my eyes and sighed.  The 

tripartite curse -- may you live in interesting times, may you come to the attention of powerful people, 
and what was the third part?  I was probably going to find out, the hard way... 

 
She laughed.  “Many of us wish you to lead a long and eventually boring life...  Master Albert 

and his Guild have offered to provide you protection.  I suggest you accept his kind and generous offer!” 
 
“I hope to entertain all of you for many years,” I replied, “and I welcome any help I can get!” 
 
Tana nodded to me, then bowed to Albert.  “Please continue, Master Albert.  I will report to my 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 208 

Mistress.  We thank you for your concern, your skill, your friendship, and your assistance.” 
 
The three dwarves stood and bowed, Albert saying something.  Tana vanished. 
 
Albert looked to his colleagues, then to me.  “Before we can go forward, we must know first 

where we are, ja?”  He looked and gestured to Klaus.  “Begin, please.” 
 
Klaus hopped on the table, approaching me, taking things out of his pockets.  Don’t think these 

guys came through a Portal.  He had something in his left hand, a lens with a metal ring?  That for sure 
didn’t come through the... 

 
Something in his right hand glowed blue, pulling me into it.  I heard his voice from a distance.  

“This will not hurt, Herr Doctor, although a pressure you may feel at times...” 
 
I couldn’t move, caught in the light.  He used the lens to focus the light in my eyes, moving it 

around, looking.  He conversed with his colleagues as he did. 
 
He did something, and I snapped my head back, blinking, my heart accelerating.  I had to keep 

from jumping up from the table, or whacking them, almost a combat flashback. 
 
Klaus dropped the lens on the table, swearing as he shook the hand which had been holding it. 
 
All three of them conversed in German while I tried to clear my head and calm down. 
 
Albert spoke.  “Herr Doctor, this is an interesting development!  We would like to continue the 

examination, and for this we need your cooperation.  We need for you to relax and to allow it to happen.  
Will you allow us to do this?  This is for your benefit and will help us protect you.” 

 
I took a breath, still riding out an adrenaline rush.  “Yes.  Please continue,” I told them, flattening 

my hands on the table so they wouldn’t shake.  “Start slowly, please...” 
 
The blue light again -- I managed to breathe and let go, remembering the floating feeling I had 

being held by the Yeti, particularly the warmth and comfort I felt with Val and Kal. 
 
Drifting... 
 
I blinked and they were conversing again, more animated this time. 
 
Klaus looked at me and gave a little bow.  “We thank you, Herr Doctor.  Very interesting!” 
 
“Yes, most interesting,” agreed Albert. 
 
I looked at them.  “I’m not sure I like the sound of that.”  Sounds like trouble to me. 
 
They laughed.  “My friend,” Albert said, “with help, and yes, some luck, you will outlive us all, 

and have incredible tales to tell your many, many offspring!”  He looked to his colleagues.  “We will 
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provide some of this help, ja?”  He spoke to Klaus in German.  Klaus looked like he’d been poked with 
a pin -- sitting up suddenly, eyebrows up, eyes wide.  He replied to Albert, something that felt like, 
“Really?  You want me to do what?” 

 
Albert replied curtly and dismissively, the, “Get moving, boy,” response. 
 
Klaus shook his head, but stood up on the bench, bowed to Albert, then hopped to the floor.  He 

stripped off his clothes, and grabbing his head momentarily, a gesture implying, “this is madness!” ran 
for the Portal in the hallway, muttering and leaping into it, vanishing. 

 
Albert looked to me with the calmness of one who has just ordered sandwiches.  “Herr Doctor, 

your recent Guardian -- how did you address her?” 
 
“Mi abuela, Grandmother,” I replied. 
 
“Why?” he asked, smiling slightly, head tilted. 
 
I shrugged.  “Out of respect.  I wish her well.” 
 
He nodded, wrinkling his forehead a bit.  “Yet you do not refer to El Brujo as Grandfather...” he 

probed, referring to Joe. 
 
I couldn’t help it.  “I don’t respect him ... as much.”  That got mild chuckles from Albert and 

Egon.  “Actually, I do; I would not be where I am today without him.”  I looked up to the ceiling and 
sighed, which brought more chuckles.  “But it is not the same.  Some times I call him mi tio, uncle, and 
he calls me hijo, more with the feeling of ‘young one’ than ‘son,’ I think.   He is a valued advisor and 
friend, yes, mi tio.  Why?” 

 
Albert smiled and nodded.  “We have ...” 
 
A low gruff voice came from the ceiling, speaking in the same old German dialect Albert used 

with his colleagues.  Whoever it was, they were irritated. 
 
Albert fanged back, short and pointed.  The conversation went back and forth for a while.  I took 

my cues from Egon, who went from amazed to amused.  At one point, Albert looked at us, shaking his 
head, palms up, the “what’s wrong with these idiots, can’t they understand?” routine.  He looked at the 
ceiling again and spoke clearly and slowly, with added emphasis.  I don’t think whoever was on the 
other end could see the gestures he made to me, and I bet they certainly couldn’t see the gestures Albert 
occasionally made to them! 

 
The eventual reply from the ceiling sounded like capitulation, with that, “but I think you’re 

nuts,” caveat attached. 
 
Albert nodded and gave a grunt of acknowledgement. 
 
Shortly thereafter, Klaus tumbled out of the Portal, something in hand -- a parchment?  Not a 
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pretty sight, naked dwarves...  But then they probably say the same about us...  He dressed quickly. 
 
“We have something for you, my friend,” Albert announced, standing. 
 
Klaus added, “But this we cannot do here.” 
 
Albert nodded.  “Yes, to the other place we must go.” 
 
“The barn?” I asked. 
 
“Yes, if you please.” 
 
“We can get there without any of you being seen by others?” I asked pointedly. 
 
Albert smiled.  “Oh yes, my friend.  If we go now...” 
 
We went, now! 
 
Once in the barn, Klaus handed Egon the parchment.  Egon accepted it formally and took pieces 

of chalk from his pockets.  He studied it for a moment, then started putting a design on the floor. 
 
I couldn’t help it; I looked over his shoulder at the parchment and the drawing.  Very complex!  

I’d observed this technique a few times, guessing they were going to bring in something that wouldn’t 
pass through a Portal.  The drawing wasn’t that big, but it was very complex! 

 
Someone tugging at my pants -- Klaus.  I took the nasty look as a hint and stepped back. 
 
The last time -- bringing in refreshments for Carol’s impromptu reception -- I didn’t remember 

Egon working from a drawing, and it didn’t take him long to do it, either.  This one, though... 
 
He took almost ten minutes.  Albert walked over, and they conversed, comparing with the 

parchment.  Albert nodded, satisfied.  He and Klaus moved me a few more meters away. 
 
Egon gave me a cross look.  “Loud and bright it will be!” 
 
I nodded. 
 
Egon raised his hands. 
 
Holy shit!  He wasn’t kidding, loud and bright!  It was like having a mortar round go off in front 

of me!  I was blinking flash spots in my eyes, and my ears were ringing from the sound! 
 
The dwarves gave me the look I deserved...  They pulled me to the spot. 
 
The remains of the intricate design were wafting off as smoke.  In the center was a small gray 

cloth bag, and it looked like something was inside it. 
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“You must pick it up,” Albert told me seriously.  “Only you may touch it.  Pick it up, and we will 

back to your wheeled abode walk.” 
 
I picked up the bag.  Smallish, felt like something inside it -- I remembered the bracelet Jay had 

given me.  That was tucked away safe!  The longer I held this one...  Weird... 
 
We went back to the trailer, sitting around the table again.  Walking with the bag, holding it, at 

first it had felt ... foreign somehow.  Now it felt familiar..  I put the bag on the table and had a seat.  The 
dwarves took their seats again.  I looked at the bag, frowning... 

 
Albert looked at me with a lopsided smile.  “You felt it, ja?” 
 
“What is in there?” I asked. 
 
He nodded.  “This is good!  This is good!” he told his colleagues; they were all smiling.  “My 

friend,” he told me, “we are concerned over attempts to enchant you, to cloud or take your mind.  Your 
Yeti friends have around you woven protecting enchantments.  Their work is very good, and the 
enchantments they have woven will protect you even against them!  But we also know, ja, that some of 
these enchantments have been broken by ... others.  Und so, to those our magic we add.  Tell me, what 
did you feel?  Pick it up, please!  Pick it up and tell me -- what do you feel?” 

 
I picked up the bag in both hands.  Something solid, heavy, yet...  “It feels solid, like metal, but it 

feels ... is it alive?” 
 
Klaus smiled, his smile stretching almost from ear to ear.  Egon’s eyebrows went up.  Albert 

nodded in a most satisfied manner.  “Alive?  We do not know.  But once you touch it, and wear it, it will 
protect you.”  He made a rude noise and a dismissive gesture with his hands.  “It will protect you against 
magic.  It will not protect you against stupid, if you walk in front of a train...”  He smiled fiercely, 
wagging a long bony finger at me.  “But if a magic user tries to cloud your mind so that you do not see 
the train!  That will not work, and the magic user will be very unhappy.” 

 
Egon and Klaus nodded and smiled at the “very unhappy,” bit, and I caught their drift... 
 
“Sounds complicated,” I offered. 
 
Albert scrunched up his expressive face, considering.  “Ja, not simple, magic at this level.  But 

we are lucky, my friend, that you do not choose simple problems!”  That got another round of laughter. 
 
“Once you have put it on, only you can remove it -- only you.  And if you find that it does not 

want to be removed, that is a warning, my friend!  Yes, through a Portal it cannot pass, so for that you 
must take it off and place it back in its bag.  Place the bag where it will not be easily found, and it will 
remain safe.  As much as possible, you must wear it!  Touching your skin!”  He patted the back of a 
bony wrist with his fingers for emphasis.  “Do you understand this?” 

 
I smiled.  I’d had similar conversations with kids in the Army -- condoms only protect you when 
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you use them.  “I understand this, Master Albert,” I replied, bowing my head slightly. 
 
He nodded, smiling.  “If ever you should decide the path of the Yeti is not for you, welcome as a 

dwarf you are, and you will find it a fulfilling life, my friend.” 
 
From the tone of his voice, I knew that to be a sincere offer.  “Are you sure you would like to 

invite such trouble under your roof, Master Albert?”  We’d also moved from the formal “Herr Doctor” 
to “my friend” somewhere along the way -- interesting.  I referred to him using the honorific so he 
would know I appreciated the seriousness of his offer. 

 
Egon muttered something and Klaus ducked his head a bit, trying to avoid a nasty but brief look 

from Albert.  “Oh, you would not be so much trouble my friend...  But for now, take it out, examine it, 
and put it on.  Please do this.” 

 
I loosened the drawstring on the bag and emptied the contents into my hand.  Silver, not 

surprising, and it felt warm, almost tingling!  A chain of heavy links, very smooth, looking well cared 
for but old at the same time.  Where was the clasp?  I held it, feeling it.  It had an awareness about it, 
that was it -- awareness.  I could tell, it would feel like a friend on my wrist. 

 
“Where is the clasp?” I asked.  The ends almost blurred, hard to look at? 
 
“Around your wrist put it,” Albert suggested. 
 
Taking it in my left hand, I draped it over my right wrist, wrapping it around, and...  It was a 

solid chain?  It was fastened!  I shook it -- not too loose, not too tight!  And it did feel like a friend, as if 
we had been together for years.  “I hope you stay very bored, my friend,” I told it.  I looked to Albert 
and added, “It feels like we have been together for many years.” 

 
Albert smiled and gave a slow nod.  The others nodded and murmured.  “This is good, my friend 

-- we also hope it remains bored!” Albert agreed. 
 
I looked at it.  With long sleeve shirts, it would be fine, or working with small animals.  But for 

others...  “How do I...” I was going to ask how to remove it, and as I spoke I slipped a finger under it, 
and I had to catch it to keep it from hitting the floor! 

 
“Take it off?” Albert suggested with a chuckle. 
 
Egon said something in German. 
 
“My colleague reminds me...  We understand for some tasks you do not wish to have items on 

your arms.  Around your ankle you can also wear it.  Yes, go ahead, do it now, please.” 
 
It looked too short, but...  I slipped my right shoe off and slid down the sock.  I placed it around 

my right ankle, and bingo, it was fastened, hanging comfortably!  “This is indeed magic,” I told them. 
 
Egon offered something, picking at his arm as he spoke. 
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“Yes,” Albert said, “you will find that all day you can wear it, and it will not pick at the hairs on 

your arm or your leg.  As you said, it is a friend.” 
 
I pulled up the sock.  It felt comfortable, at least with these shoes.  With boots?  That might be 

another issue. 
 
“Around your neck you can also wear it,” Albert suggested.” 
 
I took it off my ankle and put it around my neck.  I now had a chain around my neck.  “Is one 

position more effective than others?” I asked. 
 
Albert nodded with a satisfied look.  “A good question; you will a fine apprentice make.  Hand, 

foot, neck in that order.” 
 
Klaus made a remark that from the tone of it and the look on his face must have been wise ass. 
 
The other two chuckled, and Albert added, “Around your neck, with your ... friends, tangled it 

might become.”  They chuckled more. 
 
Okay, I could see that, getting caught up in fur...  A nasty thought -- “Will it hurt Johnny, Tana, 

or Mistress Sophira if they were to touch it?”  I moved it back to my right wrist. 
 
Another smile.  “No.  Only if someone wishes to do you harm.  To someone attempting to do 

you harm, its touch will not be welcome.” 
 
“Them touching it, or it touching them?” I asked.  Was this a weapon I could use?  I’d prefer a 

few meters away with a .40 or the 9mm in silver, but if it’s close quarters, I’ll play dirty. 
 
A broader smile.  “Either.” 
 
“Is this something I should wear openly?” 
 
“Hmmm...” he considered, stroking his chin.  “Most will not notice this, but to others... Wearing 

it openly will show the support you have.  This could have its purpose, ja?” 
 
I nodded.  “Have to think about that.”  But for now, on my wrist it stays.  Looked and felt like it 

had been there for a long time. 
 
As we were talking, Egon had gotten up and opened the little fridge.  He said something over his 

shoulder to the others. 
 
“Bier und Wine we have?” Albert said, looking at me with a raised eyebrow. 
 
I sighed, shaking my head.  “My friend -- how can I offend you more -- by offering you bad 

beer, or by offering you bad wine?” 
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He smiled.  “You can offend us by offering nothing at all!” 
 
I smiled and nodded.  “What is mine, is yours.  What would you like, my friends?  Beer? Wine?” 
 
Egon wanted to try the beer.  Klaus and Albert wanted to try the wine.  I could use some of the 

wine myself. 
 
The only thing I had in the trailer was plastic cups.  Not that I had a lot of what you’d call 

stemware...  Egon was easy -- he didn’t want a glass.  Opened a beer for him, and took the plastic “cork” 
from the wine bottle.  I told them of the wine I’d had with Val and Kal, and that this was my attempt.  
I’d also been told that the genuine article was much, much older! 

 
Wine poured, Egon with his beer, I raised my glass.  “My friends, thank you for your concern, 

and your help.  I hope you feel the same way after tasting this!” 
 
The wine tasted pretty good to me.  I thought I could go with a bit more fairy dust before I hit 

saturation. 
 
Egon drained about a third of the bottle of beer, wiped his maw, smiled, and declared it 

“Lecker!”  Klaus and Albert conversed about the wine, swirling it in their plastic cups, looking at the 
legs on the sides, sticking their large dwarfish noses in, taking sips and almost gargling.  Didn’t realize 
tasting wine involved so much motion of the eyebrows and nose, so many facial expressions... 

 
Klaus told me I had started with a good wine, and it would improve with age; it was quite 

passable.  Albert told me he’d had worse, and congratulated me for trying. 
 
They all tried the beer, and Egon tried a sip of wine.  We ended up polishing off the three bottles 

of beer, and the bottle of wine. 
 
Albert cautioned me once more to wear the chain at all times; I could not hurt it. 
 
I told him I would wear it all the time. 
 
With handshakes and my thanks once more, I saw them off into the night. 
 
I visited the loo once more, crawled into my rack, and crashed. 
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Debrief 
 
Thursday afternoon, finishing up at Dobson’s place, Carol and I spent two hours with him, 

mostly going over what Carol thought he’d need to do to successfully keep Oryx.  He sounded like he 
was going to do it, fences, extra help, and all!  Carol had done a superb job, doing her homework 
beforehand.  She’d gotten sketches of his spread, and had drawings and lists prepared.  He’d talked to 
the Texas vet she’d recommended, and in spite of what he’d been told, was still enthusiastic, and ready 
to go with Carol’s suggestions. 

 
We shook hands.  Dobson wished Carol a good trip back to school.  So did I; Carol and I shook 

hands and I told her I’d see her again in about a month.  With a smile she replied she might come out in 
a couple of weeks.  Sounded good to me. 

 
We’d driven out separately, stopping first at Sara’s to check on Chester and his harem, then 

heading to Dobson’s.  At the end of Dobson’s driveway, Carol turned left, and I turned right, each of us 
giving the other a final wave. 

 
Did I see someone standing by the side of the road?  I looked in the rear-view mirror and didn’t 

see anyone.  I pulled over to a quick stop. 
 
I turned around and saw Johnny walking up.  I reached over and flipped open the passenger door. 
 
He got in and buckled up as I headed down the road again. 
 
“Here for a debrief?” I asked.  “Surprised we didn’t see you last night.”  It had been the first 

Open Clinic for Carol and me together. 
 
Johnny laughed.  “Doc, we put out da word -- no friendly visits!  No jus droppin in!  Leave dem 

be!  Didn’t want da place crawlin wit busybodies and crap!” 
 
I chuckled.  “Well, we didn’t have busybodies...” 
 
“So how she do?” Johnny asked. 
 
I shook my head, smiling.  “She didn’t run away screaming...  Johnny, she did really well.  Did I 

do as well my first time?  Don’t remember.  Last night was a trip.  Well, every month is a trip, you know 
that.  And if you’d shown up, we would have put you to work!” 

 
“Busy, huh?” 
 
I laughed, shaking my head.  “Not the whole night, I’m glad to say, but it had its moments -- 

hours.  Those damn birds, those marvelous, dumb birds!” 
 
“So ya gonna tell me?” 
 
“Oh, we started out okay, maybe a little slow.  A few customers, and I walked her through the 
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process, letting her handle things.  Nothing major, nothing really difficult, but some good ones to start 
out with.  Corrected her a couple of times; don’t want her to end up like Doc Vargas.  But then...”  I took 
a breath. 

 
“We’d cleaned up after the last one, and all of a sudden, the Portal is filling up!  Those birds, the 

po-pos!  And one of the dryads!  Don’t know who has less sense!  Dryad is worried they’re sick, and is 
herding them into the Portal.  The birds are trying to move around, honking, and even I can tell 
something is wrong with them!  Our dryad friend disappears to herd more through.  Thankfully we 
decided quickly to keep them confined inside the Portal!  Carol and I are trying to figure out what’s 
going on over all the honking, and Joe hollers out, ‘Borracho!’ -- the silly things are drunk!” 

 
“Say what?” Johnny asked. 
 
I nodded.  “Drunk!  Their normal fruit trees are still recovering, so the dryads have been teaching 

them to broaden their diets.  They’d been eating this one low-hanging fruit, picking off what they could 
reach.  Well finally the ones that had been out of reach were dropping, and they started eating those.  
They’d fermented!  They were eating fermented fruit!  So naturally enough, they got drunk!  And they 
liked it!  Oh, silly birds -- when they get tipsy, if they try to drink out of one of the ponds or streams, 
they tend to fall over, and it takes them a while to get up, and the others make fun of them.  So they get 
tipsy, don’t drink as much water, but they get thirsty, so they eat more fermented fruit!” 

 
“Buncha drunks on a bender!” Johnny exclaimed. 
 
“You got it!  And both Carol and I figure they’re not only drunk, they’re dehydrated!  Oh, Joe is 

laughing his ass off, a real help.  Carol and I got two of the pump sprayers I keep for oral meds and 
mixed five or six liters each of Gatorade and fairy dust.  Figure we’d wade in there and give each bird 
about half a liter of fluid; that should help.  We got suited up, setting up a decon area, and...” 

 
Johnny was giving me a confused look. 
 
I shook my head.  “Think about it, Johnny -- we’ve got twenty eight birds, each twenty five to 

thirty kilos or more, who have been feasting on nothing but fermented fruit for the last few days...” 
 
He made a nasty face, his tongue hanging out.  “Ghaa!” 
 
I chuckled.  “A lot worse than that!  We put on tyvek suits and booties -- waterproof, taping the 

legs over the tops of the booties, got crayons to mark who we’d done, got our sprayers, and waded in.” 
 
I took another breath.  “Bet you didn’t know the Portal holds in smells, did you?  It was quite an 

experience, but Carol didn’t bolt, and neither did I.  We’d step carefully through the po-po poo, grab a 
bird, shove the hose down its beak, and squeeze the trigger.  Put a mark on its head and go on to the next 
one.” I frowned.  “You know the first thing the bird does when you grab it, right?” 

 
Johnny nodded, frowning.  “I can guess.”  He made another very expressive face. 
 
“It’s sort of grayish-purple, and I’m glad I taped us up, because we were pretty much covered 
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from the knees down.  But after we’d grabbed the first few birds, the rest of them figured out that what 
we were doing helped, and they rushed us!  Don’t know which was worse, having to chase them, or 
trying to keep standing up!  Didn’t want to slip in that shit, no way!” 

 
“You have all da fun, Doc,” Johnny congratulated me. 
 
“Oh, that wasn’t the fun part!  About twenty minutes after giving them all that fluid, it hits 

bottom!  And oh man did they cut loose!  We finished doing birds and were doing our decontamination 
safely outside the Portal when the first one cut loose -- and I mean honking from both ends!   Oh my, 
what have we done!  Did we load up those poor birdies with too much fluid?  Nah, just getting rid of the 
old stuff.  Now we figure we have to keep them for another hour or so, top them off with more fluid, and 
get them the hell out of here before they go off again.  So Carol and I go mix up more Gatorade.  Oh, 
that first batch had an amazing amount of fairy dust in it, as did the second batch.  So we’re back in the 
back, fixing up another batch, figuring we’ll wait about an hour to make sure they’ve purged all they’re 
going to purge, and we come around the corner...” 

 
“An what?” Johnny asks after I’ve been quiet for a while. 
 
“Twenty eight birds -- six males and the rest females, drunk and loaded with fairy dust.  And Joe 

is really laughing his ass off!  The males...  Let’s call it a target-rich environment.  Usually when a male 
po-po decides he wants some, the female sees that crazy gleam in his eyes and takes off running.  After 
chasing her for an hour or so, he’s a pooped po-po and gives up.  But we’ve got ‘em all confined in the 
Portal!  They can’t get away!  So the males are having a grand time, mating with anything that can’t get 
out of the way, including the other males!  Hey, who knows -- maybe the fairy dust put the ladies in a 
better mood, too.  So we sat on our asses for an hour and a half or so until they were all pooped out, in 
more ways than one.  And we waded in again, pumped them up with fluid, and had Joe send them back.” 

 
Johnny laughed, shaking his head.  “Like I say, you have all da fun!” 
 
“Oh, we sent the birds back -- leaving us with a Portal full of po-po poo!  We’re standing around 

figuring out how we’re going to deal with all this crap, when Joe reminds us -- it’s in a Portal!  He gives 
a shout and a spin, and it’s gone!” 

 
Johnny laughed again, a deeper, knowing laugh. “Who dat Joe pay back?” 
 
I nodded.  “Exactly -- it took about five seconds before both Carol and I were asking the same 

question -- who’d you dump it on, Joe?  I knew she was smart!  My first guess was Henson’s sheep -- he 
seems to have something against that bunch.  He said he dumped it on a prairie dog mound out 
Northeast of us -- said it needed fertilizing.” 

 
Johnny laughed.  “Dat Joe, always tryin’ ta make tings better...” 
 
“Yeah, probably going to draw predators from miles around to check out the new smell.” 
 
After a few minutes, I asked him, “Johnny, I’m confused.  Maybe you can explain something to 

me.” 
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“What, Doc?” 
 
“Back there when I picked you up -- driving up, I saw someone standing by the side of the road, 

but I wasn’t quite sure it was you until I looked in the rear-view mirror and didn’t see anybody.” 
 
“Say whut?” 
 
I chuckled.  “No reflection -- yet a few nights ago, I looked in a mirror and saw Tana’s cloak, but 

no Tana.  So what is it?  You’re dressed, yet I couldn’t see anything in the mirror; a few nights ago, I 
saw Tana’s cloak but no Tana.  What gives?  How does that work?” 

 
Johnny shook his head.  “Doc, when I tink dat much, my head hurts.  It’s just da way it is.  Ya 

know, when I gets to tinkin like dat, I lay down until it goes away.  Maybe you could lay down wit a 
friend...” 

 
I shook my head.  “Johnny, it bugs me!  I’m trying to figure it out.  What’s the rule?  I don’t see 

you or your clothes when I look at you in a mirror, right?”  I saw a chair laying dead at the side of the 
road up ahead.  “Let’s suppose you pick up that chair...”  I pointed at it with my right hand.  “Would the 
chair disappear as...” 

 
“Ho Doc!  Dey gave you dat?” he cried, cowering away from me! 
 
When I’d extended my right arm to point at the chair, the bracelet showed!  “It’s okay, Johnny, 

you’re one of the best friends I’ve got.” 
 
“Jes be sure dat ting knows!” Johnny told me.  “Woo!  Doc, dis is...  Gak!  Dey gave you dat, 

you put it on?” 
 
“The dwarves?  Yeah.  Tana came by just after the dwarves showed up, and the way she talked, 

she and Sophira knew and agreed the dwarves were going to do something to protect me.” 
 
“Hoo yah, Doc, we know dat, Sophira she ask ‘em ta protect ya, but didn’t tink dey’d give... but 

dat gotta mean ... ho shit!”  Johnny started laughing, a nervous laugh, shaking his head. 
 
“What is it, Johnny?  I take it this isn’t what you’d expected?” 
 
“No shit!  Doc, dat ... fine ting on yer arm, dat’s one of the strongest dwarf magics dere is!  An 

for you to be a wearin’ it, dat’s gotta mean...”  He sighed loud and deep, shaking his head more.  “Let’s 
stay friends, hey Doc?” 

 
“Johnny, I value your friendship, your help, and your advice.  If it will make you more 

comfortable, I could take it ...” 
 
“No!  Doc, NEVER take dat off!  Specially around me!  As long as you wearin’ it, you protected, 

and so is me!  You take dat off, if it tinks I’m not friendly no more, Doc, I’m done for!  It’s dat 
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powerful!  What you guys did to dat little bitch and her pal, what Sophira and us did to dat bigger one, 
da ting you wearin now could snuff ‘em all and not notice!” 

 
“And they trust me with this, Johnny?”  I was getting concerned. 
 
“How long ya been wearin’ it?” 
 
“Three days?  Feels like we’ve been friends forever, though.  And when people see it, like Maria 

Tuesday morning, that’s about what she said -- that I must have had it for a long time, it looks like it 
belongs there, and folks don’t notice it.” 

 
Johnny shook his head.  “Whoooo.....  Doc, I be honored to know ya...  Sophira, she gonna shit!” 
 
“Why, Johnny!  What’s the big deal?” 
 
He smiled, relaxing a bit.  “Doc, you said it -- you an it are friends.  An you got one very 

powerful friend now, Doc!  An da rest, someone like Tana or Sophira gotta explain dat to ya -- you be 
way outa my league now, Doc!” 

 
I shook my head, sighing.  “Johnny, I hope you’ll stick around.  I value your friendship.  I like 

you, Johnny.” 
 
“Tanks, Doc, I like you, too.  An I don’t wanna freak you out, but dis is big shit!  Dat Joe seen it 

yet?” 
 
“Don’t think so.  I had it around my ankle for Open Clinic, so it was covered by a sock all the 

time.” 
 
“Dat’s smart, Doc -- wear it!” 
 
“Could this thing really take out ... one of you?” 
 
“Oh easy, Doc.  I show ya some when we get ta your place.  When dey give you dis, did dey tell 

you its Name?” 
 
As I thought the question, its Name formed in my mind.  “Johnny, it just told me its Name.  

Johnny, I’m getting worried again -- I’ve been dumped into the deep end!” 
 
He laughed.  “Doc, you got dat right!  You in da real deep end!  But you gonna do fine, specially 

wit friends like dat -- please tell it I’m honored to meet it, and I hope da two of ya are together a long, 
long time!” 

 
“Johnny, I get part of the True Name thing -- and the guys who visited me and gave me this told 

me their True Names, but I always thought they were long and involved...” 
 
“Yah, usually, why?” 
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I shook my right wrist.  “My friend here -- its Name is the shortest I’ve encountered.” 
 
I thought Johnny’s eyes were going to bug out, or he was going to push out the side of the Jeep!  

“Whoa Doc!  Dat’s what ya call too much information!  One way ta look at it, da Name has its heritage -
- so da longer da Name, da longer da Heritage.” 

 
I nodded.  “Or, the shorter the Name, the older it is...” 
 
“Yah, dat too,” Johnny agreed quietly. 
 
I had to laugh, or maybe cry...   I’d been matched with an old, powerful protector...  “Johnny, I 

can feel it!  It feels ... protective, and very proud.  It’s proud of what it does!  It’s ... it’s like when I was 
in the circle, with Grandmother next to me -- that ‘you really don’t want to fuck with me’ feeling!” 

 
Johnny was smiling, nodding.  “Why you call her Grandmother?” 
 
“Why are people asking me that all of a sudden?  Out of respect!  Same reason I don’t call Joe mi 

abuelo!”  Worked before -- it got a chuckle from Johnny.  “But I call him mi tio some times, uncle.” 
 
“Dat Joe, he a good guy,” Johnny agreed. 
 
“Like I told the dwarves -- without Joe, and you, I wouldn’t be where I am today...” 
 
Johnny gave me a low laugh.  “Now Doc, you said we wuz friends...” 
 
“We are, Johnny -- you guys have helped me a lot, and gotten me out of some tough spots.” 
 
“Who gave dis gem to ya?” he asked. 
 
I started to speak, but got a strong feeling not to.  “Not supposed to say,” I replied. 
 
“Dat’s okay,” Johnny agreed. 
 
“What’s going to happen with Elna, you suppose?” I asked him. 
 
He shrugged.  “Good question.  Sophira and da Yeti, dey figure Elna and her mom tink dey been 

using da demon ta get you, and dat failed.  Failed big time!  I betcha dey know dat’s one demon not 
gonna be messin’ up sheets in da night no more!  Dat wuz somethin’, Doc -- never seen anyting like dat, 
and never wanna see anyting like dat again!” 

 
“Count me in on that!”  I agreed.  But I had a feeling...  “But something tells me it won’t be the 

last...” 
 
“You probably right on dat, too...” he agreed with a sigh. 
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Everybody was gone when we got to the house.  I parked my Jeep; Johnny helped me unload the 
perishables from the cooler in back and put them in the clinic fridge.  We walked over to the old barn 
together. 

 
“What did you want to show me about this thing?” I asked Johnny. 
 
“Take off your shirt,” he suggested, “Go stand in da middle dere,” he pointed to the middle of 

the floor.  “I’m stayin’ here.” 
 
I took off my denim shirt.  Should launder it; I’d been visiting clients. 
 
I moved out to the middle.  “Okay, now what.” 
 
“Clear yer head, close yer eyes, den tink about it -- feel it round yer arm, and feel it like it’s a 

whip, wrapped round yer wrist, but extendin’ down.  Do it -- close yer eyes and tink it, feel it.” 
 
I closed my eyes and felt it...  I imagined it extending, long and tapering...  And after a few 

seconds, I could feel it!  I opened my eyes, and there it was, glistening in the light, a silver whip maybe 
two, two and a half meters long, probably 15mm in diameter in my hand and around my wrist!  I felt it, 
raising my hand, holding it, moving it.  So flexible!  It also had the feeling of power, of strength. 

 
“Doc,” Johnny said from where he was standing. 
 
I looked at it, holding it, then closed my eyes and did something, returning it to just a chain 

around my wrist.  Opening my eyes, that’s what I had.  I touched it with my other hand.  Walked over to 
Johnny.  “That was amazing,” I told him.  The way he was looking at me -- “I take it that’s not 
advertised?” 

 
Johnny nodded.  I’d seldom seen him looking so serious.  “Doc, dat is a dwarf treasure!  Doc, 

when you use it like dat, anyting you hit -- man, beast, Yeti, vampire -- you hit it, it won’t be pretty.  
You otta practice, but alone, outside.  It can’t hurt you, but anyting else...” 

 
I nodded.  “That’s the feeling I got...  If I wanted to, I could cut the Moon in half...” 
 
Johnny smiled a little, nodding.  “Don’t tink you got dat kinda head problem, Doc, or dey never 

woulda given it to ya.  Does it scare ya, Doc?” 
 
“Yes, it does,” I admitted. 
 
“Dat’s good, Doc.  Scare me, too!” 
 
My stomach chose that moment to grumble loudly. 
 
Johnny laughed.  “I agree!  I’m gonna take off, Doc -- dis be really interesting!”  He laughed out 

loud, filling the room.  “I know how much ya likes to hear dat!”  He took a few steps back, actually 
bowed to me, and vanished! 
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I sighed, shaking my head.  What a trip! 
 
I moved back a bit, to where I’d been standing earlier.  Memories of the last week or so...  I 

remembered Sophira standing there, raising her wand... 
 
I closed my eyes, turning my hand, turning my forearm to present a blade, feeling it...  I raised 

my hand, my arm, feeling it, and as I did, I opened my eyes... 
 
I opened my eyes to see the gleaming, glowing blade extending from my right hand, a long 

blade, elegantly katana-shaped, with an edge that could surely slice the Moon.  I moved, slowly at first, 
then with vigor, feeling and hearing it slice through the air.  I felt its willingness, its ability. 

 
I closed my eyes and brought it back, opening my eyes again to just the chain around my wrist. 
 
Heady stuff!  But hey, it’s dinner time!  I closed up and headed for the trailer. 
 
Fixed myself a salad and some enchiladas, chased with Gatorade.  Some times I think I live on 

Gatorade; I buy the powdered stuff in the big bags.  Yeah, and I’d used a lot on those silly birds... 
 
I felt him a ways away.  “Hey Joe, thanks for your help -- want me to heat you a tortilla?”  I 

opened the trailer door for him. 
 
He hopped up on the table and eyed the salad bowl. 
 
“Want some salad?” I asked.  I’d already had enough; there looked to be about a Joe’s worth still 

in the bowl. 
 
“Si, por favor,” he answered. 
 
I moved the salad bowl over to him.  As I did, the right sleeve on my denim shirt rode up, 

exposing the thing on my wrist. 
 
Joe made a noise I’ve never heard before, and he jumped back, leaving a puddle on the table! 
 
“It’s okay, Joe -- it’s a friend, really,” I said, looking for him.  “Come on, Joe.” 
 
He hopped back on the table.  Was he trembling? 
 
“Dwarves gave this to me,” I said, stating the bloody obvious.  “I’ve told it you are a friend.” 
 
“I hope so,” he finally said.  He sat up, looking at it, still trembling.  “Dios!” 
 
“Feels like we’ve been friends for years,” I told Joe.  “It feels happy, content.” 
 
“I hope it stays happy!” 
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I remembered the feelings I had, swinging it as a blade.  It would be so happy...  “I hope it stays 

bored,” I told Joe. 
 
“For that, I pray, hijo!” he agreed, and stuck his head into the salad bowl.  We didn’t talk too 

much more.  I asked how many prairie dogs had been eaten by predators trying to figure out the new 
smell from the po-po poo and he replied, “Not enough.” 

 
I cleaned up quickly after dinner and hit the sack -- even though it had been a light night as Open 

Clinics go, I was exhausted. 
 
Standing on a featureless plain in my dream, moving with the bracelet around my wrist.  

Bringing my hand up and close to my left shoulder with the little finger close to the shoulder, palm up, 
then pivoting to the right, sweeping out with my right hand as I extended the bracelet into a whip, 
following through to the other side.  Moving, circling, sweeping out with it, slashing, letting it teach me 
a new balance and rhythm. 

 
Then in blade form, moving from standing with it at my wrist to fully extended, moving, 

practicing. 
 
Someone appeared a few meters away from me -- that bastard instructor Hammil from my Army 

basic training!  He swung at me with a whip -- I jumped to the side only to have it lick the inside of my  
upper arm, searing me with fire.  When he swung again, I met his whip with my blade, turning and 
cutting it, putting my back and shoulders into the motion, stepping forward and continuing my stroke 
across his left knee, sending him to the ground.  He reached for me and I turned the blade, swinging 
through, severing his hand, the blade not even slowing down.  I brought the blade up ... he disappeared. 

 
Only to reappear behind me, his scream startling me, barely able to deflect his blade with mine, 

taking a step back but as he raised his blade, springing forward with mine into his midsection, twisting 
to my left, pivoting him around and down as we sliced. 

 
It continued, with him, and with others.  If I showed mercy or hesitation, I was punished. 
 
Vicki -- why did they send Vicki after me?  Because they knew I would hesitate, hesitate long 

enough for her to sink a short blade into me, the dream world of the battle plain fading as her face turned 
to a gray leering death mask. 

 
I woke on my back in bed, panting, clutching my side where the blade would be.  I got up and 

chugged a great deal of Gatorade from the container in the fridge.  Three twenty in the morning -- how 
long had that gone on?  How long would it go on? 

 
I went back to bed, and to sleep.  It let me sleep, for now. 
 
Friday morning, hopefully an easy day.  Walking the job site with Marty, things were going 

well.  They had enough of the solar package up to turn it on, and the sub’s guess was that we’d break 
even with about half the panels installed, and that was running all the construction gear, and without the 
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added insulation and other retrofits to the clinic!  The two bedroom/bathroom suites looked great.  And 
the floors didn’t squeak anymore! 

 
I’m glad I’d saved all the old lumber from the barn -- one of Marty’s subs re-cut and refinished it 

for floors, deck, and siding, and it was beautiful.  Not only beautiful, but insulated out the kazoo! 
 
The solar panels covering the parking area for clinic visitors as well as the separate staff area 

were in, and Maria really liked that.  We had shaded parking for the summer! 
 
About eleven, I heard Maria pick up a phone call.  I watched the light on the phone go from solid 

to blinking, and waited.  “Moira for you on line 2!” she called out.  “Got it, thanks!” I replied. 
 
“Hello!” I said, picking up the phone. 
 
Would I be free this evening?  She would like to drop by, with Bin -- and with Elna. 
 
Oof...  Certainly.  Actually, it would be good to see her again. 
 
“See?” she asked with a lilt in her voice. 
 
I replied that we should have an interesting conversation.  She agreed.  She asked me to open the 

door when I was ready, and they’d drop by.  Fine, see you this evening. 
 
But when Joe and I went to the old barn right after dinner, we’d barely entered and Sophira 

appeared! 
 
“Show me!” she demanded as she approached. 
 
I pulled up my right sleeve. 
 
She stopped -- did she go a bit pale? 
 
“Mistress Sophira, you are my friend, advisor, and protector,” I told her -- and my friend around 

my wrist. 
 
She stepped closer, extending a hand, cautiously.  “It is true...” she whispered. 
 
Light flickered on my wrist, and I felt its unease.  I touched it with my left hand and admonished, 

“No!”  I felt it grumbling, but it behaved. 
 
She reached closer, a look of shock on her face as she stared at the thing adorning my wrist. 
 
“What path have you set me on, Mistress?” 
 
She looked at me with wonder.  She shook her head slowly.  “May your wishes be granted,” she 

whispered. 
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That was it -- the third part of the tripartite curse!  “You asked that they give me protection, 

Mistress.” 
 
Oh, the complex look on her face!  “Yes, we certainly did!” she agreed, a smile present among 

the other emotions. 
 
“I do not understand, Mistress.” 
 
A little more of a smile.  “You will -- not soon, but you will.  Did they tell you its Name?” 
 
“They did not; It did,” I responded. 
 
“What you wear, mortal,” she told me somberly, “is not the stuff of legend; It is Legend!” 
 
I nodded again.  “I hope that all it befriends die of old age; preferably sharing someone else’s 

bed.” 
 
She nodded.  “You will learn quickly.”  More of a smile -- “You are already.  Enjoy your 

evening.”  Addressing the friend on my wrist she added, “I am pleased we are on the same side.  Train 
him well.”  She took three steps back, bowed, and disappeared. 

 
Where was Joe?  “Joe!  Let’s open it up!  I’m in deep shit, and it’s just getting deeper!” 
 
Where was he? 
 
I remembered what Bin had done.  I called to the Portal; it illuminated, and I bid it to open to 

those friendly to us. 
 
I went to my office and got the seemingly ever-present bottle of fortified Gatorade and downed a 

good bit of it.  If nothing else, I need to talk to the Gatekeeper to be sure I don’t run out of fairy dust! 
 
A few minutes later, Moira, Bin, and Elna appeared in the Portal, all wearing plain white robes. 
 
“Please,” I said, inviting them out and to my office.  Moira and Bin looked fine; Elna was acting 

unsettled, which was also fine. 
 
In the office, I took one of Elna’s hands in mine; she was uncertain.  “Were we successful?” I 

asked. 
 
She smiled, and nodded hesitatingly. 
 
I hugged her close.  Over her shoulder, I looked to Bin, who smiled and nodded as well.  I gave 

her a nod. 
 
I looked in Elna’s eyes.  “Aren’t you happy?” 
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So complex!  “Oh yes!,” she started out, but paused.  She looked at me, longing?  Uncertain still?  

“Can we ... talk?” 
 
“Of course,” I told her.  I looked to the others. 
 
Elna turned too, looking at them. 
 
Moira frowned a bit, as did Bin. 
 
Let’s see what they think of this...  “I’m not concerned,” I said, pulling up my right sleeve. 
 
Elna gasped and jumped back, destroying the little coffee table in front of the futon with a crash, 

and was still doing the backstroke on the floor when she ran into the bed which still occupied most of 
the office. 

 
Moira looked startled and Bin looked amused. 
 
Bin said strongly in Yeti, “I was right!” 
 
Moira agreed, “Yes you were!” 
 
Elna was still trying to get away, and not very well, like a little kid...  Something clicked.  I 

spoke to her in Yeti, using the forms and tone you’d use in disciplining an unruly child.  “Silly girl!  
Look what you’ve done!  That table was a gift from a friend, and I will miss it!  Come here!”  I took her 
hands and pulled her up, sitting her on the edge of the bed.  She looked really confused, almost 
hyperventilating.  She started making noise, but I bopped her on the end of her cute nose with a fingertip 
as you’d do to a child.  “Quiet!  Sit here and wait for me!  Don’t cause any more trouble!”  Quieter I 
asked, “Are you going to behave?” 

 
She nodded, looking bewildered. 
 
I bent over a bit so our eyes were on about the same level.  “You said you wanted to talk.  You 

could think about what you want to say.”  She nodded again.  I moved closer, to whispering in her ear, 
moving my hands to cradle her breasts.  “Or you could think of how you would hold me, to thank me, 
and show me how happy you are.”  I nuzzled into the soft fur at the side of her neck and took a deep 
breath as I held her breasts. 

 
I stood and took the other two amused looking Yeti out of the office, closing the door behind us. 
 
“Well, that was interesting!” I said to them. 
 
Bin had stepped up to my left side, holding me, her right arm around me, as Moira looked at the 

thing on my right wrist.  Moira greeted it quite formally. 
 
“Be careful what you wish for,” I told them. 
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They nodded.  We exchanged a brief hug. 
 
“What’s going on?” I asked. 
 
Moira told me, “Elna needs to apologize, and thank you,” she smirked. 
 
Bin still had an arm around me.  “I need to thank you, too,” she growled. 
 
“I’ll go back in, and we’ll ... talk for a while.  When it sounds like it’s getting interesting, come 

in?” I offered to Bin. 
 
“Yes,” she agreed, amused. 
 
“I don’t think she will try anything; not now,” sighed Moira, shaking her head. 
 
“Will you be here, Mother?” I asked her formally. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Yes; part of the agreement.” 
 
“I have many questions for you,” I told her. 
 
She shook her head.  “I am not sure I have answers any more...” 
 
“Then I’ll go deal with her,” I used a term for an unruly child. 
 
Moira laughed, hugging me.  “Oh, you have learned so well!” 
 
I turned to Bin.  “I had a teacher who was devoted to her work...” 
 
Bin gave me a squeeze and growled, “Go!” 
 
I paused at the door to take a deep breath. 
 
The look on her face when I went in, closing the door behind me -- confusion?  Expectation?  

Off balance, that’s for sure!  I sat next to her and took her hands.  “What did you want to tell me?” I 
asked formally in Yeti. 

 
She furrowed her brow for a moment, then sighed and smiled slightly. 
 
She opened her mouth to speak, but paused. Her brow furrowed for a moment, and she closed 

her mouth.  She frowned for a moment, started to open her mouth again, but tilted her head instead. 
 
After a minute or so, she smiled.  She ran her hands up my arms to my shoulders, then turned me 

and pulled me more on to the bed.  She opened her robe and moved closer, covering me, nestling my 
head between her breasts.  Heaven!  I moved my arms around her, pulling her more on top of me. 
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She held me, rocking gently.  I drank in her scent and softness, and I couldn’t get enough. 
 
After a few minutes, she started speaking softly, thanking me, telling me how different she felt, 

what a change it was, how she still couldn’t believe it...  She moved more to sitting on me, rocking her 
hips, and sat up. 

 
I reached up and touched two brownish-pink nipples peeking through her delicious soft fur.  She 

shuddered and held my hands to hers, throwing her head back and giving a most wanton sighing moan 
as she exhaled.  As I rolled her nipples between my fingers, she slowly raised her head, then leaned 
forward, putting her hands on my shoulders, looking at me with pure lust, moving her hips slowly.  I 
held her breasts, squeezing her nipples between thumbs and index fingers. 

 
Sitting up again, she took my hands in hers, kissing them.  She unbuttoned my shirt and undid 

my pants.  She took off my shirt, carefully avoiding the companion on my right wrist, then started 
sliding down me to get my pants.  She paused to nestle me once again between her breasts, then slid 
down more, pausing for a kiss and to let me fill myself with her scent, burying my nose in the soft fur at 
the side of her neck. 

 
Sliding down, pulling down my pants and underwear -- when she slid my cock between her 

breasts, wrapping her arms around me, I almost came!  She growled as I moaned, moving down more, 
quickly getting rid of my boots and the rest of my clothing and moving atop me on hands and knees. 

 
“Now I’ll thank you the proper way,” she whispered, our foreheads touching. 
 
Sliding down, more of her weight atop me, sliding together -- so good!  She buried my head 

between her breasts again, but I struggled to move, to move my head to the side, finding and taking a 
nipple, filling myself more.  She wrapped an arm around my head, holding me, hips moving slowly. 

 
Her hips shifted their cadence as she held me close.  I moaned -- I wasn’t going to last long!  So 

close, I could feel it building, so close... 
 
Things changed -- did I feel a tingle on my right wrist, my talisman?  She was moaning, 

shuddering, holding me, and I was so hungry for her, but suddenly nowhere close to coming!  I rocked 
my hips, changing the angles, that little bit of motion making things feel much better, at least by the way 
she sounded. 

 
She moaned and shuddered, collapsing on top of me.  Rolling to our sides, getting her on her 

back, she was incoherent, but at the same time, enjoying it.  It felt so good, thrusting into her, hearing 
the noises she was making. 

 
I heard the door open and Bin swept into the room, opening her robe and climbing on top of me, 

pressing me into Elna, my head buried once more between her breasts.  Thrusting, with her help, 
squeezed between them, getting close, getting closer...  Wrapping my arms around Elna as best I could, 
holding on, feeling Bin squeeze us together, Elna shuddering underneath me, tight around me, so good, 
and Bin did something, pushing me deeper, pushing me over the edge, pulsing into Elna, holding on. 
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Another driven, delirious night, but with a difference -- in the past with them, they’d been 

leading me, but with Elna, she was so responsive but not really there -- wiped out?  And I was so driven, 
so hungry, time and again, Bin helping, encouraging. 

 
Sitting up, pounding into Elna, Bin behind me squeezing us together, so good, getting so close, 

Elna making incoherent noises, enjoying it immensely.  As I came, Bin easing me forward, I caught the 
scent of those flowers again, the little white flowers.  Bin smothered me into Elna, into softness and 
scent.  Letting go, catching my breath, breathing deep, Elna quieting down as well. 

 
Half awake in the middle of the night, warm bodies pulling away from me. 
 
“Get up, we need to move,” Bin said, pulling me up out of the bed.  I wrapped myself around 

her, not wanting to open my eyes.  She sighed, holding me.  “Walk!” she ordered, giving me a shake, 
leading me. 

 
More awake -- we made it back to the trailer.   They took the quick way; I had to get dressed and 

walk.  I stopped at the little bathroom in the trailer.  Sitting on the can, emptying my bladder, my 
stomach muscles were a little sore.  Swung by the refrigerator and swigged down some Gatorade.  That 
felt good, the combination of the cold liquid and the fairy dust glow. 

 
Going back to bed, Bin extending her arms and sighing as I got close.  Crawling in with her, 

nestling in, closing my eyes and feeling my way.  Her arms helped me find my way, and her sighs let me 
know I was there. 

 
 

END of Part 9 
Rev 2011/01/23 
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Part 10 
 

I’ve decided -- I do not like shape shifters.  Oh, your garden-variety Succubus is fine, as are the 
... well, if you don’t know about those...  With your average Succubus, their shapes change slowly, 
formed by client desires. 

 
It’s the ones that can take any shape they want, when they want, and are out to get me that I 

don’t like. 
 
Sounds like I need a vacation, doesn’t it?  As in medicated, in a small room? 
 
It’s been an interesting few weeks.  Oh, during the day, everything is fine, or at least nominal. 
 
Construction is wrapping up well.  We turned on the solar, and even though we’re waiting on the 

final shipment of PV panels, we’re making more electricity than we use during the day, and had to 
reduce the solar-assist on the hot water, as it was getting too hot!  And it isn’t even summer yet!  The 
house is looking great, even though they tell me they have a lot of finish work left to do. 

 
The clinic is doing well.  Oh, the usual -- people bringing in obese housepets and wondering 

what’s wrong with them.  Sara’s family of llamas is expanding -- the two gravid females getting larger 
by the week, and old Chester is still “gargling” Molly, but he’s shooting blanks. 

 
No, the problem is at night.  Nights I find myself on that dream-plane, standing, waiting to be 

attacked.  Always changing, always evolving, always challenging.  On one level, I was learning how to 
move, how to attack and to defend.  On another level, I was learning to trust my instincts. 

 
I saw it in the ‘stan -- some guys had it; I had it, the feeling when things were wrong.  A pile of 

crap by the side of the road feels wrong -- hey Lieutenant, have Phil put a few rounds from the 50 cal 
into that pile of crap up on the right before we get close, and whaddya know, it blows up big time! 

 
Or that bad feeling walking up to a hut... 
 
The worst part was having those feelings and knowing you, or one of your mates, has to go in. 
 
On that dream plane, now at the point where I was walking in crowds, or in a populated area 

(different from filled with people, if you get my drift), and got that feeling...  Who will it be this time? 
 
Waking up shaking, sweating, some times successful, more times waking with my hands holding 

where I’d paid for my mistakes. 
 
Get up, pee, wash my face, have some Gatorade, crash again and hope I get enough sleep. 
 
Maria could tell when I’d had a rough night.  So could the construction crew. 
 
A run of bad nights, getting beaten, betrayed, and watching those around me suffer.  “Not 
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sleeping well” at the very least! 
 
Standing in the trailer’s tiny bathroom, getting ready for bed, looking in the mirror -- the face in 

the mirror reminded me of a long, nasty patrol where we’d been through too damn much of everything. 
 
Back to the fridge I took another swig of fairy-dust laden Gatorade.  That was helping hold me 

together, but still, I was beat up. 
 
I decided.  Went and flopped on the bed, rolling to the side.  There was a storage pocket attached 

to the wall.  I reached around my .40 Glock, a silver slug chambered and ready to go, and got out the 
small cloth bag.  I sat up in bed and slipped a finger underneath the bracelet on my right wrist to take the 
damn thing off. 

 
The bracelet tingled, strongly. 
 
“I don’t care,” I told it.  “I need the sleep!”  I shook my head and sighed -- I’m talking to a 

fucking piece of jewelry!  Yeah, a piece of jewelry given to me by dwarves, a piece of jewelry that could 
turn into a sword, a whip, an axe, is at least centuries older than me, but still, I’m talking to the thing? 

 
Ah, but that’s not the point -- the point is, is it listening? 
 
“Did you hear me?  I need the sleep!  Knock it off, or you go into the sack! Got it?” 
 
The tingling stopped. 
 
“That’s better!  I’ll take that as agreement!  No surprises -- if I have to get up during the night 

because of you, it’s the sack!” 
 
I could feel it grumbling.  “Hey, Joe is my friend, too, but when I feed him chorizo, I kick his 

furry ass out the door.  I need the sleep -- live with it.”  I left the sack hanging half out of the storage 
pocket, turned out the light, and flopped back. 

 
The damn thing let me sleep!  I woke up rested and feeling near human again.  Maria noticed, 

even Marty noticed.  I had a better day, and got another good night’s sleep. 
 
Friday morning and I’m feeling great!  Two good nights of sleep! 
 
Walking the job site with Marty, all the solar panels were up, and a crew was finishing the wood 

cladding around the steel supports; more than decorative -- during the summer that steel would get hot! 
 
He mentioned the place would be pretty much ready to move into in another week; they still had 

finish trim to do, but the major stuff was done. 
 
Hmmm...  Full moon coming up Sunday week...  I told him Carol would be coming out next 

Friday to spend the weekend, going back late Monday, so if the bedrooms and the kitchen were ready to 
go, that would be great.  But if not, we had the trailer, and it worked fine. 
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He smiled and told me he’d let me know if they could do it. 
 
Not a problem, I told him -- the trailer works. 
 
We had a good day in the clinic -- busy, with happy, healthy animals, and the people weren’t too 

bad, either. 
 
Walking through the new place with Marty after dinner.  Wood floors looked great, and Marty 

said they were going to get a finish coat Monday.  Laundry area was good.  Kitchen was very pretty.  I 
liked the resized and moved windows.  All the windows, even the ones in the clinic, were super 
efficient.  Still needed toe kicks and trim.  More room for the table and chairs, even with more cabinets 
added.  Nice pantry, built in fridge/freezer.  The bedroom suites were very nice, each bigger than the 
larger one had been before, each with a real closet, and a real bathroom!  Looking around the big room...  
Hmmm -- the TV looked bigger, and it was mounted into the wall.  Speaker things in the ceiling, too, 
and a bundle of wires poking out of a sort of closet in one wall. 

 
New front door, too.  The outside looked like it had been there a long time -- nice.  And they’d 

left the benches on the porch. 
 
I took a seat, leaning back.  One of my favorite places to sit, watching the desert go from day to 

night.  Porch swing, something like that would be good.  But for now, a bench worked fine. 
 
Had a glass in my hand, ice and tequila, my latest experiment.  Took a bottle of good tequila 

someone had given me and adulterated it with mucho fairy dust.  Nice to sip, slowly. 
 
Watching the day shift leave and the night shift arrive across the desert floor.  Winged hunters 

circling, looking for tasty morsels.  Too early for the coyotes to be singing (or for Joe to be singing, for 
that matter).  In another few months, you’d be able to see the desert floor sigh as the daytime heat left.  
Someone yipping; a prairie dog.  Guess Joe missed a few...  Don’t know what he has against them. 

 
Dark, my glass empty, the wind shifting to the usual night pattern.  Beautiful night sky! 
 
But it’s Friday, I’m tired, and I don’t have to get up early in the morning!  Pushed myself up and 

turned toward the door. 
 
She was standing in the doorway, illuminated by a night light from the kitchen. 
 
I felt at my right wrist, and sensed ... amusement. 
 
My succubus friend, voluptuous in a simple robe, smiled and said, “I’m told you need 

comforting...” 
 
“Yes,” I agreed, stepping closer, taking her in with all my senses. 
 
She took me back to what had been my bedroom -- and there was a bed in it!  Soon we were in 
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that bed, and oh she was comforting, making love gently yet intensely, holding me afterwards, rocking 
me to sleep in her arms to the beating of her heart. 

 
Standing on that dream plane again, relaxed.  Guess I’d rested enough... 
 
A dwarf before me, an old dwarf, wearing quite the outfit, tooled leather? 
 
I felt for my guardian around my right wrist -- not there!  As I took a breath, I understood.  I 

bowed to him, as I’d seen the dwarf bow to Mistress Tana.  “Thank you,” I told him. 
 
He smiled and returned the bow.  “Sit, please -- let us talk.” 
 
We sat cross-legged on that featureless plane. 
 
After a bit, he told me, “We must continue -- you have so much to learn.” 
 
I nodded.  “I understand.  But does it always have to be the same?  Are there other things we 

could mix in?  Switch among different subjects, different arts?” 
 
He sat, nodding slowly, contemplating.  “Ja, ja...” 
 
After some contemplation, he looked to me again, smiling.   “Ja, we could...  And after, much 

more you could study on your own.” 
 
I’ll never learn...  “Well?” I asked after another period of silence. 
 
He nodded and started to stand.  “No, remain seated please,” he told me.  “Relax -- all the work I 

will do.  In my eyes look; let it happen,” he said, reaching out to hold my head. 
 
Just like with Bin, I thought, taking a breath, letting it out, and letting go. 
 
Bastard -- he rammed it into me, pounded it into me.  I couldn’t pull away, even though it hurt so 

much.  It felt like my head was going to explode, my teeth were on fire, and it went on and on and on... 
 
Until it stopped, and I woke up in bed, my head throbbing, on the verge of throwing up. 
 
I made it to the bathroom, and luckily the toilet lid was up as I cut loose with the first round. 
 
My succubus friend was behind me, pulling my hair back, holding me. 
 
I cursed him -- wishing for his toenails to turn black and fall off.  Then his fingernails.  

Improvising, I added his dick, and then his balls should wither and fall off, one at a time, his voice 
getting so high that only dogs could hear him, and even they wouldn’t listen.  I cursed him in between 
rounds of presenting my last few meals to the porcelain God. 

 
And only then I wondered if the damn toilet was hooked up...  I leaned on the flush lever, and it 
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flushed.  Guess it’s hooked up! 
 
Leaning over the can, panting, cursing...  She held me.  “Water?” I asked. 
 
One hand holding my hair back, she reached to the sink.  It turned on!  She handed me the glass 

I’d had earlier, now full of water.  I rinsed my mouth a couple of times, then swallowed some. 
 
More water, more rinsing, more swallowing, more cursing. 
 
“With them, too?” she asked. 
 
That’s when I realized -- I had been cursing him in the dwarf’s tongue!  Damn!  He’d given me 

their language, in one shot.  I put my head down on my hands, laughing a little.  I liked Bin’s way 
better... 

 
I felt the presence on my right wrist again.  I opened my eyes, and in his tongue, thanked him. 
 
I rinsed and swallowed again.  “Please hold me,” I managed to whisper.  I felt cold and shaky. 
 
We went back to bed.  I went back to her arms.  She comforted me and rocked me back to sleep. 
 
I woke on the floor, with my pillow and the comforter from the trailer.  My watch and clothes 

were on the floor nearby.  Almost eight -- I slept in!  “Damn!” I said to nobody in particular.  Checked 
the bathroom and made more traditional use of the toilet.  Yeah, the room needed some trim still, and the 
shower didn’t have a shower head installed, but the rest looked functional, at least to me. 

 
Got dressed and headed back to the trailer.  Fixed myself a breakfast burrito with scrambled 

eggs, bacon, cheese, onion, salsa.  Cleaned up the trailer some, got my laundry, and loaded it into the old 
washer, which was nicely set up in an enclosure off the back porch. 

 
“Oh damn!” I said out loud.  Something I’d missed, a minor detail...  I looked in the bathroom -- 

yeah, it had towel bars, and a holder for the toilet paper. 
 
Standing in the bedroom, I pulled out my cell phone and gave Cindy a call -- voicemail.  “Cindy, 

this is Doctor Bob -- I’ve got some questions if you have the time.  Please give me a call.  Thanks!” 
 
She called, bless her, about ten minutes later. 
 
“Cindy, what do I do about furniture?  I mean basic stuff for the bedrooms -- beds, nightstands, 

that kind of stuff.  Can you help?” 
 
She laughed.  “You don’t remember?  We went over it with Carol!  The bedding gets delivered 

Wednesday, and the nightstands and other cabinets are custom.  Would you like to meet me later this 
morning to see them?  They’re being done by Wes and John -- they did the rest of the cabinets and prep 
work on the old siding.  You should come by!” 
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Okay, I had errands to run anyway -- I could drop by the gunsmith and pick up my silver deer 
slugs for the shotgun.  Didn’t mention that to Cindy, but I agreed to meet her in about an hour and a half.  
She gave me the address. 

 
Hank, the gunsmith I work with, is a local character.  He showed me the pictures he wanted to 

put on his website.   Miguel, his apprentice, had decorated my slugs after casting them.  One had a very 
nice cross on it.  One had the lines you’d see in a scope sight.  Another cross, and another with the 
outline of a hand, middle finger extended.  Engraved around the side of at least one slug was a very nice 
script, “Vaya con Dios.”  “I like it,” I told him. 

 
“What is it about you and silver, Doc?” Hank asked; he’d done a lot of silver ammo for me. 
 
I shook my head.  “Some things you just want to be sure they stay dead, Hank.” 
 
He shook his head.  “These should do it...” 
 
“Yep, and please thank Miguel for me -- I appreciate the sentiment.” 
 
Pulling up to the woodworking shop, I recognized the name, and one of the trucks -- they’d 

picked up the old lumber and the salvaged boards, reworking them for cabinets, floors, and siding.  Got 
out of my truck and walked up to their gate. 

 
I was greeted by a mixed-breed hunting dog on the other side of the chain link; he barked and 

bayed at me, but his tail was going. 
 
“Hello, beast!” I greeted him.  He looked to be in fine shape. 
 
“Dawg!” hollered a voice from the shop. 
 
The beast grumbled and backed up a few steps, not taking his eyes off me, his tail still going. 
 
“Hey Doc!  Cindy’s not here yet -- come on in,” John told me, coming out of the shop.  He was 

the son; Wes, his dad, had taken over the business from his dad.  They’ve been in the area for a while. 
 
John let me in.  I shook his hand, and with my other hand greeted the dog.  The three of us 

walked back through the office into the shop, where Wes was. 
 
I congratulated Wes and John on the great job they’d done refinishing the old lumber, and how 

good it looked.  Wes was glad I’d saved it; it was great to work with, and very hard to find. 
 
They showed me the stuff for the bedrooms; each bedroom got a pair of nightstands and a short 

chest with a mirror on it, as well as a matching headboard for the bed..  There were more shelves and 
drawers built into each closet. 

 
“Guys, I’m a country vet.  These look so clean, so simple, that there’s got to be a whole lot more 

to it.  Giving me something like this is like giving him prime rib,” I pointed to the dog, who was leaning 
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up against Wes. 
 
They laughed, and admitted that they thought the stuff was damn fine, and they were going to 

have pictures taken before things got too lived in... 
 
I was talking to John about one of the nightstands when the dog took off barking to the front 

gate.  Cindy had arrived; Wes let her in. 
 
Cindy heaped praise on them.  She had a better vocabulary for it; I don’t know about “beautiful,” 

but they were quite nice. 
 
We walked over to the finishing shed where they were working on some other pieces.  Very 

pretty!  The bedroom stuff would be delivered Wednesday. 
 
I stopped by Chavez Market and picked up food for the week, then headed back. 
 
Pulling off the hard road up to the gate, I had a feeling...  I parked the Jeep and got out, walking 

up.  I felt something, and the friend on my wrist oh so quickly became a sword that I slashed through 
something like a skein or web, appearing as I cut through it and vanishing with a flash.  Then something 
that looked like a javie came at me from the left, but when I sliced through it, the pieces fell to the 
ground and sort of evaporated as smoky grey goo.  Any more? 

 
I didn’t sense anything; neither did my friend, who changed back to a bracelet.  As I got back in 

the Jeep I told it, “Thank you for teaching me.”  I felt satisfaction.  Guess I’d learned something. 
 
But that didn’t mean I had to like it...  But who do I gripe to?  Picked up my cell phone -- I had a 

phone number for Moira; did it work? 
 
It rang when I called it.  And after a few rings, she answered! 
 
“Good morning!” she greeted me in her tongue. 
 
I explained that I’d been greeted at the edge of the property when I’d returned.  I started to 

explain what had happened, but she stopped me and said she’d send someone out right away -- and that 
I’d done the right thing. 

 
A few minutes later, I’m wearing my 40 with a full magazine of silver, there’s a knock on the 

trailer door. 
 
Two dwarves, Albert and Klaus!  I greeted them in their own tongue as I invited them into the 

trailer, quickly closing the door behind them. 
 
Master Albert gave me quite the look.  We sat and spoke of what had transpired.  When he asked 

what I had cut, the friend at my wrist provided me more answers, which I gave the dwarves. 
 
I was concerned about having them go outside in the middle of the day, but there were some 
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things that needed to be done now; they went to do them. 
 
Bob called; he wanted to drop by with a couple of guys to install and check out some gear. 
 
I told them to come on over, only having second thoughts when I hung up the phone. 
 
No problems, except that the subcontractor’s dog wouldn’t come out of his van.  Sat in the back 

shivering.  Smart beast!  I called to Joe, but didn’t get a reply. 
 
The little closet with the wires hanging out of it got populated with gear.  I now had a weather 

station, with gear on the roof, recording wind, temperature, humidity, rain (what’s that?), the works.  
And, Bob explained to me, it sent that data to a website he maintained.  TV, satellite, internet, all hooked 
up and going.  He even left me a set of laminated cards explaining how to do things. 

 
They took off after about two hours; I think the dog was happy to be leaving. 
 
I headed to the trailer to get some cold Gatorade.  Joe was on his stool. 
 
“Hey, where you been?” I asked him, going to the fridge. 
 
“Is it happening, again?” he asked, sounding agitated. 
 
“What, Joe?” 
 
He shook a bit.  “Those things give me the creeps!” 
 
“What things?” I asked. 
 
“Ask them,” he said, cocking his head outside. 
 
I got my hat and went out, deciding to walk the fence line. 
 
I was thirsty, yet I wanted my hands free.  I carried the bottle in my left, my right free to grab the 

Glock or to swing my friend.  I clipped the bottle to my belt and kept walking. 
 
The dwarves had been here; the area had the feel of fresh magic, that’s the best way to put it. 
 
And I met up with the dwarves near my shooting range. 
 
“This is good,” Master Albert, said.  “You should meet them.” 
 
“Who?” I asked. 
 
“Whistle, loud please,” he requested. 
 
That I could do.  Fingers to my mouth, I let loose a good one. 
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And around me, up out of the scrub, out of the ground, came half a dozen...  I wasn’t sure what 

they were, but I felt they were friendly -- to me at least.  Not only friendly, but protective and damned 
territorial!  I could feel them -- and more around the area, and each one had that same protective, 
territorial feel to it; protective, territorial, and itching for a fight. 

 
“Welcome,” I told them in the dwarves’ tongue.  “I wish you good hunting.” 
 
One of them close to me hissed and stamped its front feet -- wait, it only had front feet! 
 
Master Albert smiled and explained.  These were from Northern Africa, a climate like mine, 

Moroccan relatives of the Alpine Tatzelwurm.  These were around forty centimeters long, with only two 
legs, reptilian with catlike faces, short spines along the back.  Very proud, very nasty! 

 
I bent down to take a look at one.  Scales, catlike eyes, and it stamped its feet (sharp looking 

claws), opened its mouth wide (lots of sharp teeth -- venomous like a Gila?), and gave a surprisingly 
loud, shrill ululating cry, which was immediately picked up by its friends in the area. 

 
“What will they do to the men and animals working here, and to the people and animals coming 

for medical help?” I asked. 
 
Albert nodded and smiled more.  “Those they will not harm -- they will not be seen.  They will 

be seen only by us, and by those who will very quickly wish they had not seen them.” 
 
“Joe is safe?” I asked specifically. 
 
He nodded.  “El Brujo they will protect as well.  We have strengthened the wards.  It was a very 

clumsy attempt made earlier that you found.  We have informed ... others and they are discussing the 
issue to insure it does not happen again.” 

 
I bent down to look at my new guests again.  Yes, these were magical creatures.  The friend on 

my wrist was pleased that they were here. 
 
Master Albert told me, “Already they like this area -- I have told them to leave El Brujo’s 

cousins alone, and hunt prairie dogs and other small animals.” 
 
I looked to the one in front of me.  “That should make Joe happier.” 
 
Another ran up from the side and up my leg!  It stopped on my bent knee, looking out at the 

world, opened its mouth, and told the world to watch out!  Its friends answered! 
 
I held my left hand in front of it, cautiously.  It scrambled to my hand, its tail wrapping around 

my forearm loosely.  I brought it up to my face for a better look.  Glad I was wearing sunglasses; didn’t 
know if they spit or not.  Dentition and jaws looked more like a Gila, a chewer, than a snake, a fanger. 

 
“You are a very handsome beast,” I told it quietly.  It opened its mouth more, moving its head 
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side to side and hissing with pride and attitude.  Sparkly eyes.  Again, the feeling that it was a magical 
creature.  Arboreal adaptation on the feet and claws -- definitely a climber, and the claws looked strong 
enough to do damage. 

 
Slowly and deliberately it lowered its mouth to my index finger, closing its teeth on a fold of 

skin, tugging a bit, then releasing.  It looked at me again, then jumped down and scooted off. 
 
The dwarves had taken off as well.  I stood up, took a drink from my bottle, and continued 

walking the fence. 
 
Having met them, I could reach out and feel them.  Already, they liked it here. 
 
Walking by the front gate, there were quite a few in that area.  I couldn’t see them, but I knew 

they were there. 
 
I sat on the porch, putting my feet up.  I was smiling -- I felt better! 
 
Joe hopped up and joined me on the bench. 
 
“Good news, Joe -- they’ve been told it’s open season on prairie dawg.” 
 
“That should help,” he agreed. 
 
“Hey, you still need to watch my back -- they’re not very good at conversation.” 
 
“Gracias, hijo,” he said, and hopped off and into the brush. 
 
We had dinner around dusk; enchiladas with green sauce, fruit salad, and cold beer.  I was joined 

by Albert and Klaus.  They liked the enchiladas, and the beer.  They had strengthened the protection 
around my abode.  The clinic presented challenges to them, since it must be open to others.  The 
protection around the house, the trailer, and especially the barn were now stronger.  They had done an 
interesting kind of gate along the road leading to the main road. 

 
I thanked them for their hard work and their care. 
 
We had one more thing to do -- and in the old barn we must do it! 
 
Okay -- we cleaned up the dinner dishes and walked to the old barn. 
 
Inside, Klaus took out a parchment and started drawing on the floor. 
 
This time I knew better!  I backed off, and when Albert looked at me (a nasty look), I plugged 

my ears! 
 
Loud, and bright!  The report shook my chest, and sprinkled down dust from the rafters above us. 
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Remaining at the spot was a leather-bound book, perhaps three inches thick and a foot or more 
on a side.  Looked old. 

 
“For you to study,” Albert told me. 
 
I picked it up and opened it.  Dense, hand-written pages. 
 
I thanked them.  Albert said they would leave me to my work. 
 
I went to my office and sat at the desk, opening the book once more. 
 
The text -- it glowed as I read it.  And as I read it, I changed.  I learned and I changed.  When 

reading such a book, once you’ve started, you do not stop until you get to the end of a lesson. 
 
That first one took me two and a half hours.  When I finished, I closed the book and put my head 

down on the desk.  I was sweating.  My eyes burned, and my mind burned. 
 
I felt her arrive.  I felt her before she arrived, my senses expanded from what I’d read, feeling her 

open the way into the larger space.  And from that, I also sensed that my office was protected. 
 
I lifted my head as Mistress Tana walked in.  I stood and greeted her formally, with new respect. 
 
She bowed and smiled.  She sat in the chair in front of the desk; when I sat down, my legs 

wobbled. 
 
We discussed the day’s events.  I could speak about them with more understanding now.  At 

least I was starting to know how little I knew!  I did have a better feeling for the limits and the balance 
among the different players.  I had a better feeling for my own strengths and weaknesses.  She gave me a 
phone number so I could reach her -- seems like everyone but me has an iPhone... 

 
All in all, I felt safer.  Then I started laughing. 
 
“What is it?” asked Mistress Tana. 
 
“A lesson I should have learned many years ago,” I told her, shaking my head.  “That others may 

not be evaluating the game using the same values, the same rules, as you -- they may not even be 
playing the same game.” 

 
Tana nodded.  “Very true.” 
 
I felt ... a query, from the Portal.  Without moving I opened it, allowing Moira and Bin to join us. 
 
When they entered the office, I rose and hugged both of them.  Bin felt and smelled delicious; I 

knew she was pregnant. 
 
The Yeti sat on the futon; I pulled up another guest chair.  I missed the little table Elna had 
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destroyed.  That got me to chuckling. 
 
In response to Moira’s question, I explained.  “Tana and I were just talking -- about the 

fundamental mistake of assuming someone else is playing the same game, let alone using the same rules 
and values as you are.  For example -- now that Bin is pregnant, yes, I can tell, I’m quite comfortable, as 
are you, Mother, in asking who is next.  Yet if I was to ask Elna the same question, make the same offer 
-- if I understand, that would be an incredible threat to her, and to Fanise!  To have another male Yeti, 
outside of their family?  Let alone one with the probability of such ... talent?  You are looking for 
diversity, for strength, where they would seem to be trying so hard to maintain control, to maintain their 
edge.  If my analysis is correct, which is another discussion on its own...” 

 
All agreed my analysis was most likely correct.  We kicked that around for a while. 
 
So who did we have to thank for the afternoon’s diversion at the gate?  Fanise, Elna, and 

company?  A different Yeti faction?  I looked to Moira and then up at the ceiling as I posed that one.  
Family, friends, colleagues of the demons we’d bumped off?  Or someone random, just checking to see 
how good the new kid on the block was? 

 
Tana seemed to think it was the latter.  Moira agreed; at least that it didn’t involve Yeti.  Tana 

added that she’d informed Sophira earlier, and Sophira had gone to have a chat with some others...  
Shortly after she’d returned, they started hearing from other groups, including ones she had not 
contacted, giving assurances they had not been involved!  Many were all for leaving us alone! 

 
“And how many know about my friend?” I asked, holding up my right wrist. 
 
Not that many, was the guess.  Moira and Bin both were of the opinion that Fanise didn’t know -

- Elna wouldn’t tell her.  They had kept it quiet.  Tana thought that only a few of them knew.  A few of 
the dwarves, no telling how many. 

 
Tana laughed, her head going back.  When Moira asked, Tana explained she’d almost committed 

just the sin we’d discussed -- evaluating the behaviour of others in our terms.  There are very few who 
would challenge the Legend on my wrist, but far more who would be willing to try and steal it from me. 

 
What has to happen, I asked, for that to occur? 
 
First and foremost, Tana told me, I had to voluntarily remove it.  She didn’t know of any other 

way. 
 
“But that doesn’t mean there aren’t any,” I suggested, ever the optimist. 
 
With that, Moira stood up. So did Tana, and finally Bin, who was smiling quite a bit more. 
 
I hugged Tana.  “Thank you, Mistress, and please thank Mistress Sophira as well.” 
 
Moira held me close.  “I want to curl up with you, be held and protected,” I whispered to her, 

burying my head in her soft fur. 
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She chuckled and rocked me.  “Eventually,” she whispered. 
 
“That leaves you,” I looked to Bin, taking her hand. 
 
She nodded.  “I thought I would stay, until morning?” 
 
“Please,” I whispered.  Then stronger, “I’ll go open the portal in the trailer for you.” 
 
She nodded, almost a bow.  “Thank you.” 
 
Tana had vanished already.  I secured the book, putting it in the desk and sealing it with a spell, 

and walked with Moira and Bin back to the Portal.  With another hug, we saw Moira off. 
 
I hugged Bin and walked back to the trailer.  It was going to be a good night -- I could hear Joe 

singing in the distance. 
 
In the trailer, I opened the small Portal for Bin. 
 
Silly me -- I should have undressed first!  But the small size of the trailer came to my aid -- I 

pushed her back to the bed, and as she fell on it laughing, I hopped back into the tiny bathroom, closing 
the door.  I managed to get undressed (dropping my clothes in the shower) and use the toilet.   I moved 
the bracelet to around my left ankle, less likely to get tangled there.  Then it was into bed, into Bin. 

 
She’d opened the top vent and some of the windows; a comfortable temperature for me was too 

warm for her.  That meant she had to keep me warm, which worked out well for both of us!  On top of 
her, trying to bury myself in her, thrusting as she held me to a nipple, pulling me into her, shaking in 
ecstasy under me, pulling me closer and sending me over he edge, filling her and barely able to hold on. 

 
She rolled atop me to keep me warm.  Holding me, filling me, serenading me with the music of 

her beating heart, filling me from her breasts. 
 
I woke once in the dark to her stuffing a cushion underneath me, all the better to ride me with.  

Holding on, making it last as long as I could, filling her and drifting off again, still surrounded by her. 
 
Waking again, but on that featureless plain, sword at the ready with Bin unconscious behind me.  

Swinging, defending us, defending her, against the things that attacked -- things like the devil javie we’d 
sent back a long time ago.  But they kept coming, and I saw a swarm of them approaching...  I couldn’t 
defend us against all those!  Standing over her, realizing that, screaming... 

 
But what I could do -- the tip of the sword against the ground, I turned, drawing a line of fire as I 

spoke, drawing and casting as I circled once, twice, thrice!  Then closer to us, repeating, circling once, 
twice, thrice! 

 
The first of the swarm closed on us -- the first two hit the outer circles, and deflected, aflame!  

Wherever they touched the outer circles, a wall of flame flared, and they fell back in flames.  As the 
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swarm increased, flaming demons ran into their own, spreading the flames among them!  The flames 
consumed them, leaving nothing. 

 
A group pulled back, and I saw a huge monster charging directly at me, its red glowing eyes 

almost level with mine!  I stood in front of Bin, taking a breath, holding my sword.  The monster 
lowered its head, screaming as it charged.  At the last moment, I lowered my sword and did something, 
extending it out past the outer circles, extending it into a flaming lance. 

 
The beast impaled itself on my lance.  I stood my ground, pushing and twisting, its cries 

changing.  I pulled up and twisted the blade, using both hands, the flaming, searing tip of my lance 
slicing through its head and coming out by one ear.  I raised the blade and brought it down with as much 
force as I could, feeling it hit, turning my wrists to dig it in deeper, then pulling back and thrusting 
forwards, moving from my hips, putting my whole body into it. 

 
Waking up in her arms again, holding her, burying my head between her breasts and filling 

myself with her scent, trying to be here, not there.  She held me, rocking gently, taking us both to 
passion and once again to sleep. 

 
Half awake in the early morning, making love again, such strong feelings, such intensity, yet so 

free-flowing at the same time.  So good, so intense, her riding me as she held me to her.  A fleeting 
glimpse -- I know, I understand -- conditioning me, overwhelming me with pleasure, training me to need 
them all the more.  But I’m long past that -- how could I need them more than I do already? 

 
Leaving thoughts behind, letting our bodies do what’s needed, collapsing together afterwards. 
 
But afterwards, still wrapped up in her, Bin explained it to me.  A quirk?  A curse?  Just the way 

Yeti are put together?  Once they become pregnant, once they are aware they are pregnant, they have to 
have sex with the father, again, within a period of a few weeks.  Simple -- have to.  Because if they 
don’t, they’ll miscarry.  They’ll lose the baby. 

 
But...  I tried to pull away from her nipple to ask a question, but she held me where I was, pulling 

me closer.  “Shhh -- later,” she whispered, holding me close, rocking me, rocking more on top of me, 
filling me more with her milk, filling me more with fire, squeezing me and rocking me until I filled her 
once more and we drifted off together. 

 
Eventually we got up.  I made sure the drapes were closed and fixed us breakfast.  Bin liked cold 

Gatorade as well. 
 
Doing eggs and bacon on the stove, I turned to her.  She smiled, filling me with warmth. 
 
“I don’t understand -- all you had to do with Elna then, was keep us apart for a few weeks?” 
 
The pained look that filled her face -- “We couldn’t do that!” she cried.  “That is the one thing 

we could not do!” 
 
Shaking her head, sighing, then making a chortling snort, still shaking her head.  “But as you 
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said, playing a different game, using different rules -- they didn’t understand that!  It’s something they 
can do!  To their own, to family!  Elna thought we would!”  She shook her head again.  “We didn’t 
understand -- that was something we could not do, or even contemplate!  So much so that we had a hard 
time understanding what she was going through.  It wasn’t until she started confessing so much to Moira 
that we understood -- we understood what she thought was happening, and was going to happen!  That 
we were going to keep her away from you!  And even after we told her, we promised that we would 
bring you together again...”  She sighed.  “That’s why we brought her here on short notice.  She was 
getting so frantic.  She was so certain we would keep you apart until we had extracted, I don’t know 
what, from her...” 

 
I nodded.  “That’s why she responded so strongly to my friend,” I shook my right wrist.  Wait, 

when had I moved it back to my wrist? 
 
Bin smiled broadly, nodding.  “Yes -- to suddenly see proof that you are an adept, and then the 

way you spoke to her!  You turned her world around!” 
 
Looking at the bracelet on my wrist as I turned -- a ray of sunlight through a window striking it, 

flashing in my eyes momentarily.  I saw -- more than saw, I was there -- sitting in a great hall, Val on 
one side of me, Elna on the other, knowing Moira, Val, and Bin were nearby, looking out at so many, 
then standing up to... 

 
I picked up the spatula and turned the eggs.  Breakfast was about ready. 
 
“What was Elna’s end-game?  How would she see this resolved?” I asked.  “Do we know with 

any certainty?” 
 
Bin sighed.  “As head of a dynasty, ruling over all?” 
 
Hmpf...  “Somehow I can’t quite see her ringing the closing bell on the New York Stock 

Exchange...” 
 
“What does that mean?” Bin asked. 
 
I smiled.  “Indeed -- what does it mean to the world out there?” I pointed outside with the 

spatula. 
 
“Not a lot,” she admitted with a nod. 
 
“Not related at all,” I suggested.  “So that’s where the solution must come from...” 
 
“What?” she asked again. 
 
“Breakfast -- then back to the old barn.” 
 
We had breakfast.  I cleaned up the dishes, with Bin drying. 
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Standing there, turning and brushing against her soft fur, moving closer and sinking into her soft, 
dense fur, her arms going around me, supporting me... 

 
“I don’t know what I like more,” I whispered, looking into her eyes.” 
 
“Tell me,” she whispered back. 
 
“Sitting up, sliding into you, with someone sitting behind me, pulling me in...” 
 
Our foreheads were touching. 
 
“Or being on my back on top of someone with you on top of me...” 
 
I was hard, pressing into her.  I could feel her nipples pressing into me. 
 
“Or being on my back with a cushion under me, you riding me, looking into your eyes and being 

so lost, so lost in you, until you smother me to a breast again...” 
 
She went through the Portal; I dressed quickly and walked to the old barn, to the bed.  I learned 

about her favorites as well. 
 
I bid her farewell at the Portal.  I visited the loo, got a bottle of fortified Gatorade, and went to 

my office. 
 
I collected The Book and went back to the trailer to read.  Three hours for the next section. 
 
Three hours, then to the shower to wash off the sweat, to stand under the water, eyes closed, 

while the world shook around me. 
 
Nah, the world was the same when I got out of the shower. 
 
Early afternoon -- I dressed and put on my hat, walking the property. 
 
Patrol awareness -- being attentive to anything, everything, and more.  I could feel my Moroccan 

friends.  I could feel their pride, the simple joy of basking in the sun, and the eagerness for someone or 
something to pick a fight with them... 

 
Sitting on the porch later, smelling the late spring air, listening to the wind, the occasional 

vehicle out on the road. 
 
“What’s new, Joe?” I asked when he hopped up on to the porch. 
 
“Sus amigos -- nobody going to bother us!” he replied. 
 
I laughed.  “Not more than once,” I agreed. 
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“Could they take out the two we dealt with?” I nodded to the parking area where we’d taken on 
the pseudo-Judy and her pseudo-cat. 

 
Joe scratched with a back paw.  “The small one, si -- the big one?  Probalemente.  Not sure I 

want to watch.  They call El Viejo, si, easy.” 
 
“I think I’ll sleep better,” I mused. 
 
“Quieter?” Joe needled. 
 
“You’ve been singing pretty well recently, mi tio...” 
 
Joe made a rude noise and hopped off into the brush. 
 
Carol coming out this Friday -- seven weeks since I started the remodeling - rebuilding madness.  

Open Clinic Sunday night.  Two weeks later, she’s done for the year and moves here for the summer. 
 
“What the hell am I getting into?” I asked.  “What the hell am I getting her into?” 
 
When I didn’t get any answers, I gave a loud whistle.  Three of my new friends appeared from 

out of the scrub and scrambled on to the porch.  They can move damn fast when they want!  One 
scrambled up onto the porch railing, the other two onto the bench with me, one continuing up onto the 
back rail of the bench. 

 
The one on the railing looked out at the world, opened its mouth, and gave a, “Bring it on!” cry.  

Its mates joined in, and then more out in the brush. 
 
“Damn, I like your attitude,” I told them, smiling. 
 
I had a simple dinner, read one more section of The Book, showered again, and collapsed in bed. 
 
On that plain again, but this time it was Carol I was protecting!  I started to cry out, but I knew -

- whether I liked it or not, she was involved.  Anyone connected with me, or even nearby was involved. 
 
My first move -- protect her.  I turned my friend into a whip and circled it under her, picking her 

up so she was floating a meter or so off of the surface.  Going around her unconscious form once, twice, 
thrice -- she would be safe, for the time being.  Then myself, like skipping rope, jumping up and 
whipping it around me thrice. 

 
Damn, they were out there -- malevolently glowing eyes, so many in the featureless gray.  Some 

moving sideways, some moving closer.  A group approached, and I cast fire, hellfire, which scattered 
the survivors. 

 
A larger one approached, opening its demon mouth and screaming, launching something at me, 

an attack.  I deflected it with a wave of my right hand.  A group advanced on my right; I cast fire at 
another group on the left.  Damn, too many! 
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I raised Carol above my head, stepping under her and swinging about, casting fire with my 

sword.  That caused confusion, as flaming demons ran into other groups of demons, setting them afire 
and spreading the fun. 

 
Idea!  Raising my right hand, I cast out among them, confusion.  A group of smaller ones 

attacked the big one, who roared and turned on his smaller cousins.  I cast again, to the smaller ones, 
defend!  More of the smaller ones attacked the big one, who eventually ran off! 

 
Another big one approaching -- flickering between dark gray and the tan - gray-white of the 

desert?  I felt a difference -- it wasn’t approaching on its own, it was being driven, being ridden? 
 
A noise -- a shrill cry -- that was the answer!  Fingers to my lips, I let out a loud whistle!  Again! 
 
They appeared from out of the ground, glowing and each adding its own shrill cry as my friends 

joined in the melee. 
 
But what could they do to a beast so much larger?  They could pile on, attaching themselves to 

any flap of hide, anyplace their jaws could get a purchase, their claws digging in.  Soon the beast’s head 
was covered with them, and its flanks.  As it spun around howling, there had to be half a dozen attached 
to its testicles!  That had to hurt!  And they didn’t just latch on -- they latched on and thrashed, their 
claws digging and tearing as well.  Their shrill cries got louder and louder... 

 
I woke in bed, hearing their shrill cries outside.  I got up, pulling on pants and boots, grabbing a 

shirt and the 12-gauge, cycling out the birdshot round leaving a silver slug in the chamber.  But as I 
headed for the door, the friend on my right wrist told me I didn’t need to go out -- all was under control.  
Four twenty five in the morning.  After a few minutes of quiet outside, I stripped, took a leak, refilled 
with Gatorade, and crashed again. 

 
I was up early, out sitting on the porch by six thirty. 
 
As I sat on the bench, one of my guardians appeared and climbed on to the railing in front of me. 
 
“You guys have fun earlier?” I asked it. 
 
“Si, they did good,” Joe told me as he hopped on to the bench. 
 
I interpreted the sound my guardian and his buddies in the scrub made as, “We kicked ass!” 
 
“What happened -- que paso?” I asked Joe. 
 
“Someone took a coyote and tried to ride it in, alla,” he motioned with his head, which only had 

nubs showing.  “By the wash.  Sus amigos, they had a party.” 
 
Interesting...  “I had a dream -- a beast coming in, being driven or ridden by something else.” 
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“Si, eso lo es.” 
 
“I just hope they leave the crews alone and stay out of sight,” I hoped out loud. 
 
Folks started showing a little before seven.  I walked the site with Marty.  Anything I wanted 

from inside the house, get it now, because they turn the place over to the flooring guys at nine, and 
anybody that goes in after that gets whipped! 

 
I told him I was good, that Bob and crew had been out and done their magic. 
 
Marty was happy with how things were going.  They were working trim until they got thrown 

out, and then again when they could Tuesday afternoon.  Furniture delivery Wednesday, supervised by 
Cindy, with the photographer showing up Thursday. 

 
Photographer? 
 
Marty smiled and said Cindy was convinced what they’d done was way too good for the likes of 

me. 
 
I laughed and clapped him on the back, agreeing.  Hope it’s good enough for Carol!  That gave 

me an idea, though.  I told him I’d see him later and went back to the trailer.  Wrote myself a note to 
have Carol bring her camera when she came out. 

 
Seven fifteen -- let’s check out our late visitor.  Got my hat, a clip-on bottle of Gatorade, and the 

Glock loaded with silver. 
 
I wasn’t sure what to expect, but when I came on it...  “I am very impressed!” I said.  Just on the 

other side of my rusty barbed-wire fence I saw not a dead coyote as I’d expected, but the damn clean 
skeleton of a coyote!  I walked up to the fence and leaned on the post, looking at it.  I gave a low 
whistle.  Four thirty to seven thirty?  Three hours and they picked it that clean?  “Good job, guys!” 

 
On cue, a bunch appeared from the brush and let me know how good they thought they were! 
 
“You eat the fur, too?” I asked, looking around for a stick.  Found one long enough and gave the 

bones a poke.  Yeah, still some connective tissue left holding things together.  “Missed a spot,” I said, 
noticing what looked to be some spinal tissue that had been blocked by the beast’s prior position. 

 
But a few of them saw it and jumped to the spot. 
 
“Share now,” I told them.  Teeth, claws -- they did a very thorough job! 
 
“Good job, guys!  I appreciate it!” I thanked them. 
 
More shrill cries...  Next! 
 
I walked back to the trailer with a big smile. 
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Nominal day in the clinic -- one of the locals, Jay, brought in his African Gray parrot.  He’s had 

the bird for around twenty years, and understands that the two of them are mates.  The old lady was 
looking worse for wear though.  Mites -- I sprinkled her with fairy dust, and gave her a good dose orally.  
Gave him a little dropper vial so he could add some to her water for the next week.  Explained to Jay 
that’s why he had the occasional itches as well -- he had a lot of housecleaning to do!  We talked, and 
the bird talked with us.  I told her to take good care of Jay.  She made a loud rattling noise and told me, 
“Piss off, boy!”  Jay and I laughed -- what a great bird. 

 
Tuesday was house calls, with a checkup on those damn goats in the afternoon.  But the hands 

had rounded them up, so we did a sample, ten goats, and they were all clean.  I told them to let the rest 
out of the pen slowly, and if they saw any problems, cut that one out and give me a call. 

 
Driving home along a county road -- a traffic jam out there is seeing another vehicle. 
 
Suddenly I had the strong feeling -- Wrong -- and I stood on the brakes!  I sent out an alarm 

shout.  My right wrist was tingling.  I did the quick circling thing in my head to protect myself, and 
things turned hazy outside?  I turned on the emergency flashers, and started getting out of the Jeep.  My 
friend and mentor on my wrist thought that was a good idea. 

 
I almost fell as I got out!  Like it was farther to the ground or something?  I extended the bracelet 

into a whip and did the jump rope thing, circling protection around myself. 
 
“My oh my,” I muttered.  The front wheels of the jeep were about a foot off the ground, the back 

wheels up maybe half a foot?  But the tires looked like they were carrying load, like the whole thing was 
on an invisible fucking ramp... 

 
I walked to the front, still in my protective bubble.  Looking ahead, the road was hazy somehow. 
 
Instinct, training -- call it what you will -- I shot out my right hand, turning the bracelet to a lance 

as I shot it out to my right. 
 
Looking to my right, I’d speared a ... if you don’t know about them, you probably sleep well at 

night.  But as I looked, I gave my wrist a twist, and it changed.  I smiled grimly.  That wasn’t its native 
shape -- it’s native shape was no-shape, another damn shape shifter, and up to no damn good. 

 
Suddenly it started twisting more.  And I understood -- it was trying to kill itself, because 

someone was coming!  I could feel it, too! 
 
A wraith appeared hovering over my speared demon.  I recognized it -- Tana. 
 
The demon let out a cry as Tana enveloped it. 
 
I peeked.  No, I did more than peek, and Tana helped.  Incubus, shape shifter.  I took parts of it 

in, with Tana’s help.  I took in its Name, the tricks it used, attacks and defenses, so much.  Tana and I 
ate it.  I withdrew, and observed as Tana finished the job. 
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The Jeep dropped to the road with a thud. 
 
I wore a bracelet again.  I touched it and gave it my thanks. 
 
Tana stepped closer, now wearing a form more familiar to me. 
 
“Mistress, thank you for appearing so quickly,” I thanked her. 
 
She smiled.  “You are learning,” she told me. 
 
I sighed.  “Unfortunately -- how do we protect Carol?” 
 
Her smile disappeared.  “I will see to it.  She is important to the future of many.” 
 
“Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
Her smile, her smirk, reappeared.  “Drive safely.” 
 
“I will.” 
 
I got back into the Jeep and started it up.  It felt okay. 
 
The demon had cast what amounted to an invisible ramp in front of me.  I’d have driven up it, to 

oh sixty feet or more off the roadbed, and off the edge.  The result would have been an inexplicably fatal 
crash.  A nice trick, as things go.  Not original with this one, either. 

 
He had been a shape-shifter, a left-hand path incubus, a very dark one.  Not close to the ones 

we’d crossed paths with, but not entirely unrelated either.  He’d decided to get rid of me.  Not out of any 
sense of revenge or motivation from another, but just because. 

 
Wrong decision.  I imagine Tana was letting others know, who would in turn let others know.  

But how many more like that were out there?  After eating him, the answer, I knew, was undoubtedly 
more than one. 

 
How do we protect Carol, others around me?  It’s that collateral damage I worry about. 
 
When I got home, Marty was just packing up.  He made me take off my boots (I put them in the 

pan on the back porch to disinfect) and we walked in wearing socks.  He asked about the pan, and I 
explained it to him.  He nodded and told me they’d make an enclosure for the pan, one with a metal 
lining and a drain, so I didn’t bleach out the decking. 

 
“Hey, wondered when I was going to get shower heads,” I mentioned, pointing to the shower 

heads that hadn’t been there the day before. 
 
He laughed.  “Just smuggled into the country,” he told me. 
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“Really?” 
 
He nodded.  “From the UAE by an airline pilot friend of Bob’s -- these are not low-flow shower 

heads, my friend!  You can’t buy these anywhere in North America or most of the E.U.” 
 
I smiled.  I had my own well and water tanks.  That stuff had been redone as part of the remodel, 

with larger tanks installed, super insulated, along with the solar hot water system.  “Damn!  Something 
else to thank him for!  When I was over there,” I told him, “I was supposed to have a month of R and R, 
but instead got sent to the Emirates to study camel -- the place I stayed had a shower that was amazing, 
putting out so much water...  And after six months without a shower, man did I go for that!” 

 
Marty nodded.  “They’re popular around here; it’s a local secret.” 
 
“I’ll just enjoy it!” 
 
Wednesday was furniture day -- they put pads on the floors to move things in, and little pads 

underneath the furniture.  Cindy supervised, and we all got a tour at the end of the day.  Very nice!  But 
they didn’t want me on the floors any more than absolutely necessary, no shoes, no boots.  Okay, I’ll 
move in Friday?  That was fine. 

 
Should have made house calls Thursday.  Damn photographer showed up.  Oh, a nice enough 

gal, but she followed me around, taking pictures of me as well as of the house and the furniture. 
 
I talked to Carol -- she was itching to see the place.  She’d gotten my note, and would bring her 

camera and lenses. 
 
Cindy and Marty were there when I got off the phone.  We bet on when Carol would show.  I put 

twenty bucks on three thirty Friday afternoon.  Cindy bet on six, and Marty picked five.  I told them they 
were gonna lose! 
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Carol drove up at three thirty seven on Friday afternoon.  Don’t think she was expecting 
applause and a welcome committee.  She rushed to the house to use the loo -- take off your boots! 

 
She was all smiles when she came out, though -- smiles and hugs for Marty, Bob, Cindy, and me.  

Maria joined us -- nobody else scheduled for the afternoon. 
 
Carol thought the place looked beautiful.  Cindy gave us the grand tour (we had to take off our 

boots still).  It did look damn nice.  She took pride in pointing out that most of the furniture and cabinets 
were made from lumber reclaimed from the site. 

 
We put on our boots again so Marty and Bob could give us a tour of their stuff -- the solar 

systems, electric and hot water, the insulation job, so many details.  I hadn’t noticed until he explained 
how they’d worked over the South wall of my office in the clinic.  It had a big window in it, and when 
the trailer wasn’t there, it gave me a great view.  I knew they replaced the window.  That wall was now 
four inches thicker, and they’d extended the walkway cover around the back of the building and put 
what had been two of our four spare solar panels up on the cover to shade the window, making it fit in 
with the rest of the site.  Nice job, guys!  I still had the view, and wouldn’t bake! 

 
Maria was so happy with covered parking, and could tell that the clinic would be much more 

even in terms of temperature.  I think she liked having separate and clearly marked spots for clinic staff.  
Carol and I would park our rigs around back in a separate covered area. 

 
Bob wanted to show off his stuff, so we took off our boots and went into the living room again. 
 
Big screen TV built into a wall.  LCD, LED, he says it’s both -- looks good to me. 
 
He pushed buttons and brought up a bunch of screens that showed what the solar systems were 

doing -- saving money, that’s what!  The added insulation on the Clinic helped a lot as well.  They’d 
buried a lot of pipe down sixteen or more feet, and circulated fluid through that -- it stayed below sixty 
degrees F or thereabouts, fifty six currently, and used that to pre-cool the air, for both the clinic and the 
house.  They could also use solar-heated fluid to heat the air, and give us a lot of hot water.  He figured 
we could keep both buildings cooler in the summer and warmer in the winter at no cost. 

 
Then he gave the remote to Cindy.  She smiled at me and told me I probably wasn’t going to like 

it, but I’d have to put up with it for a few minutes. 
 
She went through a slide show from what the photographer had done. 
 
Started with one of the last pictures she’d taken -- me sitting on the porch.  She called it a sepia 

tint; not color, but not black and white, either.  I guess I’m a good looking cuss.  Wiry, big moustache, 
no nonsense. 

 
Good pictures of the house and the furniture. 
 
Then some of me with a client, the Booth’s dog.  Another sepia toned thing, with me nose-to-

nose talking to the dog.  And I’m smiling. 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 253 

 
“He only smiles when he’s with the animals,” Maria tossed in. 
 
“You should see him when he’s around Chester!” Carol said. 
 
“I think Chester is his hero,” Maria offered with a smirk. 
 
Everyone laughed, even me.  “Chester is a hero to a lot of us,” I told them. 
 
The girls showed up around five, and a pitcher of margaritas appeared.  Then one of the sisters 

who does catering at Chavez showed up, and we had a nice spread around the picnic table. We’d have a 
real party in another two weeks, when Carol was here for the summer, and to celebrate completing the 
project.  I started to grumble but Cindy put a hand on my arm and told me I’d have a good time.  Did I 
have anyone I’d like to invite? 

 
Carol told us she needed to push things back two weeks -- she could polish off at least one more 

section of her boards, and get some other things done.  No problem; the party would get rescheduled. 
 
After dinner I worked with the girls getting me moved out of the trailer and back into the house.  

I insisted on moving some things -- guns, ammo, the little box from the Yeti.  But we got me moved out.  
Bob said they’d pick up the trailer Monday.  No hurry, I told them.  Talked to Marty about a rack or 
something for the shotgun, inside my bedroom door, or maybe in the hallway.  Maybe a pistol holster on 
the back of one of the nightstands? 

 
With everyone gone but Carol and me, standing in my socks in the kitchen, “That new?” I asked, 

pointing to a coffee maker on the counter. 
 
Carol smiled and nodded.  “Yup, I got it last week.  It’s even got a timer, so coffee will be ready 

when I get up.  What’s the schedule tomorrow?” 
 
I smiled.  “We’ve got a research project.  I’d like to start around nine.  How does that sound?” 
 
She nodded.  “Fine.  Sleep in later Sunday?” 
 
“Oh yeah -- Sunday night gonna be a long one.” 
 
“Got any more for me to read?” she asked. 
 
“I can get al-Faz if you’d like,” I offered. 
 
“I’d like that.” 
 
“Fill up your sprayers, too?” 
 
“Oh yeah -- ran dry last week.” 
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“Let’s wander to the barn then.” 
 
We talked about school.  She had three finals coming up, and wasn’t worried about any of them.  

She was really looking forward to being out here for the summer, and wondering how she was going to 
make it through her last semester.  I suggested she focus on her boards.  Yeah, she was aware of those...  
But they were victims for a new program, letting folks stagger parts of their boards, so she’d done one of 
four sections already, aced it, and would do more sections in another few weeks, leaving only one or two 
sections remaining.  The background checks and other crap for here and Texas were underway with no 
issues.  Her remaining issues were residence requirements, and she was arguing she’d already met those. 

 
We walked through Open Clinic setup -- everything was set.  All we needed to do was pull 

things out and wait for chaos.  I got al-Faz for her, and raided my supply of fairy dust; I needed to make 
more Gatorade as well. 

 
Back in the house, after a little bit in the kitchen, we headed off to bed. 
 
The room was too good for me; the trailer suited me pretty damn well.  I’d have to check the 

slats in the bed frame, if I expect to be entertaining visitors, and I certainly hoped I would! 
 
But the bed was comfy, the place quiet, and I soon fell asleep. 
 
 
What a damn fine shower!  I liked the shower head!  Talking to Carol over breakfast, she liked 

her room too.  What did we need for the research project?  Camera, flashes, macro stuff.  I had some 
scales we could put in the pictures for reference.  Notebooks, pens, the usual.  We each had two clip-on 
bottles of Gatorade, with plenty of fairy dust.  Carol really wanted to take some of that back to help her 
through finals.  Didn’t have a problem with that. 

 
Just because, I grabbed the Glock with a magazine of silver. 
 
We walked down to my little range area.  We’d do some shooting tomorrow if she wanted; I’d 

skipped the previous weekend so I should put in the time.  She wanted to do that; she’d spent some time 
at an indoor range by the school, working with one of their instructors. 

 
I sat on the ground and motioned for Carol to do the same.  “Eye protection, first,” I told her, 

switching from my sunglasses to yellow shooting glasses.  “Now, a really loud whistle.” 
 
She cut loose with a good one.  Nothing. 
 
Okay, maybe we have to be formally introduced.  I nodded and gave it a try. 
 
After a few seconds, I saw one peeking out from under some brush.  “Hey, she’s family -- you 

need to protect her, too,” I told them.  “Come on out!” 
 
Three scurried to me, and at least three more scurried to Carol. 
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“Tatzelwurm!” she said excitedly. 
 
I let one climb on my hand, and held it up.  “You are a very handsome beast!” I told it.  I put it 

on Carol’s shoulder and told them, “She’s family -- protect her, too!” 
 
The one on her shoulder looked out at the world, opened its mouth, and let the world know...  

The others joined in, and when I looked around, we had a dozen or more around us. 
 
“Where did you find out about them?” I had to ask. 
 
She had one in her hand and was looking at it.  “What a good looking beastie!” she praised it.  

“I’ve been looking all over the net -- there’s a Swiss site about them, if you can read German.” 
 
I nodded.  “As I understand it, these aren’t Alpine -- they’re from Morocco, cousins from an area 

more like this in terms of climate.” 
 
“They’re beautiful!” she said, smiling.  The one in her hand opened its mouth and swung its head 

side to side, hissing, agreeing with her, I think.  “How did they get here?” 
 
“The dwarves did it; they’re guarding the place, and us.” 
 
“Will you protect me, too?” she asked the one in her hand.  It immediately turned to face the 

world and gave its answer, joined by those around us, and more in the distance.  Carol giggled.  “Thank 
you!” she told it. 

 
It turned and ran up her arm, around the back of her neck, and to her shoulder. 
 
“So far, I’ve found them to be possessive, territorial, and they’ve got an attitude...” 
 
“Yeah; I can’t quite see these guys sitting around wearing feathered Alpine hats, drinking beer,” 

she suggested. 
 
“More like guarding mountain passes and helping intruders find the quickest way to Hell, right 

guys?” I asked them. 
 
That got the reply we expected! 
 
“Now let’s see if we can get a picture of one,” I suggested quietly. 
 
She nodded.  “Try for one in your hand to get an idea of scale?” she said as she pulled her 

camera case around. 
 
“Sounds good.  Might get out the sprayer, too, in case someone objects.” 
 
“The claws look nasty.  Are the teeth that sharp?  Got enough of them!” 
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“I’m pretty sure they stripped a coyote clean to the bone in three hours.” 
 
“No shit!” 
 
“We can head over there later.” 
 
“You rock, guys!” she told our friends.  They agreed. 
 
She put a flash and a different lens on her camera, a Nikon.  I held one up on my hand.  “This is 

just for our friends, so we can take better care of you,” I explained.  Don’t know if they were listening, 
or cared, but I usually talk to my patients and explain what I’m doing anyway. 

 
Carol got one picture, then another.  “Great -- going for a close-up on the head.”  Another flash. 
 
“Who’s a fierce beastie?” I asked it. 
 
I think they understand things like that -- it opened its mouth wide and did the hissing routine for 

us.  Carol got some pics.  “That’s great!  Such a handsome beast!” she praised it. 
 
She got close-ups of the legs and claws, upper view of the head, side view with spines, and some 

close-ups of the belly, looking at scale patterns, and the transition region from body to tail.  I held a 
millimeter scale in some of the shots. 

 
I got out my electronic scale and flipped my hat over on to it, zeroing it.  I picked up one of our 

friends and put it in the hat.  It looked around, but we got a weight, and a picture.  I guess they figured 
we wanted them in the hat -- suddenly we had about a dozen in the hat!  We laughed as they climbed 
over each other, and Carol took pictures.  One of them opened its mouth and hissed, and its buddies 
followed suit.  “I hope you got a picture of that!” I told Carol.  “Oh yeah!” she replied. 

 
They scattered out of the hat.  One turned and bit on the brim, thrashing its body, pulling the hat 

off the scale.  It let go of the hat, hissed in victory, then scurried into the brush again.  I picked up the 
hat.  “Look,” I pointed to the spot where it had bitten down, almost completely through the brim.  
“Wonder if Tilley warrantees their hats for these guys...” 

 
“Nasty teeth!” Carol agreed. 
 
We packed up our gear.  “I’d like to see if any are grooved,” I tossed out. 
 
“Venomous?” she queried. 
 
“Might be.  Want to see their other work?” 
 
“Sure!  How many are there?” 
 
I shook my head.  “No clue -- thirty at least?  Fifty?  I get the feeling they’re trouble that travels 

in packs.” 
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“Oh yeah -- and a lot of attitude in a small package!” 
 
We walked to where the wash crossed the property line.  Not surprisingly, other scavengers in 

the area had gone after parts of the skeleton; the skull was missing, as was a foreleg.  Some of the ribs 
were loose. 

 
“They did that in a few hours?” 
 
“Best I can tell.  Don’t know what they did with the fur.  Damn good job though.” 
 
“Wow, I’ll say!  I’d guess they’re carnivores?” 
 
“I’d say that’s their bias, with those teeth.” 
 
Carol’s laptop was back at the house, so we went there and set up on the kitchen table to work up 

a preliminary writeup.  The pictures were amazing!  She gave me abuse for not having a laptop, 
particularly since I now had really fast wireless.  Okay, I’ll think about it. 

 
We had an early dinner, and walked the inner fence around sunset, sitting on the porch as the 

evening came on. 
 
Glancing over at Carol as we sat on the porch, she was looking out at the scrub, and the look she 

had on her face, the smile... 
 
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” I asked quietly. 
 
“It certainly is,” she agreed. 
 
I stood up.  “I’m flicking it in early, and sleeping in late -- tomorrow’s gonna be a long one!” 
 
She stood up as well.  “Oh yeah.  I wonder what we’re going to see this time?” 
 
I shook my head and chuckled as I walked back into the house. 
 

 
END of Part 10 
Rev 2011/10/12 
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Part 11 
 
Training 
 
I had a pretty good idea what they were trying to do; that was pretty simple.  My questions were: 

(1) what, if anything, am I going to do about it, and (2) is there a reason why they’re doing it other than 
the obvious one? 

 
The “what” is pretty simple -- Elna and her Andean Yeti friends were screwing my brains out, 

night after night, and it’s glorious! 
 
That gets to the “why.”  An obvious conclusion is that they’re doing this to train me, to condition 

me, so that at some time in the future they can rely on this conditioning -- but why?  Just to have me 
manipulable and easy to handle?  That’s the part I don’t understand. 

 
After I go to bed at night, naked save for the friend on my ankle or wrist, one of them pops 

through the Portal and climbs into bed with me.  That Portal is well protected, and only lets friendlies 
through.  With the protection cast around each bedroom, and the bracelet I wear, simple hostility isn’t 
going to work.  I think.  No, I’m sure. 

 
Oh, they do so much more than just climb into bed with me...  It’s a formula, a routine, and it’s 

delicious.  They get on the bed on all fours and lower themselves on me, my head between those 
delicious furry breasts.  So gently, so softly, filling me with scent and softness, brushing my face, 
engulfing me, moving my head back and forth, not making a sound. 

 
Those first nights, I moved to hold her, to bury myself in her, be smothered by her, but she’d pull 

away and whisper for me to relax and let her take care of me.  When I relaxed back, she’d continue, 
moving gently, sliding her breasts over me, up and down, side to side, some strokes taking me deeper 
into her fur than others.  I can’t tell what she’s going to do next -- glide over me, the touch of her fur so 
light and tantalizing, or slide me so deep between her breasts, engulfing me so deliciously. 

 
Then a hand behind my head, cradling me.  The first time she did that, I thought I was going to 

come!  I expected, I hoped, I wanted her to pull me to a nipple.  But when I moved my head for a nipple, 
she squeezed the back of my neck and told me once again to let her take care of me.  Holding my head, 
moving over me, my head between her breasts, putting more weight on me, getting me so hard, so hot, 
so dizzy, yet so relaxed... 

 
Pulling the covers off me that first time and letting herself down on me, that soft fur against my 

body, I was so close -- and she slid us together, keeping that same deliberate rhythm.  I didn’t last long 
at all, and it was glorious, coming so strongly, so intensely, and she kept moving, holding my head, still 
so gentle.  Rocking me to sleep in her embrace, then waking being smothered between her breasts, but 
returning to that soft gentle rhythm again, wiping me out, so dizzy and so hard, so relaxed, until she 
finished me off. 

 
She finished me off, then rocked me to sleep again.  Three times that first night? 
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From those first nights, it’s only gotten better.  They’ve trained me better.  After two weeks, I 
last a lot longer.  Still starting with just my head, tantalizing me and relaxing me, holding my head, then 
sliding down the bed clothes.  It wasn’t Elna, I think it was Brenda who did that the first time, sliding 
down the bedclothes and then that same deliberate rhythm, my head between her breasts, but brushing 
the rest of my body with her fur.  So electric!  So dizzying!  The first few times as I’d get close she’d 
slide us together and finish me off.  But later as I got close she’d smother my head between her breasts, 
smothering the rest of me as well, holding still until I’ve cooled off some. 

 
Then it’s back to tantalizing me with her fur, that slow, deliberate motion.  Some times she’ll lift 

up so it’s just the tips of her fur that touch me, such a light electrifying touch!  She’ll press my face into 
the side of a breast, smothering me to one of those especially soft patches that holds her scent as she 
moves her body so lightly over my stomach and groin. 

 
She slides us together, and keeping her hips still on mine, keeps moving my head back and forth 

between her breasts.  Oh that does something so strong to both of us. 
 
Thinking about it, remembering it, there are three of them, Elna, Brenda, and one other.  Don’t 

know her name.  The last part started with her.  Holding my head, moving me between her breasts like 
that, I feel so hard, so full inside her.  When she starts moving her whole body again, I could tell -- she 
had to work to keep the rhythm.  And thinking about it, remembering it, they come around the same time 
I do.  Oh, when I come, being held and rocked and teased like that, I lose it.  I’m lost, and I love it.  But 
thinking about it, so are they...  And when I think about it, remember it, I also get a sense of amusement 
from my bracelet friend.  Perhaps my friend and I are conditioning them as well?  A strong sense of 
amusement.  Okay, that makes sense; what’s good for the goose is good for the gander, right?  Thinking 
about it, they did seem to be making more noise these days...  Brenda last night, trembling as she held 
me?  Yeah, a nice pattern. 

 
I did what I should have done much earlier -- I called Moira and started explaining things to her. 
 
Only to be interrupted and told (requested, sorry) to go open the Portal in the old barn. 
 
It was after dinner, so I went to the old barn and opened the Portal to friends. 
 
Moira, Bin, and Val appeared almost immediately, and Moira was extremely upset! 
 
As we walked to my office, Moira ranted loudly at high speed on how she’d been conned, again, 

that Elna had just mentioned thanking me, not this concerted...  She peppered her tirade with questions, 
but didn’t give me any time to answer!  After a few minutes of this, I took Val by the hands to the 
circular bed which still inhabited my office, and fell back pulling her on top of me.  Much better! 

 
What was I doing!  Moira shouted, finally pausing, if only for a moment. 
 
I buried my face between Val’s breasts once more, inhaling deeply, then moved her to the side.  I 

sat up and addressed Moira, “Waiting for you to stop your tirade and be rational again.” 
 
She took a breath, but didn’t say anything for a moment, and another moment, and finally sighed. 
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Bin wasn’t standing next to her?  I felt someone coming through the Portal and started to get off 

the bed, but Val pulled me back. 
 
Mika, the Yeti enchantress, came in. 
 
Interesting -- Moira was highly agitated, that was clear, and understandable.  But some of the 

terms she used describing “the short ones,” sounded quite pejorative.  Not just in terms of reference, but 
how they can’t be trusted, up to their usual tricks, and more. 

 
The Yeti have a term for what Elna and friends were doing; “domestication” is a rough fit.  

“Pussy whipping” is too coarse, but it is male sexual domestication and sexual conditioning. 
 
Mika asked me a question, or rather, she tried, but Moira went off on a tirade again. 
 
Val rolled her eyes and Mika nodded.  They let Moira run on for a while, then asked her to step 

outside. 
 
I flopped back on the bed.  Bin tossed for Mika -- one specialist replaced with another.  I 

chuckled; Mika was the only one I’d not knocked up -- yet.  Hmmm, that’s an interesting thought...  
How do the Yeti practice contraception?  Or do they?  The Portal -- Moira leaving in a huff!  Interesting!  
Val leaving as well! 

 
I sat up and took off my boots. 
 
Mika came back in.  Not smiling, but not looking as pissed off as Moira was, either. 
 
She pulled up a chair and started explaining.  They felt that Moira was too closely involved; she 

agreed to go back.  They agreed that Val should go back with her. 
 
Mika had questions for me -- any interesting scents, were they wearing anything when they 

arrived, did they say anything, sing to me, suckle me? 
 
I didn’t recall anything in terms of scents other than what I felt were their natural ones, or at least 

nothing I’d been exposed to, such as the little flowers.  Other than telling me to relax and let them take 
care of me those first times, they didn’t say a word, or make a sound -- until we got close to climaxing.  I 
woke most of the time when they arrived.  Elna and Brenda arrived naked.  The other one arrived 
wearing a white robe.  Why? 

 
Mika asked me to describe the experience.  I invited her closer to help me remember.  She 

laughed and told me I’d get my chance, not to worry...  I told her how it had started, and how it evolved.  
At times I closed my eyes, remembering.  Damn, it was so good!  I told her how good it was, how 
quickly I relaxed and let go now, and yet they kept going longer and longer before finishing us off.  
Mika was particularly interested in that, especially when I described feeling them quiver around me, and 
the noises they made as we came.  I was hard recounting it, and I could smell aroused Yeti. 
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Sitting up, I could see aroused Yeti.  I asked Mika, what’s going on? 
 
As she started, I got her to explain male Yeti sexual domestication. 
 
There weren’t a lot of male Yeti, as I knew.  Boys grew up big and strong, bigger and stronger 

than their mothers.  She thought I was aware of female Yeti issues when they were in their most fertile 
times, occasionally injuring their mates -- a significant concern when a human male was involved.  That 
was even more of a problem with male Yeti, the males causing injury.  With females, they could use the 
little flowers to relax them.  Unfortunately, those couldn’t be used on males, as they interfered with 
erection and ejaculation.  The approach that had evolved was male domestication, starting at an early 
age.  Yeti were breast fed for at least four years...  I sighed, looking at her, seeing those delicious 
nipples, thinking of Val, Bin, Elna... 

 
She shook her head, smirking again.  When the males were about eight, domestication started, 

with unrelated females, specialists such as herself, doing the training.  What I’d described and 
experienced was a combination of the early training, conditioning the male to relax when held, and later 
training for arousal and intercourse. 

 
But there were things she didn’t understand -- particularly since I was fully grown.  Why hadn’t 

they used drugs, some of the flowers, to wipe me out initially?  And why hadn’t they brought in other 
aspects of the usual domestication process, enchantments, trance, and hypnosis? 

 
I smiled and raised my right wrist; it was on my wrist again.  I ventured that if they’d tried that, 

my friend would have objected.  I started to mention some of my recent training sessions on that dream 
plain that had involved just that, female Yeti approaching me, arms outstretched and nipples visible, 
drawing me in, holding me -- and getting cut in half when they tried something.  But my friend on my 
wrist tingled to let me know that would not be a good thing to say. 

 
It wouldn’t have mattered, I don’t think Mika was listening.  She was staring at my right wrist, 

her mouth open.  She managed to gasp, “They didn’t tell me...” 
 
“Explain!” I snapped, commanding. 
 
Mika looked at me, shocked.  She hadn’t been told I was an adept, a sorcerer in training, let 

alone one with...  Yes, trying to bend my mind would ... fail.  But she’d thought they’d avoided those 
approaches because of the enchantments she and her people had cast, and protection from the dwarves, 
but not... 

 
I nodded.  Why not suckle me, increase their control that way?  The times I’d tried for their 

nipples, the protector on my wrist had not objected, and yet the Yeti kept me away. 
 
She smiled, recovering.  That was a deliberate part of domestication for a number of reasons.  

One was because the connection with a female’s milk was individual, and binding to a particular trainer 
was neither the goal nor advisable.  Also, denial only increased desire, so that when that desire was 
finally slaked... 
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Okay, I get that part.  But once again, I didn’t understand.  It seemed like this whole 
domestication process produced a very controllable male who could be ridden safely and enjoyably by 
one or more females. 

 
Yes, that’s correct. 
 
I shook my head. That’s not what I’ve experienced with Val, Kal, or Bin, or even Elna early on. 
 
Mika sighed and told me that was one of the things that was special, that made me all the more 

desirable, that I was such an active and thoughtful partner. 
 
Okay, so what do we do about this?  Continue to suffer through it? 
 
Mika chortled and mentioned there wasn’t any harm in it. 
 
How can we turn this against them, I mused to myself...  Condition them to me...  As Mika 

chortled, the thought hit me -- that incubus I’d eaten...  If I thought about it, looking through his 
memories, his skills and training, yes, I could see how to arouse them even more, intensify things...  And 
yes, my bracelet friend had been taking me down those paths...  But I could do so much more.  The 
feeding would be much better that way... 

 
I looked to Mika.  I liked the way she looked, and the smirk on her face. 
 
“We thought it would be best to review what they have done, and go from there,” she whispered. 
 
“As you tease me, please take me with your eyes?” I whispered back. 
 
“You should undress,” she rumbled. 
 
I took off my shirt and flopped back on the bed, undoing my pants.  As I slipped them off, I had 

help. 
 
She started as they had, brushing my face gently, some times smothering me momentarily.  

There were some differences, some changes. 
 
One of the changes was that I wasn’t playing fair anymore.  All I’d learned -- from my studying, 

from the incubus I’d eaten, from memories of what I’d done in bed with them -- all that came into focus. 
 
So many small things...  They are so sensitive to sound -- moaning, calling her name, sighing.  

Later as she smothered me between her breasts and was moving her hips so the tips of her fur just grazed 
me, oh so tantalizing, I barely touched the insides of her hips with my thumbs.  Yet that elicited a moan 
and a snapping of her hips, moving more. 

 
So good, but different from the others -- oh, she was fanning my flames and I was enjoying the 

experience, open and receptive.  But I was putting more into fanning hers as well, doing those little 
things to increase her pleasure.  I was getting help, directing me to hold her hips, to dig my fingers into 
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her fur, to call her name as I pulled her closer, to press my thumbs on the insides of her hips just so... 
 
Both of us dizzy and delirious with pleasure and oh so close.  Our eyes connected and she looked 

at me with wonder, a look of concentration...  My eyes half closed and I moaned as she did something 
that pushed me so much closer.  A hand going to the back of my head as she leaned forward, engulfing 
me in softness as she drove on with her hips, both of us moaning and going over the edge.  She quivered 
and quaked on top of me, smothering me in softness, suddenly pulling her hand from behind my head 
and starting to lift up off of me, but I managed to get my arms around her and hold her where she was. 

 
She moaned and shook more, her weight coming down on me, feeling so good.  My friend 

coached me to dig my fingers into her fur, holding her hips just so...  She moaned and squeezed me, 
swirling her hips, draining me, holding me inside her. 

 
It took her a couple of minutes, deliciously collapsed atop me, before she lifted up partially and 

resumed brushing my face with her fur, singing softly.  Heaven! 
 
Waking in the middle of the night to her moving on top of me, getting me so aroused and so 

dizzy, impaling herself on me.  I responded, digging my thumbs into the insides of her pelvic girdle as I 
tried for a nipple.  Her response was intense as she clamped me to her nipple and pressed into me with 
her hips, moving, moaning, shuddering around me.  I was at the edge for so long, holding on, barely able 
to breathe and loving every moment of it.  She let out a louder moan and shuddered more.  That did it 
for me -- and as I filled her, she sighed, rolling her hips and moving my head around. 

 
Once more she collapsed on top of me, so good.  This time though as she recovered, she moved a 

little to one side, cradling me to her, and softly sang me to sleep. 
 
I woke alone, knowing she’d just departed.  I sat up.  What a trip! 
 
I got half-dressed; it was a little before four in the morning.  Walking back to the house, I paused 

to look at the stars.  So clear and crisp!  I love it out here, no streetlights to mess things up. 
 
Undressing again getting into bed, I could still smell her.  Damn but I loved to be wrapped up in 

them!  And that last bit, waking, being taken on a fast, intense ride...  The Andean one, Brenda, had done 
that to me a week or so earlier, arriving early that night, wiping me out the slow way, and then taking me 
on that fast, intense ride three times more before dawn.  But that had been on a Friday night, and I got to 
sleep in Saturday!  I’m looking at a Thursday, with probably a full day! 

 
I crashed and slept well.  Showered and went into a day full of the usual.  Let’s hear it for the 

usual! 
 
I had a break mid-afternoon.  I’d no sooner planted my sorry ass in my office chair when, “Moira 

for you on line two,” came over the intercom.  “Got it!” 
 
I leaned back and picked up the phone.  “How are you, Mother?” I asked her. 
 
She was somewhat apologetic, more for losing her temper than anything else.  Mika and Bin had 
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spoken with her, as had Val and Kal.  There wasn’t anything per se wrong with what they were doing, it 
was just...  She asked if I was enjoying it...  I told her I was, and it made me want her daughters all the 
more, as we shared something special.  She told me that’s what Val told her; if I didn’t mind, Val and 
Kal would start visiting me as well.  I would love that, particularly on the weekends when I could sleep 
in, and spend more time in bed with them.  Tomorrow night, then, one of them would visit me.  I 
thanked her once more for her beautiful daughters, and her patience.  She sighed and thanked me. 

 
That night after dinner I spent a quiet evening cleaning firearms.  I changed the order of things in 

my shotgun -- I’d had two buckshot rounds followed by slugs.  I reloaded with one buck and the rest 
slugs, all of them silver.  I could probably get some silver buck made up, like a number six or so...  I just 
felt better knowing things were loaded with silver.  “Some things you just want to be sure they stay 
dead,” I muttered. 

 
Friday night Val joined me just after dinner.  It was so good to see her again!  She was showing, 

and looked so beautiful!  She apologized that she wouldn’t be able to train me really well because of 
that...  But there were things she could do to make up for it. 

 
Oh did she make up for it!  Her breasts were fuller than before.  Teasing me, taking me to 

incredible places, then sitting on me and riding us.  Curled up at her side, holding her, filled with her 
scent and her fur, so good.  Sitting up between her legs in the middle of the night, her legs around me, 
squeezing me, I didn’t want it to end.  I ran my hands over her, touching, squeezing, calling her name, 
doing everything I could to increase her pleasure.  Seeing, hearing, and feeling her respond was a turn-
on by itself, and focusing on her held me off for a while longer.  I came being squeezed by her legs, 
barely able to hold on.  As I started to collapse, she pulled me up to her, attaching me where I belonged. 

 
I woke up alone, just before ten in the morning -- that’s incredibly late for me!  I showered then 

puttered, putting away a lot of enhanced Gatorade.  About two in the afternoon I got a call -- Bin and 
Mika were coming for dinner and wanted tamales and beer! 

 
I made a quick trip to Chavez Market for more tamales, sauce, and beer.  I set up the steamer in 

the old barn, and a bucket of ice for the beer. 
 
Then I actually sat down at my desk and studied, going through another section in the Book. 
 
My head was swimming at the end of that; a little over an hour.  I had a better idea how close 

that deal with the shape-shifter had been, dropping me inside the Circle.  I’d also done the right thing 
with the pseudo-Judy and pseudo-cat; being lucky can be a big part of making it to the next sunrise... 

 
I took a walk outside with a bottle of Gatorade.  The sections of the Book were getting shorter, 

but more intense.  I could handle one every few days; they took a while to settle in. 
 
I sensed them around me -- my Tatzelwurm friends.  I sat on a rock, looking at the growing 

shadows as day faded.  One ran to my knee, another to my shoulder.  I held out my hand, and the one on 
my shoulder ran down to my palm.  I brought ... her closer to my face, looking in her eyes.  I knew I was 
smiling; I could feel the pride and the attitude in her.  “It’s good to have you on my side,” I told her.  
She hissed and moved her head side to side. 
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I felt the Portal... 
 
I put my friends down.  “Good hunting!” I told them. 
 
One hissed and ran off.  The one I’d picked up jumped for the cuff of my denim pants, bit down 

on the cloth and gave a shake or two, then let go.  She looked at me, hissed, and took off into the brush. 
 
Bin and Mika appeared in the Portal; I bid them enter.  We hugged and kissed. 
 
Not surprisingly, they wanted to talk, as well as eat! 
 
Both were suspicious -- Val had returned glowing, so over the top...  Mika thought about her 

experience...  She talked to Bin, comparing notes.  Was I doing something deliberately? 
 
I smiled and told them I was now -- earlier, I’d been receiving cues from my friend, I showed the 

bracelet on my wrist.  But now, it was indeed deliberate.  They knew about the demon Tana and I had 
speared, the one who’d tried to get me to run off the end of a ramp?  They’d heard of the incident.  I 
gave them more detail -- it had been an Incubus, a shape shifter.  Tana ate it, and I took in all its tricks.  I 
was using what I’d learned from it. 

 
I saw the looks on their faces... 
 
And with Val, and with them, it would be to increase our joy, and because they deserved the best 

I could do for them. 
 
We had a leisurely dinner, talking about some of the challenges.  Everyone agreed Carol was a 

natural; the enchantments on her just drove the conclusion home a little more. 
 
Mika very obliquely asked if I was studying... 
 
I showed the taskmaster on my wrist again -- yes, I was studying, and training, and even learning 

a little.  My taskmaster sparkled on my wrist; we laughed a bit, some praise. 
 
After a while more, though, Bin grumbled about wanting to find out just what I’d learned... 
 
I made a pit stop at the loo, and then in my lab, tooting some fairy dust; it was going to be a long 

night. 
 
It was a long and glorious night, extending into Sunday morning.  Held between them, double-

teamed, doing my best, but they wore me out.  Glorious!  Mid-morning I managed to walk back to the 
house and open the small Portal in the hall.  I cooked up two pounds of bacon, a dozen eggs, and turned 
half a loaf of bread into toast.  We also polished off a good bit of fortified orange juice. 

 
After that substantial brunch, they needed to leave -- after squeezing me, holding me, passing me 

between them for a while, and leaving me dazed on my bed... 
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I got up and cleaned the kitchen, then packed up rifle, shotgun, handgun, and ammo and went 

down to my range for some practice.  I don’t practice with silver; that’s for special occasions.  I did part 
of my obstacle course on the way back, carrying thirty pounds of kit; it felt good.  I took a long hot 
shower; the new shower heads felt really good.  I had an early supper, then went back to the old barn to 
read one more section of the Book.  Two hours, and I took another shower afterwards -- I was covered in 
sweat.  I crashed early -- a new week starting, like it or not. 
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Rough Transition 
 
Tuesday afternoon mid-summer, I was heading back after making a delivery.  Our friend was 

still insisting on bringing in oryx.  He’d put up the fences, cleared land, and almost finished the rest of 
the prep.  One suggestion he’d gotten from his oryx-raising buddy in Texas was to spray the boundary 
between the oryx and his horses and cattle with coyote or wolf urine; herbivores on both sides would 
keep clear of the boundary, and most other animals with a sense of smell would do the same!  I’d 
delivered two 32-ounce bottles of the rankest concentrate you could imagine, and made him a gift of six 
Tyvek suits, complete with booties and hoods; he’d have to get the face masks on his own.  I went over 
setting up a decon area and how to decontaminate the folks who did the spraying.  I suggested giving 
them a bonus for the work, and figure on burying their clothes, the suits, and everything else they used! 

 
I was enjoying the drive back.  Things were going well, even with Carol showing up two weeks 

later than expected, but that’s because she’d completed her boards.  And she was sure she passed, so the 
only thing left were residency requirements, and she was arguing about those!  The house was great, too 
good for the likes of me.  Carol and Maria were making me take time off, throwing me out of the office, 
things like that. 

 
Still had visitors at night, mostly Yeti, from both sides, and the occasional Succubus.   The 

Andean Yeti crowd were still training me, even though they were getting as good as they got.  Val, Kal, 
Bin, and occasionally Mika, they were pure joy.  The thing around my wrist was still training me; 
intense in its own way. 

 
I chuckled -- I looked forward to my Succubus friend; nights with her were so soothing. 
 
I love the area -- the heat, the sky...  Didn’t care much for the politicians, but what else is new.  

Most of the time... 
 
I was driving on one of the larger roads, two lanes each way with a narrow dirt median between 

them, no barrier.  Even though I was in no hurry, I pulled into the left lane to pass a big, slow tractor - 
double tanker rig; the signs on the tanks said 1203 -- gasoline.  I looked at my gas gauge, still above 3/4 
full.  Let’s hear it for big V8 engines -- put my right foot down a bit and I’m past the rear tank, about 
halfway past the front tank... 

 
Shit!  The thing on my right wrist is on fire!  A huge rig coming the other way is crossing the dirt 

median headed right for me! 
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I was sitting on a wooden chair in a dimly lit hall, my right foot still stabbing at the brake, my 

hands still grasping the steering wheel that isn’t there.  In front of me were long wooden tables.  I stifled 
a gasp as my hands shook.  The thing on my right wrist was barely tingling.  That big rig had been less 
than twenty feet away, both of us going over 70 miles per hour... 

 
Standing to my right was the Gatekeeper, a gauze wrap protecting me from his visage. 
 
“Am I dead?  What happened?” I asked, the shakes dissipating into cold, hard awareness.  My 

voice echoed in the cool, dimly lit hall -- carved out of rock?  An assortment of large and small passages 
leading off from the hall. 

 
He moved to sitting on the edge of a nearby table.  He didn’t walk, he just sort of was there, 

sitting.  “We are here, my friend, and you are alive and breathing.  Yet...” 
 
I was cold, alert, and ready to tangle.  I’d learned in the ‘stan; I get through adrenaline rushes 

quickly, quietly, and usually with a bad attitude.  “Something tells me that was a close one?” 
 
He shook his head.  “Once again, others underestimate you.  My friend, I struggle mightily with 

your knot, even challenging ... others ... to find better resolutions.  We are in the best resolution 
available.  Others made significant efforts to destroy you.  To many, they have succeeded; a horrific 
collision and unidentifiable remains with many dead humans.  To the human world you did not survive.  
Yet we are here, because you must be here; your path is still long.” 

 
I nodded, looking around.  That tingle of familiarity -- I’ve been here before, or would have been 

here before?  Verb tenses and declensions get difficult when the Gatekeeper is involved.  Memories -- 
I’m here with others -- Yeti, dwarves, vampires, and more.  I stood and moved to a larger but simple 
wooden chair on a platform, the center of three chairs, thrones really.  Touching the wood, I smiled.  I 
could feel it, feel more of it.  “Fiat Lux!” I called out, facing the hall.  Nothing happened.  I shrugged my 
shoulders and took a seat. 

 
I looked around more.  “How do I get some help cleaning this place?  Dwarves?” 
 
The Gatekeeper nodded, almost a bow.  “Is that your wish, My Lord?” 
 
Damn, never have liked command.  Not a lot of choice here, it would seem... 
 
I felt the smooth wood of the chair, the throne.  The middle one of three, larger and taller than 

the ones on either side.  How many hundreds of years had it been since someone sat here?  Since a male 
sat here?  Ever?  “My friend,” I said clearly, speaking to the hall, “I ask you to be my counselor and 
advisor, as much as you are able.” 

 
The Gatekeeper stood and bowed.  “As much as I am able, Lord.” 
 
I nodded.  “It would seem...  Triage rules: start where you stand.  First order of business is 

securing the site, then cleanup, learn more of my recent almost demise, then selectively let others know 
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the attempt has failed.  I have a feeling Fanise was behind this...  As counselor and advisor, I beg you to 
be clear and concise, and particularly when we are not in front of a crowd, do not be formal.  What do 
you advise?” 

 
“Open the Portal; I will invite representatives of the dwarves and shades to attend.  The shades 

close to you are aware that something has happened, but they are unable to learn more, such are the 
protections cast upon this space.  The Yeti do not know and should not be involved yet,” he advised. 

 
I looked around again.  A tingling ran through me.  I stood and extended the friend on my wrist 

in the form of a blade up into the air.  I held a glowing katana, its edge sharp enough to cut the Moon.  
“Fiat Lux!” I commanded. 

 
The hall filled with warm silvery light, emanating somehow from the rock walls curving up into 

a high rock ceiling.  “Et facta est Lux,” I muttered with a smile, the blade going to a bracelet once more.  
I looked around the Great Hall, oval in shape, half a dozen or so passages of differing sizes heading off.  
The platform I was on, raised stone with an intricately carved edge, was at one end.  The three 
ceremonial thrones sat on the platform, with two or three meters clear around them.  Off to my right was 
a smaller table with chairs for six, which also had a feeling to it...  I felt the tingling again, letting the 
feelings grow.  I could almost hear the murmur of many voices, feel the place vibrant and alive. 

 
So it had been in the past; so it will be again. 
 
“Where is the Portal?”  I went with my feelings and pointed to my right.  “Over there?” 
 
The Gatekeeper started walking off to the left. 
 
I chuckled to myself; don’t know everything, that’s for sure. 
 
Out the Great Hall, through a series of lesser chambers, then to a passage leading to a small area 

carved out of solid rock, one small passage in and out.  Other than the Portal, that is.  Very defensible; I 
liked it.  Using my blade once more, I traversed the Portal’s outline, commanding, “For allies, only with 
my knowledge and consent.”  I looked to the Gatekeeper, who nodded.  The inscriptions of the Portal 
revealed themselves, shining bright.  With a flip of my wrist I completed the pattern, and the circles and 
inscriptions making the Portal flared briefly as it returned to life after many centuries laying dormant. 

 
When I looked again, the Gatekeeper wasn’t there. 
 
Albert and Klaus, two dwarf friends, arrived soon thereafter.  It took a while to get them off the 

bowing and scraping routine.  Yes, I’m still alive, much to the eventual dismay of somebody, but for 
now, I need your help getting this place into shape! 

 
They quickly added another thirty or more, security and housekeeping.  Oh, there was another 

Portal off to the right of the Great Hall, a larger one.  I opened it for the dwarves to use; that chamber 
was also set up for their modes of transport. 

 
Albert and I were sitting in the Great Hall talking when I felt...  I stood up and headed to the 
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smaller Portal, Albert following. 
 
The Portal was unsure.  I sensed what was going on and told it to allow my friends passage. 
 
Sophira and Tana appeared, and Sophira was not happy! 
 
“Welcome, my friends,” I greeted my fuming, hopping mad, vampire friends. 
 
“I am going to...”  Sophira fumed. 
 
“Sit with us and discuss recent events in a calm and thoughtful manner?” I suggested, offering 

my hand. 
 
Tana smiled and bowed.  Sophira made do with a curt nod. 
 
I had to tell the Portal to let them out! 
 
We embraced briefly and returned to the Great Hall.  We sat at the small wooden table off to the 

side of the dais.  I offered chairs to Sophira and Tana, but caught on that they wouldn’t sit until I did. 
 
They felt something happen, but weren’t sure just what, other than I had been targeted.  Sophira 

rushed to the scene, and while mortals had indeed perished, she could tell that I had not been one of 
them.  Tana showed up just as a dark-side looky-loo appeared to check on things.  Bad timing -- 
instantly skewered by Tana and interrogated by Sophira and Tana both -- very bad timing.  Tana pulled 
in backup to watch the site and take care of anyone (anything) else stopping by. 

 
Five hours had passed since the incident; Henry, one of the local sheriffs, broke the news to 

Maria and Carol.  Both were understandably shattered.  Joe, being a magical beast and my familiar, 
knew something was up, but didn’t know what, and wouldn’t let on. 

 
We assumed Yeti the didn’t know yet.  In due time we’d bring them in. 
 
My plans? 
 
I looked around the hall.  I could feel memories, even though they hadn’t happened yet.  “We 

will fill this Mountain once more with life and with light,” I called out  I could almost hear the echoes of 
laughing children.  I looked to Albert.  “We still have a few months to make ready.” 

 
Tana broke into a fierce smile.  A slight smile broke through Sophira’s rage. 
 
“All my children will be born here, and live here,” I announced to the Hall. 
 
I looked to Sophira.  “It was Fanise?” 
 
She nodded.  “It was Fanise, in concert with others.  With your permission, Lord...” 
 



Open Clinic 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com   http://www.asstr.org/~artie 271 

I held out my hand.  Sophira placed hers in mine.  “Thank you, Mistress.  I will need your help.  
We must plan carefully; I will not have unwanted casualties.  Even if it’s only for a fraction of a second, 
I want Fanise to know that I am alive and that she’s pissed me off...  Fanise is mine; once she is taken 
care of, the others...” I shrugged. 

 
Now Sophira smiled... 
 
“Mistress, a request?” I addressed her. 
 
“My Lord?” she replied. 
 
I shook my head.  “When we are close, like this, please, no formalities -- keep reminding me that 

I am a mortal, short-lived, and ignorant.” 
 
Sophira smiled and replied, “As you wish.”  Tana was grinning. 
 
“Does Johnny know?” I asked. 
 
Tana spoke up.  “He knows you’re not dead, as does Joe, but they can’t find you -- this place is 

too well protected.” 
 
I nodded.  “My requests of you -- if possible, I would like an advisor to represent you, and to sit 

at my table.  I suggest, I request, Tana.” 
 
Tana’s eyebrows went up.  Sophira glanced to her, then to me, “A wise choice, Lord.” 
 
Tana added, “I am honored, My Lord.” 
 
I gave her my left hand, which she took.  “Being my advisor means telling me when I’m being 

stupid, and don’t be polite about it!” 
 
“As you wish,” she told me with a lilt and slight bow. 
 
I looked to Sophira once more.  “My other request -- I understand that to the human world I am 

dead, and particularly to the human world, I must stay that way.  I want Johnny and Joe to watch over 
Carol.  I don’t want her or others close to me hurt.” 

 
Sophira’s gaze was fierce.  “None will harm her,” she intoned. 
 
“Just like with me?” I reminded softly. 
 
Her head dropped forward. 
 
“Thank you for everything you have done, and will continue to do, Mistress,” I told her quietly, 

holding her cool hand.  “We need all the help we can get.” 
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I turned to Albert, feeling my stomach grumble.  “Do we have a kitchen staff?” 
 
“We most certainly do!  They are in the kitchen, where they belong!” he replied enthusiastically. 
 
Sophira departed to talk to Johnny, and take care of other business, I suspected.  Albert, Tana, 

and I toured more of my domain.  I knew we were in the Rockies, down deep in solid rock.  I had a set 
of rooms both public and private, quite a setup.  Large bedroom, and it had a bed in it already!  Ah, but 
it was going to be lonely for a while...  Looked quite sturdy though, and like it could hold three 
comfortably.  Loo with running water (how did we get hot water?  Something dwarfish about that).  
Close-by suites that would make a good harem and nursery.  The whole place was cool, bordering on 
cold -- just right for Yeti, undoubtedly. 

 
The kitchen was indeed staffed, and in operation! 
 
I would have been perfectly happy to eat at the little staff table off the kitchen, but Tana, Albert, 

and the other dwarves wouldn’t stand for that!  I had to sit in the Great Hall. 
 
Only if Albert and Tana would sit with me. 
 
Chilled white wine in crystal, silver serving pieces and utensils, plates that were a ceramic or 

china or something -- way too good for me, once more.  The food was good.  No, the food was great. 
 
Albert explained it to me; unless I ate privately, I had to sit at either the large center table we 

occupied, or at the smaller table for six.  The “get used to it,” was unstated but clearly conveyed.  He 
also informed me they would be providing me with suitable clothing, including armor.  A house crest 
was needed, if I had ideas.  I thanked them both, and hoped I didn’t try their patience too much... 

 
A crest flared in my vision -- like a Caduceus, like my old Army medical corps insignia, but with 

the snakes surrounding Airborne wings and a Katana central blade.  I turned, looking at the head of the 
hall.  I extended my right hand, palm out, fingers spread.  I did something, and the crest sprang into 
view, shimmering, glowing in the air. 

 
It felt almost right.  I did something, and the edges intensified, the wings and snakes taking on 

more attitude.  I dropped my hand, but the image remained.  A tingling at my wrist, and I understood.  
“May you shine for a long, long time.”  My crest -- it would be there as long as I breathed. 

 
“As you wish, My Lord,” Albert announced. 
 
I turned once more to the empty hall.  Empty, yet I could feel it, I could feel it full of life. 
 
I turned to Tana, offering my hand.  “Walk with me?” I asked. 
 
She placed her cool hand in mine. 
 
Walking with Tana and Albert, dwarves bustling about.  We’d hear the occasional muffled 

“boom!” as they brought in yet another load of stuff to bring the place back to life.  Hearing them 
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working, talking, swearing at each other -- it was filling with life already! 
 
The ones making noise were the housekeeping - cleanup crews.  The security crew were silent. 
 
Walking around, overhearing the dwarves, I got the idea some of them might not be too sure 

about the new Lord -- the human?  What, are you nuts? 
 
A dwarf approached Albert -- they needed the refuse/disposal Portal opened.  I asked him (in his 

own tongue) to lead us to it.  The look of shock and disbelief on his face -- his eyebrows practically 
touched, the way he wrinkled his brow.  Albert got him moving by yelling at him, asking if he wanted to 
sleep in the garbage, or get rid of it! 

 
A very practical arrangement off to one side of the kitchen, a meter-wide opening in the rock 

about half a meter off the floor, curving down to half a meter below the floor.  When the Portal was 
open, a dwarf would command it as they tossed something inside, and it would disappear. 

 
I learned this by walking up to it, extending the friend at my wrist into a blade, and speaking to 

the Portal in dwarvish, commanding it to reveal itself.  The inscriptions lit up.  Surprising amount, for a 
garbage chute, until I started reading them.  Hadn’t thought of that...  I gave it my blessing and told it to 
open.  The inscriptions flared brighter momentarily and faded out.  My friend returned to bracelet form 
around my wrist.  I asked Albert if there was anything else.  He answered formally that there wasn’t at 
this time.  Most of the other dwarves in the area chimed in with his, “Thank you, Lord.” 

 
We continued on our tour. 
 
The lighting was dwarvish and bordering on sentient, getting brighter or dimmer as needed. 
 
And I was getting tired.  What does tomorrow bring?  Not patients, at least not for a while!  What 

was that Walter Matthau movie?  Hopscotch?  For a while at least, I need to stay dead. 
 
I felt a rumbling, a questioning from the small Portal.  With a smile I told Tana and Albert I’d 

take this one personally; a friend was arriving, and I’d see them in the morning.  Albert raised an 
eyebrow; Tana smiled and bowed. 

 
Arriving at the Portal, an interesting sensation, almost a scent...  I bid the Portal to let her enter. 
 
I opened my arms and my Succubus friend stepped into them, embracing me. 
 
“Oh, I am so glad you are still with us...” she whispered, holding me. 
 
I nuzzled her neck, taking in her softness and scent.  But then I stepped back.  In one sense, I 

knew why she was here...  “What brings you here, my Lady?” I asked, holding her hands. 
 
She went down on one knee, still holding my hands, bowing her head momentarily, then looking 

up at me, giving me a breathtaking view of her bosom.  “Sophira suggested, My Lord, that we make a 
representative available, to offer what counsel we can.  I hope that my service may be acceptable.” 
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I pulled her to her feet, and pulled us together again.  “Your advice, counsel, and comfort,” I 

whispered.  “At least until my wives arrive!” 
 
She chuckled as well, jiggling me closer in her embrace.  “I’m sure we will be able to work out 

some accommodation.” 
 
In my bedchamber a while later, taking off my watch and putting it on the nightstand adjacent 

the bed -- how old were these pieces of furniture?  Centuries at least!  My head was spinning; less than 
twelve hours since I saw that truck coming at me across the median. 

 
She dimmed the lights, leaving us with a replica starry sky.  In bed I held her, closing my eyes, 

my head still buzzing, spinning. 
 
I couldn’t help it; I laughed. 
 
“What is it?” she asked, kissing me on the forehead. 
 
I’d been thinking about her, and her as part of the household.  She needed a name I could use in 

public, and I’d become all too familiar with the issues surrounding the True Name of a magical being...  
“May I call you Vera?” I asked, whispering. 

 
She gave me a gentle squeeze and another kiss on the forehead.  “That sounds very nice.” 
 
“Vera,” I pleaded, “Hold me, please.” 
 
She held me.  Even with her skill, it took a while for her to get my mind out of the way.  But she 

did, and soon had me calling out her name. 
 

END of Part 11 
Rev 2011/10/11 
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Emergence with a Vengeance 
 
Weeks -- so short yet so long.  It took us five weeks to clean up, repair, restock, refurnish, and 

that was just to start!  Five weeks to plan, prepare and train.  Oh, confirmation only took a few days.  
Fanise had been responsible, working with other Dark Ones.  They knew I had powerful friends, so 
they’d put together multiple plans, selecting one only at the very last moment, so as not to give me or 
others time to respond. 

 
Might have worked, except the Gatekeeper doesn’t exist in a linear sequence of time... 
 
Johnny visited.  An indication of how things had changed -- when he entered my chamber, he 

went down on one knee!  I had to pull him to his feet and hug him, beg him to sit with me. 
 
Carol was recovering, and the clinic’s demands on her were helping, forcing, that recovery.  Her 

first Open Clinic, Egon, another dwarf friend assisted, as had Joe and Johnny.  Everyone made it 
through.  Carol and Henry were getting closer, which I found interesting.  A complication, though, was 
that Henry was allergic to Yeti.  Have to see how that worked out. 

 
He told me Sophira sent in some heavyweights to guard the Clinic, Carol, and pretty much 

everyone associated with it.  They’d had a couple of incidents early on, but...  Others knew better than to 
mess with Sophira, particularly when she was pissed off... 

 
I gave him the two-bit tour of my new domain.  I told him that some times I could almost hear 

the little ones running around laughing. 
 
Johnny looked around with wonder.  “Always knew ya wuz special, Doc -- but this?” 
 
We parted with more hugs.  Protect Carol and Joe, please. 
 
I learned my domain inside and out.  Dwarves have an innate sense of direction and location; 

very handy underground.  I developed a mental map, and the feeling of where I was.  I got to the point 
where I could run from place to place with my eyes closed. 

 
I insisted on mixing new and old.  Through Johnny and the dwarves I got my Glocks, the 

shotgun, and the silver ammo.  Sitting one night sipping a very good (and very fairy-dust laden) dessert 
wine, Albert asked what use I thought such items could be.  I mused that my introduction to magical 
combat had shown it to be either nonmaterial attacks and defenses at a distance, or close quarters.  Think 
of a silver slug as an enchanted silver dagger -- traveling at thousands of feet per second.  Albert agreed 
such might be useful, once.  I was willing to settle for that, if it was the right “once.” 

 
The dwarves provided me with armor and an underlayer of chain mail made of enchanted silver.  

The dwarves were very proud of both, remade as they were from ancient dwarf materials.  The friend on 
my wrist approved and did something to strengthen the enchantments on both. 

 
I did a lot of close-quarters drills with the dwarves; all of us practiced close-quarters work, so 

when (not if) the shit hit the fan we wouldn’t be tripping over each other or lopping off each others’ 
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ears.  I shouldn’t have been surprised that Vera was a strong, fast, and nasty fighter. 
 
I had some blank shotgun shells; in one of our drills I took four rapid shots with my shotgun in a 

moderately sized chamber.  The sound was deafening, and the rapidity of a Benelli M4 Tac semi-auto 
impressive.  A number of dwarves were impressed; even Albert admitted it just might be useful. 

 
The friend at my wrist drilled me at night, too, at least when I wasn’t drilling Vera.  There’s 

always that difference of opinion -- what one side considers a hardened defensive structure an attacker 
considers a target-rich environment... 

 
A senior dwarf retrieved the Book I’d been studying from the old barn, and a small bag 

containing an enchanted (and enchanting) silver bracelet.  I continued my studies.  That, together with 
the training and testing I received on the dream plain helped me synthesize some interesting approaches, 
ones I hoped I’d never have to put to use, but... 

 
Outside our little domain, the Yeti felt something was going on; both Fanise and Moira were 

uncertain.  Fanise kept looking over her shoulder (as she damn well should), and Moira kept hoping.  
Sophira was itching to pay off debts, and that had a lot of folks looking over their shoulders.  Really 
nasty things happened to those who crossed Sophira!  Another thing to ponder, patience (and vengeance) 
take on new dimensions when you’re dealing with beings who are essentially immortal. 
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Planning 
 
The problem wasn’t what to do, it was how to do it -- how to do it without showing just what I 

could and could not do.  Or, just what the Gatekeeper could do, which was practically anything.  I was 
starting to learn -- I’d learned in the ‘stan that you don’t just go rushing into things.  And from my 
associates and advisors, I was getting a much better appreciation for the truly Long Term... 

 
Yeah I’d been exposed to a lot of it in OCS; now it was starting to make sense, and some times I 

even wished I’d paid more attention back then.  You start by defining Policy.  From Policy you develop 
Strategy to give life to the Policy.  Strategy helps you define Tactics and tactical goals.  When you get 
down to tactics, now you’re talking about who gets punched in the nose, when, where, and by whom. 

 
Policy: Develop the Northern Kingdom into a vibrant sustainable community where my children 

and their grandchildren will be born and grow. 
 
Strategy: Bring my wives to me.  Tactically, bring Elna to me without letting others know the 

extent of my support and abilities (the Gatekeeper). 
 
This was quite easy, at least for him -- he could bring her here any time (quite literally).  But I 

didn’t want to clearly advertise those abilities, and I also wanted to let Fanise know that I was upset with 
her.  As I said, that fraction of a second between the time she recognizes my face and a silver slug 
splatters her brains is sufficient.  Yeah, it’s ego, and it’s taking things personally, but it’s important to 
me.  Not as important as having Elna safe though, so if Fanise shuffles off this mortal coil without 
realizing I’m behind her demise, that’s okay.  But there was value in snuffing out Fanise in a manner 
which left others at least suspicious that I’d been responsible. 

 
The tactical kicker with Elna, and to a lesser but still significant extent with my other wives were 

their pregnancies.  One person is a lot easier to snatch than two; lots of things get messy post-partum, 
militating strongly for action sooner rather than later. 

 
Strategy: Let Moira and clan know I am alive, after we recover Elna.  Bring Val, Kal, and Bin 

here.  Recruit support (and staff) from them, with the proviso that my wives and children now live here.  
Tactically, that was easy.  Once Elna is safe, I could call Moira on the phone and invite her and the girls 
over for dinner; I’m sure they’d find the time.  One of Albert’s crew had set up a laptop Johnny picked 
up, and a cell phone.  I don’t know how they did it, and I’m not sure I want to know, but they work. 

 
Back to the Yeti...  Both Fanise and Moira thought their respective domains were secure.  Two 

wildly different models of secure! 
 
Fanise and the Andean Yeti domain were crawling with security, guards, restrictions, nastiness 

bristling all over to keep out intruders and spy on their own.  A kind of “Iron Curtain” model, very hard 
on everyone but the top echelons, and even they had to keep looking over their shoulders.  And for all 
the effort, and all the internal strife it caused, was it effective?  Not to a being who moved in other 
dimensions, including time! 

 
Moira and their domain was more the Swiss model, looking open and inviting until...  I’d politely 
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“request” that my wives join me.  Follow that up with invitations to others to fill up the place.  Make 
their stay enjoyable, so they don’t learn that the Portals will not allow my wives or children to leave. 

 
And me, us?  For now, more along the Israeli line, welcoming friendly visitors, yet armed to the 

teeth.  Back to that strategic benefit of having Fanise’s head on a pike outside my keep, even if only in a 
symbolic form. 

 
But we come back to the specific tactics of snatching Elna, and the resulting question which rises 

to a Policy level: what to do with Fanise?  In spite of my preferences, it’s good to argue the matter out.  
There are very good arguments for not leaving someone like that alive to take another whack at you.  
She’d taken at least one good whack at me, and encouraged if not coordinated a few others.  And she 
didn’t mind if others died in the process.  That especially bugged me, the “collateral damage” shit. 

 
I kept inviting arguments from my council to leave her breathing, and each time I did, one or 

more of them would tell me that was a very bad idea.  One I put forward was to stave off upheaval in 
Andean Yeti society; with Fanise and Elna both out of the picture, who was going to take over?  I was 
not so politely reminded that wasn’t my problem. 

 
I eventually admitted that yeah, I really wanted to grease the bitch, and do it personally. 
 
Back to planning, right? 
 
We planned it, trained it, gamed it.  Tactically, I’ve always felt the attacker has the advantage.  

Again, you call it a hardened defensive structure.  I call it a target-rich environment.  Even more so in 
this situation.  We knew what we wanted; in this case our goal was Elna.  That was so foreign to Fanise 
and her crew’s way of thinking as to not even be on their threat map!  Oh, we had their opsec plans, so 
we knew damn well how they should respond.  Our goal was snatching Elna, and doing it in such a way 
as to make it difficult for them to figure out how it had been done.  We’d begin with an attention-
grabbing assault, with a real tactical goal besides being diversionary.  They’d execute to their plan and 
lock everything down, the Gatekeeper would snatch Elna, we’d fuck with their furry heads more, 
including my thanking Fanise personally, and then vanish, leaving them wondering what the hell that 
had been all about.  Until Elna doesn’t show up and someone discovers Fanise splattered about... 

 
Just as you’re getting your pieces lined up, predicting when the other pieces will be in their 

optimal places, the Real World swerves by and knocks over the game board, right? 
 
The succubus - incubus community is well traveled; not many sentients object to the occasional 

night visitor, particularly if they’re just stopping by for some fun, and not for your soul or some such. 
 
In this case, we learned through an incubus friend of a friend of Vera that Brenda, the Andean 

Yeti enchantress who’d been visiting me, was pregnant.  Since I was supposedly dead, that meant 
Brenda was going to lose her (male Yeti) child. 

 
How was Brenda responding?  Crying nonstop, extreme depression, which in Yeti can be fatal. 
 
Well shit...  Is this a trap?  Vera felt that this incubus was trustworthy, and had gotten close 
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enough to Brenda to verify that she was pregnant; something particularly tasty about a pregnant Yeti, at 
least if you’re an incubus.  And this particular incubus didn’t know who I was, that Vera was associated 
with me, or that I was supposed to be but was not actually dead.  So much for my ego! 

 
Okay, the plan changes -- we snatch Elna and Brenda.  And there’s no time like the present! 
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Game Time! 
 
Diversion -- a loud “BOOM!” from a dwarf-transport off in a corner of Fanise’s keep.  This is 

something that should not, could not happen, but did.  Surprise!  A dwarf mining enchantment sprang 
into being in that place and started chewing slowly but steadily up through rock at an angle, aiming for a 
corner of one of Fanise’s treasure hoards, with strong protective enchantments around the mining action.  
All this had the signature of a renegade South American Andes group that didn’t like Fanise any more 
than we did.  Fanise and crew were surprised at this line of attack (exactly why we were using it), 
chewing up through rock to get the prize, and damn, it was working!  Well, we certainly expected it to.  
They were madly trying to figure out which treasure we were after -- this one?  This one?  No, must be 
that one?  We’ll take as many as we can get, thank you for pointing out the good ones! 

 
Fanise and crew responded perfectly according to their plan.  One of the first things you do is kill 

all the lights to make it hard(er) for visitors to find their way.  Security rushed Fanise to her safety hole.  
Being the trusting mother, Elna was locked up and guarded separately, but since Brenda happened to be 
with Elna, the two of them were locked up together!  As their chamber was sealed, the Gatekeeper 
pulled them to my domain.  He was also letting me see into Fanise’s chamber; I was about to go in, with 
his help, and pull the trigger on Fanise when all of a sudden her chamber, and the one which had been 
holding Elna and Brenda started filling with flying chunks of molten lava!  I tagged Tana, who was 
riding along, to investigate -- dear Fanise had more problems than she’d realized! 

 
It turned out that one of Fanise’s cousins disagreed with the succession plans!  The good news 

was that nobody was going to miss Fanise, Elna, or Brenda, and now we knew who to watch... 
 
That cousin, head of Fanise’s guard and an adept sorceress herself, used the same trick once 

more, wiping out our mining enchantment with more lava.  She shouldn’t have been able to do that, but 
obviously she did, so we had things to learn as well.  Oh, we’d already pulled out a prize, the Enchanted 
Egg of Somebody-or-other, but it was going to take them weeks to undo the security around that vault 
and get in to check it.  Not only did they have their own security to get through, we’d also placed a 
number of protective enchantments on it to slow them down. 

 
“Don’t you just hate it when something like that happens?” I mused to nobody in particular, 

putting my Glock loaded with .40 cal silver slugs back in the holster. 
 
I looked to one of the dwarves, one of the security detail.  Elna and Brenda were in the little 

Portal chamber off the Great Hall.  “Wait for the gong, and bring them in,” I told him.  He bowed, 
sheathed his sword, and headed off. 

 
 I put the gun away, and let Tana, Vera, and the protocol dwarves start dressing me for my first 

audience, taking off the fighting armor and changing to more appropriate dress. 
 
But once more, planning and reality collide! 
 
Elna and Brenda had just been snatched from an unknown emergency and a chamber which was 

suddenly and quite unexpectedly filling with lava, to a chamber in an unknown location, and in a 
manner completely unknown to them.  Yes, the chamber had comfy furniture, and even fresh flowers, 
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but it was carved out of rock and had a closed, enchanted door with armed dwarves on the other side! 
 
Brenda is a skilled sorceress, as is Elna.  Both are pregnant, which means that if either exerts a 

lot of magical energy, she’ll lose her child.  But Brenda figures she’s lost hers already, since the father 
(me) is supposedly dead.  So Brenda starts winding up to go out in style, protecting her mistress and 
paying off old debts! 

 
“Oh fuck!” I summarized, pulling off one very nicely made calfskin boot and heading out of the 

chamber barefoot, wearing my noble underwear, silver chain mail, and the protector around my wrist. 
 
“Out of my WAY!” I shouted, heading down corridors to the chamber holding the ladies. 
 
As I approached the doorway, I motioned the dwarf guards away.  “Elna, Brenda!” I shouted.  

“You are safe!  You are safe!” 
 
I felt the shock, the excitement in Elna, then Brenda, as our presences touched.  “You are safe!  I 

promise!” I called out again, standing in front of the door.  I released the enchantments on this side, but 
didn’t touch it... 

 
The door opened...  Brenda was standing a few feet behind it, Elna behind her.  They were being 

cautious -- good for them. 
 
I took a step forward, showing them open, empty hands.  The friend on my right wrist tingled.  I 

think I’ll wait here...  “Welcome, my loves, to the Northern Kingdom,” I told them, forcing a smile. 
 
Brenda unpeeled her enchantments (most of them, anyway).  The three of us hugged.  Oh, it was 

so good to hold a Yeti again, and be held...  Yes, I was very much alive!  I explained that the attack on 
the Andean domain had been our (my) doing, to get them away.  I told them what we knew -- as we got 
them out, one of Fanise’s cousins put her own plans in motion, killing Fanise, and trying to kill them. 

 
Incoherent questions, amounting to, “What now?” 
 
I held them.  “This is your home now.  This is where you will live.  This is where our children 

will be born.  This is where they shall live and grow.” 
 
I felt the heat rise in Brenda as the realization sank in.  She pulled me closer, starting to move... 
 
I held her -- I wanted her so much, wanted to be engulfed in Yeti -- “Later, after dinner, I 

promise.  We don’t have to hurry.” 
 
Elna is the one who laughed...  She pulled Brenda and me apart.  “Tonight, and we can take our 

time,” she tried to convince Brenda, who was trembling, trying to control herself... 
 
I invited in Tana and Vera, who were cautiously waiting in the hallway.  The Gatekeeper was 

gone -- he doesn’t do crowds. 
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They were so happy I was alive!  Fanise had crowed, chortled, and pranced for days after I’d 
supposedly died, so proud that she’d outsmarted not just me, I was only a mortal, but also those that 
supported me.  And all the time, Elna and Brenda still had the feeling, especially when Brenda realized 
she was pregnant, a surprising but not entirely unexpected side-effect of all those nights training me... 

 
We left the reception area, moving slowly through my domain, moving to the Great Hall.  A pair 

of protocol dwarves intercepted us, all but tackling me, dressing me in a robe and calf-skin boots. 
 
In the Great Hall, I took my place in the center chair.  I introduced them as my wives and the 

mothers of two of my sons.  I told them it was my wish that they live here, with me.  To a raised 
eyebrow from Brenda, I added solemnly that they could not leave without my permission. 

 
I introduced (again) Tana, and Vera, then Albert.  Albert introduced the leads for his teams, and 

surprised me by asking, out in the open, when we would have Tibetan Yeti joining us! 
 
I smiled and told him I would be speaking with them in two days; I imagine they would be 

sending a group to visit soon after.  Polite laughter. 
 
The protocol folks took over as soon as I let them, leading us back to my rooms.  They had to get 

me properly dressed (or Albert would tan their hides), and measure the Yeti for proper robes. 
 
Not that I thought they needed them -- gravid Yeti carry high, and as the father I may be 

somewhat biased, but I thought Elna looked beautiful; Brenda was still a ways from showing. 
 
We toured more, one of the dwarves giving us more of the history of the place, last inhabited 

over sixteen hundred years ago. 
 
I left the dwarves to continue the tour with Elna and Brenda while I met with the team to debrief 

the extraction.  All in all, quite nominal -- except how did she break through our protection to dump lava 
on our mining enchantment?  We were looking at that; they had some ideas.  Other than that, things 
went well.  I got to see the Enchanted Egg.  Pretty -- where are we going to keep it?  We had a place; 
away from our living quarters.  Good idea; I don’t want to draw a crowd. 

 
We sat at the small table for dinner; Vera sat with us but didn’t eat much.  Elna and Brenda were 

so excited, looking so happy (and horny).  I looked to the ceremonial dias -- damn, could I get another 
two chairs?  How do I pull this one off?  I know I sit in the middle, and Val as my first to my right.  Elna 
to my left?  Do I rotate among them, or keep those three?  Damn!  Command is bad enough, but when 
you layer protocol on top of that! 

 
“Is something troubling you, My Lord?” Vera asked. 
 
I looked to her and smiled.  Then I laughed; here I am, getting upset, when I’m sitting between 

two beautiful Yeti, both of whom want to screw me senseless, and a wonderful Succubus who has been 
doing just that for weeks.  I picked up my water glass and raised it in a toast.  “I’ve decided -- the 
problems will still be here in the morning!”  Laughter and agreement. 
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I think the kitchen crew were happier with more people to feed.  If that’s the case, I’m going to 
be making them damn delirious... 

 
I was pondering such things when Tana pinned my ears back. 
 
“My Lord, we should discuss sleeping arrangements,” she offered with a smile.” 
 
Say what?  I thought I had a pretty good idea about that, one which Elna and Brenda probably 

shared.  “Very well,” I said, trying to be a good poker player.  “Why don’t the two of us take a walk.”  I 
thanked the staff once more and stood up. 

 
Surprise, Vera joined Tana and me.  The protocol dwarves led the Yeti off. 
 
“What’s this all about?” I asked when we were out of earshot.  “You understand, Brenda...” 
 
“At least one of us must remain in your bedchamber tonight,” Tana interrupted. 
 
I sighed and stopped.  “Damn, you’re right.  Okay, I get it.  But for how long?  What happens 

when the Tibetan crowd gets here?  When...” 
 
“Until we are sure,” Vera added. 
 
The more I thought about it...  I looked at both of them.  “Okay, I know when I’m in trouble...  

Albert heads up the House; I need a head of boudoir; someone to make sure I don’t make too many 
serious mistakes there.  And figuring out sleeping arrangements...  That could get nasty!” 

 
They smiled and nodded knowingly, then looked at each other. 
 
Tana said, “I have the training and skills for that role, Lord.  And I will not be sleeping with 

you.”  A brief smirk tossed to Vera. 
 
I nodded.  “How do we propose this arrangement, without inciting violence?” 
 
A raised eyebrow.  “You merely say that it is so, Lord,” Tana suggested formally. 
 
“I’m trying not to laugh,” I told them. 
 
We wandered around, arriving at the chamber I’d been using as my private study.  We sat down 

and hashed out a number of issues.  Yes, Val and Kal held special positions.  And from a political 
standpoint, it made sense to have Val on my right and Elna on my left for formal occasions.  Adding 
others, standing, Albert, Tana, and Vera were next.   

 
Vera came right out and told me, not asking me, but told me that I had different levels and kinds 

of intimacy with the different Yeti and with her, intimacy which would continue to develop.  I needed to 
let it develop, individually.  She would be available to help. 
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More information I wasn’t sure I needed -- a female Yeti’s sexual appetite increased during 
pregnancy, up to the last two to three weeks, when suddenly she’d want to be held, but not want 
intercourse.  She’d be that way for ten to twelve weeks post-partum, and then, wham! 

 
Let’s hope the Gatekeeper can keep me in Fairy Dust! 
 
Oh, that had already been addressed.  My penchant for adulterated Gatorade was known, and 

accepted as a good compromise.  It was also agreed by staff that it was a potential attack vector.  Albert 
had assigned those duties to a trusted member of his staff. 

 
I mused out loud about it for a moment -- Yeti, Dwarves, Succubae, Vampires, in an 

underground Empire nominally led by a Human?  A male human?  Is this kind of cooperation common? 
 
Of course not!  We were in for a very interesting time when word got out, in a few days, that I 

was alive, and sitting where I was sitting!   
 
“Where did Vera go?” I asked, noticing she wasn’t in the room anymore. 
 
Tana smiled.  “She went to explain things.” 
 
I sighed and nodded.  I looked up at the rock ceiling.  “And I’d hoped my reign here would be a 

long and peaceful one,” I sighed to the hewn and smoothed rock. 
 
Tana laughed heartily.  “It will be -- all of us will see to it,” she told me. 
 
I know Tana followed me to my bedroom, but after seeing Brenda and Elna waiting for me, I 

forgot she was there.  So good -- Brenda was so happy, so joyful, so passionate!  She wore me out, more 
than once, with Elna’s help.  I went to sleep snuggled between two Yeti.  Most of the night I was 
snuggled up to Elna, with Brenda behind me. 

 
Waking in the morning, Brenda held me on my back as Elna teased me with her breasts.  

Tantalizing soft strokes mixed with pressing into me with Brenda pinning my shoulders to the bed and 
muffling my cries with a breast.  Usually they would tease and torment me to the point of delirium, then 
impale themselves on me and ride us both to heaven.  But this time as I’m at the point of delirium, I felt 
something different -- Elna’s mouth on me!  Added to my cock sliding between luscious fur-covered 
breasts were her warm, pillow soft lips, her tongue -- so good!  I didn’t last much longer, barely able to 
hold on to Brenda as Elna squeezed and sucked me dry. 

 
Light in the room getting brighter, even with my head very comfortably located between two full 

and furry Yeti breasts.  I could dim the light down, but I knew it was a not so subtle hint for me to get up 
and get with it.  Oh well.  With a few minutes more of snuggling, we got up.  As we left the bedroom, 
me heading to my bathroom to shower, I caught a glimpse of Tana, shadowy and wraith-like, practically 
transparent against one of the walls.  I nodded to her, and felt her amusement as she nodded back. 

 
Vera joined me in the shower!  My eyes were closed to protect them from soap; I held her and 

kissed her, sliding our bodies together to work up a lather. 
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“You’ll have me covered with fur in a month,” she growled as I tried to move lower on her body. 
 
We helped each other wash, rinse, and eventually dry off.  Proper clothing was set out for me, 

and a pair of dwarves were present to make sure I wore it. 
 
We had breakfast at the small table in the Hall.  I was amazed and pleased at how happy Elna 

and Brenda looked!  We were joined by Tana, Vera, and Albert.  I mentioned somewhat obliquely that I 
thought I should make a phone call after breakfast.  Albert and Tana thought that wise.  I mentioned 
we’d probably be sending someone on errands, and I’d been thinking of Durk, one of Albert’s crew.  He 
seemed to specialize in protocol and such.  Albert nodded and thought him a good choice. 

 
I have to learn not to stand up until others are finished...  As I waited, I suggested to Albert that 

he have one of his staff show Elna and Brenda what we’d done so far for family.  He called over a dwarf 
standing politely off to the side, whispered some instructions, and the dwarf departed with a bow. 

 
When everyone had finished (Brenda particularly had a good appetite), I stood up.  Staff 

appeared to whisk things off the table.  I hugged the Yeti, who headed off with some dwarves.  The rest 
of us headed to my “office.” 

 
It was a small room close to the private chambers area.  It was becoming my office, or at least 

one of them.  Durk was waiting for us, and a cell phone was on the wooden table.  Interesting -- a 
difference of many centuries there. 

 
As I sat down, I said, “I’m not sure I want to know just how this thing works in here.” 
 
Durk smirked.  “A wise leader...” 
 
I sat down and gave him the eye, smiling.  His smirk disappeared. 
 
“Durk, my friend,” I opened, “I have an exciting opportunity to offer you.  I find myself in need 

of an Ambassador.  I wish to offer you the position, but I feel I should warn you that it comes with 
upsides and downsides.  On the up side, the position is what you make of it -- one way or the other, you 
will become well known.  On the down side, you will be working for a fool who needs more guidance 
than he can offer.  What say you, Durk?  Or would you like time to consider and make a run for it?” 

 
Chuckling from the others in the room. 
 
Durk bowed and announced, “I am honored, My Lord, and humbly offer my services.  I accept.” 
 
I stood and put my right hand on his shoulder.  “Durk, I appoint you my Ambassador for the 

Northern Kingdom.  Represent us well.” 
 
I sat down.  Others sat as well.  I indicated a chair for Durk.  “Something I’d always wondered 

about, and now I get to find out, I guess.  As to matters of policy, would you rather be kept in the dark, 
or be fully informed?  Keeping you in the dark on some matters gives you plausible deniability -- you 
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can honestly say that you don’t know.  On the other hand, being fully informed allows you to make 
better use of your skills.”  I glanced around the room to see some raised eyebrows, some nodding. 

 
Durk nodded.  “I prefer to be informed, Lord.  As you say, we can best use our skills and act in 

furtherance of common goals when we know what those goals are.” 
 
“Good.  My overall policy is to fill the Northern Kingdom with life and light.  A strategic goal 

with the Yeti is to get my wives here.  This is where our children will be born and raised.  We will also 
need to build a community, drawing from them, and perhaps the Andean Yeti.  My view is that the 
community needs to expand to meet the needs of the children.  Initially, that means their care as infants, 
but as they grow, it means developing as close to a ‘normal’ community as possible.  Discussion?” 

 
We talked about it for a while.  They agreed with my proposal, to call Moira and “invite” my 

wives here.  Send Durk to make the invitation and retrieve them, and set the stage for supporting crew. 
 
“Let’s do it,” I said with a sigh. 
 
The phone had even been turned on.  More bars showing than I got at my old home, too...  I 

punched “Contacts” and “Moira.”  It rang. 
 
To the muffled answer, I said in her tongue, “Good evening, Mother; I hope I did not disturb 

your sleep.” 
 
Interesting noise over the phone.  I nodded and told the group around the table, “I think she 

dropped the phone...” 
 
Yes I was most certainly still alive!  I would like to see her, and especially have my wives come 

visit.  I would like to send a representative to discuss details.  Oh, soon -- after we complete the call.  Oh 
yes, I have room for visitors!  I’ll send a delegate shortly to discuss the matter. 

 
“I look forward to seeing you, Mother,” I closed, and put down the phone. 
 
Looked around the room -- smiles and nods.  “That’s the easy part.  Questions?  Suggestions?  

What did I do right, what did I fuck up?”  I looked around the room again. 
 
“Okay, beat me up in private then.  Durk, you’ve got people to see and things to do -- get 

moving!” 
 
He smiled and bowed.  “Yes, Lord,” and departed the room. 
 
“Feedback, folks -- give me feedback!” I requested more forcefully. 
 
No, they thought I’d handled it well.  Albert opined that you could analyze and analyze and 

analyze these things, and by the time you’d made a tentative decision, the damn kids would be grown.  
He thought I’d hit the major and minor points, and was pleased I was talking things out. 
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I felt I probably had a few hours before the crowd arrived.  I wanted to greet them in the Great 
Hall, suitably attired, and with Elna at my left, gathering as many as possible into the hall for effect.  
Suggestions?  Opinions?  Okay, let’s do it! 

 
I went back to my quarters, figuring on I’m not sure what, resting?  I wasn’t expecting to be 

titnapped by Elna and Brenda -- I walked into the room, was pulled to one of Elna’s delicious nipples, 
and hauled off to the bed.  As Elna held me down and fed me, Brenda teased me with her breasts and 
finished me off with her mouth.  Then they sandwiched me between them and sang me to sleep. 

 
Awakened to duty calling, meeting with my leads.  Durk would be arriving in an hour with a 

dozen Yeti!  Albert and Tana had discussed things with him; the Yeti were quite interested.  In the dozen 
there were Val, Kal, and Bin, my wives; Moira and two other seniors, and six others to get things going. 

 
I saw one issue coming down the road straight at me.  I looked at Albert.  “Albert, you are 

responsible for day to day operations, Head of Household.  If I don’t make that clear in the first two 
minutes they are here, I beg you to whack me over the head and remind me.  This is my kingdom, not 
theirs, and you run day to day ops for me, until you and I together decide that someone else should be 
doing it.  I have a feeling they aren’t going to like it, but that’s tough -- you are it.” 

 
He smiled and gave a slight nod.  “Thank you, Lord.” 
 
I nodded.  “Gonna be some screaming about that one, I’m sure, but you’re the one for operations, 

security, kitchen, maintenance.  If you want to cede areas like the nursery and such, that would make 
sense to me, but I’ll support you.  Having males, and dwarves, running things is gonna be a shock to 
some of them, but they’ll get used to it.  I hope.” 

 
Albert gave me a lopsided smile.  “As do I, Lord!” 
 
Looking around at my advisors...  “Ah, clarification -- Albert, you are in charge of operations.  

Tana is in charge of the boudoir.”  I shook my head.  “One of our challenges is going to be working 
together, communicating.  Gonna be a challenge.  I would imagine that one of the Yeti will end up 
running the nursery.  But Tana still handles the boudoir, and Albert still handles things overall, including 
the kitchen and security.  Does that make sense?” 

 
I looked to Vera and had one of those wobbly moments, a vision intruding, fleeting but oh so 

intense, some parts so clear.  “Vera, you are so important to the lives of us all,” I said with surprising 
intensity.  “Albert, Vera is a vital part of our overall security.” 

 
“Yes, Lord,” he replied. 
 
“As you wish, Lord,” Tana and Vera added. 
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Welcome Home 
 
Dressed up pretty, we walked to our places in the Great Hall.  Every time I enter it, I see that 

crest shimmering in the air behind the raised dais and the chairs...  I like it -- it’s got attitude.  I liked the 
way it had appeared on all the uniforms in the place as well.  I walked in with Elna on my arm. 

 
Elna and I seated, waiting.  Tana, Vera, and Albert were on the platform with us.  Brenda sat at 

the side table.  About forty other dwarves were in the hall, plus another ten or so kitchen and serving 
staff.  The hall could easily sit two hundred for meals, and hold more than that for an assembly.  The 
security crew were skulking about, or so I assumed and hoped.  I had another idea for security... 

 
I felt them arrive, crowding the small Portal.  I could sense their excitement, their anticipation.  

One of the elders had her suspicions.  One of the young ones was a historian and was about over the 
top...  I told the Portal to let them through. 

 
Durk led them into the Great Hall.  I stood, motioning for the others to remain seated. 
 
Val and Kal were showing, and so beautiful!  And all of them, Val, Kal, and Bin were in tears. 
 
So happy, yet confused -- the place they were in, me standing where I was, Elna beside me, that 

crest shimmering in the air behind us.  I was so happy, happy to see people!  Well, Yeti, but I was so 
happy to see them again! 

 
Moira and the two elders wore their best poker faces.  The young ones were filled with unbridled 

joy and curiosity, trying to look in every direction at once!  Most went quiet -- except for Erin, the 
historian, who was still laughing with glee, looking around.  She quieted after an elbow to the ribs. 

 
Standing there, looking at them, memories from the future intruded, standing in this same spot in 

definitely not happy times.  I raised my right hand, extending the katana which shone with magical fire.  
I felt it; everyone in the Great Hall felt it as rumbling thunder emanated from my crest shimmering in 
the air above us.  That brought silence to those gathered. 

 
“Welcome to the Northern Kingdom,” I greeted them formally, letting the katana once more 

become a bracelet on my wrist. 
 
Such a complex look on Moira’s face; tears in the eyes of Val, Kal, and Bin. 
 
“You have met our Ambassador, Durk.  Durk, please escort Val, Kal, and Bin to me.” 
 
He escorted the three Yeti to the edge of the dais. 
 
I went first to Val.  I helped her step up onto the dais, a small step physically, but one with huge 

symbolic significance.  I held her and kissed her.  “Welcome to your new home, my love,” I whispered 
to her.  I led her to her seat at my right and helped her sit.  She sat, smiling, tears running down. 

 
Approaching Kal, she was on the verge of breaking down.  I helped her take that step to the dais, 
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then held her  -- and she held me strongly!  I was glad someone had insisted I wear my “ceremonial” 
armor under the robes!  “It’s okay -- you are home, and we are safe and together,” I whispered to her.  It 
was harder to get out of her arms!  Bin -- tears but what a smile as I helped her up that step!  And what a 
kiss!  I had Durk lead Kal and Bin to the small table with Brenda.  He returned to standing behind the 
chairs with Albert, Vera, and Tana. 

 
I sat between Elna and Val, and made my short speech.  I introduced Albert as the Master of the 

House.  I noticed some bristling in the Yeti elders, so I reiterated his position and the fact that many 
things were going to be different here, but I expected we would all adapt.  The chair I was sitting in still 
had not burst into flames.  I introduced Vera and Tana as valued advisors. 

 
My goals are simple.  First is to fill these halls with life, light, and laughter.  I held Val and 

Elna’s hands and looked to Kal, Brenda, and Bin at the other table as I said that this is where our 
children will be born and raised.  Our task is fill these halls with life and light and to raise them well, to 
build family and community, all of us working together.  There will be times when this is not easy.  We 
will prevail, and we will do so by working together, leveraging our differences into strengths. 

 
End of speech.  Is dinner ready? 
 
Laughter. 
 
I stood and gathered my ladies, my wives, at the small table.  I explained to them quietly what 

they already knew -- I was in over my head!  They agreed!  So, I continued, I have Albert as Master of 
the House.  And, I have Tana as my Mistress of the Boudoir.  I know we will have problems and 
disagreements -- but let’s work them out and build a family.  A round of hugs and agreement.  Round!  
Val and Kal were so round, and so beautiful, and I told them so! 

 
Our protocol dwarves moved us to the main table, wanting us to be seated, but I wanted to meet 

the other Yeti. 
 
Moira looked uncertain.  Things weren’t going to go exactly as she’d hoped, that’s for sure...  I 

stepped into her arms, holding her gently, resting my head in soft fur.  “Mother,” I told her softly, “thank 
you for your beautiful daughters -- they are more beautiful than I have ever seen them.  Please have 
patience with me, and help us grow as a family.” 

 
She gave me a squeeze an a kiss on the forehead.  When we stepped apart she was smiling a bit. 
 
Erin, the young historian -- still looking around!  I stepped closer and took one of her hands. 
 
She turned and looked at me.  Our eyes met and I had one of those flashes, seeing and feeling her 

on top of me, falling into sparkling green eyes, then seeing her holding and nursing our son...  I saw the 
shock on her face -- I pulled her close and gently bit an earlobe as I inhaled her scent, letting go of her 
and stepping back.  Her hands went to her face as she stepped back, bumping into one of the other young 
ones.  Yeti can indeed blush... 

 
One of the other elders -- one I’d met in the past -- I hugged her briefly.  “We will need many 
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more, particularly with baby girls, so my sons can grow up in the proper environment.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Yes we will, Lord...  We have much to discuss, but I am glad you are 

thinking of such details.” 
 
“We welcome your suggestions,” I told her. 
 
The dwarves finally got us all seated.  I was at the head of the table, with Val on one side and 

Elna on the other. 
 
I picked up my wineglass and waited for silence, or at least some degree of quiet, standing. 
 
Damn, I could feel it...  I could feel it and almost hear it -- laughter and screams, joy and sorrow, 

all of it.  Today we look forward to the joys; tonight we start planning for the rest.  I took a breath, 
raising my glass. 

 
“We will soon have a day when the cry of, ‘No running!’ will be heard in this hall...” 
 
Polite laughter... 
 
“When that day arrives, I promise to take that person across my knee and spank them!  The one 

who calls out, ‘No Running!’  I want running!  I want laughter!  I want these halls filled once more with 
life, with joy, with laughter, and with friendship!”  I raised my glass and took a sip, then sat my ass 
down before I made more of a fool of myself. 

 
Erin, who’d managed a seat next to Bin, said, “You’d do it -- you’d spank Great Aunt Greta!” 
 
I looked her in the eye and said clearly, “I’d rather spank you...”  I love to see Yeti blush! 
 
Wonderful meal, so good to see everyone.  Mostly chit-chat about the place, how long we’d been 

working on things, how many staff, how good it looked. 
 
As things wound down, I turned to my intimates.  “All right, someone needs to give me a clue as 

to when I should stand up -- I’m not used to all this formality.” 
 
Val bailed me out a little later, leaning over and suggesting, “We should retire, My Lord.” 
 
I stood, taking Val’s hand, turning and taking Elna’s as well.  Everything stopped.  “Please 

continue as you wish -- that is what I want from my family.”  Some of the younger ones continued 
picking at a dessert; good! 

 
“I can’t get over how beautiful you look!” I told Val and Kal, having a hard time keeping my 

hands off them.  We were at my smaller table, a safer less formal spot.  I felt very, very lucky, 
surrounded by pregnant Yeti -- Val, Kal, Elna, Bin, and Brenda.  I hooked one of the service dwarves 
and had him fetch me some Gatorade.  I thought I was going to need my strength... 
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I’d just received a very un-dwarfish sports bottle when the first “discussion” erupted among the 
elder Yeti with Great Aunt Greta sounding like she was winding up for a good one. 

 
“If you will excuse me for a moment,” I suggested to my wives, stepping away from the table. 
 
I saw Tana vectoring to meet me at the disturbance. 
 
Space cleared as I approached, Greta continuing her windup, getting to the, “Never have I 

experienced such...” 
 
I raised my right hand (the one with the bracelet clearly visible) and said at a conversational level 

but commanding tone, “Lower your voice, now.” 
 
She looked startled and offended, responding with, “What?” in a shocked tone, but at a much 

lower volume. 
 
“Do you have a concern you wish to address with me, before you leave?” I asked pointedly. 
 
Unexpected backup -- my bracelet sparkled visibly. 
 
“My Lord,” she started out, somewhat flustered.  I could tell Moira was upset as well.  The 

young ones seemed startled or confused. 
 
“Mother, Moira, would you walk with us, please, and discuss this?  Mistress Tana?”  I indicated 

the passage to my public office. 
 
Once there, I offered them seats, and took one myself.  “Let me preface our conversation -- I do 

not expect such tones of voice to be used in my Hall.  If any of you have a concern or a complaint, bring 
it to me, if not directly, then through Master Albert, Mistress Tana, Ambassador Durk, or through Moira.  
I know, as you do, that there are many who will attack us, overtly and covertly.  It won’t be a year 
before blood is spilled in these Halls.  I don’t need attacks from within my own family.  Now, will 
someone explain to me what the problem is?” 

 
Greata was flustered, somewhat apologetic, but I could tell she was still really bent about 

something, something about them, it was oh so clear to anyone with talent... 
 
Them?  Who exactly did she mean? 
 
The Andeans, Elna and Brenda -- it was so obvious to an adept; was that the same fate the others 

were to be subject to? 
 
I sat back, puzzled to say the least. 
 
Tana smiled and told them, “He doesn’t know -- I was present, and not only did they initiate the 

action, they had to hold him down to do it!” 
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That rocked Moira and Greta back!  And I still didn’t understand what was going on! 
 
They all looked at me. 
 
Tana broke into laughter.  “He doesn’t know!  And that is how devoted they are to him!” 
 
I knew I was taking a chance...  “I don’t know a whole lot -- will you please explain?” 
 
Tana was still shaking her head.  “You had it explained to you -- Elna tried!  What would happen 

if you had tasted her?” 
 
Dim light went on -- Elna had tried to get me to taste her -- I would have been bound to her -- but 

that meant, by symmetry, when they went down on me...  I sighed and shook my head.  “I did not know 
-- and if I had, I would not have allowed it to happen!” 

 
I turned to Moira and took one of her hands.  “Mother, please believe me -- I could not force 

myself on anyone in that way.  I would not and could not do that to anyone, let alone to someone I love 
as much as your daughters.”  I offered a hand to Greta, so she could feel the truth of what I spoke.  “I 
could not command or even request such a thing.” 

 
Great Aunt Greta took my hand in both of hers and smiled, nodding.  “I apologize, My Lord -- 

we must remember that we are in a new and different World.” 
 
I looked at both of them, and to Tana.  I had a question to ask those two -- why?  Why? Yet...  “I 

can feel them; I can feel them all.  Yes, there is a bond there.  But I also feel bonds with the others -- 
particularly with Kal.  Can you feel that, Mother?” 

 
Moira nodded, a look of wonder filling her.  I looked to Greta, who let go of my hand and placed 

hers in her lap with a sigh. 
 
“We are all in for challenges,” I admitted.  “Some things I am going to want my way, and are 

going to be done my way, and you might not like it.  But that’s the way it’s going to be.  In so many 
other areas, I need your help very much.  I do not know how to raise a family!  I don’t know how to be a 
father!  I need your help in building family, and community, so our children grow up happy, healthy, 
and loved.  That’s the most important to me -- to have children that are happy, healthy, and loved.  I 
can’t do this on my own!  I do know that we all need to work together -- Yeti, Dwarves, Shades, 
Succubae, all of us, if we are to survive, let alone prosper.  Please help me.” 

 
I looked to Tana.  “Mistress, could you please gather my wives in our private chamber?  We 

need to talk!” 
 
Tana stood, bowing her head.  “Of course, My Lord.”  She left the room. 
 
I looked to the two older Yeti.  “Okay, she’s gone -- you can start pulling limbs off.” 
 
Moira shook her head.  Greta sighed, shaking her head. 
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We had a good conversation.  Greta didn’t know how it was all going to work.  I told her it was 

going to work because all of us were going to make it work.  We are all going to work together, and we 
are going to do things in ways that make sense.  I don’t expect a dwarf to run the nursery.  Some shock 
on that one!  But whoever runs the nursery will work closely with Albert and his staff, particularly 
kitchen, support, and security.  Vera and Tana are going to be all over the place, involved in many 
things, particularly in our security.  Moira and Greta voiced their concerns, and I listened.  I reminded 
them that we had walked in on Fanise so easily because we combined all our strengths -- of different 
groups, different races.  And in the end, Fanise fell to one of her own.  We know we are going to be 
targets, and we need to be prepared, far better prepared than Fanise was.  And yet that preparation, that 
alertness and readiness, cannot distract from our primary goal -- happy, healthy, laughing children in a 
vibrant and sustainable community.  Yes, it’s a challenge, and that is why we need to work together. 

 
They grudgingly agreed.  As we spoke more about building community, I asked them to think 

about recruiting more from the Andean community  Another shock!  But one they understood -- I 
wanted to build a mixed community.  I smiled and told them the best way to undermine and open up the 
Andean society was to show rich, vibrant alternatives. 

 
But now, I need to meet with my wives.  Again, I bid them welcome and looked for their insight 

and suggestions on how to build a community, working together. 
 
Leaving the chamber, a dwarf was there to escort them to their rooms. 
 
And Vera was there as well! 
 
I approached her, but she backed me into the chamber once more.  I gestured for her to sit.  I 

tried sitting across from her, but that didn’t work; she moved next to me. 
 
“Do you know why they did what they did?” she asked. 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  “I don’t understand -- which means I’m missing something.” 
 
She nodded and smiled.  “How do their sisters from afar view them?” 
 
I thought about it; another of those light bulbs glowing dimly...  “With suspicion if not outright 

hostility -- yet by binding themselves to me, they’ve done what words could never do.” 
 
She nodded.  “As Tana said, showing the depth of their devotion to you.” 
 
I shook my head.  “But where else could they go?  They can’t go back, and I don’t think the 

others would take them in, at least not openly.  I’m their only way out.” 
 
“Yes, and they could have taken advantage of your feelings and generosity.  They’re already 

giving you sons, so they’ve given you the only other thing they have -- themselves.” 
 
I nodded.  “I accept that.  And it stops there.  It stops with them.” 
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I did not like Vera’s smile. 
 
She smiled and shook her head slowly.  “Step back and look at this from the outside.  A once-

fabled but second-tier kingdom springs to life once again.  Headed by a human?  A human male?  And 
filled with Yeti and dwarves?  What would a rational analysis of that be?” 

 
I frowned and nodded.  “Yeah -- doesn’t make a lot of sense.  A human figurehead maybe, but it 

once was, and seems to be once more, a Yeti kingdom, settlement, whatever.” 
 
She nodded.  “Now instead, look at a kingdom headed by a human male -- a human adept, 

wearing a dwarf treasure on his wrist, backed by dwarves and a dwarf ambassador, also filled with Yeti, 
including a group of Yeti sorceresses who are carrying his sons and have voluntarily bound themselves 
to him?  And counting as an advisor one of the most powerful of the Shades?” 

 
I nodded, holding her hands, “And one of the most beautiful and talented of the Succubae?” 
 
She sighed and shook her head.  “I will try to be good enough for you, My Lord.” 
 
“You have done so much for me already.”  I sighed, that glimmering on my mental horizon.  

“And you will do so much more -- you will be pivotal.  Can you change your shape at will?” 
 
She sat back, startled.  “I...  I am not sure, Lord.  Why?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I get glimpses of things -- good and bad -- today I’ve seen another Yeti 

holding the son we will have.  I’ve also seen and smelled blood spilled in these Halls.  And I’ve seen 
you battling intruders.”  I held her hands.  “I’ve seen you battling intruders, wearing my form.” 

 
She took a breath, nodding.  ‘For you, Lord, such things are possible.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  “Am I going to have this argument with you too?” 
 
She shook her head and held me close.  I held her, enjoying her scent and softness. 
 
Sitting back she wiped her eyes, shaking her head.  “We crossed that threshold long ago, Lord -- 

you have known my Name for some time.  You have called my Name in passion, and I have done the 
only thing I could; I too have given myself to you.” 

 
I sighed and hugged her again.  Sitting back, I was confused -- nothing new about that.  “The 

Yeti, the elders, couldn’t see that?  When they could see, sense, what Elna and Brenda had done?” 
 
She smiled and shook her head.  “They don’t know how to see it; it is very rare.  Sophira and 

Tana know.” 
 
I sighed, holding her again.  “So now I have even more females to keep happy?” 
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She laughed and gave me a squeeze.  “We will manage -- isn’t that what you say?” 
 
I thought about saying something about thinking I was safer with her, but maybe that wasn’t 

such a good idea.  “I have the feeling they’re waiting for me.” 
 
She sighed and kissed me on the forehead, which didn’t help, making me all the hornier.  “They 

are, Lord.  Do your duty.” 
 
Sitting back, I looked at the thing on my right wrist.  “Some protector you are!” I told it. 
 
And felt great amusement from my wrist, with animated sparkling!  Even Vera laughed! 
 
I shook my head, standing up.  “I am completely outnumbered.  Duty calls!” 
 
Vera stood.  We hugged, and as I headed out of the room, she swatted my bottom! 
 
Down the hallway, turn to the left, a bit farther and to the right to my chambers.  Nobody in the 

anteroom?  Approaching the doorway to the bedroom, that’s where they were, all of them. 
 
Entering the room, I could smell Yeti...  I headed to Val and Kal, but was intercepted by Bin and 

Brenda.  They led me to the bed and started undressing me.  As they did, Kal moved closer and started 
speaking to me softly, reminding me of what I’d said earlier, that we need to work together, and some 
times we might not completely agree with what needed to be done, but for the good of the kingdom... 

 
I told them I understood, and I hoped they understood that this was something I would not, and 

could not ask them to do. 
 
Good!  They were glad I understood! 
 
I was standing naked, pressed between soft, sensuous Yeti.  I reached for Val, but as Bin and 

Brenda carried me to the bed, Bin explained softly, “I’m first, then Kal, and then Val.” 
 
Oh, having one of them on top of me is so good!  We kissed hungrily until Bin moved up to tease 

me with her breasts, doing what they had done in training me, getting me so relaxed and so horny at the 
same time.  She was wearing a perfume that made me even hungrier for her. 

 
As Bin slid down my body, I was surprised by Val moving on top of me from the side to hold me 

down and smother me between her breasts.  With Yeti teasing me at both ends, I didn’t last long, 
particularly when Bin moved from sliding my cock between her luscious breasts to taking me in her 
mouth. 

 
I thought I’d get a reprieve and enjoy the afterglow and being held... 
 
But Val moved, teasing me with her fur once more and taking me to a breast, a full Yeti breast.  

She held me, moving my head around, filling me and setting me on fire.  I felt soft fur teasing me, the 
luscious sensation of breasts pushing against my groin.  I was hard again, and the soft fur and then lips 
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were so good, taking me over the edge once more. 
 
Val smothered me to her for a while.  She moved away to the side, leaving her beautiful sister 

Kal still between my legs, rocking slowly against my groin, holding my waist, smiling. 
 
I sighed, letting my head fall back on the bed.  Brenda and Elna approached.  Elna nestled me in 

softness.  Brenda started singing softly, Elna’s rocking following her rhythm.  I was so lost, so relaxed.  
We moved on the bed -- I was on my back on top of Brenda, with Elna leaning over me, Brenda holding 
me and singing still, Elna sweeping my head with her fur. 

 
Soft touches on the insides of my thighs, touches sending fire through me once more.  Brenda 

was still singing, my head between her breasts, Elna pressing hers into me, keeping me in another world.  
I was getting hard again, my mouth searching, my arms reaching out to hold someone. 

 
Movement again, sitting up some with Brenda holding me up.  I gasped at the pleasure and 

opened my eyes to see Val between my legs, holding me between her and Brenda, rocking, my cock 
trapped between her breasts.  Brenda held me, her arms wrapped around my chest.  I looked into Val’s 
eyes, seeing her smile as she rocked back and forth.  She did something, changed something, and I 
moaned.  That broadened her smile.  My hips moved on their own, so good.  Val licked her lips and I 
moaned more in anticipation.  Her head tilted down...  I felt her lips on me as we rocked.  I turned my 
head to drown myself in soft fur; Brenda held me closer.  I moaned more; so close, rocking my hips.  
Val did something that took me over the edge, coming strongly, being held and squeezed. 

 
I ended up on the bed between Val and Elna, snuggled up against Val with Elna snuggled up 

behind me.  I closed my eyes and faded fast. 
 
One of those incredible moments in the middle of the night, snuggled up to Val’s side with Elna 

behind me -- waking to the motion of my unborn son inside his mother.  Placing a hand on Val, feeling 
that motion, the awareness of it sinking in.  Moving, she pulled me to a nipple.  Both of us sighed as I 
settled in, drifting off to sleep again. 

 
Waking early, turned to Elna, exploring the difference in scent and texture, exploring with my 

eyes closed.  What was I hearing?  I pushed up on one elbow, looking around in the dimly lit room.  
Mattresses on the floor, with three more Yeti on them!  All of us together -- that gave me a warm 
feeling.  Elna moved a bit, and pulled me back to where I should be. 

 
Waking to movement on the bed, light in the room getting brighter -- an alarm clock in a 

different guise.  Pulled to the side for a hug and a squeeze; good morning!  Elna let me go and Bin was 
on the bed, her turn to hug and squeeze me!  I was more awake (and more randy) with each one, ending 
with Brenda on top of me to finish my wakeup call. 

 
Getting up, hugs with each, finally getting to the loo and getting in the shower.  Where do we get 

the hot water?  Do I want to know?  Sure felt good. 
 
When I got out, Vera was there to help me dry.  She made a remark about doing my duty...  I let 

it pass.  I asked how Yeti normally slept -- alone? 
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She chuckled and shook her head; they slept at least two together. 
 
I nodded; we should think about expanding things in my bedroom.  It was comforting waking in 

the night and knowing we were all there together. 
 
She smiled and told me it was even more important and comforting to them. 
 
The bedroom had been picked up already.  Two dwarves helped me dress.  I offered my arm to 

Vera, who walked with me to the Great Hall. 
 
I joined my wives at the small table for breakfast.  Others were eating at the large tables; the day 

was already well underway.  I thought of asking if the shit was hitting the fan yet, but I was sure I’d hear 
about it later.  For now, I could enjoy sitting at the table with my wives. 
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