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Chapter One 

ife as an entrepreneur could be tough. 

LEspecially when your business was failing. 

Surveying the bustling café around her, Hannah Dexter was glad that was no longer the case. She had been bookkeeping for her friend Sarah for two years, and watching the business crumble under the weight of a disinterested public, was hard. 

Even Hannah buying a partnership interest to inject badly needed money for advertising and new equipment didn’t help. 

Leaving the day-to-day running to her friend and partner Sarah, left Hannah free to work on her day job. Balancing the finances of other companies paid the bills and kept the Turned Cup Coffee Shop up and running. 

Well, it had kept it up and running. The shop was now making money hand over fist, thanks to the two new baristas they hired. Simon and Troy were physically complimentary. While they were both blond, Simon had dark red streaks running through his locks while Troy was too gold to be 1

 Viola Grace natural. Their bodies were equally matched, lean surfer physiques that left the clientele of the shop drooling. It was enough to have women lining up just to get a plain cup of coffee, or if they were inclined towards pert backsides, a latte or frappuccino. 

Hannah could not figure out for the life of her why two such model-perfect guys came to work at the coffee shop just after Sarah had left to take some personal time. The free time Hannah used to have, a thing of the past, she now had to supervise two guys who were too good to be true. 

Simon would always have a hot chai latte in front of her just when she needed it, and this was indeed one of those moments. Her ex-jerk-boyfriend had just entered the shop and she was looking at the devastating blonde on his arm. Her mousy brown hair and dark eyes could not compete with those crimson lips and sleepy blue eyes. 

No wonder he cheated while he was with her. 

This was the woman he had in his mind the whole time. 

As he went to the counter and asked, “Is Hannah here?” She had to fight the urge to dive under the table and behind the chair. Troy was far too helpful by waving over to the area where she was working on the inventory figures. By then, it was too late to hide. 

“Freddie, how nice to see you. And this would 2
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“Tracey, my fiancé.” His arm was firmly around the curve of her waist and the possession in his face was obvious. 

Hannah took the hand Tracey extended and greeted her. “Congratulations, Tracey, pleased to meet you. When are you getting married?”  So I can be out of town. 

“I am so pleased to meet you at last, Hannah. 

Fred talks about you constantly.” Her enthusiasm was genuine, and so was her smile. 

Hannah was prepared to like her until… 

“We are getting married this weekend. We are sorry for the late notice, but Fred wasn’t sure that you would want to come.” She smiled ingratiatingly at her fiancé’s ex-girlfriend. “Will you come?” 

“This weekend? You are getting married this weekend?” She wondered idly if the horror in her voice was detectable. With her nails digging into the wood of the chair she was next, too, she was sure it was. 

“We didn’t know if you would be willing to come, so we delayed in inviting you.” Fred murmured into his chest, as if afraid of her reaction. Something occurred to him and he looked at her hopefully. “Will you come? Do you need an extra plate?” 

“Extra plate? Oh, you mean do I have a date?” 

Her mind spun madly and she did the first thing 3

 Viola Grace that came into her mind, she grabbed Simon. “Yes, yes I do. This is Simon, my plus one.” 

As smoothly as if it completely natural for him, he wrapped his arm around her waist in return. 

“This Saturday? We did have plans, but I suppose Hannah and I can make it.” 

Wow, he was good. The look of shock on Fred’s face was worth whatever Simon demanded for this favour. 

“That…that’s great then. See you there.” Tracey handed the stuttering Fred the invitation and he handed it to Hannah. 

Simon intercepted it. “Indeed, we will see you there.” He handed the card to Hannah and nodded to Tracey as they turned to leave. 

“Congratulations, lady. May your union be blessed.” They were gone in a heartbeat with Fred leading the scramble for freedom. 

Now it was time to deal with the consequences. 

“I am so sorry for putting you in that situation. 

You don’t actually have to come with me to the wedding.” 

Simon looked at her with his dark gold eyes, his mouth twisted up in an amused grin. “I would love to be at a wedding with you.” His tone held another meaning that she was almost shocked to interpret. He could not have meant what she thought he meant. Guys like him did not go for girls like her. 

“I just meant that I didn’t mean to back you into 4
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“Hannah, this provides me with the opportunity that I have been waiting for. You have disregarded my other attempts to get your attention, so I am taking full advantage of this situation.” His hands rested loosely on her hips and, with only a little difficulty, she met his gaze. 

She couldn’t meet his heated gaze for too long before her own eyes began seeking something else to concentrate on. He was way too intense. The clock behind the counter indicated it was five minutes to five and her mind suddenly snapped to the essentials. 

“I have to go. There is something I need to do.” 

She broke out of his loose embrace with only a tinge of regret and ran out the door, grabbing her purse on the way. 
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need red shoes!” Hannah pushed the door of 

“Ithe shoe boutique open only seconds before the hand of the proprietor reached the lock. 

“Give me one good reason that I should keep the shop open for you, I have closed the till out already.” He was trying to look impatient and stern, but the look on her face must have been far too desperate. 

“My ex-boyfriend is marrying the playmate of the millennium, and they invited me to their wedding with three days notice, so the hunky guy that works for me offered to be my plus one and I have nothing to wear.” She was out of breath and leaning heavily against the shop door. 

He assessed her for a long moment, then nodded. “Come in. You certainly do need red shoes, and I have just the ones.” 

The shoes he brought out were not simply red, but the glossy crimson of blood crossed with the glow of a candy apple, and the deadly spike of a stiletto beneath. These were serious shoes. 
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“These are perfect. Exactly what I needed. How much?” Her breath caught in her chest as she anticipated the price. 

“Uh, miss? Aren’t you going to try them on?” 

“Oh. Right. Sorry.” Blushing furiously, she took her comfy pumps off and slipped into the death defying confections before her. She took his hand to raise her to the dizzying heights offered by the stilettos and walked confidently from one end of the shop to the other. “I’ll take them.” 

He watched her stance and her stride for a moment, she hadn’t stopped moving since the shoes went on, “You can have them. No charge.” 

“You have to be joking! These must run over three hundred at the minimum. I can’t take them.” 

Her heart wept at her words, she really didn’t have the extra cash, but the shoes were perfect. 

“The shoes were meant for you. If you don’t take them, they will return to their maker, never to be seen again. Aside from that, your legs will be a fantastic advertisement for my shop.” He smiled in encouragement and she took in his earnest features for a moment. He was just so boy-next-door, it wasn’t even funny. 

“It isn’t that I don’t trust you, but can you give me a receipt for the shoes to indicate that I didn’t steal them?” To be deprived of these beauties now would break her heart. The compliment that he had paid her didn’t even register. 

“Certainly, just a moment.” He moved behind 7

 Viola Grace the counter and took out a receipt book with the High SS Shoe logo on the top. Moving swiftly and deliberately, he made out a receipt indicating the shoes were a promotional item and were given free of charge, including a description of the articles that she reluctantly put in the box. “Would you like a bag, or to wear them home?” 

The thought of exposing the shoes to the harshness of the pavement sickened her. “In a bag please. And thank you so much for the shoes.” 

He almost cringed at her thanks. “Please, take them with my compliments. I wish you nothing but luck with them.” With a courtly gesture, he opened the door for her and held it as she passed. 

She paused just before the door began to close, 

“I never did get your name by the way. What is it?” 

He smiled and answered, “Gofannon. It’s Welsh.” 

“Well, Gofannon, it has been a pleasure to meet you. I will use the shoes with pride.” 

“It is all I could hope for.” He nodded and smiled at her as she turned to walk down the street with the box and bag cradled in her arms. 


* * * * 

With the young lady on her way back to the coffee shop, Gofannon picked up his cell and dialled. 

When his target picked up, he didn’t beat around 8

 Haunting Hannah the bush, “I am enchanted with your choice, but I swear this is the last time I make a pair of shoes. I used to create weapons for the gods. Cobblery is beneath me.” 

“You didn’t like Hannah then?” 

“You know your lady is lovely. She deserves all the protection that the shoes will give. It is simply difficult to make a pair of shoes from enchanted silver and living dragon skin.” 

“I knew you were the man for the job, Gofannon. No other has your skill.” Simon’s voice was calm, but his voice was always calm. It was what made him a deadly hunter, and a fierce friend. 

“Be gentle with her, Simon, something in her needs a tender touch.” As a smith, he knew his tempers, and parts of Hannah were so brittle as to be about to shatter. 

“I will. You may call upon me for anything.” 

“Once the Sisters have been assembled, I will take you up on that. This is a lonely world for an elf alone.” 

“Tell me about it.” Simon hung up and Gofannon followed suit. Parts of Simon were brittle as well, perhaps he had warned the wrong half of the pair. 
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usiness at the Turned Cup was slow and Bsteady. Hannah worked quietly in the back, only looking at Simon when he brought her a chai latte. Her blush was furious when she remembered how close they had come to making out in the café. In front of witnesses. And the fact he volunteered himself as a pity date made her shiver. A combination of anticipation and embarrassment, she was an emotional mess. 

When the shop closed, she watched Simon leave in his black sedan and Troy peel out on his motorcycle before she made her own way to safety. The instant Hannah got home, all she could do was to take the shoes out of the box to admire them. They were beautiful, almost alive and really sexy. It was a shame she couldn’t wear them everyday, but she could wear them now. 

With a smirk and a giggle she slipped them on and walked around the room, as she passed her favourite chair, she got an idea. It was a little sleazy, but it might answer a few questions. 
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She posed herself in her comfy chair and cleared her mind. In a few seconds, she had separated her ghost from her body. The world brightened as she oriented herself on the astral plane. It was time to go spying. 

In a perverse twist, she sought out her other suitor. She needn’t have bothered. Troy was out at a bar, flirting with everything that moved. His feelings were clearly not that invested in her, despite his obvious flirting at the cafe. As she left the bar, she could have sworn he looked right at her with shock in his bright blue eyes, but that was impossible. No one had ever seen her ghost. 

She had gained the ability to leave her body shortly after her return from Camp Silverwood as a teenager. At first, it had simply been flashing images of places far away, then it evolved into an ability to move herself in those environments. 

That was her ghost. As far as she could tell, it manifested as a short, faint shadow. She could do basic tasks while ghosting, but it was better to have her body immobile. Safer, too. 

Speaking of immobile, she found her second target. Simon was in bed, he had the early shift tomorrow and looked like he had fallen asleep 11
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Now it was time for her pervy moment. 

Tiptoeing up his bed, she froze when he moved and the sheet shifted dangerously low. In her tiny intangible state, she couldn’t do anything anyway, but it was so very tempting. 

It was time to invade his privacy. 

She took a breath that had no effect and placed her tiny hands on his forehead, with only a little resistance, they sunk right in. Show time. 
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he wasn’t expecting cotton candy and bunnies, Sbut the raw sensuality that filled his mind shocked her. For at least a second. Then she forged forward to explore his psyche. 

His mind had a breeze, and it was laden with cinnamon and exotic spices. Pillars of stone supported a fantastically starred sky while silk billowed to the ground below. 

She fought the urge to call out and, instead, went exploring. She found a mountain, a pond, a river, fields and a collection of statuary that shocked her to her core. 

It was her. A variety of poses and costumes, all Hannah, and all with a heavy sensuality in her face. He had obviously fantasized about her, just a bit. The depicted breasts were slightly smaller than those of her physical self, but he couldn’t know that. She wore minimizing bras. The waist on the statues was also a little thicker, but he couldn’t know that either. None of her clothing was form fitting. 
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“I need to make the waists smaller, I think. 

Having you in my arms has given me a better idea of what your shape truly is.” Simon was right behind her and she jumped at the heated whisper in her ear. 

The arms he referred to snaked around her and drew her to him. “Uh, Simon, this is all a dream.” 

“Well, it is all in my mind, but if you wish to call it a dream we can.” His head bent down and, when his lips nibbled at her neck, she melted. 

Well, part of her did. 

She had to fight her rapidly shifting arousal and keep to her task. “Uh Simon, why did you agree to accompany me to the wedding? I mean, we haven’t really had any kind of a relationship before this and it is a little sudden.” 

He continued his delicate assault on her senses, running his hands up and down her back as his mouth continued to worship her neck. Her knees were buckling and she clung to his shoulders for support. It was at that belated moment she realized he was naked. 

Knowing that she always ghosted naked, it was a little too much too soon, even in a dream. With a groan, she pulled away and he let her. 

“This will upset you, but I took the job at the Turned Cup because I wanted to get on your radar.” He took her arm in a gentle grip, “Would you care to have this conversation somewhere more comfortable?” 
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“That may not be a bad idea.” A sudden thought occurred to her, “Do you always run around your mind naked?” 

“Only when I am expecting equally naked guests in nothing but heels.” 

Looking down showed her that the fabulous shoes were even on her ghost. Weird. “Fair enough, lead the way Simon.” 

He was going to have another image in his mind now, an addition for his statue collection. 

She was not only nude, she was not coloured like a shadow. She was a blushing pink in hot red shoes. He was still his basic gold. And uncircumcised, how interesting. 

A few meters in front of them, a large divan rose up out of the meadow. Silk pillows and billowing sheets spun together out of the air and worked their way to the bed. By the time she and Simon had reached the divan, it was devilishly attractive to a woman who had spent the day on her feet. 

As he lifted her up the steps of the divan, she remembered her shoes and moved to take them off. 

“Leave them on, they look fantastic on you and they can’t possibly harm this fabric, it’s all in my mind after all.” 

That was a strange phrase, but she ignored it and scooted onto the seductively slick fabric. 

Heaven. She rolled around and tangled her body 15
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“Don’t stop on my account.” 

“I think we should discuss what I came here for.” 

“You  didn’t  want  to  make  love  with  me  in  a wildly romantic setting?” A small-boy pout drew across his face and it was by an effort of will that she didn’t rush forward to kiss it off his face. 

“Uh, not yet. Why did you agree to be my date to Fred’s wedding?” 

“Because I want you. All of you. It seemed like the best way to break through your barriers and get close to you.” 

Well, that had been honest. If only he hadn’t told her that while crawling to hover over her with cat-like grace. “Uh, you could have just asked me out.” 

“You would have laughed it off.” 

Wow, he really had her number, and his mouth was doing wonderful things to the base of her neck. “I may not have. I could have said yes.” 

He raised his head and looked her into her eyes. 

“You would have said no. Be honest. Here, there are no secrets.” 

“None? So, I can ask you anything?” 

“As long as you can.” His smile was devious and his mouth returned to its worship of her neck. 

“What do you mean by, oh…” Her mouth worked in the scented air as his hands began to learn her curves. Each breast was shaped and 16
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Her teeth bit down on her lower lip to keep him from becoming distracted. Nothing like this had ever happened to her ghost. She should have started molesting men in their sleep sooner. 

“You have fantastic breasts. I never guessed.” 

His mouth began a thorough examination that left her gasping. 

“I…wear…a…bra…that…keeps…them from… 

moving…” A shudder started in her as sharp darts of lust ran from her breasts to her womb. She grabbed his head to keep him in place as her hips started a slow twist against the silk sheets. 

“A pity. Mind you, you probably don’t want men drooling over them, or talking to your chest.” 

How he managed to speak while his mouth was doing those amazing things to her nipples was beyond her, but she was glad he could multitask. 

“It’s not something I enjoy normally, no.” That was it, her mind was starting to dissolve in tiny sparks as her body reached orgasm. His forearm moved to lie across her hips as her breath started to come in sharp gusts. Murmurs of urgency broke from her lips, but she did not, and would never, know what she said. 

A final squeal and she was trying to buck him off. She had never known she could come from basic breast play, but it was one hell of a first for her. He had the sense to remove his mouth from 17
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“Get off. Too sore.” 

With a dark chuckle, he rolled to the side, then cuddled her against him. His erection prodded the curves of her buttocks and she parted her legs slightly to let it slide between them. A layer of silk still parted their bodies at the waist, but it let the heat, warmth and sensation through as his hips shifted against her in a slow and steady beat. 

He wrapped his arms under and over her, cupping her breasts for support, not stimulation. 

“Hannah, will you marry me?” 

That was all it took for her to snap back into her own body in the chair. 

 What the bloody hell? 
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ornings were always a little awkward, even Mif you were a morning person. Hannah was groaning as she moved out from between her sheets and into the shower. Her entire body ached, as sometimes happened when she ghosted .  It was only as she was drying her hair and actually  looked at herself in the mirror that she got the shock of her life. There were fingerprints all over her breasts, hickeys and light bruising dotted them and explained a bit of the soreness she was experiencing. 

“This is impossible.” No trace of her nocturnal activities ever followed her into her physical body. 

What the hell had Simon done to her? 

A small smile crept across her face as she remembered, then shook herself into a serious mood. The bonus of Simon remembering everything as a dream made her relieved and sad at the same time. 

It was time for work. Whatever did, or didn’t happen, in the real world would have to wait. 
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* * * * 

Seventy-three lost invoices, five balanced spreadsheets and more phone calls than she could count and she was ready to face her demons. Or at least a seriously hot barista. 

Moving as if her shoes would set off an explosion, she moved into the Turned Cup as silently as she could. Simon would think that last night was just a dream, but  she knew what had transpired in his mind, and those memories were heating her skin to scorching. 

Navigating through the crowd of women that were vying for the attentions of Simon and Troy, she almost ran to her office at the back of the café. 

She opened the folder with the previous day’s receipts with relief. No one had noticed her and her sigh of relaxation was deafening. It was in mid-stretch that she almost herniated a disk as Simon placed a chai latte on her desk and perched on the edge. 

“You know. I never imagined that you had a birthmark in the shape of a heart on your shoulder blade.” His arms were crossed and the smile on his face was criminal with satisfaction. 

“I don’t have a mark on my shoulder.” Denial seemed the best option until her mind snapped out of its shocked state. 

“Sure you do. I also never imagined that your 20
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His hands were held as if to cup her breasts and she tried and failed to keep from crossing her arms. 

“How exactly do you figure that? I mean, look at them, they are nowhere near the size you mention.” She moved her arms to her sides and hunched her shoulders to make the appearance of her chest flatter. 

“Well, the pictures of you in my mind needed some alteration after last night. Your waist was narrower, your breasts fuller and your passion far more beautiful.” 

Busted. “How is it that you remember all those details?” 

“I told you, I have been waiting for a moment when you were receptive to my advances.” 

“Yeah, too bad Troy didn’t want to wait. I turned off the minute he grabbed my ass.” 

The thundercloud that passed over Simon’s face shook her a little. “He laid his hands on you?” 

“And I laid my heel on his instep, so fair was fair.” 

His  gaze  took  in  her  body  from  head  to  toe. 

“You are far more aggressive than you seem, aren’t you?” 

“Aw, thanks for noticing. You have some bold moves yourself.” 

His inclined head was regal and just a little impish. “I appreciate your notice. I hope that you 21
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“How the hell did you do that by the way? No one has ever been able to mark me in my ghost and have it translate to my body.” 

“Leave me a few secrets, Hannah, and I will leave you a few.” He looked over his shoulder and sighed, “It is too busy for me to stay with you, but if I may?” 

Bemused she watched him lean toward her and her focus on his mouth drove her to cross her eyes. 

The kiss was sweet, light and gave a promise of heat to come. As their lips parted, he whispered, 

“Later.” She could hardly wait. Hannah was bemused and blinking as he left the office to attend the Cup’s customers. 

She crunched the numbers until the clock struck eleven and headed out to watch the guys close up the shop before she left for the night. It had been two more lattes and stolen kisses before they agreed to part for the night. At least, part physically. 

She called out her good nights and left for the evening, heading home at a cautious but deliberate speed. It was only when her stomach protested that she remembered she had not eaten. 

A quick swing through a drive-thru and she was on her way home. 

In her excited state, the burger was only half-eaten and put into the fridge before she slammed her fabulous new shoes on and leapt on her comfy 22
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It was only mildly awkward to remove her ghost from her body and set it out to find her paramour of the night before. He was awake and in bed when she entered his room, “Would you care for a glass of wine?” 

“You can see me?” 

“Yes. But you are woefully overdressed.” 

She looked down at her ghost and was a little startled to see the outfit that her body was still wearing. “How can you even see me? I used to appear as a shadow.” 

“You seem to be all there, just slightly transparent. Perhaps you are getting stronger?” 

“Great, I used to be able to run around with no one seeing me. What is the use of being able to move around outside my body if everyone can see me?” 

He pondered it for a long moment, staring at her ghost with analytical intensity. “I know. It’s to save on long distance bills.” 

If she could have picked up one of the pillows on his bed and tossed it at him, she would have. 

As it stood, she only had one option. “Well, since you are wide awake, I can’t enter your mind. I had better go now.” 

He flipped the sheets off and strode toward her. 

“Don’t leave now. Why don’t you practice your corporeality?” 

“What?” 
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“If your ability to be invisible bothers you, why don’t you try to become less visible with a witness to tell you how you are doing?” It was incredibly hard to concentrate on his words while her gaze was firmly locked on his boxers. In that moment, she realized another new facet to this visit. She was actual size. 

Her ghost was no longer a minimized shadow, but a full colour representation of herself. 

“Have I mentioned that I love those shoes on you? They make your legs look a million miles long.” 

“You haven’t mentioned it, but nice distraction tactic.” She crossed her arms and tried a phantom glare at him. It was unsuccessful. He continued his approach until he was directly in front of her. 

“You need a little more control over your talent, and you may as well get some practice with someone who can walk you through it.” 

Feeling impish, she walked through him. He shuddered in reaction and she blinked in surprise. 

“Holy cow. I have never done that before. How old are you anyway?” She knew her gaze was accusing but she had gotten a feel for him in a way he had not shown her the night before. 

He turned to face her in her new position next to his headboard. “Older than I look and younger than rock.” 

She caught something in his tone, “You mean granite, don’t you.” 
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“Limestone, but yes. You are quick, aren’t you?” His smile had a hint of pride and amusement for her wit. 

“Yes. I am. And I am not stupid. You are an elf.” She was crossing her arms again and glaring at him. “You don’t even feel human. You. Are. A. 

Big. Fairy.” 

His scowl spoke volumes. “Don’t call me that.” 

“What are you going to do? Grab me? Hah!” 

Feeling about six, she skipped around the room singing, “Fairy, fairy, Simon’s a big fairy.” She was on her fourth lap when she felt a sharp tug. 

“Ow.” 

He had given up on trying to catch her after his third try as she passed him. He was instantly alert. 

“What? What was it?” 

“I don’t know. Something is pulling me…ow!” 

The room she was in grew suddenly dim, then sharpened. “Simon, this isn’t good.” She screamed as a flame ran through her body raging from a point above her heart. No, this wasn’t good. 
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hen she opened her eyes, she was in her Wown living room. Well, sort of. She was inside a circle of crystals, which bound her ghost in a column of energy. She could see her body twitching in her comfy chair on the other side of the room, another crystal on her chest. 

Aside from the crystals, the other unwelcome intrusion into her personal space was Troy. He sat easily in one of her kitchen chairs and watched her ghost with interest. 

“You have grown in strength since I noticed you at the bar.” 

She remained silent. He would have to tell her what was going on before she spoke. 

“Not talking, eh? No matter. Simon will be here soon and we will settle the bid for your hand once and for all.” His golden features took on an unpleasant twist. 

“My hand? That is what this is all about?” The wave of her hand took in her body lying in the chair and the crystals at her feet. She slowed her 26
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“Indeed. As one of the Silverwood group, you have been given talents far beyond your understanding. But this magic, once active, can never be recalled. So, it is up to you to choose a mate worthy to guide and guard the magic. That mate is me.” 

Because her recumbent form was behind him, he couldn’t see it removing the crystal from its chest, as if in a dream. Her ghost flickered and dimmed. Simon was right, with concentration she could manipulate her spectre. With the crystal off her physical chest, her control was increasing markedly. 

“What? What are you doing?” His surprise gave her the idea that she needed to distract him. 

“Ow! Ow! Something is pulling me.” She bent slightly and faded her ghost to invisibility. The mirror across the room just allowed her enough vision to see her ghost disappear. 

“What the bloody hell?” Troy stood and waved his hand into the air behind the crystals. 

She crouched on the floor and dodged the hand. When he reached down, she shrank her form to her customary eight inches. 

“Fuck! She’s gone.” He stood and paced for a moment before a thought struck him. “Simon.” 

Troy was out the door in a shot and Hannah started to breath again. She relaxed and resumed her full height. Concentrating, she tried to move 27
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She had not left a lot of active consciousness in her body, but perhaps there was enough. She only needed walking, even crawling would do. 

Concentrating again, she called to her body. It moved slowly, sluggishly, but it did move. It stood up and moved to her. It was disconcerting, being eye to eye with herself, but she called attention to the crystals and Hannah-body dropped to her knees. It didn’t work. When her body’s hands touched the barrier, they were repelled, as if it recognized her specific energy. 

Her ghost was about to see if it could cry. 

Her body kicked up and down in frustration. 

And that was when it happened. While her body and ghost could not cross the barrier, her shoes could. 

Those glossy, red, beautiful shoes. 

They were going to set her free. 

Slowly, Hannah-body kicked the stones out of the circle, away from ghost-Hannah and into a pile on the side. She returned and they joined together at last, one complete magic human. 

She viewed her fabulous shoes with admiration. They were not even scuffed. 

Remembering how concerned Simon had been, she picked up her phone and called his cell. 

“Simon?” 

“Hannah? Are you all right? I am almost there.” 
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“Yes. I am fine. It was Troy.” 

“I know. He has been dealt with.” 

“Is he with you?” 

“More  or  less.  He  told  me  that  he  had  you imprisoned.” 

“He underestimated me.” 

Grim approval was in his tone, “He will not make that mistake again. I am at your home.” 

“Okay, see you in a minute.” With shaking hands, she placed the phone back in the charger. 
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arry me, Hannah.” The hug that they were in the

“M

middle of was more affection than a second  date  deserved, but it felt so right. 

Perfect, in fact. 

“I will.” Body and soul answered him. She angled her head back so she could meet his gaze, 

“I will marry you, Simon Hunt.” 

It was the perfect first kiss. Well, first physical kiss. The psychic ones had left her body aching, what would his body do to hers? 

They parted lips, their chests rising and falling in unison. “Soon, Hannah. You will be safe when we have wed.” 

Her fingers tangled in his hair and gave a hard yank. “I will not marry you to be safe. That is the last reason I would consider such a thing.” 

His gaze raked her features and a blush stained the planes of his cheekbones. “I apologize. I still haven’t adjusted to modern ladies.” He grinned. 

“It would have worked two hundred years ago.” 
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And of course, to be worshipped in return when the lady feels like it.” 

His smile grew even wider. “Then let’s get you naked, partner.” 

Laughter filled the room and she forgot all about Troy, the stones, her body moving around and her fantastic shoes. He picked her up and carried her room by room until he found her bed. 

Their clothing did not fall like autumn leaves, but snagged, caught and fought their disrobing at every turn. He had already seen her in the nude, so she wasn’t as shy as she should have been. He on the other hand, was beautiful. His image of himself was a pale imitation of the planes of his chest or the magnificent arc of his cock. He had a great ass too. 

He stopped her as she was about to undo her bra and said, “Please allow me. It has always been my favourite feature of human women. The lush curves that you all seem so unaware of.” 

She felt a blunt prodding at her abdomen, but held still against him as he unhooked her bra and drew it forward slowly, unveiling her in detail. 

He hissed in sympathy and began to rub her shoulders and sooth the welts left by a too-tight bra. “Why do you do that? Wear such a harsh restraint?” 
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“It must be hideously uncomfortable.” 

“One gets used to it.” His hands felt like heaven. As her shoulders unknotted, it became obvious to them both that she was lying. “Can we discuss this another time? I wish to be worshipped.” 

The scent of his skin under her hands and near her face was too much for her and she moved to taste him. He tasted of the scent in his mind, wild and cinnamon. She lapped at his nipple, gnawing lightly, then moving to the other. He stood stock still for her ministrations, including her working her way up his neck and over to his lips. 

He seemed content to let her familiarize herself with his body, but when her trembling fingers closed slowly around his erection, Simon began to lose control, the quivering of his muscles a dead giveaway. As her thumb drew through the slick moisture on the flaring head of his cock and her fingers began to move slowly down the length, he groaned and pulled her hand away. 

“Hey, I was just getting the hang of that!” 

“My turn.” His voice was a husky growl, and when she met his eyes, they were on fire with an emotion that had her shivering with anticipation. 

He dropped to his knees and immediately began an intensive investigation of his favourite assets on human women. 
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“Sorry, I became overly enthused.” He grinned with a slightly open mouth. 

She saw something she missed in the first few times she looked directly at him. “You have fangs. 

How could I not notice the fangs?” She tangled her fingers in his hair and absently stroked the silky locks. 

“They are part and parcel of my breed of the Svart Alfar, the dark elves. Not all of us have them, but my family does.” He leaned back on his heels and she could only admire his genetics. 

“Nibble all you want, but my skin is sensitive, so a light touch is better for me than a harsh one.” 

“Really?” He leaned forward and exhaled a stream of warm air over her left breast, then looked up at her, delighted when she shuddered and leaned her head back in reaction. He returned his lips to her breast, and what followed was an orgy of light touches that had a slick moisture making its appearance between her thighs as she moaned, shivered and squirmed under his mouth. 

When he raised his head, his lips flushed and swollen, he let out a word that made her giggle. 

“Cool.” 
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He looked her in the eyes and grinned, “What a way to go.” Then he scrambled up to meet her on the bed, crawling up her body to kiss her. She tasted the tang of herself on his lips and smiled, then winced as he began to probe between her thighs. He reached down with one hand to part her lower lips, then the blunt head of his cock was working its way into her. Inch by inch he advanced and retreated and she waited. 

The discomfort of his entry may have shown on her face, but he didn’t seem to notice until he felt the small barrier within. Her gasp and widened eyes may have had something to do with his sudden attention. 

“You’re a virgin?” The question seemed ridiculous to Hannah. 

“You’re a big fairy?” 

He leaned down to kiss her, slowly and with deliberate thoroughness. “I could have gone slower.” 

“I could have jumped you when you were 34
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“Should I continue?” Sweat appeared on his brow. The discussion must have been hard for him, considering the slow pulse of his cock within her. 

“Would you like to play Crazy Eights instead?” 

She smiled and raised her legs to wrap behind his back. Her ankles locked and she squeaked in distress as her virginity was shattered into nothing. 

“Damn it, Hannah!” But it was too late. She had him firmly within her and, as she lay panting with the cold sweat of pain, he drew his fingers across her brow, then moved his hand between them to find her clit. 

She had learned the magic of her own orgasm years before, but the rapid movements of his fingers sent sharp points of sensation into her womb and up to her breasts. She moaned and squirmed under and around him, but it was too late. 

“Son of a…” He came, shoving into her hard and shuddering as his cock lost control within her. 

He leaned his head onto her chest as he slumped in exhaustion. She wrapped her arms around his body as her legs were still firmly entwined around his hips, and drew him to her. 

She kissed him on the side of his sweaty head, 

“My turn next time, you big fairy.” 
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o, when will you do it? It has to be soon.” 

“SFalse dawn had come to her apartment and, looking at the clock, it seemed unnatural that he was awake and asking her questions. 

“Do what? Go to sleep? I want to now.” She tried to burrow back under the covers that they had crawled under after a quick shower to rinse of the residue of her first time. Two hours sleep was not enough. 

“Marry me. If it isn’t soon, the Lios Alfar may send someone else.” He was dressed and sorting through her clothing. With more focus than she had ever seen him use, he was rooting through her bra drawer. 

“Fine, get me dressed and we can do it now.” 

She had a sudden thought, “Wait, it takes 72 hours notice.” 

“Not for me it doesn’t. I don’t use the glamour often, but it is effective in dealing with paperwork and those who push it.” He selected one of her bras and concentrated. The fabric grew more 36

 Haunting Hannah delicate under his hands and glowed for a moment. 

“That is a cool trick.” 

“I am not just the master of the chai latte, I will have you know.” He tried to look prim and failed miserably as he approached her with the magically altered underwear. “Put this on, I’ll get the rest.” 

It was too much effort to argue so she suited up as he retrieved her clothing from the strange and creative storage units that her room sported. 

 Storage…right. 

She followed him out of her bedroom and snagged a pillowcase on the way past the linen closet. She moved to the closet where she had stored the crystals that had bound her and, when he turned to see what she was up to, she asked, 

“What do I do with these things?” She had seen him angry, concerned and horny, but she had never seen him furious. 

He gritted his teeth to keep from snarling and hissed out, “Troy bound you, with those?” 

“Uh, yeah. That is what pulled my ghost out of your place. I came to in a circle of these rocks.” As long as she used the pillowcase, she could move them. As soon as her skin touched them, the barrier tried to flare again. Finally, she got them all in the bag, even the one next to her chair. “What are they?” 

“Shards from the prison of Merlin.” 
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“Oh, wow. The one that Nimue bound him in?” 

If he was surprised at her knowledge, he didn’t show it, “The very same. The crystals can be used to bind powerful magic. A user need only surround the magician with it, and they will be locked in place until freed.” 

“How could Troy use it then, if he is an elf?” 

With the bag place safely on the ground, he tugged her into the living room and into his lap. 

“Magic has been bleeding from this world for centuries. The races with magic in their blood met and agreed to move to safety, to preserve the magic that was left.” 

“Right. Gotcha. Go on.” 

“So, the races moved to an alternate dimension, we call it Underhill.” He tucked her head under his chin and kept going. “When we had all made the move, we planned our next steps. We could not stagnate indefinitely. 

“A council was convened and they discussed the options available. It was decided that we must wait until magic began to return, then send emissaries and guardians to help it thrive.” 

“Right, gotcha. Thrive.” 

He gave her a light squeeze, “A vote was held to determine the guardians and the Svart Alfar were chosen. The Lios objected.” 

“Why were they complaining?” 
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“Would they be?” 

Simon snorted in derision, “They can seduce better than we can, that is certain. But the Svart Alfar mate for life. The Lios mate for impulse. 

They abandon their children callously, where we protect any new life that comes to us.” 

Hannah smiled. She had suspected as much. 

Simon wanted children. Her children. A warmth began to bloom in her that she had a hard time controlling. 

“Anyway, we were sent by the council five years ago to begin our assimilation into this world. 

The Lios broke through the barrier some time after and have been trying to interfere with the free choice of the magic wielders.” 

“Like me.” 

“Like you. They do not draw the line at forthright seduction, they use all their glamour and power to draw in the women. And in the process, are drained dry.” 

“Can you touch the crystals?” 

“Not after this week.” Another squeeze. “Just being around you brings my magic back to full power.” 

“Glad to help.” 

“Shall we find someone to bind us eternally?” 

“Oh, if you insist.” She shoved off his chest and left the chair, then slung the bag of crystals over her shoulder. “Let’s get hitched.” 
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e escorted her out to his practical sedan, and Hshe would swear that the car looked relieved. It had to be her imagination. 

“Hannah, you have never been formally introduced. This is my steed, Rev.” At her look that said  you have got to be kidding me, you named your car you, dork?  he added, “Rev is a shape shifter. One of the Wild Hunt, as am I.” 

That really raised her eyebrows. “Shape shifter?” 

“No. Sorry, I am a member of the Wild Hunt, but am not a shape shifter.” 

“Oh that is much more clear. I will need details later, for now, I just want to sit somewhere I have a chance of sleeping.” As she finished her sentence, a thud came from the trunk of Rev. 

“What was that?” 

“Oh, I had to put Troy somewhere.” 

“Troy? You put him in your trunk?” This was astonishing. Apparently the boys collided somewhere between Simon’s place and her place. 
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She picked the right horse after all. “Wow. 

What hit you?” It was reflex to ask, but the answer was watching for the Lios to finish exiting his vehicle so he could go and get married. 

“Hannah, do you know what this monster is? 

He is one of the dark riders, a member of the Hunt.” 

“Yup. He told me.” 

“And you will bind your life to one such as he?” Troy’s voice was shrill and he backed off as Simon leaned toward him. 

“I will.  He didn’t try to bind me in crystals and separate me from my body. I am funny about stuff like that.” She didn’t know if it was shame or fury that tried to flush his puffy face, but his motorcycle pulled up riderless. Swiftly mounted, he roared off into the night. 

Simon looked at her and waited for her decision. 

She announced, “Do you think he left a stain in there?” 

He laughed in relief. “Rev will deal with it when I give her a good scrubbing in Silverwood.” 
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“Wait, Silverwood? I am not going to Silverwood.” 

“Yes, you are. We both are.” 

She looked at his face and thought about his tale of magic, elves and survival. Not to mention the crystals that were rattling the pillowcase. Scary stuff. 

“Fine, but we need to get two new elves in to work at the Turned Cup, and I have to be at that wedding on Saturday.” 

“Holy crap, you are right. Do I need to give two weeks notice or anything?” He tucked her into the car, then knotted the pillowcase carefully before tossing it into the backseat. 

“Not  in  this  case.  Running  off  with  one  of  the owners grants you an exemption. But I am serious about you finding replacements. I can’t really see Troy coming back to work after tonight, or this morning, or whatever.” 

“Replacements can be arranged. I will call Artemis as soon as we are legally wed.” He took his place behind the wheel and reached to take her hand in his. He raised it to his lips. “Then, every wish you have will be granted. And a few you didn’t know you had.” The twinkle in his eyes was practically blinding. 

“Can’t wait. But in the mean time, you had best find us a place to get married without a waiting period.” 

“Your wish is my command.” And with a rev of 42
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The drive out of town was simple, direct, fast. It was when Rev began to head for a cliff that she started to get nervous. “Uh, Simon, are we heading off a cliff?” 

“Trust me, Hannah. It will be fine.” He had to put up with her fingers digging into his hand for several moments and the bloodcurdling scream that she let out as they went off the edge. When they didn’t hit anything, she opened her eyes, to find herself comfortably seated in a small aircraft, and if she didn’t miss her guess, they were headed to Vegas. 

“Las Vegas? Rev can shift into an airplane? The world is round? Why didn’t you tell me?” 

The dark chuckle was practically evil, “I thought you like surprises.” 

“You thought wrong. I don’t like surprises that risk my life, at any time.” 

“Duly noted. But we are almost there.” In her panicked and pissed off state, it was hard to miss that they were approaching much more rapidly than a commercial flight. Or than the guys who broke the sound barrier. Magic was cool. 

Rev was back to being a car the instant they landed. They chose a walk-up wedding rather than a drive through, and she wore a dress that the car produced for her from under a backseat. 

“Do you know how hard it will be to find shoes 43

 Viola Grace to match this?” She was wearing her red shoes under the gown. They looked great, but a little out of place. 

He was manoeuvring into his tuxedo in the parking lot and, it was only when she lifted her dress hem to expose her feet, that he barked out a laugh. “Ask the shoes to change. They will.” 

“Are you nuts?” 

He sighed deeply, “Just ask them.” 

Playing to the insanity that seemed to have infected her life, she lifted the hem of the gown to address her shoes directly. “Shoes, could you please change colour to match my dress?” 

She jumped in place as her feet felt the shoes writhing around them. By the time she gathered the layers to check her feet, the shoes were not the ones she had put on in the morning. These were delicate, bejewelled and ivory to match her dress. 

“You know, if it wasn’t for last night, I could have had a white dress.” 

“Not with your colouring, sweetie. Ivory makes you glow like the sun, and you look all soft and ladylike in that dress.” 

Looking at the dress in the reflection of the chapel windows, she had to admire his taste, though she would never have chosen something so low-cut for herself. 

They checked their watches and headed for the doors. It was time. 
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nstead of the threshold, he carried her into the ITurned Cup Café and the inhabitants let out a combination of cheers and groans. The cheers came from the two new elves who were working behind the counter. Apparently Artemis moved quickly when she had to. 

Job placement for elves must be a lost art. 

Sarah ran up to them and squealed, “You did it! 

I mean you said you would, but I never imagined that you did it!” They had called her on the way to the chapel and explained why they would be late and why. 

Hannah’s regular employer was less impressed with her romantic impulses, so she resigned as of immediately. She had more than enough vacation time banked to work out her two weeks notice without any trouble. 

They didn’t like it, but they should have let her take that trip she wanted last month instead. Then she wouldn’t have anything to fall back on. 

Too bad, so sad. 
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“Let me see the ring!” The giant sapphire that now adorned her ring finger sparkled in the overhead lighting. “Holy crap!” 

Instantly every woman in the place who was not currently married was grabbing her arm and taking a gander at her finger jewellery. While she was being hand-fondled, she noticed Simon talking with the new baristas and shaking their hands. The handshakes were rather long and she saw the flare of magic between them. Sharing the wealth, huh? 

Now that Simon had an inexhaustible supply of power, it was only right that he share it with the men who would now have to take his place in a humble coffee shop. But if those men wanted to meet women, it was the right place to be. 

Simon returned to claim her and sweep her into the back room as soon as he  finished with the new guys. Sarah came with them. 

“Sarah, you are going to have to hire a new bookkeeper for a while. I am leaving town.” 

Sarah looked stunned. “What? Where? When are you going?” 

“Saturday night right after Fred’s wedding. I either appear there, or everyone will think I am pining for him.” 

“Which you are not. I can be confident of that.” 

Simon pitched his two cents into the ring. 

“Well, you know what he has been saying? 
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“Well, he was partially right. When he tried to have sex with me in the back of his car, the park and his dentist’s office, I did refuse. If that makes me frigid, I guess I am.” She winked at Simon. It was nice to have one person know why she had been fussy about sex. It was hard to imagine a woman her age being a virgin, but there it was. 

Spying on erotic dreams was almost as satisfying. Almost. 

“How long will you be gone?” 

“I have no idea. Hope for the best, prepare for the worst.” It could have been their company motto. Right now, it was working out. 

“Shall we take our leave?” Simon was all formality. She was now his Lady. 

“Can I get a chai latte?” As she finished the sentence, one of the new guys arrived with her beverage in a travel cup. “Well hell. I have to be careful what I wish for.” She inhaled deeply through the slits in the cup. “This rocks, lets roll.” 

Taking the hand he extended, she paused to hug Sara, then was on her way out to her new life with an old elf. 

“So, we have a day to kill before the wedding. 

What should we do?” She let him hold the door open for her and sat carefully in Rev while the door closed on its own. 

He turned his head toward her as he said the one thing that was on his mind, “Honeymoon.” 
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Oh’s and ah’s were plentiful as she wandered around the room. Everything was far classier than anything she owned, and there were at least three comfy chairs. 

She dropped her carcass into one of the comfy chairs and grinned at Simon. “Hiya, hubby.” 

“Hello, wife. Do you like the room?” 

“I do, it rocks.” 

“I am glad. Would you care for some refreshment?” 

“Some lunch, if you are picking up the tab?” 

“I am picking up the tab for all of your expenses relating to Silverwood. It is part of the agreement.” 

“Cool. I want a hamburger, a coke and a salad.” 

She was adapting faster and faster. “And then I want a nap. I still haven’t slept.” 

“Your wish is my command.” And as soon as room service delivered, it was. 
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he second time they had physical sex was Tmuch better for Hannah than the first. The comfy chair that she had been enjoying, got quite a workout as she pinned Simon to the seat and controlled the speed and depth of their connection. He was free to play with and fondle her breasts and clit as she rose and fell with his rigid cock inside her. 

It was fantastic and he only tried to take control twice, which was rather impressive for him. She was expecting him to flip her to her back at any moment, but was having fun in the mean time. 

A tingling heat was starting in the soles of her feet, the palms of her hands and moving across her scalp. The spot that the flaring head of his cock was dragging against was putting sharper and sharper sensations into her body until she was so tense she could hardly continue to ride him. As she slowed, Simon took her hips in his hands and began to thrust upward as she slid down. 
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 Viola Grace it, she began to gasp and shake. Her nails dug into his chest and she bit her lip as a harsh scream fought to come out through clenched teeth. To torture her, he rubbed her clit with one finger to keep her locked in her body’s release. Just as she relaxed, he moved his finger and her body locked again. After a minute, she was mewling for freedom and pulling at his hand. Desperate, she bit his arm and he cursed and pulled away. 

She was exhausted, worn and sleepy. He gripped her hips and, with four more hard sharp thrusts, he was shaking in his own orgasm. She glared that she couldn’t prolong his release until it made him pass out. 

With every muscle in her body shaking and sore, she climbed off her elven lover and crawled over to the king sized bed. She was halfway there when an arm wrapped around her waist and lifted her into the air. Too tired to fight, she let him tuck her in, his semen still sticky on her thighs. 

He crawled into bed next to her and spooned her against him. “Happy Honeymoon.” 

“Very.” 


* * * * 

In light of her inexperience, it had gone rather well. However, Hannah still felt like she had had an internal exam with a bottlebrush. She explained the soreness to Simon, and he said he would be 50
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When he finally let her out of bed, it was well into Saturday morning. He was a cuddle monster. 

“I need to get ready for the wedding, and I don’t have anything to wear.” 

“So? Go naked. Sky clad was a popular style a few hundred years ago.” 

“Not now. Now it is a popular way to get arrested.” 

He laughed, “Don’t worry. Check the large wardrobe, third hanger.” 

Curious, she looked where he said. A hot red gown that perfectly matched the shoes that had reverted to their normal colouring the instant the wedding gown came off. The matching undergarments were neatly folded underneath, a slip, garter belt, panties, stockings and a bra that was barely there. 

“When did you have time to get all this?” 

“You sleep a lot.” It was enough explanation. 

He touched her to charge his batteries, then the magic came. This outfit was magic. 

“You had better get ready, too, the ceremony is at one.” She was busy removing the gossamer silk stockings from the closet and didn’t hear him approach until the murmur behind her made her melt. 

“I thought I would help you in the shower. 
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“unsteady.” 

Her unlady-like snort echoed in the room. She walked over to bathroom and put a swish into her hips that had him chuckling and following his human bride with his hands fully on the curves he so enjoyed. 

The shower was full of laughter, tickling, soap and a few gasps as each member of the Hunt family made sure that the other was  completely clean. Fighting the giggles that wouldn’t stop, Hannah left the spacious shower and dried her legs, arms and whatever. 

Simon stood and watched her awkward moves with the towel and finally said, “Shall I help?” 

“Dry my back?” 

“How about everything?” He exhaled gently into his palm and closed it tightly for a long moment, then opened it and a gentle but insistent wind ran through the chamber, drying them both. 

Even her hair. 

“A magical hairdryer. How long have you been waiting to use that one?” 

“I ran out of this level of power about five hundred years ago.” 

“I love being married to an older man.” She walked over to kiss his smiling mouth and giggled in return as he pinched her ass lightly. 

“Honey, let’s go to a wedding. We don’t want to be late.” It was the only thing that could have moved her, and move her it did. 


52

 Haunting Hannah Chapter Twelve

earing a dress that could only be described Was blood and scarlet, with Simon at her side, she imagined they made quite the impression. He with his black and gold looks, and her with her confident stance. 

They waited in the line to enter the chapel and took their seats on the groom’s side, as was appropriate. Simon held her hand through the long wait for the bride, and when they rose to watch Tracey come down the aisle, he held Hannah tightly in his arms. 

Tracey was escorted by her father to Freddie, who looked distinctly nauseated. The minister droned on about fidelity and it brought to mind the real reason Hannah had dumped Freddie. 

With her not interested in sex with him, or at least in his kind of sex, he had gone out looking for other prey. And found it. In Tracey, May, Tonya and Sil. Her ghost probably shouldn’t have been used to spy, but it convinced her he was not the right man. 
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Tracey was firm and committed, and didn’t sound like a toddler on helium. That made one of them. 

It was over in a few minutes. All that preparation for a few seconds of conversation in front of a witness. The couple disappeared to sign the actual marriage documents and she turned to Simon, “I am glad that we did it when we did.” 

“As am I. We can always have another wedding, with friends at Silverwood if you wish.” 

“I will wait to see how I settle in.” 

He kissed her forehead after that, “As you wish.” 

The happy couple were released from the rectory and set free with the official announcement of Mr. and Mrs. It was a lovely exit and, with a deep sigh, Hannah and Simon left the pews to the reception hall. 

Their names were on the seating cards and Hannah smiled as she imagined the look on Freddie’s face when he caught a look at her in the dress that Simon had created for her. It left the absurd size of her breasts to absolutely no imagination, and still managed to look stylish. 

When the happy couple arrived, the receiving line was swiftly assembled. 

It was a very cordial meeting until a member of the wedding party asked after her fantastic wedding ring. When she explained her recent 54
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They heard nothing about it until they moved past the receiving line. Freddie’s eyes had indeed bugged out and he drooled slightly as he got a look at her assets when they were caught by the announcer and asked to stand aside. All newlyweds were to be announced just after the bride and groom. Until then, they were to remain in an anteroom with two other couples. 

“Well, this is certainly a bit odd. Nice, but odd.” 

Hannah cuddled against Simon as he was so nice and warm all the time. 

“Isn’t it? I felt a bit like a criminal being hauled out here like this.” One of the other detained newlyweds smiled at her. 

“I would have to agree. It’s a nice idea, but the execution is lacking.” The other female newlywed said. “Unless she does plan to execute us.” 

They all shared a nervous laugh, but then the heard the official announcement of the bride and groom. 

Shortly after, the announcer called forth the first couple and they could hear him announce their wedding date and introduce them. Well, that wasn’t too bad. 

The second couple left in the same manner, then it was their turn. She whispered to him as they left the anteroom, “You know this will be the 55
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“I know.” He took her hand in his and led her to the entrance in a most elegant manner. 

All gazes were on them as they stood centred in the frame of the hall. As she heard those fateful words she broke into a wide grin, “Mr. and Mrs. 

Hannah and Simon Hunt, married for one day.” 

Giggling at the room at large, she took the dance floor with the other couples singled out for this honour, and winked at Freddie and Tracey. 

Whether they knew it or not, they had just given her the best wedding present of all. 

The couple’s first dance. 
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ould you like to announce our imminent 

“Warrival?” Simon kept one hand on the wheel, the other on her thigh. 

“What? You mean for me to go on ahead? So to speak.” She shrugged and looked at him, trying to find out what he was thinking. 

“I think that Artemis would be pleased if you announced our arrival.” He picked up her left hand and kissed the ring he had placed there. It still felt odd on her hand, but the look on Fred’s face when he saw it had been enough to satisfy her for a long time. And the look on Simon’s face when he put it on her would keep parts of her warm forever. 

With a sigh and a smile, she let her ghost loose. 

It wasn’t so much flying as connecting to her target person and speaking to them. Artemis was the same shifting face that she remembered. The desk and office were new. 

“Hannah! I wasn’t expecting to see you yet. 

Where is Simon?” 
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“He is on the way.” It wasn’t nearly as odd as she imagined, that Artemis could see her in her astral form. 

Artemis rose and came around to give her a hug, and it was only when her arms went directly through Hannah and she stumbled forward that they both realized what was going on. 

“This is your ghost? You look so solid!” Her old camp counsellor circled her, admiring the strength of the projection. 

“I thought you knew what I was. I have been growing stronger with Simon around.” She walked to the desk and ran her hand through some of the paperwork, smiling at it moved slightly. “I can even interact with the physical world occasionally, if I am relaxed.” 

Artemis sat heavily behind her desk, her face beaming with one of the brightest smiles Hannah had ever seen. “You have progressed with your talent far further than we could have hoped. 

Congratulations. How far are you and Simon from here?” 

Closing her eyes, she had her body ask Simon the question. In a blink, she returned to the office, 

“Fifteen minutes.” 

“Excellent. I do have to ask you, did you have any trouble with any of the Lios?” 

“Ah, yes. One of them named Troy.” 

“Did Simon handle it?” 
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Her ghost had to be looking smug right now, “He was unsuccessful.” 

“I should say. And the power that you are exhibiting is astonishing.” Artemis looked her up and down, then paused in shock at the ring on her finger. “You are married? Already?” 

“It was rather inevitable, so we thought we would get it done right away.” She shrugged. 

“But you have only been together a week.” 

“But, we have known each other for over two months. And it was a very easy transition for me.” 

At the sceptical look from the head of the Silverwood Society, she continued, “I have been into his mind. I know him fairly well. And he has taken the trouble to learn me. If we both want to be together, then why should we spend any time apart.” 

“Whew. You are absolutely right and I can’t help but wish that the other Sisters come around this easily.” 

 Other Sisters? “How many more of us are there?” 

“Ah, there were a total of seven women who had a sufficient amount of magic to assist in the spring boarding of the Silverwood Society plans to restore power to the area, and eventually the world.” 
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“Once the other Sisters have joined you, I will explain everything. And remember, nothing worth doing is easy.” 

“That I know, but are any of the others here?” 

“There are two others already here, Westa and Valentine. Westa is complete, but Valentine has had some experiences that are stunting her magic. 

We can only hope that she will fully recover, as this cannot succeed without her.” 

“When can I see them?” 

Artemis smiled at her and gave her a wink, “I think it had better wait until you are physically here and settled in.” 

“Oh, right. Sorry.” She didn’t know if her ghost blushed, but if it did, it was doing it now. “I suppose I should get back to the car. See you in a few minutes.” 

In the blink of an eye, she was back where she belonged and stretching luxuriously. Taking inventory of her body, she noticed something. 

“Did you unhook my bra?” 

Unrepentant, he nodded. “You are lucky you came back when you did. I was working on how to get your panties off next.” 

“Thank goodness that I came back then. I wouldn’t want to miss that.” She raised her arms above her head to brace them on the ceiling. 

“Have at it.” 


60

 Haunting Hannah Simon let out that dark chuckle that she loved so much, “Later, my sweet. We are now in Silverwood.” 

“As long as it happens later, ya big fairy.” 

His brows waggled in a lascivious manner, 

“You can bet your ghost on it.” 
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