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Forward

Let’s talk about a free spirit
universe. This is a world where people discover they don’t
have a soul; they are a soul, a spirit which can free itself from the
flesh.

Close your eyes and think of a beautiful sunset.
Got it? What is looking at that picture of a sunset? It sure isn’t
the body’s eyes. It’s you, the spirit, looking at it. Maybe this
universe isn’t as far-fetched as it may seem at first glance.

This is a story about people who discover this
universe and some of its implications. Could you do it? Who
knows?

This isn’t a story of teen-age angst or
“character development.” I figure that the game should be “our
group against the world” rather than “how much can I screw up my
personal relationships with jealousy, mis-communication and stupid
actions.”

You’ll notice immediately we’re looking at Irish
characters. I’m not Irish, so forgive my errors. I picked the Irish
for the flavor of the language; all I really know about the customs
and the language (Gaelic) comes right off the Internet.

Fair warning: This is an adult novel with
romance and sex. Maybe too much sex for some. If it offends you and
you still like the story, just keep turning the pages.

 


«There are mental
communications and actions in this formatting to distinguish them
from “normal” ones».

 


There’s day and date scattered throughout to
help you keep the timeline straight. It’s the 2005 - 2006 calendar
so that’s the story’s time setting. You won’t find a lot of
“current events” such as the Iraq war and Hurricane Katrina; those
really have no bearing on the story.

 


There’s a glossary and references at the end.
The references in the body are designated like [1].

 


The main concept of the Free Spirit Universe is
that the spirit which is you can be freed from the body without
harm to either.

As you read the stories, note that the story
world, apparent moral codes (mainly about sex), events, characters,
abilities and most everything is my imagination and don't reflect
any currently-known facts. The actual cities such as Burbank do
exist, but beyond that don't count on much.

Thank you to L. Ron Hubbard, whose philosophy
forms the basis for many of the ideas you find here. If I mention
something that I know is one of his ideas or technologies, I'll
attempt to give you a direct Internet reference to it -- some are
part of his large volumes of work and aren't really available on
line. About the only exception is his (and my) knowledge that
people (you and me) are actual spirits.

These works have no connection with Mr. Hubbard
or any of the organizations he developed or have been developed
since his death. I neither speak for nor represent them in any way
beyond being somewhat knowledgeable about Mr. Hubbard's work. You
can “blame” everything in the story world on me except those areas
I've specifically noted.

Thank you to the many readers on SOL
(storiesonline.net) who gave me constructive feedback and caught a
lot of my typos

Relax and enjoy; may you ladies experience the
Sorcerer’s Grip!

Reviews

“Thank you for continuing the series with this
story. I really love reading it and can't wait to see what will
happen next. Especially with Sunshine/Natalie/Kathleen back with
Bob and the Inner Circle. Keep up the great writing.” — S

“You have such great characters with such great
personalities that I was sorry to see the first story end, because
I wanted to visit with them some more... and now I can!” — D

“…Once again we are being taken on a wonderful
emotional roller coaster as we climb higher and higher you know
that sometime soon we will plunge down again.” — D

“I just thought i would thank you for writing such a
great story; it always seems to cheer me up when I’m depressed.
It’s great that you can see how life is when people release them
selves from their inhibitions and get rid of their hangups, I just
wish I was strong enough to do it.” — A

“This story keeps getting better and better. Thanks
for a tremendous effort.” — NH

“This is great. Love the story line. The new ideas
so far seem to flow as naturally as can be. I look forward to much
more of this series (the more the better).” — TH


Chapter 1

Bob Reynolds

(Sunday 4/16)

[Starts with the last couple
paragraphs from Sorcerer: The Clann]

Kathleen wanted to pick up a few things for the
new digs so we decided to go out to the Sherman Oaks Fashion Square
near the I-405 while Mario and Sherry headed to the Northridge
Galleria.

I chauffeured Kat in the Beemer (I knew my
rightful place), and we wandered around for about an hour while she
shopped at the kitchen and house stores, and I appeared
interested.

Break time! We sat out in the mall in a group of
small benches and relaxed while she checked over her goodies.

A couple with a stroller came by and sat down
across from us maybe five feet away. Of course, they deserved an
«inspection». Nice. There was so much
Potential they were ready to pop any moment. The baby was four
months old and they were delighted with him.

«Inspecting» the baby,
I got pretty suspicious; he was too much of a baby! Even ones that
young are deeper than he was. Ho! Betcha!

I asked, «“Well, hello,
George. How they hangin’?”»

Immediate answer, «“Not
hangin’ at all yet; gimme a few years. How the hell are you,
Sorcerer? Sunshine? God dammit, girl, you’ve got a hell of a good
rack for being only four months old.”»

[Start of Sorcerer: Interesting
Times]

Kat laughed a little. «“Hey,
George! They start young where I came from. It’s one hell of a
story we’ve got for you. First, we’d better get introduced to your
parents before they think we’re going to abduct you.”»

George chuckled. «“That would
be close to an alien abduction, right? I’ll make like a baby and
you guys do your magic.”»

George chortled, kicked his legs, waved his arms
and laughed; he was a happy baby. Kat got up and went across to
look at him. She asked the couple, “Such a happy young man you
have! He’s what, four months or so?”

One can never go wrong praising the child to the
parents. Yep, by chance he was four months old and his name was…
George. «“Of course, I had nothing to do with that
choice,”» he told us. Right. And my mother’s Chinese.

Kat showed off her ring and introduced me to his
parents then we chatted a few minutes. She got her hand close to
George who grabbed it and pulled the ring into his mouth. He said,
«“Hmm. Must be real; it wouldn’t be that big if
it were fake. Congratulations, guys. It’s about time you made an
honest spirit out of her, Bob.”»

We steered the conversation around to what they
did. Andy and Patricia Baxter were MBAs and department heads in a
good-sized aerospace company in North Hollywood. Patricia had taken
a five-month maternity leave of absence when George was born.

The trouble was, the company had just been
“mergered and acquisitioned,” and they were excess. Andy said, “So,
tomorrow, it’s hit the streets to keep the income going.”

Kat fished out a JRD card and wrote Siobhan’s
name on it. Handing it to him, she said, “Give Siobhan a call about
9:00 tomorrow morning. Use my name, of course. She’ll be interested
in talking with you both.”

Yeh, they were quite interested. They and Kat
talked a couple minutes more while I poked George’s belly to make
him laugh and squirm around. I told him, «“Hang
yourself out a little tonight around 11:00 so we can find you;
we’ll get you caught up on a few things. By the way, your folks are
dayum near ready to pop right now. You been pumping them
up?”»

He told me, «“Some. That’s one
reason I picked this body; they were pretty sensitive already. I’ve
held off a lot to keep this body going. It stopped breathing once
the first week, and I had to kick-start it again. No further
troubles, but that SIDS stuff is pretty risky the first four months
so I’m keeping close tabs on it right now.»

«“I just let them know when I’m hungry
or tired; they get it just fine and don’t seem to notice it. I
don’t think they’ll have any problems getting outside.

»“So, we live a couple miles east of
here right off the Ventura Freeway. I’ll hang out a flag at
11:00.”

Kat and I said our goodbyes and gave our George
firm spirit-hugs before we left. Kathleen still had some more
shopping to do.

Kathleen Donovan

Of course I’d known George’s
“new” name. I’d figured if he was ready to show up, he’d put in an
appearance so I’d been keeping mum about it. When we’d stumbled on
them and Bob had picked up on him so fast, it was out of my hands.
Fine by me!

I got a few more neat goodies for the house.
Elizabeth was meeting us there later in the day to go over the
decoration scheme some more so I didn’t want to do too much.

Ooo! Our own place! Living with Mom or Elizabeth
hadn’t been a problem, but this was getting out on our own and
being independent. Besides, it would leave room for the Cabo crew
at Mom’s place.

When Elizabeth came over, Sherry and I spent
several hours with her — she had wonderful ideas! Neither Sherry
nor I wanted it too cluttered so she designed an arrangement that
was airy and light yet could handle a lot of people for
entertainment or meetings. We foresaw a Pool Party and housewarming
in the near future!

We didn’t tell anyone about meeting George. We
figured if he wanted to “come out” completely, that was up to him.
Anyway, Bob and I bopped over and found him at 11:00.

They had a nice upper-middle-class place. While
everything was nice, it wasn’t expensive and yuppie.

The first thing we got George caught up on was
the cellular-level firewall and body defenses fed by a power VPN.
We had him share power with us for now.

It took him about five seconds to realize he
could jigger the power VPN to carry telemetry about his body. He
told us, «“I wasn’t quite satisfied with just a
streamer; it seemed to limit my motion and attention a lot. This
way, everything works, and I can keep an eye on it.»

«“Yeh, we know picking up another body
is pretty straightforward, but I’ve already got four months of 24/7
invested in this one. That’s beside the fact it would hurt Mom and
Dad if it died.

»“I can’t see any problems with it
now. Mom and Dad come from a decent genetic line and are healthy so
I expect it to do just fine.”

He hadn’t been willing to make them ones of us
yet. He needed to stick so close to the body he wouldn’t be able to
give the support he wanted.

I told him, «“I’ll tell
Siobhan first thing in the morning who they are — and to bring you
with them. They’re so close right now I’ll ask her to pop them out
and get their training started if she thinks it’s the right
time.”»

He said, «“Great! Now, you’ve
got a tale to tell. How did you come up with a body like that,
Sunshine?”»

«“Ya know all that body
switching fun we had? Well…”» He got the whole Kathleen,
Donovans, and the gang story. He almost split a spirit-gut over the
trick we’d played on the gang.

He was very interested in the JRD operation.
«“Sounds like you’ve got a real winner there. I
know you two could have done very well in expanding your renovation
business, but that shortcuts years of work. Of course, I’d bet
having the extra shekels right now doesn’t hurt
either.”»

He told us it was time for a feeding so we
headed back to his place and hung around. George woke up Patricia
just enough she could stumble over and sit down to feed him. She
dozed away while he ate and we chatted some more.

He told us, «“I learned to
change diapers the first week. From inspecting Mom and Dad, the
diaper changing and the middle-of-the-night feedings, burpings and
walkings were the things they ‘dreaded’ most from talking with
other parents. I figured I could handle a lot of that and keep the
load off them. Mom knows she fed me, and they both figure since my
diaper was clean in the morning, one of them must have done it.”
Grin.»

George switched sides and continued nursing.
«“It’s worked out fine so far. Since both of them
get to sleep, she isn’t tired during the day. I guess the next
thing is to figure out how to nurse the two times or so in the
middle of the night without even waking her at all.”»

Bob suggested once they were ones of us George
could just «touch» the body over to the
bed and latch on. That way, he’d be the only one who had to wake up
— and his body woke up from hunger anyway.

George and I allowed as to the possibility it
would work. Sure would take even more of the stress of infancy off
the family.

As Patricia burped him, he and Bob decided
George could even take that over. A couple «touches» would do just fine. We decided we’d get with
several of the mothers in the Clann to see what other loads a
one-of-us baby could take off the parents.

George asked, «“Clann?”»

Ho boy! I gave him the whole Clann story; Bob
kept his spirit-mouth shut. After I told him of the Clann honoring
customs, George laughed for a couple minutes.

He said, «“Bob, what more
could a guy ask for? Obviously you were the only choice for Ceann.
Now you’ve got what, 25 or 30 very willing women wanting to jump
your bones? How do you and Kat find time to get it on
yourselves?”»

We assured him we found plenty of time for that.
I told him, «“Of course as the Ceann-Mate, I get
the guys, too, so I’m never left high and dry while he’s out
Ceanning around.”»

«“Great! Having a horny, unsatisfied
lady at home does put a strain on the relationship. Sherry and I
found that out in a hurry. Now, how is The Sherry? She found a man
yet?”

»I told him how she, Don and Ana then Bob and I
had gotten together with her for a while until she and Mario had
hit it off. He laughed and told us, “Good on her!
Good on ya’all! She’s a right wonderful lady and deserves all the
love she can find. I’ll have to wait for a while myself; I’ve got a
minimum, solid requirement she be one of us — and from what I’ve
been hearing, there’s a dearth of young females of that
persuasion.”

Bob told him about Dermot at four years old.
«“On the other hand, Ana’s quite pregnant and I’m
betting there’ll be a couple other Clann ladies looking to get the
same way. And that’s apart from us graduating Seniors. We’ve
already talked about holding ‘auditions.’”»

We filled him in on the Vail adventure and some
of the other people we’d found, like PVC and the Cabo gang. By the
time we were done, he’d had another feeding and it was about
6:00.

Bob said, «“Okay. We’ll talk
with Siobhan in an hour or so; your folks will probably go see her
today. If you pop them out and get them trained up a little so they
can handle it and they’re interested in becoming Clann, let’s plan
on introducing ya’all to the gang on Wednesday night. If they’re
not interested or something else goes different, we’ll figure out
something else. In the meantime, we’ll just keep your being back a
private matter.”»

Bob

(Monday 4/17)

The Baxters were more than happy
to join JRD. We figured they’d be great Regional Managers; Siobhan
had them all signed up and the paperwork done before she, George
and Mario popped them outside.

They were good. We got Henry and Mario to train
them; George had a head start already but still had plenty he was
happy to learn. We kept his secret from the rest of the Clann.

Since Denise and Roger Gold had been enhanced,
PVC took charge of training them up on Monday and Tuesday. PVC told
me the other parents and families they were working had shown some
signs of enhancement, but none of them were anywhere near ready to
pop.

Between being in school all day and “helping”
Sherry and Kat with the house, there wasn’t much time to spare, so
we were more than willing to delegate the training. They’d gotten
the four (five with George) up onto the teleportation training
checksheet, so I figured they were ready to be tossed into the pool
with the rest of the gang.

Wednesday night, we introduced Denise and Roger
first; we stashed the Baxters in their car outside with their
innocuous personae.

Since the gang knew Rita and Cynthia so well,
Denise and Roger got a no-holds-barred welcoming with tons of
physical and spiritual hugs and kisses. Yeh, Dermot checked out
Denise’s boobs and proclaimed them delightful.

Once that settled down, we brought in the
Baxters, still wearing their personae. Of course someone could have
tried to probe them, but we’d already decided it wasn’t polite on
the first appearance.

After they got the name introduction, George
popped outside and dropped his firewall completely. Jaysus! Sherry
beat the rest of the old gang to him by less than a
millisecond!

They were all over him! If a spirit could have
been smothered by hugs and kisses, it was George. While that was
going on, the rest of us updated the newer people. They’d all heard
the earthquake story so knew who he was.

The new folk got their licks in on him too. When
George got let up for air, he told us, «“Jeez,
it’s good to be back. I hadn’t realized how much I missed all you
guys. Now, the main reason I’m here today is my new
parents…”»

He gave Andy and Patricia a rousing, uplifting
introduction, and they got swarmed all over too.

George got passed around to at least all the
women for hugs and kisses. He laid the baby-lovin’ on them like
he’d been doing for years! Hugs, laughs, wobbly kisses, the whole
bit. He was just as bad as Dermot when it came to boobs, too. He’d
pat around or root at them then ask, «“Got
milk?”» Dirty young man!

The women (young and old) didn’t seem to mind at
all; they’d just laugh and rub their boobs on him. From the adults,
I caught a few stray thoughts of making their own babies.

 


 


 


Sensitives and security. Between
the Clann heads, we’d decided the actual Clann was still reserved
for ones of us. If we could get a Sensitive who could communicate
well mentally, we would fill them in at least that the Clann
existed and the members had some other abilities in addition to
mental communications.

We decided to keep our Sensitives hooked up with
the cellular-level firewalls and body defenses plus keep power
flowing to them. Who knows, they might enhance even more.

I told everyone we’d have Clann meetings on
Mondays and Wednesdays. We were well settled out so didn’t need a
Friday meeting. Later we might drop it down to once a week; a lot
would depend on how fast things were happening.

I’d heard a vague rumor the Wild Bunch and PVC
were planning a Universal Studios trip with Alejandro and Linda.
Betcha that will cause some commotion on the lot! Of course, none
of our sweet young teenagers would dream of playing tricks —
much.

JRD had started the book audit on Fillmore Sales
Relations. So far, there hadn’t been much show up. Ana said she’d
schedule in all the new folk for the probe run.

Kat invited Andy, Patricia and George over on
Saturday for a get-together with the four of us. We figured we’d
fill in the parents on what a devil-child they had.

Kathleen

(Saturday 4/22)

Sherry and I were busy. Between
getting back to school, Clann meetings and all that house shopping
we were up until 10:00 at least every night. Our poor sweeties
didn’t get much lovin’. I hoped we’d survive; we figured Bob could
survive a couple weeks without honoring a lady.

Siobhan had pumped up Sheila Farley, her admin
assistant, and popped her outside! She got her basic training, and
we offered her the position of Global Operations Manager. She
accepted. We’d popped two other of the staff out so promoted one to
be Siobhan’s new admin assistant. Just because she had some
managers didn’t mean she didn’t have a lot of work to do!

 


 


 


Andy and Patricia brought George
over Saturday morning around 10:00. We ensured they knew about the
sunglasses and sun block ability, and we lay around the pool and
chatted.

Sherry told them what her and George’s
relationship had been. She told them, “You’d better keep an eye on
him. He’s a tricky little devil.”

We told them tales of some of his adventures,
especially the ones which hadn’t turned out too well. When he
worked on computer hardware, he’d say, “Smoke test!” before he
plugged it in. Well, one time a computer did just that. It blew a
breaker in the house circuit and fried everything inside the
computer case.

It turned out to be a screw had dropped down
inside and shorted stuff out. Anyway, it gave us a good excuse to
warn them he had a screw loose!

George and Mario got along just great. They
launched off into computer-geek talk and were gone into their own
little world, just like that. The rest of us rolled our eyes a
little and pretended to suffer. Bob said, “Of course, I don’t have any toys.”

Yeh, right. I reminded him of his truck full of
goodies at Reynolds Construction. He grinned and said, “Those
aren’t toys, they’re necessities.” Uh-huh.

George was moving his body around with his own
«touches». He darted it around like a
little bird and hovered. When it got sleepy, he snuggled it up to
someone and let it drop off while he continued chatting.

Andy made my stud sensors light up and Patricia
looked great in a bikini. I told Bob, «“Remember,
she’s on the honoring list now. She’s been drooling over you ever
since she got here.”»

She had. While she and Andy hadn’t had an open
relationship before, they were both well-experienced. With their
memories coming back, they’d embraced the Clann customs.

I told Bob, «“Maybe you can
get her lost in one of the rooms for a little
snogging.”»

He just grinned and said, «“Might just do that. On the other hand, I might just drag you
or Sherry or both off for a little more than some
snogging.”»

«“We’ve got guests, you horny
wanker!”

»“That’s me, Reginald Horny
Reynolds.”

This was a Real Good Thing.

We’d looked around the back yard the past
several days. The only way any of the neighbors could see in was if
they climbed on their roofs. If we closed a few blinds inside the
house, no one could see in there, either.

After a quick «chat»
with the Baxters, we peeled everything off so we had our own nude
beach. The guys and gals admired each other so we had six hard
nipples and three woodies for a few minutes. George told us,
“I don’t get that response yet, but I do
appreciate the view.”

He left on his diaper when he wasn’t in the
pool. «“I get about ten seconds’ warning right
now. It’s been getting longer, and I’m getting a lot better at
holding stuff for a couple minutes. When the body’s asleep there’s
a bit less control, but I’m training it to wake up or send a
telemetry signal.”»

Skinny-dipping! George peeled off his diaper and
dove in, too. He told us, «“Seems like the dog
paddle is a natural reaction.”» He moved around in the water
easily and could stay under water about a minute with no problem.
We taught them the underwater breathing cylinder trick.

George taught us a cute trick of using a
«touch» to create a small air pocket over
our eyes. That way, we could physically see under water just as
clearly as if we were wearing a face mask. Cool!

We girls ensured Andy got a thorough groping so
he’d feel at home. From his response, he appreciated it. Bob and
Mario ensured Patricia felt at home, too. From her wide smile and
hard nipples, she liked it.

After lunch, we snuggled up around the pool.
Patricia gave George his lunch then he and Mario popped outside and
went off. Geek stuff again; Mario was showing him the house, JRD
and audit networks and how they did remote transcriptions with
direct circuitry access.

Andy and Patricia shrugged and laughed. She told
us, “I understand how he feels. He’s had four months being
incommunicado. It’s great that he’s found a ‘kindred spirit’ to
play around with.

“I had that problem too when I stayed home with
him. I’d talk with my folks a couple times a week and with Andy in
the evenings and night and that’s about it. We didn’t have any
close friends so JRD’s been wonderful.

“Since I can bring George into the office all
the time, he and Dermot can pal around if they want or they can
just go off exploring. We’ve made such wonderful friends there and
with the Clann we can talk with someone most anytime. Between that,
remembering our abilities and what we’re doing at JRD, I’d say we
were happy campers.”

Bob told them, “Well, you are wonderful people
too. George picked a great set of parents.”

We had dinner later then idled around the den
for another couple hours until the Baxters took off. We were lazy
some more until bedtime.

Bob and I got in some long, slow loving while
«merging» and laughing in the sky. Dayum,
having a baby around sure turned on the biological urges!

We «talked» about our
wedding and babies. For then, we decided on having our wedding the
day after school let out for the summer so pretty much everyone
could attend before they took off.

Babies? Hell, we were both hot for them! Looking
at my ovulation cycle, I’d be right on the money on June 17, just
after school let out. Yowsah! Get married and get pregnant the same
day? What could beat that?

We decided to discuss it with Ana and Elizabeth;
they’d have some ideas too (Like another Clann-wide broadcast?
Fuck, that turned us both on even if we weren’t connected to our
bodies right then!).

Intellectually, we had no issues with having
babies while we were young. Most young couples had the issues of
getting established financially, being free to go traveling and
stuff and just knowing their relationship was solid. Bob and I
didn’t have those issues at all.

We spent a solid six hours practicing making a
baby (or twins? triplets?). We went through four tsunamis and were
willing to go for a fifth, but our bodies said, “No way, Jose,” and
refused to wake up. Oh, well, maybe we could practice more Sunday
morning. And afternoon and evening.

Ana Matthews

(Sunday 4/23)

We got a lab! JRD Properties
found a good-sized location in an industrial park by the Los
Angeles River. It was a fifteen-minute walk, a five-minute drive,
or a leisurely one-second teleport.

So much room! David and Papa Sonora did the mods
we needed (lots of electrical outlets everywhere, sinks, tables,
office, that sort of stuff) then we ported everything over in
fifteen minutes. A moving truck? We didn’t need no stinkin’
truck!

The hamster with the crooked leg was
straightening it right out. We decided it was a successful
experiment even before it was complete.

Now that Don and I had those slugabouts Bob and
Kat out of their room, we fixed it up for Alejandro and Linda.
Since they were closest in age and had spent the most social time
with them, Elizabeth and I pulled in the Wild Bunch and PVC for
ideas.

They came up with some nice ones based on what
they knew. We ended up decorating it half and half guy and girl. We
stuffed the bathroom full of goodies and got them each a desk with
a laptop hooked to the Internet and house network; any of the Sweet
Six could teach them how to drive one.

We got our den back, too. Elizabeth and I made
it into a combination den/bedroom/nursery. If Ramon and/or Elisa
came up, they had a place to stay if they wished. With a new closet
in it, they could store some of their clothes. Along with some rent
receipts, they’d be able to prove they lived there. Good stuff.

Our Babies Within were growing right on
schedule. Yeh, I’d had Natalie, but that had been eighteen years
ago. Karen Gold assured me everything was fine and on schedule.

I’d spent some time over the last couple weeks
with each of the Clann women ensuring they were expert in the Gold
birth control method. Whether or not they decided to use it
exclusively, they could use it.

I could tell Megan Foster was very eager to get
into it, so I ensured she had it cold. Her parents, unfortunately,
were pretty mundane. She’d been pumping power to them for a couple
weeks, and all they’d had happen was a bit of sensitivity.

Oh, well. Louise and I had a talk with them.
Since they’d been around Burbank for the last six years, they’d at
least heard of the Brain Trust at McCambridge. With Vera Stroh’s
input, they were quite happy to have Megan spend lots of time with
the Harvard Inner Circle and the Clann.

Louise got Megan a cell phone like Cynthia’s.
After a week of calling every time she went somewhere, she started
«telling» them just like Cynthia had her
parents. It worked out great for her!

We’d worked through the audits on Fillmore Sales
Relations and Rhapsody Public Relations with no problems. Since
they were single offices, Evin, Siobhan, Aaron and Barbara did a
weekday oversight visit. They hadn’t found much wrong because we
just chugged along.

Mary was doing great in school. Rose had gotten
her in a lot of Sam’s classes, and he’d coached her on a lot of the
stuff she’d missed while she’d “been out.” I think he coached her
on some other stuff, too. Hehehehe.

She spent a lot of her free time with either or
both Karen and Oscar at the lab. Sam helped out; seemed he just
couldn’t stay away from her!

Evin had set up a non-profit research company,
and the JRD Owners had funded the entire thing with $250,000 to
start — after the renos to the new lab. Yowsah! That helped. We
were able to pay Mary and Sam a salary; the Golds said they didn’t
need anything extra — they were doing a couple hours each of paid
Probe Patrol a month so they weren’t hurting. The Owners even
insisted I get a $50K per year salary!

Sean Cullen

(Monday 4/24)

After four months in Arizona, it
was nice to be back in California! Don’t get me wrong, Mesa’s a
nice place; it’s a rapidly-growing community and has decent
weather. Nothing beats home, though, and Altadena’s been the
family’s stomping grounds for several generations.

I’d gotten in on Friday evening and had spent
Saturday and most of Sunday catching up with my sisters’ families.
The five kids (between the two families) had given me an exhaustive
analysis of their schools, who’s hot and who’s not in the male idol
world from the three girls and the latest derrings-do from the two
boys.

Having five young people between eight and ten
crawling over me wasn’t conducive to rest and relaxation. What the
hell, I would have plenty of time later to rest.

I’d escaped after dinner Sunday, gone back to my
room and vegetated around the pool for a while. Sunday evening, it
was a dark and stormy night (just had to work that in somehow), one
of those April showers that bring May flowers (got that one in,
too). It left the air sparkling clean and the sky clear as a bell
Monday morning.

After a slow, late breakfast in the hotel
restaurant, I took off for a stroll through “downtown” Altadena.
From force of habit I wore a brown suit and perched my brown bowler
hat atop my head. Yes, it was unfashionable, and people had slagged
me about it for years.

There were plenty of puddles to walk around, but
they’d dry up by noon. Someone was having a problem though.

She was standing in a huge puddle in front of a
small storefront cursing under her breath in a mixture of Irish and
English with a few other languages tossed in for good measure.

Eileen McLennan

(Monday 4/24)

God dammit to hell! Fuck! The
dayum bank line had been a mile long, and every little old lady in
Southern California had come in to visit their money. They just had
to chat with the tellers about their grandkids, show all the
pictures then do the oldies’ shuffle away from the windows. The
tellers bore up as well as they could, but it slowed me down by a
good half hour.

Frank hadn’t opened up, either; the fuckin’
grate was closed and locked. I wasn’t surprised; he’d been gone
somewhere since Friday afternoon. So there I stood in a god-dayum
huge puddle of water with Bridget in my right arm, her diaper bag
and my purse in my left and nowhere to set anything down within
fifteen feet.

And my breasts were so
full of milk they hurt, and I had to pee
so bad I could taste it! Bridget started to stir, and I knew she’d
be wanting fed real soon. She farted and started filling her diaper
with baby shit. I started swearing; I knew it wouldn’t do any good,
but I did it anyway.

A male voice asked me in Irish, “How may I help
you this morning, ma’am?”

Sean

She was a gorgeous Red Irish
lady with a baby in one arm and baby stuff in the other. Of course
I offered to help; I stayed several feet away so I wouldn’t startle
her or appear threatening.

She looked up and told me, “I’ve gotta open the
store, and there’s no place to set things down. My husband Frank
usually opens up, but obviously he’s not here — and he probably
won’t be from the looks of it.”

I said, “Well, permit me to assist you in your
time of need,” and moved closer.

I’m an empath; it kinda runs in the family. One
person each generation can sense others’ emotions and sometimes
their thoughts. This generation, it had been me, and I’d been
practicing, testing and trying to develop the Talent as best I
could. I’d been somewhat successful over the years; it’d helped me
out a lot in business.

As I got closer, I could tell she wasn’t afraid,
just pissed as hell. At around three feet, I felt a light mental
«joining». Battle stations! She was ready
to bust top and bottom!

I got right beside her, and as we looked at each
other, I fell into her eyes. Deep, wonderfully-intense joy and
sorrow; it was like floating on an ocean of life. I snatched myself
back; this was neither the time nor the place, and she was a
married lady!

I «joined» a bit
differently. The keys were in her purse hanging on her left arm. I
picked up the outer handle, moved it off her wrist and supported
the weight while she dug inside. She handed me the keys, and I
slipped the handle back on her wrist.

She started to tell me which key opened the
grate, but I’d already picked it out; it had been right in front of
her mind. I rolled the grate back far enough to clear the door and
gave it the little hitch needed to get over the big weld joint.

The inner door had three locks; each took about
a second to find the proper key and use it. No sweat. I put the
proper lift on the handle and pulled it open (the hinges were a bit
loose and it dragged).

The light switches were up high on the right; I
flicked them on and got out of her way. She walked in stiffly with
her burdens; I took the diaper bag off her left arm and followed
her. She was in a hell of a hurry but had to walk carefully. If she
jarred herself, she’d wet her panties.

Eileen

When we looked at each other, I
felt dipped in heaven. He got the keys and had the grate and doors
open before I had a chance to say a word. I slid in; I had to walk
smoothly so I didn’t pee myself.

He took Bridget’s diaper bag and dropped the
keys back in my purse. At her bassinet at the end of the counter, I
just handed her to him. He took and handled her like he’d been
doing it for years; somehow I trusted him completely.

He laid her in the bassinet, and I hurried
slowly towards the bathroom in back. Geeser, the store cat, tried
to intercept me and lead me to his food dish, but I kept on
slogging.

I almost didn’t make it; it started coming out
just as I was sitting down. Dayum! It felt so good it was almost an
orgasm. I must have pissed a gallon!

I swore again. Friday afternoon, Frank had just
walked out of the store and vanished. No calls, no messages, no
nothing. This type of crap had been going on for about a year now;
it had started after I got pregnant and had gotten worse ever
since. He’d even managed to disappear while Bridget was being born.
Arsehole wanker!

I washed up and touched up my makeup. For
whatever reason, I felt Bridget was safe, so I took what time I
needed. Dayum! Now I had to change her and finish opening up the
store. I’d even have to do something about the puddle outside; no
one would wade through it to come in.

Sean

She handed me the baby like we’d
done it every day for years. Well, I can handle that. I laid the
warm, very fragrant bundle in the bassinet and looked at the
face.

Probably four months old, female and very Irish.
She had red hair with a peaches and cream complexion like her
(probably) mother. Beautiful. Her eyes opened, and they were the
most glorious shade of blue-green imaginable.

We «fell» into each
other. She was deep, rich and powerful with tons of Talent; another
empath! Mum and I had shared a bit of this feeling every once in a
while (She’d been the empath in her generation.), but this was the
first time I’d felt it to this wonderful depth and richness. We
must have stared at each other for a good five minutes before I
backed off and took a quick look around.

Hmm. It looked like a ladies’ accessory store
with scarves, handbags, jewelry, makeup and all that kind of stuff.
Maura and Teresa (the Cullen Sisters) would love this! The bassinet
had a little engraved plaque on it saying, “Bridget.” I guessed
this was the baby’s name.

I stuck my face close to hers and asked, “I’m
Sean. Are you Bridget?”

She lifted her head a little, chortled and
grabbed my glasses off my face with a tiny hand. Not to worry,
they’re the bend-almost-double-without-breaking frames. I got the
distinct message, «“Yes.”»

Very nice Talent! I’d been able to exchange
thoughts as communication only with Mum on a few occasions. This
was a great leap upwards!

I took a cautious sniff and a listen. She was
probably done with this load. There were diapers and supplies in
the bag, so I started changing her. She tried to catch me off
guard, but I held the old diaper over her long enough she didn’t
pee on me or the new diaper.

«“Little devil. I bet you caught your
mom with that one a few times.”»

«“Yes. Fun. Hungry. Mom?”»

«“She’s in the bathroom
doing her pee
job.”»

«“Okay. Hungry.”»

«“Coming Real Soon Now. Let’s finish
you up here.”»

I finished cleaning her and putting on the new
diaper while she banged my glasses against the bassinet, chewed on
them a couple times and laughed at me. I washed my hands in a small
sink behind the counter by the makeup section.

When I tried to rescue my glasses, Bridget
grabbed a finger, pulled it in her mouth and bit down. Yow! She had
a tooth! While she was attempting to gnaw off my finger, I rescued
my glasses and burbled her belly.

Eileen

Now at least only my breasts
ached like hell; I still had to change Bridget before I fed her. It
was much easier walking back out.

The man had taken off his coat and (What the
fuck?) brown bowler hat and was feeding Geeser. Bridget chortled
away while waving her arms and legs around. I started to change
her, but it seemed like she told me, «“Clean.
Hungry.”»

She was clean. The man looked at us; he told me,
“I changed her. With five nieces and nephews from two older
sisters, I’ve been the default baby-sitter for over ten years.”

What the hell? It seemed every time I glanced at
him I got a touch of wonderful. That’s one hell of a lot of
charisma he shines around!

Go with the flow. I told him, “Thanks. I’m
Eileen McLennan, and this is my daughter, Bridget.”

He told me in Irish, “I thought so. The
resemblance is unmistakable and the plaque on the bassinet says
‘Bridget.’ Two beautiful ladies to light up a delightful ladies’
store.”

A blarney man! My Irish was decent, so we kept
using it.

He said, “I’m Sean Cullen, and in case you
didn’t notice, I’m Irish too.” As if I’d miss that. Gingernut with
freckles plus the Irish and Irish accent on the English.

I laughed and told him, “Hard to miss. Thanks
for the baby changing and cat feeding.”

He grinned at me and held up a finger. “It’s
nothing. I’d say Bridget is hungry; she almost gnawed my finger
off.”

Jaysus! Back to baby business.

Sean

Dayum! Two of a kind. Eileen
«felt» like she had lots of Talent,
too.

She picked up Bridget and a baby blanket then
sat in a small rocking chair next to the bassinet. I knew she was
going to nurse so I moved off towards the front of the store.

I found a bib apron and a push broom in a closet
near the front door. I put on the apron, popped on my bowler (Gotta
keep up appearances, right?) and headed outside.

I heard Eileen let out a muffled shriek and
«felt» her pain. I called out, “Sounds
like you found her tooth. For what it’s worth, my sisters kept
changing the angle the baby’s at so you just get an overall sore
instead of very sore in just one spot.”

She said, “Yeh. I found it. Thanks for the
advice.”

I went outside and finished opening the grates
all the way so the window displays were visible. The displays
weren’t too bad although they could use a little freshening. I
swept the water puddle onto the street and picked up a little
litter here and there.

Foot traffic was starting to pick up. Several
ladies came by, a couple with babies in strollers. Being the
blarney man, I lifted my hat, smiled and gave a little bow. Most of
them smiled right back.

I went back inside, picked up all the
wastebaskets and emptied them in the dumpster out back. I came back
inside, put the wastebaskets back, washed my hands and sat down in
a chair next to Eileen and Bridget. I thought things should be
pretty much ready for the day except for the register.

Eileen

Yow! It felt like an ice pick
through the end. I let out a yell; Sean commented about a tooth. So
that’s what had been going on for a couple days; Bridget was
teething. She grinned at me around the boob. I knew she told me,
«“Sorry. Mom good. Best mom world.”»

I hugged her lightly and was so happy I almost
wept. I felt like we were part of one another, heart and soul.

Sean had grabbed Frank’s apron, a broom and that
silly hat and had gone outside. I saw and heard him open the grates
the rest of the way and heard him sweeping the sidewalk. I saw
several ladies walk by, some with strollers; he must have laid some
blarney on them because they laughed.

Sean emptied the wastebaskets. By the time he’d
put them back and had washed his hands, Bridget had finished the
one side so I switched her.

He sat in the chair beside me, nodded at Bridget
under the blanket and asked, “First one?” Bridget worked an arm out
from under the blanket and waved at him.

I told him, “Yeh. Maybe the last the way things
are going.” I thought of what was happening (and not happening)
between Frank and me; a little frisson of emotional pain rain
through me; Bridget told me, «“Happy. Be happy,
Mom. Best mom world.”»

Sean grinned. “Well, we’ve all gotta learn
sometime. If I ever get married, at least I’ll know what to
do.”

I couldn’t help it; I leered at him a little and
said, “A woman usually appreciates a man who knows what to do.”
We’re still in Irish, of course.

He laughed. “I’m not a beginner at that, necessarily, just not a lot of practice. Is
this your and your husband’s store?”

“No. We both work here. Frank usually opens up,
and I come down a half hour later after Bridget gets her bath.
Frank vanished Friday afternoon, and this morning I had to do a
bank run to get change. Of course every old biddy in town had to
yack at the tellers, so by the time I got here, everything was
hurting. Thanks so much for helping.”

He smiled again. Every time he smiled it felt so
good inside me it almost hurt. Dayum! And I’m a married lady — even
if I didn’t know for how long.

He told me, “No problem. The last time I was by
here, I seem to recall this was a sewing store.”

“Yeh. It wasn’t doing too well so it closed
down. Mrs. Shane leased it a couple months ago; Frank and I started
here a month ago. We moved from Arcadia to an apartment just a few
blocks down so it’s pretty easy to commute.

“So, what’s a dashing young Irishman with a
silly hat doing roaming the streets of Altadena on a Monday morning
in April? You’ve been here almost an hour now and don’t appear to
be in a hurry to leave. Not that I’m complaining, mind you. Bridget
and I enjoy the company.”

He told me, “Well, I guess you could call me a
consultant or entrepreneur. I just came back from a four-month
project in Arizona and was figuring to take a week or so to
vegetate before I looked for something else to muck around with.
Any time you wish, you can kick me out. Just say the word; I won’t
be offended.

“And I enjoy your company. Bridget and I seemed
to have hit it off great; I think she’s going to be my best girl
for a while — unless her parents object.”

I grinned at him. “Well, so far, I’m not
objecting. I don’t know about Frank. In fact, I don’t seem to know
much at all about him lately.”

He didn’t say anything, just cocked an eyebrow
to show he was listening.

I told him, “I met Frank last year when I was in
college. He’s a lot older than me, but that didn’t bother either of
us. We got married before Spring Break last year, and I got
pregnant with Bridget almost right away.

“Jaysus, I don’t know why I’m telling you all
this; you just seem safe to talk with. Anyway, we seemed to do
fabulously well together until after I told him I was pregnant.
Then, he seemed to change for whatever reason.

“He started going out a couple nights a week.
He’d come back smelling of beer or whiskey, and a couple times I’d
swear I smelled woman-sex on him. Little sex and that was
perfunctory like he was literally going through the motions. We’ve
had nothing for the last seven months.

“Bridget’s eighteen weeks old now; Frank managed
to vanish between the time I got to the hospital until a day after
she was born. I went through labor and birth all alone. My Nana
would have been with me, but she’d died a couple days before. Mom
and Dad had been long gone so I felt so dayum lonely!

“The nurses helped as they could, but I cried
one hell of a lot. Once Bridget was out it seemed like we bonded
great; she’s the only thing that kept me going. When Frank did show
up, he just looked at Bridget, grunted and took us home. I don’t
think he’s ever held her.

“This last week, he’s vanished three evenings
and twice didn’t show up until after noon the next day. He took off
last Friday afternoon, and I haven’t seen him since.

“Shit. If Bridget were a little older, I’d be
outta there in a shot and divorce his ass; if he refuses to talk
with me, why would he talk with a marriage counselor? As it is,
I’ve only got a bit of change set aside from working here the last
month.

“So. That’s my long and sad tale. Not your
concern, but thanks for listening anyway.”

He smiled and said, “My privilege. Anything I
can do to help, I will. Anyway, sounds as if Bridget’s pumped the
well dry. I’ll burp her if you like so you can get the register
open and the rest of the setup done.”

Yeh, Bridget was sucking air. I got things
arranged and buttoned up under the towel; Sean neither looked nor
didn’t look. It was like I was changing my shoes or something; no
big deal. Of course, with two sisters and five kids, he’d probably
seen plenty of breast feeding.

I handed Bridget to him; he draped her over his
shoulder on the towel and stroked her back with a practiced, easy
rhythm. She hugged an arm around his neck and settled down. He sang
an Irish Rover song in a quiet tenor.

I’ve a nice little house and a cow yard too with
grass.

I’ve a plant garden running by the door.

I’ve a shelter for the hens and a stable for the ass.

Now, what could a man want more?

…

My father often tells me I should go and have a
try

To find a girl that owns a bit of land.

And I know, the way he says it, that there’s someone on his
mind.

And my mother has the whole thing planned.

I don’t know, maybe so,

But t’would mollify them greatly to agree.

Now, there’s little Bridget Flynn, sure it’s her I’d love to
win,

But she never has an eye for me.

Now there’s a little girl who’s worth her weight in
gold.

And that’s a decent dowry, don’t you see?

And I mean to go and ask her just as soon as I get bold,

If she’ll come and have an eye for me.

Will she go? I don’t know.

But I’d love to have her sitting on my knee.

And I’ll sing like a thrush in a hawthorn bush

If she’ll come and have an eye for me

So sweet. Bridget let out a nice
belch and a bit of spit up, squirmed around a few seconds then went
to sleep.

 



Chapter 2

Sean

Eileen had trouble, I’d say.
Well, for the moment, I decided just to help out as I could.
Bridget obliged us with a nice burp and dozed off as she told me,
«“Nice. Good. Best mom world. Best Sean world.
Good. Love.”»

I told her back, «“You’re my
best girl, Bridget. You and your mom are wonderful
ladies.”»

Eileen opened up the register and puttered
around. Since she wasn’t kicking me out, I made myself useful by
restocking and straightening out a few areas.

The «join» or
link between Eileen and me seemed to be
pretty strong even across the store; I’d just think of needing
something, and she’d pop up with the location if they had it.

I did the up and down the ladder stuff. I’d been
experimenting with mental «reaching» and
touching — the books called it “tell the
nieces” or something. Today, I was able to pick up lots of stuff
from the floor up to me on the ladder so I didn’t have to climb up
and down. I kept an eye on Eileen so she wouldn’t catch me; she
might get spooked, and she didn’t need anything more going on in
her world right now.

The practice was worth it. After a couple
minutes, I got a lot better at judging the effort and delicacy
needed. It wasn’t so much effort, exactly, either. It was a lot
like power steering in a car — I just needed to hone in the amount
to turn. It took me no more work to pick up a ten-pound box than a
single half-ounce scarf.

Distance didn’t seem to matter a lot either. I
found I could «touch» and move something
across the street just as easily as something a foot away. As an
experiment, I picked up the concrete trash holder across the street
a couple inches. It was no sweat to pick up several hundred pounds,
just a judgment on the control needed.

Actually, everything seemed sharper and brighter
today. I could «feel» Bridget no matter
where I was and knew where Eileen was every moment. It was as
effortless as knowing where my right hand was.

I waited on a couple customers; it wasn’t a big
deal. Since I knew where everything was and Eileen knew what we
could order if necessary, all I had to do was sell.

The register was easy to use. I used Frank’s
code and picked everything else from Eileen. I didn’t «look» at her too deeply; it was bad enough I was
falling in love with her four-month-old daughter — and she was a
married lady!

Eileen

It was good to talk with Sean.
It didn’t handle the problem, but telling someone who could listen
helped.

I puttered around the jewelry and makeup. Sean
worked up and down the ladder rearranging and restocking the higher
shelves. Somehow, I could feel where he was all the time. I knew
where Bridget was — in her bassinet — but now could «feel» her just as if I was holding her, and I knew how
she was doing.

I watched Sean out of the corner of my eye. What
the hell? He seemed to be moving stuff around without touching it;
I saw several boxes float in the air up to him on the ladder.
Telekinesis? Dayum!

Well, today has been full of surprises, what’s
one more? Wonder how he does it? He didn’t seem to strain at it; I
couldn’t feel any strain or effort. He just seemed to be
controlling things with a mental «touch».

If Sean could do it, why not me? I was in the
jewelry section so I picked out a small marble (Women somehow seem
to keep losing theirs.) and concentrated on it. Up!

Fuck! The dayum thing took off straight up,
bounced off the ceiling and dayum near nailed Geeser! I guess a
little of this goes a long way.

Okay, much less “effort” needed. I retrieved it
and tried again. This time, it rose the quarter inch I’d wanted.
YES!

I made it bounce around and dance a little while
keeping an eye on Sean. — That worked.

Bridget stirred around and moved her blanket
off. Without even a thought, I «reached»
from across the room and pulled it back on
her. Neat!

I didn’t know what the hell was going on, but it
was wonderful and interesting. Bridget felt so warm, loving and
«familiar» while Sean was becoming deeper
and richer every moment. Something sure the hell was changing!

Bridget woke up in an hour or so — her usual
after-meal nap time. She seemed to tell me, «“Love. Up? Cuddle? Love.”»

I went over, picked her up and gave her a good
snuggle. She cooed and wiggled around. I heard, «“Best mom in world. Nice Sean. Happy. Love you.”»

It felt so nice I leaked a few happy tears. It
had been a good a year since a happy tear.

Sean waited on a couple ladies who came in. I
recognized them; they’d been coming in once a week or so to look
around. He asked them, “How may I help you?”

They took one look at his bowler and struggled
not to laugh aloud! Sean just grinned, looked a little smug and
told them, “Conversation piece. I’ve gotten many a date from a girl
who just had to ask about it.”

One asked him, “Who are
you?”

He told them, “Well, I’m Mrs. McLennan’s remote
cousin and Bridget’s godfather. She’s a bit shorthanded today, so
I’m helping out. Besides, this way I can cuddle Bridget a lot —
she’s my best girl!”

Good enough for me!

They cooed over Bridget (who put on a good
show), cast lecherous eyes on Sean’s butt when he wasn’t looking,
shopped around and got something like two hundred dollars of stuff.
The most Frank had ever sold at one time
was twenty-five dollars!

Around 11:00, Sean took off his apron (but not
the hat!) and asked, “Pretty near lunch time. I’ll fly and buy;
what would the lady desire for a mid-day repast?”

Bridget told us, «“Chinese.
Shrimp. Good.”»

Okay, sounded okay to me. Everything I eat
flavors the milk and I’ve never tried Chinese with her. Sean asked
me, “Chinese and shrimp okay with you?”

I laughed at him. “Sounds good. If they let you in the door with that hat!”

He and Bridget both laughed. He said, “I’m sure
they will. They’re used to me after several years.” He took
off.

I carried Bridget around while I did more
arranging. I practiced «moving» stuff; the
more I practiced, the more “of course” it became.

I asked Bridget, “Is it okay if Sean’s your
godfather?”

«“Godfather?”»

“A godfather or godmother is a special person
who’s promised to watch out for a child if their mother and father
are gone.”

«“Yes! Sean is godfather. Best man in
world!”»

I didn’t know what was going on today, but I
wasn’t about to wish it away.

Twenty-five minutes later, Sean told me,
«“Lunch in five minutes.”» I set the table
in back which was a matter of getting out the paper plates,
napkins, and plastic ware.

Five minutes later he came in the door with
food! Just as desired, Chinese with shrimp. Okay, chalk up another
mystery; Bridget and Sean were both talking to me without saying
anything.

He set the containers on the table and dug some
other stuff from other bags. He handed me a large box of nursing
pads. “I noticed the diaper bag was getting low on these. There
seem to be plenty of diapers stored back here so I didn’t get any
more of them.”

Dayum he’s good!

He pulled out a large piece of cloth with straps
and a couple buckles. “Baby sling. That way you can hold her next
to you and still have both hands free. My sisters used one for
nursing so they could use both hands to smack the other kids
around.” Big grin.

Holy shit! Those things run at least
seventy-five bucks! Way out of Frank and my price range.

I had to give at least a token resistance. “I
shouldn’t accept gifts from a man with strange hat habits.”

He grinned and asked, “Is it okay if I give it
to Bridget as gift from her godfather?”

Couldn’t argue with that. We adjusted it and
tried it out. Bridget slipped right in. «“Nice.
Snuggy. Best mom! Best man! Godfather is nice!”»

Sean told her, “Best girl!”

I told her, “Best Daughter!”

At least Sean took his hat off during lunch.

After lunch, I kept Bridget in the sling and
worked away. It was a great invention. I just draped a towel over
everything when she nursed.

Sean got into the window display, dusted things
off and did some rearranging as Bridget and I watched from outside.
We “approved” his ideas; hell, they were great! I wouldn’t have
thought of half of them.

From outside the window, I asked, «“Where did you learn all this?”»

«“Courses in junior college. Hands-on
study with lots of successful retailers. Practice.”»

We had the after-school rush of student girls
from 2:30 to 3:30. Sean flirted with them while they stared at his
hat and his butt. They giggled, blushed and bought. They ooed and
awed over Bridget who gave another show.

Around 3:00, Bridget told me, «“Hungry. Please? Best mom.”»

This time I didn’t bother with the towel. Maybe
one man a day came in ordinarily, and they never bothered me. Sean?
Well, he was Sean; he wasn’t about to ogle me.

He told me, «“Under other
circumstances, I would ogle a beautiful lady like you.”» Blarney man!

The girls didn’t mind watching; several asked
questions. Interestingly, only Sean was able to answer some; he’d
had more exposure (so to speak) to breast feeding than I had.

I’d usually done the burping with back patting.
This time I tried rubbing her back like Sean had. Bridget told me,
«“Feels good Mom. Better than beating
me.”» She came up with a nice belch.

Sean asked me, “Okay if I run a few errands?
There are a couple people I’d like to touch base with.”

I told him, “Of course it’s okay. You’re
volunteer labor, right? I appreciate everything you’ve done for
us.”

Bridget piped up, «“Godfather
Sean is best man in the world!”»

Sean

I told Eileen I’d come back
around 5:00 to help with the closing if Frank hadn’t shown up. She
told me, “I don’t know what to expect of Frank. I’m betting he
won’t show.”

I trotted back to the hotel and talked with the
day manager. The place hadn’t fallen down or been robbed while I
was gone, so that was all good.

I dropped by the police station and chatted with
Sergeant Kane, the desk sergeant. We’d been talking every couple
days for years; he kept me abreast of a lot of things I needed to
know, and I fed him what information I’d picked up in my
wanderings.

I told him, “I’m planning on being back at least
several weeks. I don’t have another project on the boards yet;
maybe in a week or so I’ll get ambitious and start looking
around.”

“By the way, do you know anything about Shane’s
Shop? I see it’s new since I’ve been gone.”

He grinned. “You’ve seen the Irish mother,
right? Pretty young thang. Anyway, a Mrs. Shane fired it up a
couple months or so ago. She brought the couple in a month ago; she
hasn’t been around the last couple weeks. I’d say she’s either sick
or she’s doing the absentee owner plan; you know how that works,
Sean.

“The Irish lady and her baby are real nice. I’m
not so sure about the man, though. He’s in his mid-forties — not
that I hold that against him — but he seems, well, cold and
deceitful. Myself, I wouldn’t turn my back on him too long.”

I said, “Well, Mrs. McLennan said Frank’s been
gone all weekend, and that he’s been gone all day today. Maybe you
could keep an eye out for him? She appears to be a bit
concerned.”

Sergeant Kane told me, “Okay, I’ll put it on the
shift briefing. Any idea where they live?”

Hell no. Wait — hot dayum! I «picked» the address from Eileen, and we were something
like twelve blocks away! Yowsah!

I rattled it off along with the shop phone
number. Sergeant Kane looked at me. “Pretty quick with that, Sean.
Not thinking of doing a little poaching, are you?”

I gave an exaggerated shudder. “Maura and Teresa
would have my balls in a second. I may have a hunting license, but
she’s not in season. We’re probably remote cousins, and I’m kinda
like the baby’s godfather.”

He eyed me intently. “You’re a good man, Sean,
even if you do wear that silly hat around.”

I got back to the shop just before 5:00. There
was still no Frank, so I helped close up. Interesting; I could tell
if the back door was closed and locked and if the windows were
secure just by putting my attention on them. After a few
cross-checks between that way and physically checking, I trusted
it.

I pulled the grate across the front, locked it
shut and dropped the keys into Eileen’s purse. I asked her, “Frank
doesn’t appear to be around. May I take you ladies to dinner?”

Eileen told me, “Let’s go by the apartment
first. If he’s not there and there’s no note, we’ll hang onto your
coat tails.”

Bridget announced, «“Not
there. Don’t feel him.”»

Eileen and I looked at each other. Stuff’s
happening!

We walked by their place; nobody home, no note,
nada. So, we went off to dinner at one of my favorite restaurants
three blocks away.

Eileen

We ate and «talked»; Bridget had a liquid meal. I asked Sean,
“What the devil’s happening, Sean? You show up this morning and
magic your way through all the locks into the store in fifteen
seconds. We’ve all started talking among ourselves without
speaking, and you and I are moving things around just by thinking.
I’m remembering fantastical things of times before I was born.”

Bridget said, «“And I’m
remembering things. Lots more than just a year or so. A home here
in California. New York. Ireland. Speech, talking and grammar.
Gaelic. Parents, children, grandchildren. And I can move things
too.”» A knife floated up an inch and spun in a circle a few
times.

Sean closed his eyes for a moment. “I’ve been
able to «see» what you’re thinking since
the first moment we’ve met. This afternoon, I got your home address
and the store phone number from over twelve blocks away. I’m not
sure what’s going on.”

He told us about being an empath and that it
showed up in one person per generation in his family. He said, “But
this is beyond that. The best I’ve been able to do before today was
pick up general emotions and a few thoughts. Now it’s so clear it’s
amazing. Bridget, when I first looked at you this morning, I could
tell you were the same as me in many ways with lots of Talent.”

Bridget told us, «“Yeh. I
remember that. It was like I started coming out of a deep fog of
confusion. I started talking with Mom right away, and all day I’ve
been able to find you both without looking with my eyes. Even while
you were gone this afternoon, Sean, I knew where you were. You went
to a hotel and to a police station.”»

Well, I wasn’t a philosophy or psych major, just
a BBA [Bachelor of Business Administration]. On the other hand…

I said, “Sean, you just said you recognized
Bridget had Talent, too. Maybe Bridget and I are latent empaths
like you. I remember my nana and I knowing each other so well we’d
go for hours together without saying anything and being happy. We’d
make meals, go places, all that.

“But this is a lot deeper than that. It’s like
we’re sharing our entire selves at times. Perhaps it takes a
certain amount of Talent, power, whatever or a certain number of
Talented people together. I’d guess we stimulated each other enough
to bring it all out.”

Sean said, “I tend to agree with that. I’ve been
trying to explore and train my Talent for something like thirteen
years now. I’ve made more advances today than during the entire
previous thirteen years. I don’t know what caused it, but I think
we need to find out what we’ve got.”

We agreed. It was no longer a “curious,” it was
a need to know.

Sean glanced at his watch. “We’ve been here a
couple hours now; I think it’s time to head home.”

He walked us back home. Well before we got near,
we could tell there was still no Frank.

We agreed he’d come by in the morning. If Frank
showed up, okay. If not, he’d at least help us open up.

He gave Bridget a nice hug. “Goodnight to my
best girl. I’ll stop by to see you tomorrow one way or
another.”

Bridget smiled, laughed and told him,
«“Godfather Sean! Best man! I’m learning to love
you a lot!”»

Sean and I traded a chaste hug. He said,
“Goodnight, my lady. May the faeries guard your sleep tonight.”

As he walked away, I felt a phantom kiss on my
hand which thrilled me everywhere.

Sean

Nothing much happened Monday
night. I went back to my room, studied some financial reports,
caught up on some reading and went to bed early.

We kept in a light «link». We were happy to be together that way, but all
of us were concerned about Frank. It was the not-knowing that was
difficult.

Bridget went out like a light pretty early. Even
with her asleep, Eileen and I could «feel»
her being there.

Eileen and I lasted another hour. We
«talked» about what had happened, tried to
find some common denominators beyond the facts that we could all do
the same things and in general, got to know each other a lot
better. She fed Bridget again; by the time we drifted off to sleep,
we felt like good friends.

Kathleen

(Tuesday 4/25)

Over Spring Break, the county
had finished digging down in the Library Archives rubble and had
found the remains of the school trip. There wasn’t much left after
four months, but they’d DNA’d them all and had matched them up by
the 24th.

We weren’t too concerned. Natalie’s and George’s
remains we just cremated; neither Charles (George’s dad), Ana nor
Don had much on it. Charles had moved to the Midwest somewhere in
Illinois, but he kept in touch every once in a while. He had as
much fun with George “coming back” as we did, but since George was
established with the Baxters, they didn’t worry much about getting
together.

Eileen

Despite my concern, I slept very
well. With Sean around in a light «link»,
Bridget and I felt we weren’t all alone.

No Frank on Tuesday morning. When Bridget and I
woke up, we «asked» Sean to meet us at the
store at the normal 9:00 opening time. He counter-offered with
breakfast. Sure, why not?

He pulled by the apartment in a BMW. Nice, very
nice. Frank and I’d had a banger Ford which had died last year, and
we hadn’t had the money to get another. We’d gotten by.

Off to a restaurant with waiters, nice chairs,
steak, eggs and toast! I apologized to Bridget that she couldn’t
have any of it yet; maybe we’d start solid food in a couple of
weeks.

She told me, «“That’s okay,
Mom. I don’t think my body could handle it yet anyway. Besides, if
I link with you just right, I can taste it and enjoy it like you
do. As it was, I got a little shrimp flavor last night in the
milk.”» Clever girl!

Now it was time to hit the store. We got close
right before 9:00; it was still closed and locked with no Frank in
evidence. Sean parked the car in the reserved spot in back. Bridget
and I went in through the back while Sean went around front and
opened the grating and front door from the outside. All was normal
inside; it didn’t look as if Frank had been in.

Geeser was ready and waiting for us to feed him.
Of course, that’s always the most important action in the morning,
right?

We put our stuff away and got Bridget into her
bassinet. I fed Geeser while Sean opened the register. Bridget
chortled, laughed and rolled over several times.

Sean recommended a full cleaning today. We kept
an eye out for customers while we «dusted»
the ceiling and overhead lights with light touches. There was plenty of dust and cobwebs right
away; Bridget pulled the blanket over her
head.

We paused for a moment; the dust was getting on
the merchandise below. Bridget offered, «“How
about a little force touch over the top of everything to shield it?
We could sorta fold it up when we’re done.”»

She got several mental hugs for that. So, we
protected everything below the ceiling and lights and dusted away.
Just as she’d suggested, when we were done with that and the dust
had settled, we “folded” it up and deposited it in the dumpster in
back. Clever; that’s my daughter!

The walls were a little easier. We ran dusters
over most everything and straightened out the boxes and other stuff
on display —with our «touches»; it was
great practice.

Around 10:00, I figured it was time to feed
Bridget. She agreed with pleasure. «“All that
work made me hungry!” Grin.»

So I kicked back, relaxed and let her drain both
sides while we worked over the rest of the store. Sean had done
both display windows yesterday so they just needed a quick dusting
on the inner edges.

We had a couple customers in; Sean charmed them
while they stared at his hat and butt. They looked and they bought;
life was okay.

Of course they exclaimed over Bridget; she put
on a great show of smiles, gurgles and laughs. She asked,
«“Am I the dog or the pony in this
show?”»

I told her, «“You’re the star,
honey!”»

Sean said, «“And you’re my
best girl! I’ve lost my heart to you and am in thrall to you
forever.”»

We pretended to swoon; considering how little
control she had over her body, Bridget did a credible job with a
hand on her forehead.

More customers. Maybe someone was spreading the
word about a handsome Irishman full of blarney wearing a silly hat.
They came, they flirted and they bought!

At lunchtime, I insisted it was my turn to fly
and buy so Sean took over the Bridget watch while I took Sean’s
Beemer for a spin. Yeh, I still had a license so I was legal.

Sean

Off she went! I rigged the sling
so I could carry my lovely sweetheart around with me while I
polished jewelry, folded scarves and blouses and did whatever I did
to the makeup area; I just cleaned there since I have no sense at
all about makeup except to know when it looked good.

Bridget and I worked away. She sat upright in
front of my chest facing outwards and managed to find just the
right spot under my belt to kick her heels. «“Giddyup, cowboy! Time’s awastin’!”» Groan. I put up a
soft force shield and let her kick away.

Three customers came in. Bridget put on a real
show! She waved her hands, kicked her feet and managed to knock my
hat off into her hands.

She stuck the rim in her mouth and gummed it
really good (That one tooth tried to make a hole.). The ladies
loved it while I groaned, moaned, tried to pull it away from her
and made various mock verbal threats involving grounding for life
and getting fed only cold, day-old gruel. It didn’t bother her a
bit.

The ladies made fun of me, flirted and bought
several hundred dollars of merchandise.

Eileen came back and rescued me. She glared at
Bridget for a moment then said, “Good girl! Maybe we’ll get rid of
that silly hat!”

Bridget told us, «“Well, it
was fun, but I think that ‘silly hat’ just brought in more income
over the last day and a half than we usually get in a week. So,
maybe I won’t chew it up completely.”»

Saved by the income!

Lunch was In and Out Burgers, no onions. I got
fries while Eileen had hers plain. It was a good feast, just right.
I told Bridget, “You’ll probably get another taste tonight.”

«“Yeh. I get doubles on
everything!”»

We relaxed and talked for a couple hours,
tending to customers as they came in. I finished up with a good
floor vacuuming and spot-cleaned some suspicious areas. Done.

What would have taken Eileen and me a solid
eight to twelve hours to do manually, the three of us had done
mentally in something like three or four hours.

Eileen

Around 1:00, Mrs. Shane came in.
A couple weeks ago, she’d turned the store over to Frank and me
during the weekdays and came in a couple times a week to do the
books and catch up on any special ordering. It had worked out fine
so far except now Frank was playing hooky. I’d forgotten about
her.

She and Sean looked at each other for a few
seconds then started laughing. She said, “Sean, I see you’ve got
that same silly hat except it looks a little shopworn now.”

Sean told her, “It went through a Bridget
attack, Sharon. I’m lucky it survived.”

I asked, “How do you two know each other?”

Sean deferred to her. She said, “In January, I
went to his one-day Small Retail Proprietorship seminar in Arizona.
He wore it all the time. Someone finally had the guts to ask him
about it.”

Sean said, “I tell them you need to be willing
to draw attention to yourself in a good way. It can be outlandish,
like a clown suit, or very subtle such as a tailored dress. In my
case, this hat is just off-beat enough it gets attention to start
with and acts as a common point of discussion.

“Once people are talking to each other, the
sky’s the limit. This hat is just peculiar enough that people
wonder about it, keep some attention on it and pay a lot of
attention to me, hoping I’ll explain it. Sharon’s seminar only took
two hours before someone took the bait.”

At Bridget’s prompting, I asked, “So, Sean, how
did you end up doing this seminar?”

Sharon and he laughed. She told me, “He’s
created, developed and sold something like twenty small businesses
in the last five years. He’s damn good at
it.”

She looked around and asked, “By the way,
where’s Frank, and how the hell did you end up here, Sean?”

Sean and I got serious in a hurry. I told
Sharon, “I don’t know where he is. Friday afternoon he took off and
I haven’t seen him since.

“Sean came to my rescue Monday morning when I
was standing in a huge puddle in front of the store with my arms
full of Bridget and stuff while my boobs and bladder were ready to
explode — and everything was locked up. He’s stayed and helped me
ever since.”

Sharon looked him over good. “Sean, your resume
didn’t have rescuing damsels in distress on it. Why not?”

We laughed at him; Bridget put in her
contribution of chortles, chuckles and leg kicks. Sharon hurried
over to her bassinet, took a look and said, “My God, Bridget, you
must have put on at least a pound since last week!”

Sharon picked her up and snuggled her against
her shoulder. Bridget made her day when she laughed, wiggled
around, grabbed her nose and gave her wobbly-necked baby kisses
while telling her, «“Nice lady! Really
nice!”»

Sharon was almost crying, and the baby-goo had
soaked our clean carpet by the time she laid her back down.

“Anyway,” she said, “I’ll pay for Frank or the
same wages for Sean but not both of them. Eileen, I hope you’ve
been working him, and he hasn’t been just sitting around flirting
with the women.”

I assured her, “Oh, he’s worked all right. He
re-did both display windows yesterday then today we all cleaned the
inside of the store and straightened and sorted stuff out.

“Besides, every time he’s worn that silly hat
and a woman comes in, she flirts with him and buys something. I
figured that in the last day and a half, we’ve brought in a normal
week’s worth of income. The ladies love him and the young girls
just want to eat him alive.”

Sean played innocent while we stared at him.
Bridget remarked, «“I’d like to eat him…
alive.”» Raunchy young woman! I would, too.

Sharon and I went behind the register to show
her the receipts while Sean bounced Bridget around a little and
tried to stay out of the way. Sharon glanced over the figures,
nodded approval then pulled a thick binder from her bag and thumped
it down on the counter. I’d seen her with it while she’d been
training us.

She pretended to glare at Sean. “Since you’re
working here, I expect you’ve implemented all the points in your
seminar. Shall we check?”

Sean groaned and looked harried. Bridget patted
him on the cheek. He said, “Okay. Let’s see what we’ve got.”

They scurried around, looking at the binder and
at the store. Sharon pointed out something in the newspaper, they
went outside and examined the display windows, came back in and
looked over the store while pointing at different things and looked
very busy.

I handled half a dozen customers while they were
busy (a couple nice sales) then the school-girl crowd hit us. They
must have spread the word about Sean because there were at least
twice as many as there were yesterday!

Sharon and he were still going at it. I
whispered to a couple of the girls, “I think he’d appreciate being
rescued. That lady is trying to steal him from us.”

A giggle of girls surrounded him and dragged him
off while Sharon and I grinned at each other. Bridget got her share
of attention; besides, it was feeding time again.

We had a larger audience this time, and Sean had
a few more questions to answer. They drifted off by 3:30 or so.
Sharon took a look at the register receipt and did a few figures.
She told us, “You took in about three hundred dollars in the last
hour from those girls. Between Sean and Bridget, it appears we’ve
got the right kind of attention-getters.”

Bridget and I laughed. I asked her, “So, how did
Sean do?”

Sharon told me, “Oh, boy! I got to pick his
brains at twelve dollars an hour instead of a thousand. He did
okay, actually, for a quick pass-through in a day and a half. The
display windows are great, and you’ll notice the entire floor has
been re-arranged for both greater traffic flow and to tempt people
to stop and look. Not too shabby for a man who I wouldn’t doubt
goofed off half the time.”

Sean pretended to look pained but laughed along
with us.

Sharon sobered up a little. “Seriously, he’s
here strictly out of the goodness of his heart. In a business
sense, we can’t rely on that. We do need two people during the
week; if Frank isn’t here, we’ll have to replace him whether or not
he’s your husband.”

Yeh, she’s right on both counts. If only I knew
where the hell he was!

She gave Bridget and me a final hug, stole a
kiss from Sean and took off.

Five o’clock rolled around and still no Frank.
We shut up the shop and took off for dinner. Sean drove us to his
hotel and took us to the dining room.

I’d been by the Altadena Arms quite often over
the years but had never been inside. It appeared to be an older
hotel but very well-maintained. Inside, it was spotless and
comfortable. Every staff person I saw was dressed neatly, looked
alert, nodded to Sean and smiled at Bridget and me.

The dining room was excellent. I’d put it up
against the place he took us to last night. We feasted (Bridget
«joined» for the tasting while she had her
meal.), chattered and plotted as if we had all the time in the
world.

I asked him, “Sean, why do you live in a hotel?
Surely an apartment would be less expensive.”

He grinned at me. “It’s a bachelor’s paradise.
Lots of pretty ladies — especially since
you two are here — daily housekeeping, no laundry to worry about,
and 24-hour security. Besides, they gave me a real good deal. Wanna
see my room?”

He leered at Bridget and gave her good motion
with a pair of Groucho Marx eyebrows.

Bridget whispered to me, «“Do
it, Mom! I remember getting laid!”»

I blushed down to my blouse. Sean grinned at me;
I’m sure he’d “overheard.” I rolled my eyes and agreed.

He had a two-bedroom suite in a quiet corner of
the second floor. He told us, “No traffic by the door. The
elevator’s close enough, and I can always duck out the exit stairs
right there. I’ve got a key to get back in the same way.”

One of the bedrooms was an office. There were at
least a dozen file cabinets, several good-sized bookshelves filled
with books and three computer systems that I could see.

He told us, “Sharon was right. I’ve developed
and sold that many businesses over the past five years. Right now,
I’ve got eleven more running pretty much like Sharon does hers;
absentee ownership. I pop in every once in a while, but so far
they’re doing just fine without me looking over their shoulder.
When they’re stable, I’ll probably sell them; it’s often to the
people already working there.”

Sean didn’t make a pass at me (darn it!) but
gave us a glimpse of his bedroom and the kitchenette then led us to
the sitting room where we kicked back and relaxed in the very
comfortable sofa and chairs.

In another hour it would be time to feed Bridget
again, so we sat and chatted until then. I popped out the boob and
Bridget popped it in. Sean and I talked over the merchandise lines
and went over some other possible display arrangements.

Bridget told us, «“Hey, I’m up
on the chandelier!”» Huh? She was right in front of me.
However, I could sense her up near the
chandelier like she said.

Sean said, «“Okay, sweetheart.
How’d you manage to do that?”»

Bridget said, «“I didn’t do
anything that I know of. I saw the chandelier earlier, just now
decided to get a closer look at it, and here I am.”»

Hot dayum! Be Jaysus and Janey Mack too! Bridget
«moved» around the room, and we tracked
her while her body appeared asleep with her mouth on my boob.

Sean looked at me and said, “Eileen, it’s your
turn. It looks as if Bridget’s body is asleep, so let’s get the two
of you in a position where you can relax without dropping her.”

I leaned the chair back and put Bridget on my
lap. Sean said, “Bridget said she ‘decided.’ Now, you decide you’re
going to be with her. No doubts or reservations. Don’t think about
how; just do it.”

I did. There I was beside her «looking» down at our bodies and at Sean grinning at
us. He said, “Ladies, I think we’ve found the pot
o’ gold at the end of the rainbow. Now I’m going to do
it.”

He appeared to drop off into a deep sleep, and
he was here with us. Holy shit!

He said, «“I’d say that
handles the debate about man’s spiritual nature. Here we are as
spirits; that’s gotta be what we’re experiencing.”»

Sean

YES! That was progress! Dayum
these girls are good! Bridget came along side of me, «smacked» me and said, “Tag! You’re
It! Everyone stay in this room.”

I tried to pounce on Eileen, but she did
something and escaped. We had a merry chase indeed! Bridget tried
to distract me with kamikaze runs, but I persevered until the prize
was won. I smacked Eileen a good one and darted off.

Eileen «pouted» and
told me, “That hurt! That was my
butt!”

Bridget said, «“And you loved
him copping a feel!”»

We bounced around the room for several more
minutes, changing It and having a blast. We ended up all mashed
together in the middle of the room. I said, «“Game over. You two won.”»

I tried to hug them both; we «blended» together somehow, and what a sensation! We
weren’t “one,” but we were blended together as intimately as oxygen
and hydrogen mix together to make water. I felt (and felt them feel
the same) happy, loved, content, energetic, cool, hot and madly in
love with them both all at the same time.

We hugged and caressed each other and seemed to
make wonderful rainbow colors within the hot glow we’d created. So
much love to share and such wonderful people to share it with!

We «unblended»
ourselves and hung motionless. Eileen said, «“Now that was something.”» I thought it was a good example of
understatement.

Bridget said, «“Now, can we
get back our bodies or are we stuck out here?”»

I nosed around mine and went through it several
times. Interesting; pretty much like the science books showed, but
this was the real thing.

I kept poking at it until something seemed to
click. I told them, «“It’s like a set of
controls. I’m not controlling the body directly; it’s like a
steering wheel, brakes, turn signals, that kind of
stuff.”»

I dropped onto the controls, stood my body up
and announced, “Honeys, I’m home!”

Eileen and Bridget got back inside theirs.
Bridget told us, «“If these are controls, they’re
pretty sloppy. I think my body’s still developing the
interface.”»

Jaysus! It was 10:30 already, and we had the
shop to open tomorrow. “We’d better boogie ladies; it’s getting
late.”

I drove them back to the apartment. We checked
beforehand; still no Frank. We shared publicly-chaste hugs and some
hot spirit-hugs then I went back home and sacked out.

Eileen

What a rush! Bridget and I kept
popping in and out; we found if we left a little streamer back to
the bodies, they wouldn’t collapse. Dayum what fun!

Bridget said, «“I don’t like
to bring this up at this time, Mom, but I interrupted my dinner
tonight; I didn’t get all the hamburger taste.” Grin.»

That was easy to handle. She finished up the one
side and most of the other before her body dropped off to sleep. I
burped her and put her in her crib.

I cleaned up, got in my nightgown and hit the
bed. We murmured «good nights» to each
other and wondered where the hell was Frank?

(Wednesday, early morning 4/26)

I found out a couple hours
later. I heard the door open, so I sat up on the edge of the bed
and turned on the light.

Frank looked like shit three days old. There
wasn’t a piece of clothing on straight, hair a mess, at least four
days of beard, and he stunk of unwashed body and booze; I could
smell him ten feet away.

He fixed his eyes on me, staggered across the
room and stopped in front of me. He groaned like he was in pain,
shook, glared and hit me. He knocked me right off the bed onto the
floor. He kicked me.

“YOU STARTED FUCKIN’ MEN THE DAY WE WERE
MARRIED.” Kick.

“THE DOCTORS ALWAYS TOLD ME MY SPERM COUNT WAS
TOO LOW TO HAVE KIDS.” Kick.

“YOU HAD TO START FUCKIN’ MEN RIGHT AWAY BECAUSE
YOU WERE PREGNANT IN TWO WEEKS. SLUT! CUNT! WHORE!” Big kick. All I
could do right then was scream and try to protect my breasts, face
and stomach.

He was shaking and seemed to lock up for a
moment. He screamed, “NOOO!” then moved again.

He pulled off his belt and whipped it across my
back. “YOU FLAUNTED IT EVERY DAY IN FRONT OF ME. YOU RUBBED IT IN!
FUCKIN’ CHEAP BITCH WHORE!”

He whipped me again and again then picked me up
and threw me against the wall. “YOU PRETENDED TO COMPLAIN WHEN I
WASN’T THERE WHEN THE BITCH WAS BORN. YOU JUST WANTED TO HURT ME
MORE, SLUT CUNT!”

He hit me in the stomach then kicked me again
when I collapsed on the floor and threw up. He stopped dead again,
locked up and quivered all over.

“YOU’VE HAD A MAN IN THE SHOP THE LAST TWO DAYS.
COULDN’T WAIT TO FUCK SOMEONE AGAIN, COULD YOU CUNT? DID YOU FUCK
HIM IN FRONT OF THE BITCH KID? DID YOU SUCK HIS COCK? HOW MANY
TIMES DID HE FUCK YOUR ASS, WHORE?

“NO MAN’S EVER GOING TO LOOK AT YOU AGAIN
WITHOUT BEING SICK, WHORE! THEY’LL HAVE TO CLOSE YOUR COFFIN! I’M
GOING TO CUT OFF HIS BALLS AND SHOVE ‘EM UP HIS ARSE!”

He whipped me and kicked me again and again.
Bridget woke up and screamed as only a baby could scream. He turned
towards her, locked up and groaned loudly. He raised the belt and
said, “AND THE BITCH KID ISN’T EVEN MINE!” He started to bring the
belt down on her.

Bridget screamed, «“Mom! Get
outside! Use the touches!”»

We popped outside and «hit» him at the same time. I hit him in the back of
the legs, and she shoved at his chest. He turned a back flip and
smashed his head on the floor where he lay still.

I screamed, «“Sean! Help us!
Frank’s back and he’s trying to kill us!”»

I managed to get on my feet. I tried to pick up
Bridget, but my hands just wouldn’t work. I used a gentle
«touch» to hold her to me, and we
staggered out into the night.

 



Chapter 3

SEAN

(Wednesday early morning 4/26)

I was dreaming dreams of sweet
love when I «felt» pain and fear. Be
Jaysus! Eileen and Bridget! I was up in a second and was dressed
and out the door in thirty.

Eileen screamed to me for help just as I got the
Beemer on the road. I didn’t quite break traction, but the tires
were squalling.

I told her, «“Run, my loves.
Use your touches and run! Run and tell me where you are. I’m coming
now!”»

«“We’re in the park behind the
apartment. It’s dark so he can’t see us. Please hurry, Sean. We’re
so afraid.”»

I hurried and was at the park in another minute;
the vultures were already gathering. I reached under the seat and
took along my three-quarter-inch socket ratchet. It was eighteen
inches long, solid steel with a knurled handle and a big ratchet at the other end.

«“There’s someone around us, Sean!
They feel really bad!”»

I spotted them in ten seconds — five punk kids
standing around them while they lay on the ground. One said, “Hey,
a couple pretty things just for us.” There was no doubt what they
had in mind.

Force or guile? Try the guile first. I made
myself seem ten feet tall, five feet wide, and with a Club of Death
and a voice of thunder.

“BE OFF WIT’ YE, YA GITS! BE OFF OR YOU’LL BE
FEELIN’ MY SHILLELAGH ON YOUR SKULLS! OFF WIT’ YE!”

They left shit streaks behind.

«“I’m here, my loves. Are you
hurt?”»

Bridget said, «“I’m not hurt.
Dad hit Mom really hard and kept kicking and hitting her. I think
she’s hurt bad.”»

Eileen said, «“It hurts so bad
I can’t go back inside.”»

Shit. «“Bring your body to me,
Bridget.”»

She floated it up and nestled it in my arm.
Using the gentlest «touch» I could, I
picked up Eileen and headed back to the Beemer.

With other «touches»,
the door opened and the passenger seat reclined all the way back. I
laid Eileen in as she was without trying to straighten or change
her position, shut the door, got in the other side and took off to
the hospital.

I kept putting out at the hospital emergency
room someone was coming in. In the three minutes it took us to get
there, they got outside and had a gurney waiting.

I told them, “Her husband beat her something
awful. I have no idea how bad it is.”

They were good. They got a cervical collar on
her, checked out her back as best they could and eased her out onto
the gurney. I helped with some judicious «touches» here and there just in case.

I told them, “I’ll be back!” and headed the car
to the parking lot.

On the way, Bridget said, «“I’m sorry, Sean. I was outside playing and didn’t know
anything until the very end when I got close and heard Mom
screaming.”»

I told her, «“Not your fault
at all, sweetheart. You’re not the one who hurt her. For now, keep
track of her so we know how she’s doing.”»

«“You’re the boss,
applesauce.”» Smart-ass kid.

I found a place to park, locked up and headed
back in. I left the ratchet behind this time.

I went into the emergency room entrance,
«picked» a mind to locate the waiting room
and went in. Bridget whispered, “I’m afraid I
crapped my drawers again, Sean.”

Yeh, there was that distinctive odor.
«“I’ll get something to change you. Just keep an
eye on your mom.”»

I negotiated at the window for the inevitable
paperwork. The clerk seemed more interested in telling me what I
couldn’t do than in getting anything done.

He wanted money or insurance. I flopped down my
Platinum AMX and told him, “I don’t know anything about her
insurance. Put ten grand on that if you have to, but get to
work.”

I got him to give me a clipboard with papers. I
asked him, “Can I get some diapers, some baby supplies and a couple
blankets for her? I have a feeling we’re going to be here a long
time.”

He blinked and said he’d send someone out. I got
busy on the paperwork.

Bridget said, «“They’ve got
her on a table with bright lights. They’ve cut all her clothes off
— she only had a nightgown anyway. There are bruises all
over.”»

«“Thanks, honey. Can you see if she’s
around?”»

«“Yeh, she’s overhead. We can tell
there’s a lot of pain.”»

«“Tell her we’re here for her and
you’re all right. Tell her to hang in there.”»

I left a lot of the paperwork blank. I wasn’t
about to list Frank as next of kin, so I lied and said I was. Fuck
‘em if they can’t take a joke. I put myself down as the
“financially responsible.”

We waited. An orderly came in with a baby kit.
It had a couple of diapers, cleaning wipes, and a blanket. He said,
“If you need a bottle of formula, dial 877. We’ll have one out to
you in a couple minutes.”

Bridget asked, «“Formula?”»

I told her, «“Artificial
breast milk. Your mom’s probably going to be a while so we may have
fill in with it a few feedings. You’ll just have to get used to
it.”»

«“Yeh, but will it taste like shrimp
or hamburger?”»

«“You’ll have to decide yourself what
it tastes like; I’m not going to prejudice you. Now let’s get you
changed.”»

The diaper was no problem. She’d picked up a bit
of dirt from the park so I gave her a quick hand bath with a couple
of baby wipes. I wrapped her in a couple of the blankets and
snuggled her up. I asked her, «“When did you last
eat, Bridget?”»

«“Just before Mom went to bed. That’s
one reason I was outside; the body just wanted to sleep. I’ve been
making it through the night most of the time without getting
hungry.”»

«“That’s good, honey. Tell me if you
get hungry.”»

«“You’ll be the second to know,
Godfather Sean. They just put another collar on her
neck.”»

I «peeked» too. They
had an IV going and were wheeling her down the hall. They went in a
door marked Radiology. Made sense to me; I didn’t know enough about
medicine to tell much. On the other hand…

I «looked» at my own
body. I found I could see any part, at any
depth and at any level of granularity. Shit, I could zoom in
through the molecular structure into the inside of what had to be
atoms. I decided that was enough for now.

Eileen looked like a piece of hammered meat, but
at least she didn’t appear to be bleeding on the outside. Wait and
see.

Bridget told me, «“I’m getting
hungry. Sorry.”» I dialed the number and they brought out a
standard bottle in a couple minutes. I told her, “The nipple’s different, but I think you’ll survive.”
She did; she sucked it down like a trouper.

A couple of uniformed police officers came in
and talked to the clerk. He pointed at me and they walked over.

One was a woman. She glared and asked, “You the
husband?”

The other officer put a hand on her arm and told
her, “No, he’s not. I know him. What’s going on, Sean?”

Yeh, I’d talked with him off and on over the
last several years at the police station. I told him, “Officer
Cain. I’ve been helping out Mrs. McLennan at her store the last
couple days. I’m sort of a distant cousin. This sweet young lady is
her daughter Bridget, and I’m her godfather.”

Bridget gave them a good show with a bright
smile and a few chortles. They ate it up.

I told them, “Monday morning, Mrs. McLennan said
her husband Frank had been missing since last Friday afternoon.
Around 12:30 this morning she called me on my cell phone.” I held
it up.

“She said her husband was trying to kill her. I
told her to run and I’d come get her. She got away from him and ran
to the park with Bridget; I picked them up and brought them
here.”

He asked, “That’s Frank McLennan?”

I said, “To the best of my knowledge. I told
Sergeant Kane about him Monday afternoon; he said he’d get the word
out on the shift-change schedule.”

He said, “Yeh, they told us to watch out for
him.”

They made notes about what I’d said and took my
phone number.

Bridget was sound asleep by now, but she was
outside. «“Mom’s back from X-ray. They put her in
a spot near where she was before.”»

Eileen told us, «“Hell,
they’ve done this, that and the other. They shoved fingers
everywhere. All I know
is I’m not bleeding on the outside and it hurts. I guess those were
X-rays so we’ll see what they say. You guys hangin’ in there
okay?”»

Yeh, we were hangin’.

In another fifteen minutes, they moved her to
yet another room. They put a cast on her left hand and wrist,
wrapped a tape around her right wrist and hand and strapped up her
ribs. I guessed she had a broken wrist, a sprained wrist and
probably a couple cracked or broken ribs. I thought some unkind
thoughts about getting close to Frank with my favorite ratchet.

A doctor came out into the waiting room; I knew
he was a doctor because he had a stethoscope draped around his
neck. Since we were the only ones waiting, he came right over to
us. Bridget woke herself up right away.

“You’re here with Mrs. McLennan, the domestic
violence lady?”

“Yes. Mrs. McLennan. I’m her cousin and this is
her daughter; I’m Bridget’s godfather.”

He grinned a little at Bridget who gleamed right
back at him. He sighed and said, “She’ll be okay. She took a good
beating, though. She’s got a broken wrist; cracked, actually, some
sprained fingers, a sprained wrist and three cracked ribs. She’s
got a crack in her left cheek which should be just fine and a
couple loose teeth.

“We see no evidence of a concussion right now
and there doesn’t appear to be any internal bleeding. She’s pretty
much got deep bruises all over; they’ll look much worse tomorrow,
but they’re just painful, not life threatening.

“We’ll keep her at least until tomorrow evening
for observation. From the looks of her, she’s breast feeding Miss
Bridget. Her breasts are quite sore from the beating, but should be
okay after a while. We’ll get the baby to her and see how the
feeding goes. The pain-killer we gave her might give the milk a
slight taste for a few times, but there isn’t any issue with the
baby’s health from it.”

I told him, “I helped raise five nieces and
nephews who breast-fed and I’ve been helping her out.”

He said, “Great. Mrs. McLennan’s lucky to have
such good friends. I know this sounds odd, but she’s a lucky lady.
I’ve seen too many cases of domestic violence come in where they
ended up crippled or dead. For whatever reason, most abusers seem
to target the face; Mrs. McLennan has plenty of bruises, a cracked
cheek and some sore teeth. I’ve seen a lot worse. Based on what we
know right now, I think she’ll make a full recovery with no
residual issues.

“She’s lucid; no problem there, just lots of
pain right now. She gave me her family doctor’s name. I know of
her, and I’ll give her a call in a few minutes.”

What a relief! We grinned, I shook his hand and
draped Bridget over his shoulder so she could hug his neck, give
him baby kisses and tell him, «“You’re a
wonderful doctor. Thank you for helping my mother.”» He had
tears in his eyes when he left. My goddaughter is a wonderful lady;
my best girl!

(Wednesday morning around 2:00 4/26)

Bridget and I went back to the
car and drove over to their apartment (She hid under a blanket
while we drove out of the parking lot — lots of attendants get a
little bribe to tip off the police for no car seat.). We lay back
while we «investigated». Lots of police
barrier tape, some blood on the floor but no Frank body or body
outline on the floor. He must have gotten out of there.

We «pushed» a back
window open and used touches to sneak out
Bridget’s car seat, some diapers and such, and the shop keys. The
rest could wait.

We went back to the waiting room and told
Eileen, «“The doctor says you’re going to be just
fine. They’re keeping you until tomorrow for observation. You
‘awake’ yet?”»

She told us, «“No, but they’re
expecting me any minute. I’d better see if I can duck back inside.
Fuck that hurts! Still, it’s a lot better than it was. Can you guys
hold on a few minutes longer?”»

We could and did. She came back about fifteen
minutes later. She «showed» us a picture
of the doctor; it was the same one who’d talked with us.
“He said I was busted up a bit but would be okay.
He said there wouldn’t be any problem with breast
feeding.”

«“That’s great, Mom. Not to worry,
Godfather Sean will help out. Best mom! Best Godfather Sean!
Love!”»

The orderly who’d brought the baby kit motioned
me in. She said, “You can take the baby to see her now.”

I’ve seen cube steak look better than the parts
of Eileen I could see. Bridget latched onto her neck and they
shared a firm hug. Bridget told her, «“I was so
scared for you, Mom! I was outside and didn’t know he came in.
You’ll be okay, though. And Godfather Sean is here to
help.”»

Eileen told her, «“Don’t worry
about it, honey. I’ve survived, and he didn’t hurt you; that’s the
important thing.”»

We shared reassuring spirit-hugs for several
minutes then Bridget asked, «“You need me to
nurse, Mom? It feels like you’re ready to bust.”»

“Oh, yeah. Let’s see how we can do this.”

She had the standard hospital gown. We untied
it, worked her arms out and dropped it down completely. The bruises
weren’t so bad over her chest and breasts; she must have been able
to protect them some.

I folded a towel over her cast (The fingers on
her left hand were wrapped together like a mitten.) and put Bridget
on her arm. Bridget latched right on and told us, «“No problem on my side. The cast feels a bit lumpy but it’s
okay.”»

I draped a couple baby blankets and a couple
towels over everything; it was cool in the room. Eileen told us her
breasts were sore but nursing was bearable.

Eileen and I coordinated our stories: I was a
remote cousin who she’d just met Monday. I’d been “appointed”
godfather right after Bridget had been born. Even if Frank Fuckup
popped up and tried to naysay it, we’d stick to it.

We shared more spirit-hugs. Eileen said, “The
nurse said they’d be able to keep Bridget in a bassinet here so
we’ll be together. Sean, you go on home; we’ll be okay here.”

I stopped by the local Rite Aide for diapers,
wipes, formula (They still had the same one I’d used years ago.),
bottles, a couple bottle warmers, all for just in case. I picked up
a bassinet and a small crib along with a couple more baby blankets
and a few clothes. I figured I could promote several rooms full of
baby clothes and other paraphernalia from the Cullen Sisters.

I went back into the hotel a lot slower than I’d
gone out and got the entire load up the elevator in one shot with
the help of a net of «touches» on a
baggage cart. The night manager at the desk was pretty used to me;
he only blinked once when he saw the load.

I just piled things up for the time being. Maura
and Teresa would want to set up things their way anyway. As a mere
male, who was I to have anything to say about it?

Eileen

(Wednesday morning around 3:00 4/26)

Yeh, so I was “lucky.” It was
still better than the alternative. If Bridget hadn’t gotten me
outside, we both would have been on slabs in the morgue. Fuck!

Anyway, the nurse said I should sleep, so
Bridget and I popped outside with streamers (Not that I mistrusted
anyone, but as far as I knew, Frank was still on the loose.).
Fortunately, I’d been in a hospital before only for Bridget’s
birth. ER and all those shows don’t show the stark coldness of the
place.

Most of the staff was doing their best to help
so I guessed I couldn’t complain too much. We took quick looks at
the ER, surgery suites and several places like that and decided
they weren’t much fun.

Maternity was a lot better. Granted, there’s
pain in childbirth (Don’t I know.), but it’s a clean pain willingly
endured for a wonderful end. We nosed around the kids in the
display room (Do they auction them off? Grin.).

Be Jaysus! Lots of spirits floating around this
area! They all seemed to be in a daze. We kept watching; one after
the other, they drifted down and took over a newborn. Every so
often, one would go to a nearby delivery room and pick up the body
just before birth.

From «looking» at them
after the pickup, they appeared to forget everything they’d known
before and started all over again from scratch. No memories, nada.
Hmm, Bridget and I started that way even if we were getting
memories back now.

My body was doing just fine sleeping away. I
didn’t need to do a visual to know it looked like hammered steak
right now; the doctor had said the bruises would get worse before
they got better. Fuck, just what I needed. If they didn’t scare
Sean away, not much else would.

We went back to the corner of my room, and I
stood watch while Bridget bounced around the nursery and other
“fun” places. While I waited, I went over the memories I had
showing up.

Seemed I could see all the way back to when I
was born this time around; they were a lot cleaner and richer than
before. I cherished the ones with Nana a lot; I’d loved her so
much!

Now, push back some more. Nana and I had
researched our family tree a little, so it wasn’t any surprise I
had stuff from Southern California. Pushing back more, there was
New York as an immigrant then further back, Ireland popped up. Yeh,
it looked pretty much like the pictures and the way Nana had
described it when she was a young girl (Nana had been young? Nah,
not possible!).

I just kept pushing back, running real fast.
Several hundred thousand generations of Europe, then Africa and
Australia. The continents were pretty much the same as now, so it
was fairly recent. Around the time when they talk about the
dinosaur extinctions, there was a huge jump to somewhere else
entirely!

Well, fuck. That tells me the “we are the only
ones” ideas are full of crap. Anyway, I ran across thousands of
lost technologies I didn’t think were worth resurrecting, at least
as commercial ventures. Making papyrus or spear throwers might be
interesting, but I didn’t see much of a market right now. I filed
several ideas away as possible niche enterprises, just in case.

(Wednesday morning daytime 4/26)

The place started stirring about
8:00. A nurse had come in a couple times during the night for blood
pressure, pulse and other stuff. She’d changed Bridget a couple
times, too. That was a good thing; I sure couldn’t have done it.
I’d kept her in my arms all night.

Well, I guessed they were expecting me to wake
up sometime. I eased back into the body, keeping a loose connection
until I could tell what was going on.

It was sore everywhere
and stiff. Even my crotch was sore; yeh, I remembered him kicking
me there. Still, it was all endurable.

The nurse saw my eyes open and asked how I was
doing. I told her, “Now I know what the steak feels like after I
pound it for a while. Anyway, I’m hungry.”

She grinned at me. “You’ll be okay, honey. It’ll
get a bit worse today then will start easing off. So, let’s get you
breakfast.”

I won’t attempt to describe the food. Some
memories are too painful.

Dr. Sayes, our family doctor, came in around
9:00. She said, “See you had a few problems there, Eileen.”

I told her, “Yeh, a few. Frank just seemed to go
off the deep end. He vanished Friday afternoon then showed up last
night and beat the shit out of me. He started after Bridget, but I
managed to kick his leg. He hit his head, I grabbed Bridget and
hauled arse. He didn’t touch Bridget so she’s okay.”

She said, “Well, you’re protected in here. I
talked with Dr. Fields, the doctor who worked on you last night. He
thinks you should be okay. I looked at the X-rays and agree. We’ll
see how it goes; tonight’s still a good possibility to send you
home.”

She studied my chart for a while, looked over
the cast, wrappings and inspected several of the bruised areas. She
said, “It looks a lot worse than it is. Wait ‘til this evening;
you’ll be iridescent.”

Dr. Fields drifted by around 10:30 trailing a
crew of new residents. He wanted to “show me off” and run the new
guys through the questions. No problem. If someone got off from
seeing the black, blue, and green bruises on my boobs and twat, it
was their fetish, not mine.

I just tried to grin (It was painful.) and
answer the questions. They went on down the hall after fifteen
minutes or so.

The nurse came in and pulled out the IVs so at
least I wasn’t attached to the place. I was still too stiff to try
standing, and the fucking bedpan was a pisser (hah, hah). When I
asked, the nurse said I could lie in any position I wanted, just so
I stayed on the bed. I turned on my side and cuddled Bridget.

A bit after 11:30, a couple police officers came
in. Of course, they wanted to know what happened. I let it all out,
crying a lot. I fudged a bit; like I’d told Dr. Sayes, I said I’d
managed to kick Frank’s leg out from under him when he’d turned to
Bridget, and that he’d hit his head on the floor.

I emphasised several times that Sean was next of
kin, and he should be taking care of Bridget if needed. About the
third time I said it, the female officer said, “I get the picture.
Since your admission form lists him as next of kin anyway, it
doesn’t even need to involve Children’s Services.”

I described Frank and told them there was a
picture on the dresser in the apartment. “He had several days’
worth of beard and looked like the worst drunk you could imagine.
You could just go around sniffing the air and find him.”

They laughed a little. I asked if we were safe
here; I wouldn’t put it past Frank to show up and try something,
especially since he’d missed once. They told me they had an officer
on patrol in the hallways and would alert him and the rest of the
hospital security.

They asked, “Now, the big question is why he did
this? Any idea?”

I told them, “Yes and no. At the very start, he
yelled that the doctors had said he had low sperm count, and he’d
never be able to have kids. I have no idea of the truth of that;
he’d never said anything about it before.

“I’d been with two men before I met Frank; one
in high school and one in my second year of college. I hadn’t been
with anyone for the previous two years before I met Frank — and
only him after that. So unless we want to entertain the possibility
of Immaculate Conception, night demons or leprechauns, we’re pretty
much stuck with real-world genetics.

“At any rate, here’s fifteen pounds of red hair,
green eyes and white skin who shows we were fertile together.

“If need be, I assume a DNA test would prove
paternity. Frank’s comb and toothbrush in the apartment are
available. Not that I’m paranoid, but maybe you should seal them up
in case he never turns up again.”

They agreed that would be prudent. After a few
more questions about Frank’s relatives (only a sister living I knew
of) they went off and left me in relative peace.

Sean

(Wednesday morning daytime 4/26)

A quick check with Eileen and
Bridget showed they were doing fine. I took off to the store after
a quick breakfast.

I stopped a block away and «looked» it over good; to my knowledge Frank still had
a set of keys, and I wouldn’t have put it past him to be waiting
inside.

It was clear; only Geeser was striding around
waiting for his breakfast. I opened up, fed him and started the
day.

After I opened the register, I called Sharon and
told her the bad news. The good news at least was that I was here,
and the store was open for business. I told her, “That’s not going
to last too long. Eileen’s probably getting out of the hospital
this evening so I’ve got a baby and a semi-invalid to care for. I
can get help with them, but they’re my responsibility as far as I’m
concerned.”

We talked about sources for a couple new
employees. Actually, the shop was open on Saturday too with three
people; maybe a couple of them would be interested in going
full-time. Sharon said she’d get on it right away.

Now the hard call. I called Maura at home and
three-wayed in Teresa. I told them, “I’ve got an eighteen-week-old
baby girl and a semi-invalid mother I’m going to be taking care of
for a while. I figured I’d better ring you two in on it at the very
beginning or you’d tear me a new arsehole.”

They assured me they would have done exactly
that. I told them where the store was; they remembered it (Women
seem to have that extra directory in their heads.) and said they’d
been in it when it first opened. That would have been with Sharon
single-handing it.

Maura told me, “We’re on the way. The kids are
in school until 3:00 today — some assembly or something — so we’re
going to get you started right. We’ll arrange a sitter until Jack
and Pat get home.”

I had two look-around customers before they got
there. They strode in and glared at me. Teresa said, “You’ve still
got that dayum stupid hat!”

I shrugged, grinned and told her, “That dayum
stupid hat has helped make us lots of money.”

They allowed as how I was probably right — this
time. Maura asked, “You said there’s a baby; so where’s mum and
da?”

I told them, “Put 23 years and about a hundred
pounds on a Red Irish girl baby and you’ve got Eileen. Except when
I last saw her, her skin was black and blue, not peaches and
cream.”

I gave them the rest of the story. They were
not happy with Frank Fuckup! They glared.
If Frank had appeared at that moment armed to the teeth in full
Galactic Patrol battle armor and force fields, they still would
have torn him apart — very slowly.

They asked, “So what’s the plan, Sean?” At least
this time they asked for my input instead of just telling me.
Things were looking up!

“Bridget’s my best girl and is with Eileen at
the hospital right now; they might be released this evening. Their
apartment is still a crime scene and has no security. Frank
Fuckup’s still on the loose and might turn up again.

“I wanna put the two of them in the room next to
mine at the hotel and put a security guard in the hall 24/7 until
Frank’s caught.”

They mulled it over a few minutes then Maura
said, “Okay, but we need to look the place over first.”

I called the hotel day manager and gave him a
quick rundown on the situation. I told him to open up the room next
to mine. My sisters would be over shortly; give them the key cards
to it and my room and ensure the adjoining door was open.

He told me, “Sean, I’ll put the key cards on the
counter and back off; I value my hands. I’ve dealt with your
sisters before, so I’ll have a housekeeper standing by and alert
the concierge. They’ll want at least fifty different things done by
the time they’re through.”

I told him, “You’re getting wise in your old
age, Sam. Keep a separate tab of all the extra stuff so we can
account for it. They’ll be there within ten or fifteen minutes.
Give EverAlert a call for a 24/7 security watch right now; we may
need to dig up a nurse-type to help out the lady for a couple days
and maybe a nanny. Wait on them a bit; we’ll be okay for
tonight.”

I told my sisters, “It’s set for the room next
to mine; Sam’ll give you the key cards and will have staff standing
by.”

I told them about the pile of “stuff” I’d
collected last night. “Have fun with it. I’ll check with Eileen
before I lock up here around 5:00. If they’ll let her come home,
I’ll go get them. If not — she’s only been there some 18 hours —
I’ll go in for a visit. I’ll call you on the room phones either
way, so answer them if they ring.”

They couldn’t argue too much, I guess. They took
off to do some major rearrangement.

Eileen

The rest of the afternoon was
lie around, rest, wait and feed Bridget. I kept working the muscles
around and gradually some of the stiffness came out. They were less
stiff but more sore; the bruises I could see had gotten to be a
horrendous mixture of black, blue, green and a few other odd flecks
of colors thrown in.

That’s one time I was glad I didn’t have a
mirror so I wouldn’t be tempted to look in it. Even my hair felt
sore.

Around 4:00 I rang for the nurse; it was potty
time again. When she learned what I needed, she said, “Well if it’s
not too urgent, the doctor said you should try to walk to the
bathroom over there.”

The spirit was willing; was the flesh up to it?
She lowered the bed rail on the left and helped me sit up. If I
didn’t jerk, it wasn’t too bad. I swiveled around on my butt and
slid off onto my feet — my arse was hanging out, and I didn’t give
a flyin’ fuck — while the nurse had me hold her arm.

Balance? Okay actually. No dizziness. Take a
step; things worked. Another couple steps; getting better. I didn’t
push it too fast, no reason to.

Ah! I sat and let it go front and back. My
abdomen hurt, but since I wasn’t pushing much, it was okay.

Wiping the front was no problem; just keep the
sprain bandage away. The back was a different issue, twisting
around too quickly let the ribs tell me they were not happy with what I was doing! I got it done
without too much noise so it was okay. As I stood up, I avoided
looking in the mirror.

Going back, the nurse stood close, but let me do
it on my own. Scooting up on the bed took a little bit of work, but
I snuck in a «touch» to help me up.

The nurse grinned and told me, “Looks good,
Eileen. Real good. I haven’t seen too many people able to do that
this quickly. Now you lay back and rest some more.”

I was ready to rest; even that short trip had
tired me a lot. Oh well, what we can’t cure, we endure until we can
cure it.

Bridget applauded me. «“Good
mom! Strong mom! Love!”»

Dr. Fields swept in around 5:00 with his
entourage. They took turns taking my blood pressure, peering at my
eyes and looking things over. I hope they were impressed with my
new paint job.

The doctor said, “Okay. You looked her over this
morning and know her history. What were we looking for just
now?”

That brought on a ten-minute discussion full of
words I’d never heard and probably will never hear again. Dr.
Fields asked several more questions then asked me, “You ready to
leave?”

I told him, “YES! You’ll think it’s a joke, but
I literally have nothing to wear — but if it means I can get back
to my cousin, I’ll carry Bridget and walk home buck naked.”

The doctor smiled and asked the group, “Well, do
we let her go home? Pros and cons?”

They discussed it another minute; the consensus
seemed to be to kick me out before I frightened too many of the
other patients. Grin.

The doctor said, “Okay, Eileen, I’ll sign the
paperwork; Dr. Sayes said I could make the call. Call her office
tomorrow for an appointment next Monday.

“If you start getting dizzy or get a strong
headache, lay down immediately. If it doesn’t pass in a couple
minutes, get to the emergency room. You’ll get plenty of papers
with diet, care of your bandages, symptoms to look for, that sort
of stuff.”

All RIGHT!

They swept away to their next victim — I mean,
patient.

Sean cut in, «“I gather you’re
clear to go? It sounded that way.”»

«“Fuckin’ aye right! I just need some
clothes.”»

«“I’ll stop by your place and see if I
can collect an armful. Any preferences for a coming-out
outfit?”»

I told him what to look for. He told me,
«“Okay, I’m on the way. My sisters have been
giving the room a total work over most of the day. Give me about
half an hour to get there.”»

Sean

I «looked» in the hotel rooms; the Cullen Sisters were in
the one next door to mine so I called that phone — I’d learned
years ago how to dial directly through.

I talked with Teresa. “You guys about ready? I’m
bringing Eileen and Bridget home; the doctor wanted her out of
there so they could use the bed.”

“Close enough. She got any clothes?”

“I’ll get enough from her place to get her there
and for tomorrow. You two will probably spend several thousand
dollars of my money fitting her out anyway so I won’t worry about
getting too many.”

Teresa gasped. “Why Sean! How could you think
we’d do such a thing?”

“Long experience with the Cullen Sisters. Long
experience. Anyway, you met the housekeeper lady?”

“Yeh. She’s nice — and competent, too. You been
checking out her clothes?”

“Only from the outside. Anyway, she’s Kate as I
recall, right?”

“Yes. You two doing the Kiss me Kate act?”

“Woman, you’re getting close to the line; take
care or I’ll sic Bridget on you. Anyway, if you need anything,
she’s the best first contact.”

“Okay. I saw this big man in a uniform outside
the door a little bit ago. You know anything about that?”

“Did he have a shoulder patch?”

“Yeh. It said EverAlert.”

“That’s the security guard for Eileen and
Bridget. If you leave, let him know who’s left behind. Depending on
the paperwork at the hospital, we should be there in an hour or
so.”

“We’ll be here. We can’t wait to meet this
wonder lady of yours.”

“Teresa, Bridget’s my
best girl. Her mom’s still a married lady even if hubby did try to
kill her.”

The McLennan’s apartment was sealed up with
police tape so I just bypassed it all; I pulled up in the alley
behind and «touched» out a lot of stuff
for Eileen and Bridget through the window. I even managed to find
the outfit she’d asked me to bring.

I stopped by Starbucks and picked up several
bags of different coffees. I figured the nurses’ station wouldn’t
mind a little variety.

When I parked the car, I thought a few seconds
then put a force shield around it all the way to the ground. I
didn’t think Frank Fuckup would plant a bomb, but I wasn’t
interested in finding out the hard way I was wrong. I left a thread
of attention there so I could control it.

Eileen was more than ready to go. Dayum she
looked bad! The bruises had gone all weird colors, and the only
white skin left on her face was a patch above her left eyebrow. I
was sure itching to meet up with Frank so I could give him an
intimate introduction to the business end of my ratchet handle.

The nurse shooed me out so she could get Eileen
dressed. I took Bridget and the baby stuff then spent the time by
dropping off the coffee at the nurses’ station. They were very
happy with it. I passed Bridget around so she could thank them
properly; she gave a great show!

There was Eileen in the routing-out wheelchair!
With a neat dress and her hair brushed, she looked like Death
heated up to lukewarm rather than Death just warmed over.

The route-out cashier said they’d be sending any
bills and statements to the address I’d filled in for the financial
responsibility. Eileen told us, “We do have insurance; I paid the
quarterly premium on Saturday.”

The cashier told me when we had the insurance
information we could come in and fill out the paperwork for
whatever reimbursement was coming. I didn’t mind. I didn’t begrudge
a penny I’d put out, but every $10,000 I didn’t have to spend
helped.

I got her in the car and Bridget in the baby
seat. On the way to the hotel, I called Sam and told him to have
someone meet us in the parking garage with the wheelchair and a
baggage cart.

Eileen

A bellhop was waiting for us in
the garage by Sean’s parking spot. He had a wheelchair and a
baggage cart.

I wasn’t willing to use the wheelchair; I could
walk. Sean told me, “Don’t get me started or I’ll sic my sisters
and Bridget on you. It’s several hundred
feet by the time we’re done; you’ll have plenty of time to go
jogging later. Sit, vixen.” [Vixen: Irish slang = attractive woman.
Not to be confused with the American English definition: A
malicious fierce-tempered woman.]

I sat. Sean handed the bellhop, Bob, his car
keys and told him, “All the stuff in the back seat. The trunk’s
full of stuff too. Everything goes to 228.”

Sean put Bridget on my lap and pushed us into
the elevator. It went up only to the lobby so we got off there.
Sean rolled me up to the front desk and introduced us to Sam, the
manager. Sean told him, “Bridget’s my best girl and this is her
mother. They get better treatment than I do!” I’d settle for
that.

Back to the elevators and up. Yeh, it was a long
way; I was glad we’d ridden instead of walked. There was a big man
wearing a blue uniform and a pistol eyeballing us every step of the
way from the elevator.

Sean stopped and said, “Jim? I’m Sean
Cullen.”

The man looked us over intently. I «looked» at his mind a bit and realized he was a
security guard. He wasn’t suspicious of us, necessarily; he was
just looking us over so he could recognize us without
hesitation.

He smiled and glowed a bit. “Okay. Then this
must be Mrs. McLennan and Bridget.”

Sean told him, “Yes. Eileen was the main target
last time. He went after the baby, but Eileen got her away before
he could get at her.”

Jim grew solid and grim. “He’s not getting by
us. Mrs. McLennan, there’ll be one of us right here until this is
all over. Make sure you let us know exactly where everyone is.

“If either you or the baby leave these two rooms
without Sean, you need to have one of us with you. You each need to
be either with a guard or with Sean all
the time. I hope I’m wrong but experience tells me he’ll try at
least one more time.”

Shit. Sean told Jim that the bellhop would be
bringing clothes and stuff up in a little while and to go ahead and
check them out if he wished. “Be as suspicious and as surly as you
need to be, Jim. These ladies’ safety is the highest priority. Any
complaints, refer them directly to me.”

Sean told Bridget, «“Prepare
to be thoroughly admired and cherished. My sisters have no limit on
how they behave around beautiful babies.”»

She told us, «“Better get the
wet/dry vacuum ready; there’s going to be a couple puddles of goo
by the time we get done with them.”»

Teresa and Maura were older female copies of
Sean. Gorgeous gingernut Irish ladies; I felt at home with them
right away.

Sean

Maura and Teresa took a good
shine to Eileen. They groaned over her visible injuries but didn’t
sympathize; they knew it wouldn’t do anyone a bit of good.

Bridget gave them a big wide-eyed-innocent look,
and they fell apart. Maura said, “Hello, young lady.”

Bridget smiled, chortled, laughed, kicked her
arms and legs and enslaved them immediately. Baby hugs around their
necks and wobbly baby kisses sealed their fate!

Teresa looked at her hard, pulled me aside and
asked, “Sean, is she yours? Sure looks like you.”

I laughed. “Absolutely not. You two have five
kids we could say ‘look like me,’ and we know for a fact none of
them are mine. That is, unless one of you did stuff to your little
brother in his sleep that I don’t know about.”

They hustled me off to my room. “Eileen’ll need
her hair washed and a little sponge bath. We’ll fix her up so
she’ll smell good when you’re snogging with her later.”

Groan. I didn’t need to be reminded of something
I’d love to do but was keeping pushed back. Dayum ethics! I told
them, “Listen for the door. Bob, the bellhop, is bringing up more
clothes and stuff from the car.”

I retaliated by taking Bridget with me. She
snuggled up real good. «“I’ll hug Mom again
later; right now I’ll put up with you. Best godfather Sean! You
brought us home and are protecting us. Best man!”»

“Best girl! I love you, lady. My heart yearns to
be with you when we’re apart.”

«“Yeh, right. Now I’m turning to goo.
Your sisters are really nice. I think they have quite a bit of the
Talent, too.”»

“Great. Tell your mom so she can start working
on them while they’re gossiping — oops, I mean while they’re
sharing intimate details of people’s lives.”

«“None of that PC crap. They’re
gossiping. Your sisters are determined to get you fixed up with
her!”»

“That’ll have to wait, Bridget. She’s still a
married lady no matter what her husband’s done to her.”

«“Betcha she won’t be married long!
You’d better rest up; she’s been having lots of lustful thoughts
about you.”»

Groan again.

 



Chapter 4

Eileen

I could tell that Teresa and
Maura had Talent. It didn’t seem to have quite as much oomph as
Bridget or Sean, but it was definitely there.

They wanted to wash my hair and get me
sparkly-clean! I voted for that.

I «snuggled» up to them
mentally while they pulled my clothes off, got me in a robe and
took me into the bathroom. We pulled a straight-back chair up to
the sink and leaned me back with my head over it. I kept a solid
touch on the chair, you betcha!

They wet my hair down and shampooed while
demanding the dirt on how I’d met Sean. I told them about the
puddle, full arms, full boobs and full bladder then how the Red
Knight had sailed right in and had rescued us.

They laughed. “Sounds like Sean. He’s always
finding ways to help out people. With just that attitude alone,
he’s stuffed lots of moola in the bank.”

I got them talking. Maura was eight years older
than Sean and Teresa six years. They’d doted on him from the minute
he was born; they’d done their best to spoil him but nothing had
worked.

By the time Sean was eight, he’d already been
doing little businesses. Card trading and stamp collecting for
investments, lawn work, that kind of stuff. Everything went into
the bank except for small very thoughtful gifts to them and their
parents.

Their folks and Seanathair had died in New York
on 9.11 and their nana several years before that. They’d done their
grieving and were continuing their lives.

By then they’d gotten me rinsed. They produced a
hair dryer then blew and brushed my hair dry. I thought it was
getting time for a trim but that could wait; it was the least of my
worries.

Off with the robe! Teresa produced a box of
plastic wrap and wound some around my rib strapping, my cast,
wrists and hands. They gave me a thorough wash job over the rest of
my body. No false modesty; they just washed away.

We gossiped about babies, breast feeding, diet,
baby clothes, strollers — all the good mom stuff. I started giving
and getting concepts, images and emotions; they were picking it
right up without noticing it.

After a final dry off, they put fresh panties
and a nursing bra on me then got me into the fluffy (new!) hotel
robe. The bra helped to relieve some of the soreness.

Teresa ordered room service for the four adults;
Bridget had her custom meals available already so we didn’t order
anything for her.

They let Sean back in (Actually, Teresa threw
open the joining door and yelled, “Sean! Boyo! Bring the baby!”)
with Bridget. I got to hold her for the first time in almost an
hour; Sean had bathed her, and she was warm and clean.

«“Love! Happy! Safe! Smell
wonderful! Best mom!”» with baby hugs and kisses — and firm
loving spirit-hugs and kisses.

«“Wonderful girl! Best
Daughter!”»

We let our emotions and thoughts «leak» into the sisters. They got as teary-eyed as me,
and the goo-level rose considerably.

We got settled in on the sofa and chairs. Teresa
nodded at my body and asked, “So, what the fuck happened?”

Sean, Bridget and I tightened up the
«join» with them a little while I went
over my time with Frank; how he’d turned cold, and what had led up
to last night.

I told them, “He just walked in drunker than a
skunk and started hitting and yelling…” They got to experience a
bit of what had happened. Their eyes narrowed, and we felt their
rage.

I glossed over how we’d gotten away but
emphasised how Sean had taken care of us in the park. Sean told
them, “I took along the ratchet; turned out I didn’t need it but
figured it might help.”

They nodded; from their thoughts, that same tool
in Sean’s hands had saved their butts several years earlier.

Sean said, “I just yelled loud and deep; the
best I could do of an Irish cop. They were slippin’ in their shit
trying to get away.”

That was good for a laugh and lightened things
up a bit. I told them about the hospital, getting finger-probed
everywhere, the whole adventure.

All right! Food! I was starved! And it wasn’t
hospital food, either; it was wonderful! A couple teeth were still
sore, but I managed.

Teresa claimed the right to hold Bridget for a
while. Bridget played up to her and gazed at her face while she
gurgled, cooed and rooted at her boobs looking for milk. We had a
total convert to the Bridget fan club!

I popped Bridget on the breast; she gave them
her best contented-baby show.

I told them, “I’m telling you all right now as
witnesses, I’m divorcing Frank. Period. I consider myself and
Bridget separated as of the minute he crawled in the door last
night. I don’t even have to take off my wedding ring; they cut it
off in the Emergency Room because it was on one of the sprained
fingers.”

Sean’s cell phone rang. He stepped away and
talked a minute or so, then came back. He told us, “Sharon from the
shop. Two of the weekenders are more than happy to go full-time, so
I’ll go in tomorrow morning, turn over the keys and help Sharon do
some training. I’ll be on consulting call after that, just like
other businesses.”

Good. That was handled.

Teresa burped Bridget with the back rub
technique (Must be a family tradition.). Bridget rewarded her with
a warm snuggle, a baby hug and several baby kisses along with a
firm, «“Nice lady! Best aunt!”» Teresa
gooed right down into a pulsating puddle.

Teresa and Maura made leaving noises. They were
«joined» between themselves even if they
weren’t aware of it. They looked at Sean, eyed him and me and
thought at him, “Be good to her or we’ll snatch
you bald-headed.”

He grinned at them and kept his mouth shut. He
told them quietly, «“I will. They’ve become my
loves, my life, my best girl and my best lady.”»

They gave us final hugs and smooches. They left
and plotted on ways to get us together all the way home. I was for
that.

Sean went out in the hall to talk with Jim. I
moved Bridget to the bassinet by the bed (difficult with two bad
wrists), brushed my teeth (A new toothbrush had magically
appeared.) and got in bed sitting up for now.

Sean came back in and told us, “They’ll change
the guard about 11:30; the one coming on is Ben. I’ll leave the
normal locks on the outer doors; we want them to be able to get in
if needed.

“We all stay in here tonight; no roaming around
outside. We’re still in danger, and it’s our responsibility to survive this.”

We agreed. I told him, “Leave enough light on so
we can see to get around; I’m not familiar enough with the rooms to
get around in the dark.”

He turned down the lights. He left the joining
door to his room open a little, gave Bridget a kiss, me a little
hug and acted like he was leaving.

I told him, “No, Sean. Please stay with us. I’m
dying to make love with you, but I’m so sore right now neither of
us would enjoy it.

“We’ll feel safer and we can share our love if
we’re together. Come to bed with us, and we can at least snog a
bit.”

I took my robe off, got him to remove my bra but
left the panties on. I trusted him but not me.

He slipped his shirt and pants off but left his
drawers on. He grinned. “I trust you but not me.”

We three snuggled up; Sean and I snuggled
face-to-face. So wonderful to feel bare
skin against him! We snogged for a long time while my breath got
shorter until I was almost panting.

Sean told us, “My loves. I fell in love with the
both of you within the first hour. You are such beautiful spirits
with exquisite lady-bodies I love to watch and touch. Best Girl!
Best Lady!”

Bridget said, «“Best Man! I’ll
keep my body over here for right now; I think it’ll be safer. I’ll
help with the snogging, though.”»

I felt feather phantom kisses from her as we
«wound» ourselves through and around each
other and our bodies grew warm and flushed.

I told Sean, “Please touch me. Caress me and
show me a man can still desire me as a woman.”

He did. If I’d thought his mouth spouted
wonderful blarney, his fingers and hands were even better. They
seduced me with subtle strokes, long gentle caresses and gentle
squeezes on exactly the right spots. He touched me with love; the
first of its kind in over a year.

I could switch from nursing-sensations on my
boobs and nipples to erotic-sensations in a couple of seconds. His
gentle kiss on a hard nipple put me over the edge, and a warm
release flooded me. As we were «joined»
lightly, we all felt it together and
moaned in appreciation.

Bridget told us, «“That feels
so wonderful. I can remember making love before, but this is so
clean, pure and loving, it fills me with a joy I’ll cherish
forever.”»

She put slight phantom suction on my other
nipple. We came together for a long time.

I pushed Sean’s hand downwards. «“I expect you know what to do, my Red Knight.”»

He teased and stroked my legs while Bridget
nibbled my toes (Watch that big ole tooth!) and kissed my legs. I
couldn’t take it any longer and tore off my panties with a
«touch».

«“Please!”»

He told me, «“Relax, my love.
Relax and enjoy. Bridget and I will love you long and
tender.”»

His hands, fingers, mouth and Bridget’s
butterfly kisses and tiny finger «touches»
caressed me for ages until I was ready to burst. No pain did I
feel, only the increasingly-urgent need to release the loving
energy we’d created.

Finally it did release; it flooded us with a hot
surge of love we felt throughout our entire bodies. We moaned and
tensed up. No pain.

More strokes and gentle suasions coaxed out more
and more releases which suspended us in a wonderful cloud of sweet
warm fire while we «blended» outside and
made rainbows of admiration and heartfelt love.

Sean

(Thursday 4/27)

Nothing beats waking up with
your best girl looking at you with her beautiful blue-green eyes
and giving you wobbly baby kisses. She told me, «“Look, Sean! I can hold my head up a long time! There’s hope
for this body yet!”»

«“You’ve got a wonderful body
sweetheart. Any young lady would be proud to have it.”»

Ever see a four-month-old smirk? She did.
«“You hitting on me, Sean? If you are, you’re
going to have to wait several years. Then, when you least expect
it, I’m going to nail ya!»

«“While we’re waiting for that, I’ve
got a load in these diapers and my body’s telling me it’s
starving.”»

I would have stayed but nature called. Having
two bathrooms helped; I dashed to mine while Eileen used hers.

I changed Bridget and got her on Eileen’s breast
while she called down for breakfast.

We had a leisurely breakfast. I told them,
“Teresa and Maura will probably drag you off for shopping. The
guard will go with you; he’s a guard, not a pack mule, so let him
do his job.”

Eileen tried to protest, “I’ve got enough
clothes for a couple of days, and there are a few more things at
the apartment.”

I pretended to glare at her and Bridget joined
me; even a four-month-old can glare convincingly. “No lip from you,
vixen. You’re my best lady and deserve to be showered with gifts.
They’ve got tons of baby clothes stored away, too. You’ll have a
ball! Besides, since when does female shopping mean buying?”

On the way out, I introduced myself to Ben. I
told him only Eileen and Bridget were inside. I expected Kate
around 9:30 for the housekeeping and described my sisters. “Of
course Sam, the day manager, can come in any time. He’ll clear
anyone else.” I gave him my card with my cell phone number and
Sam’s hot line number.

I walked to the shop. On the way, I called my
locksmith and arranged for complete lock changes; Frank still had a
set of keys as far as we knew.

I got the doors open just before Sharon got
there. A young couple came in a few minutes later; Sharon
introduced us. Celia and Jack Hanes had worked Saturdays for the
last month and were more than willing to go full-time.

They both had a decent amount of Talent. By
golly, so did Sharon! Nice. I put a light «join» into them all while I started the turnover.

Celia and Jack knew where everything was
already. I hadn’t changed much around, but I pointed out what I’d
done and why.

The locksmith showed up and got to work. I told
Sharon, “I may not be at fault for setting off Frank, but I’m
taking this responsibility. It’s a good insurance investment
anyway.”

I ran down the New Employee checksheet I’d
developed; Sharon stayed in the background, grinned, and traced her
finger down the page in her manual. I hoped I’d gotten it right
even though I’d written it in the first place. Sharon was a cruel
taskmaster, making me practice what I’d preached!

I kept tightening the «join» and pulled Sharon into the discussion. We
removed Frank’s and Eileen’s codes from the register and updated
Celia’s and Jack’s for seven days a week; they were still willing
to do the weekends. We added a supervisor key for me, just in
case.

We checked out what the locksmith had done. He’d
put some additional bracing on the back door and had changed the
locks there. He’d tightened up the front door hinges (Oops, I’d
forgotten that.), snugged down all the security bars and had
lubricated the gate. He’d changed all the locks and had checked
over the outside windows. Everything was tight.

He made four sets of keys. Celia and Jack got a
set, Sharon got two sets (one for her brother to store away), and I
kept a set for just in case.

We did sales drills for an hour; Sharon had
already made copies before from the manual for Celia and Jack to
study at home. We talked about attracting attention and discussed
several possible ways, like my hat. They’d been through quite a bit
of the training before, but didn’t mind the refresher after some
real-life experience.

I told them I’d try to drop by every once in a
while, ensured they had a couple of my cards and bailed out.

Eileen

(Thursday morning 4/27)

I decided to get dressed. It
took me five minutes of fiddling with panties and socks (I couldn’t
bend over that far and the left hand was useless.) before Bridget
laughed and pulled up a sock with a tiny «touch». Duh on me! I was able to finish dressing
myself in a couple minutes.

Kate knocked on the door to do the daily
routine. I called out for her to come in; as she opened the door, I
waved to Ben behind her — Bridget waved too.

When she shut the door, I saw her nostrils
flare. Oh shit! The entire suite smelled like sex from last night.
Yep. She’d smelled it and was grinning inside. She cocked an
eyebrow at me just a tiny bit.

I cocked mine back, looked into the bedroom at
the (very messy) bed for a long second, turned back to her, laughed
and said, “YEH!”

We laughed for a while; Bridget burbled away to
add to the atmosphere. Kate had a hefty dose of Talent so I figured
we’d get along just fine.

She asked, “You want me to air it out or do you
wanna show it off?”

“We’d better air it out; I’m expecting Sean’s
sisters to show up in a while. They’re already plotting on how to
get us together, and if they smelled this they’d be on me
unmercifully.”

Kate grinned. “Yeh. I’ve talked with them many
times; they’re pretty set on fixing up Mr. C.”

I tried to change the subject a little. “Kate,
is this the suite where Sean brings all his women?”

She just looked at me and grinned. “No comment.”
We laughed together a little.

She gave in a bit. “He has this for business
guests. There have been a couple business ladies over the years but
no hanky panky. The housekeeping staff would know.

“He keeps this room open to keep the noise down
and for his guests. He started that the first week he was here.
You’re the first lady who’s been in here for non-business reasons —
not counting his sisters, of course.”

I was pleased for whatever reason. I asked, “I
don’t know how much the rooms run here, but it seems a bit beyond
the call of customer service to keep an empty room for a sound
buffer or a ‘just in case.’ How did he convince Sam to do it?”

She looked at me for a moment then grinned and
said, “No one told you, ma’am? Sean, his sisters and
brothers-in-law own the hotel. Sam, me and everyone else work for
them.”

Dense. Everything fell into place: living here,
the way he’d talked to Sam, the way the entire place was falling
all over us with service, the guard showing up so fast,
everything.

Bridget sang, «“‘My mother
often tells me I should go and have a try/ To find a boy that owns
a bit of land.’ He sandbagged us, Mom.”»

Kate laughed and joshed me a little more, “And
you thought he was just another pretty face, right? Then again, his
butt’s not too bad, either.”

She opened the windows and turned on the air
conditioning fan. She played with Bridget for a minute then changed
the bed, emptied the trash cans and did whatever she did to the
bathroom. She went into Sean’s room for several minutes.

When she came back, she said, “No need to make
the bed in there!” With a straight face, too!

We broke up again. She looked over at Bridget
and asked me, “She understands us, doesn’t she?”

Bridget waved at her. I told Kate, “Try her
out.”

Kate took up the challenge. “Okay, Bridget, how
many months old are you?” Bridget tried to get fingers up but no
joy. She decided just to raise her arm four times and laugh.

Kate glanced at me; I made a mark in the air
with a wet finger. “One for us.”

She tried again. “Okay, is your mother pretty?”
Bridget bobbed her head; she could do that. Another mark for
us.

“Is Sean pretty?” A head shake this time. Kate
looked at me in triumph, but I said, “Do you usually call a man
‘pretty’?” Kate tried again, “Is Sean handsome?” Definite head
nod.

Kate said, “We could probably do this all day,
and she’d win somehow. Is she a mind reader?” Both Bridget and I
nodded our heads; it was only part of the truth, but we did “read
minds.”

She shook her head. “In-fuckin’-credible!
Anyway, I’ve got rounds to finish. Here’s my card; just dial the
number, and it’ll page me to come to the phone you called from. You
and Bridget are on the top of everyone’s lists for service.”

She left, and five minutes later the Cullen
Sisters popped in the door.

They were «joined»
pretty snuggly but didn’t know it. Good progress, though. They
sniffed the air and glanced in the bedroom, checking for tell-tale
signs of a wild night of debauchery. No such luck. They were
disappointed but went on to the next stages of their plot.

Maura asked, “Where’s Sean?”

“At the store, doing a turnover.”

“He must really like you; he doesn’t usually get
involved in a business he doesn’t have ownership in.”

“Maybe so.” We all grinned as we started to play
the game; Bridget and I were able to cheat better than they could.
Bridget let out a loud chortle and gave them a little «hint» as a reminder she was there.

Maura said, “My turn!”
She picked up Bridget and snuggled her. Bridget gave her the
should-be-copyrighted performance of coos, laughs, wiggles, neck
hugs and wobbly kisses. Slavery confirmed!

Teresa tried me out. “He doesn’t have women stay
here very often.” She was trying for a bit of jealousy.

My turn. “Kate, the housekeeper, said that too.
She exempted you two from the non-business stay-overs of which she
said then numbered zero. She told me you three and your husbands
own this place. How’s the ownership divided?”

They «thought» back and
forth at each other for a second then Teresa said, “If Sean didn’t
tell you about owning the hotel, he must be really serious. Usually
that’s his test of a woman. If she’s a gold-digger, she tries to
drop her knickers right then. If she’s not, she usually backs off
so she won’t be thought a gold-digger. If he doesn’t tell her, it
means he’s serious.”

“Well, he may be serious, but I’m just separated
right now and have a very young child to boot.”

“Yeh, well a child is just a bonus, and he’s
called Bridget ‘my best girl.’ He doesn’t joke with things like
that.”

“Well, that just means he likes Bridget a lot.
‘Love me, love my kid’ doesn’t necessarily work in reverse.”

We fenced back and forth for a couple more
minutes, trying out wisecracks and looking for holes in the
defenses. Bridget kept distracting Maura by checking out her boobs
for milk.

We thought the moment was right, so Bridget put
in, «“How about best girl and best lady? Would
that be all right with you two matchmakers?”»

Yes! Got ‘em, got ‘em, got ‘em! They were
speechless (and thought-less) for a few seconds.

Teresa said, “So we’ve got another empath.”

Bridget told them, «“How about
four more empaths besides Sean?”»

Their eyes swiveled to me. I said, «“Bridget, me and you two. How do you think you’ve been
communicating with each other since last night? Not by tin cans and
a string for sure.”»

Teresa protested, “But it was Mum and Sean
who’re the empaths! Only one a generation!”

I laughed and told them “Not any more. Bridget
and I were ‘deaf as posts’ before Sean showed up Monday morning. In
a couple hours we were going at it like old hands. We’re not sure
but think we stimulated each other somehow. Then last night, we
just snuggled up to you two mentally while we were talking and now
you’re showing solid signs of what we call Talent.

“We saw you had it. So, here we are, four
witches sitting around. Now all we need is a cauldron to boil and
bubble.”

Bridget «touched» in
the electric teakettle from the kitchenette. She said, “I did the hard work, you supply the water and extension
cord.”

Teresa and Maura rolled their eyes. Maura said,
“Okay. That’s another manifestation I’ve heard of, but neither Mom
nor Sean ever mentioned it. What else ya got?”

Bridget and I grinned at each other. We’re
batting 1,000 so far, let’s go for an out-of-the-park grand
slam.

Bridget said, «“Okay. We know
this worked with us; dunno if it works for you. Find a comfy spot
you could go to sleep in.”»

They found a couple chairs and leaned back. We
worked a couple minutes and found they could get themselves outside
with a simple decision — after we told them and demonstrated what
we were after.

Fully outside, moving around, leaving a streamer
to the body, force «touches», joining and blending — we
gave them all we knew.

I told them, “On the other hand, the next time
Sean shows up, he may have yet another trick in his bag. We’ve only
been doing this stuff for two days so there’s probably a ton of
stuff available we just don’t know about. One place you might nose
around while you’re outside is the maternity ward; we found out a
lot of interesting things about spirits and bodies.”

Bridget told them, «“And as an
oh-by-the-way, my body is no more advanced than any other
four-month-old. What you see is what you get. This is the only way
I can talk, though I can hear and see fairly well.»

«“I still get hungry and fill my
diapers with little control. On the other hand, I don’t have to
fret or cry and have Mom or Sean guess what I need or want. Other
than that, I’d say I was normal.»

«“So, we going to go shopping and
giggle over baby clothes and Mom clothes or what?”»

We agreed since I was still pretty stiff and
sore we’d go over to Maura’s place and see what baby clothes they
could palm off on us. Teresa packed Bridget’s boogie bag, I told
Sean where we were going, collected Ben, and we headed to the
car.

Ben led the way, checking around every turn and
putting himself in the front of the elevator so he could look
around before he let us out.

We stopped by the front desk and told Sam where
we were going. He grinned and said, “I’ll reserve the freight
elevator for when you come back.”

Ben moved the child seat to Teresa’s car; we
piled in and took off. Ben sat up front with Teresa so he had the
most room to move around. He got Maura’s address and called
EverAlert dispatch to tell them where we were going.

He kept his head and eyes moving all the time,
looking around and checking. This was «not» a fun little game of hide and seek we were
playing; all I had to do was bounce either wrist a little or twist
my ribs for a reminder.

Sean

When Eileen told me they were
going to Maura’s for baby clothes (translation: hen party), I
figured they’d manage their own lunch. I did a quick run to In and
Out for my own. While I waited for the order to get up, I called
Sergeant Kane at the station desk.

I told him what was going on; since the officers
who’d interviewed Eileen and me were from that precinct, he was
aware of what Frank had done. I let him know where Eileen and
Bridget were staying and gave him my cell phone number as well as
the hotel’s. I knew he already had them somewhere, but now he had
them right in front of him.

I headed back to my room; there was plenty to
catch up on. I kept my eyes open and the spirit alert for evil
intentions on me; Frank Fuckup had said he’d cut off my balls, and
if I had a half-second warning, he’d be meeting the noisy end of my
trusty ratchet instead.

No such luck. I slid the Beemer into my slot and
took the elevator up to the lobby. When I stopped by the front
desk, Sam told me where the girls had gone. He grinned and asked,
“Should I locate a couple portable storage closets? I heard ‘baby
clothes,’ and they tend to overflow all available space.”

I laughed and told him, “Yeh, just locate them
for now. I’ll let them decide themselves how to store them. For all
I know, they’ll want to hang everything from sky hooks, and we’ll
have to come up with them.”

I fired up my computer systems and started going
over email. I’d pretty much been caught up when I got back Sunday
but was now a few days behind. Each business was supposed to send
me an email on Monday, Wednesday and Friday with their
statistics.

Well, nothing seemed to have fallen apart since
last Friday. The weekend stats were good everywhere so… do nothing.
If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it! I sent reply emails to let them
know I’d gotten their statistics with Very Well Dones across the
board.

I worked on getting the rest of the in basket
down. I subscribed to something like fifteen different industry
electronic newsletters so I could keep my finger on what was going
on both in Southern California and elsewhere. I’d made several
hundred thousand at one shot a couple times by noticing a trend and
being prepared for the results.

Around 4:00, Sergeant Kane called. He said, “We
may have found Frank McLennan. We’ve got a body with a wallet that
has his ID, and it matches the description and pictures.”

Shit. “Where was it?”

“Under some boxes in an alley off West Marigold.
Looks like some blood on his head consistent with the fall Mrs.
McLennan described but no other apparent major trauma from a quick
look. The coroner will want an autopsy for cause of death. We’ll
need a positive ID; Mrs. McLennan will have to go to the morgue and
identify it since the DL picture doesn’t fit very well, as usual.
We’ve sent fingerprints off, but her ID will make things move along
faster.”

“Okay. Where and when?”

He gave me the address and told us just to show
up any time between 8:00 in the morning and midnight, including
today. The sooner the ID, the sooner the autopsy would get
done.

I called Maura’s to talk with Eileen. I told
her, “The police think they found Frank’s body. They need you to
make a positive ID on it; are you up to that this afternoon?”

I got a few choice words in Irish, none too
happy. “I suppose so. Does that mean all this fear and stuff is
over?”

I told her, “Not yet. Until we know it’s Frank they found, we still need to
maintain the same precautions. Someone could have lifted his wallet
and looked enough like him at first glance.”

She said, “Okay, Sean. How we going to do
this?”

I told her I’d come by Maura’s and pick her up.
We’d leave Bridget with Maura and Teresa along with Ben to keep an
eye out. There was light at the end of the tunnel, but we weren’t
out of it yet.

Eileen

I told the rest about it.
Bridget asked, «“Do you need me along,
Mom?”»

I told her, «“No, sweetie. If
it is your dad, I’ll decide what to do then. They still need to
find out how he died.”»

Looking at Ben, I said, “Sean said you should
stay here with Bridget. Hopefully we’ll be back in a couple of
hours, but you might have your relief come here anyway. Do you need
a way back to the hotel?”

Ben told me, “Don’t worry about a ride.
EverAlert handles that; it’s not your problem. I’ll stay here, keep
my eyes open and try to survive the kids.”

By then, all five of Teresa’s and Maura’s kids
were home from school. They’d treated Bridget like a princess,
vying to hold her or change her. All but the youngest had
experience with babies, plus both moms were on watch.

Ben didn’t seem uncomfortable; he’d said he had
a young child of his own. He was careful to stay out of the
mainstream so he could stay alert to everything going on but
tolerated the occasional kid body running into his legs. He got his
share of holding Bridget but made sure to keep his gun hand
free.

Bridget spread lovey-dovey all over. Anyone who
held her or smiled at her got smiles, laughs, gurgles along with
baby hugs and kisses if they got close enough. With the kids, she’d
say something like, «“You’re very nice! Be
proud!”»

Ben got a solid, «“Thank you!
You make us feel safe and protected. Thank you!”»

I grabbed a sweater and left with Sean; we kept
our physical and spiritual eyes open and drove. Our destination was
only a half-hour away in northern Los Angeles.

We checked in and waited in a cold room for a
couple minutes. An Assistant Coroner wheeled in a gurney with a
sheet-covered body. She drew the top of the sheet down to expose
the face.

Okay. Deep breath (but try not to smell
anything) and take a look. Yeh, probably Frank, but the face was
odd. The eyes seemed to bulge out a lot and the temples seemed
curved outwards.

I mentioned this to the Coroner. She said,
“Bodies do what seem to be unusual things. We’ll be checking out
pretty much everything. Is this Frank McLennan?”

Shit, I dunno. I said, “He had a scar on the
left inner forearm and a jaggy appendectomy scar.”

She pulled the left forearm out; there was the
exact scar. When she peeled the sheet up around the waist, there
was the scar. Okay. Another deep breath — awful smells.

“Yes, that’s Frank. The scars match and the face
looks close enough. When will the autopsy be done?”

She thought a moment. “We’ll start tonight or
tomorrow morning. We’re in pretty good shape, traffic-wise.”

I handed her one of Dr. Sayes’ cards. “This is
our family doctor. Can you send results to her?”

She took the card and said, “No problem. The
police will get a copy, too.”

There was nothing more to be done so we left.
Frank was gone. Shit. We sat in the lobby for a few minutes while I
cried on Sean’s shoulder. No matter how he’d treated Bridget and me
the last year, I still remembered the man I’d fallen in love with
and married.

I said, “If I remember correctly, Frank has a
sister. I’ll have to tell her eventually. Her address is in the
apartment; we need to get back in there and get it livable
again.”

“Okay. I’ll see what Sergeant Kane can do.”

He called on his cell phone; I «joined» a little and listened through his ear.
Sergeant Kane transferred us to another officer. Yeh, the voice was
familiar from the hospital.

Sean said, “Officer Cain, it’s Sean Cullen and
Eileen McLennan. Mrs. McLennan just did a positive ID on Frank’s
body so that’s a done deal. We’d like to get back in her apartment
to get it straightened around.”

Officer Cain put us on hold a few minutes while
he called the Coroner’s office. He came back on the line and said,
“That’s confirmed. If you have keys, just go on in. Don’t worry
about the tape; you can just pull it down. Sean, I won’t even ask
how the baby car seat and a lot of clothes just seemed to disappear
from there.”

Sean laughed. “Em, no comment except to say to
the best of our knowledge only authorized personnel have set foot
in there. Thanks for your help.”

We went back by the hotel. We stopped and told
Sam the news. Sean told him, “We’ll be pulling the EverAlert watch;
there’s no need for them any longer.”

Sean did an in and out for something in his
room. We ran into Kate in the hallway. Sean told her, “Hello, Kate.
We’re going to be pulling the security guard outta here; that
situation’s been resolved.” We chatted a few moments more then Sean
turned towards the elevator.

Kate and I watched his butt twitch, looked at
each other, wiggled our eyebrows and laughed. It was so nice to
laugh again!

Sean turned around and said, “What?” We laughed
some more while he rolled his eyes and shook his head.
«“Must be a woman thing, right?”»

«“Right. The entire housekeeping staff
— female at least — loves to watch your butt.”»

«“Well, that’s okay, I guess. At least
no one’s grabbed it.”»

«“So far. My hands aren’t functioning
too well right now, but I might try it myself anyway.”»

«Grin. “Remember, turn about is fair
play.”»

«“Sweetheart, you may grab my butt any
time.”»

Sean

In the car, I handed Eileen a
cell phone. “That’s a spare on my plan. Here’s the number. You can
hold on to it; why don’t you call your doctor for that appointment
on Monday?”

She smiled (Dayum that brightens things up. I
didn’t care if she was still iridescent.) and dialed.

I called Maura. “It’s a done deal, Maura. It was
Frank. I’m going to cancel the security guards, but don’t let Ben
leave until we get there.”

I called EverAlert and ended the contract.
They’d email me a satisfaction survey and an invoice. Good.

When we got to Maura’s, we gave Bridget a good
snuggle. Eileen told her, «“It was your dad.
They’re going to find out what happened in a couple
days.”»

Bridget told her, «“I’m sorry,
Mom. I barely remember anything about him, but I know you loved him
enough to marry him.”»

«“That’s right, honey. I’m just going
to try to remember the good times and not worry about the
bad.”»

I gave Ben two envelopes, one for him and one
for Jim. I figured a $250 tip each would help finance a night on
the town for them and their spouses.

Ben gave Bridget a big snuggle before the
EverAlert car picked him up. She gave him a long hug, lots of
smiles and lots of wobbly baby kisses as she told him,
«“Thank you again. We felt very well-protected.
Good man!”» She’d made a friend for life.

Eileen and I left Bridget to the tender mercies
of the Cullen Sisters’ families while we headed over to Eileen’s
apartment.

We pulled down the police tape with a few
«touches» and opened the door. Locked? No
problem, just push back the latch with a touch.

It seemed in pretty good condition considering
the police had been through it as a crime scene. There was some
disarray and a couple of blood spots on the floor, but in general
it just needed a straightening and cleaning.

Eileen looked around and said, “Home, not so
sweet home. With your help, it won’t take a lot until we can move
back in.”

I shook my head firmly. “Eileen, you and Bridget
are staying where you are at the hotel. This place is much too
small, especially since you’re probably now the proud owners of at
least one hundred additional sets of baby clothes.”

She grinned at me and asked, “You’re asking us
to move in with you?”

I grinned back. “No. Room 228 is completely
independent of my room. The joining door is a strictly a
convenience, and you can lock it from your side. It will be your
and Bridget’s place and under your complete control. If you wanna
paint it with pink and orange zebra stripes and hang Frankenstein
posters all over, that’s between you and the manager.

“It’ll be yours. We’ll talk about anything else
after we’ve got things straightened out more and you’re healed up.
Once you’re independent again, you can make any other decisions
based on that.

“I love Bridget and I love you, Eileen; I have
absolutely no doubt about it. We just need to let things settle out
for a while.”

She snuggled up to me, and we hugged while we
shared a warm gentle kiss. Outside, we «blended» together and made rainbows as we caressed
each other and shared our love.

She told me, “I could get used to being a kept
woman for a while. We accept your offer with no reservations. I’m
still stiff and sore, but I want you in my bed. When I get things
healed up enough, we’ll have some real partying; in the meantime, I
figure we can find other stuff to do.”

She wiggled a firm warm bosom and hard nipples
against me and tried to sand all the skin off my woody with her
mons while we traded lots of spit and tongue. Life was great.

Anyway, let’s check this place out. Eileen had
handled the finances so she had a good idea what was going on. She
told me, “Everything was paid up as of Saturday. I don’t see any
new bills in the mail so that’s probably all up to date.

“We’ll need to collect stuff like birth
certificates, my marriage license, that kind of stuff. I know
there’s a life insurance policy around somewhere; we got it just
after we were married. We’ve had ninety bucks or so auto-debited
every month since then. There’s a will, too.

“I’ve got the medical insurance somewhere;
that’s run a couple hundred a month and so far has been worth every
penny for Bridget. My stuff will probably run several thousand at
least.”

I told her, “More likely in the range of tens of
thousands. Emergency room treatment is not
cheap.”

She started pulling open drawers; between a cast
and wrapped fingers on the left hand and a sprain on the right she
was having a hell of a time. I picked off something from her memory
and asked, “Eileen, how did you get your socks and underwear on
this morning?”

She moaned at herself and fired up deft
«touches». “I’m not used
to this yet.”

«“None of us are used to it. It’s
completely new territory. Remember, it’s been only three days since
we discovered all this stuff, so don’t beat yourself
up.”»

She found and pulled several folders. I told
her, “We’ve still got another week left on the rent. How about we
leave pretty much everything else? I’ve got two sisters who would
love to help with it.”

“I don’t want to impose on them; they’ve already
helped tremendously just by watching Bridget.”

I gave her a gentle spirit-smack up alongside
the head. “Sweetheart, they’re in their element. If for no other
reason, they’ve been trying to get me fixed up for so long, this is
a chance for them to help make it all go right.

“Besides, they love you two. I’ve been around
them for 23 years; they can be colder than Pluto towards someone of
whom they disapprove. On the other hand, they can be warm and
loving towards someone they like. There’s more than like going on here.

“If we left them out of all this, I’d end up
bald, shy one testicle and have an additional arsehole. We’ve gotta
at least give them the opportunity to refuse. Let them help.”

She laughed. “I bet they were plotting from the
first minute they saw Bridget. They were really plotting this morning. By the way, you know
they’ve got plenty of Talent?”

I grinned. “Yeh, I picked that up. I’ve been
avoiding that for right now; I get enough verbal harassment about
my love life without them looking over my shoulder when we’re
snogging.” «“Speaking of snogging, we haven’t
done any for at least five minutes.”»

We handled that issue immediately. I took
advantage of her permission to grab her butt and caressed it for as
long as I thought I could get away with it — which was a long time.

We finally broke it off. She found her purse and
nosed around inside. “Good. Everything’s here: checkbook, house
keys, wallet, all that stuff. Guess I exist again; I’ve got a
plastic card with my picture and name on it.”

We dropped by her landlord’s and gave notice. I
gave them a check for two more weeks’ rent to help ease the pain;
it never hurts to leave on a good note.

I asked her, “How about you invite the gang for
dinner? My treat and you don’t have to cook.”

She just reached out and «talked» with Teresa and Maura — they were a couple
miles from here; not too shabby! They were more than willing to
have a family outing at my expense. They agreed: the Arms in an
hour.

I gave the restaurant a call and got one of the
private rooms. They’d had the young-uns there quite a few times
before so they knew the game.

We went back to our place(s) and I helped her
get “dressed for dinner.” At her request, I unwrapped her wrist
sprain bandage; she flexed it a few times and said, “Not too bad.
If I take it easy, it should be fine.”

She insisted I help wash her. Who am I to refuse
help to a lovely Irish coleen? I wrapped the left hand, cast and
the rib support in plastic wrap and washed away.

What? Just because I did the final wash and
inspection on a couple body parts with my tongue didn’t mean she
had to let loose at me in Irish!

I grabbed a quick shower and changed. She’d
gotten dressed by herself with the help of some «touches» and was putting on her makeup. I offered to
do a quality control inspection; whoa! Her command of Irish
invective was getting better every minute.

 



Chapter 5

Eileen

I decided on very little make
up. Hell, if I’d try to hide the bruises, it would take a couple
hours, and I’d end up looking like a circus clown. I just put on a
dab of lipstick.

Sean offered to do a quality control check.
Shit! My legs got all quivery, my nipples popped up, and my pussy
slicked up right away. I Irished him; we didn’t have time for
that.

He insisted on brushing my hair, though. I could
tolerate that much, I guessed. It was almost a mistake; he brushed,
nuzzled my neck (chills and hot jolts all the way down) and kept
trying to slip a hand around front to check out stuff. I drew on
Nana’s teaching of Irish curses, smacked his sneaky hand a couple
times (Oops, I missed a few times and had to suffer through some
wonderful fondling!) and managed to keep him at bay.

This mental stuff is nice. Teresa «told» me they were pulling into the garage so we went
down to the restaurant. No phone tag, no sweat.

Teresa hugged me and introduced her husband,
Patrick. He gave me a warm hug, grinned at me and said, “Welcome to
the Clann, Eileen.” Seems I was going to get it from the guys,
too.

Maura’s husband was John. He hugged me and told
me, “You’ve got a wonderful daughter, Eileen. Welcome home.” Dayum,
he got me on that one.

We chatted away in Irish. Teresa had told me
they wanted the kids fluent in it, and they did very well.
Obviously the restaurant staff was used to them because they
brought the kids’ starter stuff in while the adults looked at the
menu.

Maura told us, «“We think
Patrick and John have a bit of the Talent, too. We’ve been
snuggling with them a bit and feel something stirring.”»

Sean told them, «“Give it a
shot. I don’t know how it works, but that’s how we started with you
two. What the heck, give the young-uns a shot sometime; who knows
what they’ve got.”»

Teresa said, «“They’ve got
Talent, too, but we’ll leave them be a while. We can already tell
what they’re thinking so that’s a big help already. We’ll work on
the hubbies first; maybe there won’t be so much confusion that
way.”»

Sean wandered off into the kitchen to chat a
while. While he was gone, The Nolans and Bardons took the
opportunity to brag on “Lover Boy.”

Maura told me, “Four years ago, he got us
started in our own business; John and Patrick own and run Eire’s
Tavern in Pasadena. Teresa and I help out with the bookkeeping,
ordering, personnel, that sort of stuff. It’s a blast, it makes
money, and it lets us do the kid stuff we want.

“Lover Boy keeps sticking his nose in, though.
He looks at the advertising, makes up attraction gimmicks and
occasionally wanders around in his silly hat. Even the local Irish
laugh at it — and keep coming back.”

Teresa asked, “So what are your plans now,
Eileen? Going back to the shop?”

I told them dead-pan, “I’m going to be a kept
woman for a couple of weeks. Some weirdo offered Bridget and me a
place to stay until I get healed up, and I don’t even have to put
out for it.”

Patrick asked, “This weirdo wouldn’t be wearin’
a silly bowler hat, would he?”

I laughed, “You got it! At least he takes it off
for meals.”

John didn’t crack a smile. “Does he take it off
at night?”

I said, “No comment.”

We laughed for several minutes then laughed at
Sean as he came back. He asked, “What?”

Patrick told him, “We’re getting the dirt on
your night-time hat habits, lad.”

He just grinned, gave Bridget a little kiss and
me a longer one. He told them, “Eileen and Bridget have their own
private room for as long as they wish. Bridget has already
expressed her opinion of my hat.” He showed them the chewed spot on
the brim. We laughed for quite a while and complemented Bridget on
her good taste in haberdashery.

Bridget told us, «“I’ve got
another tooth ready to pop, so that thing is in mortal
danger.”»

We giggled anew while John and Patrick looked a
little puzzled. Then again, with the Cullen Sisters, they’d be
puzzled most of the time anyway.

Maura and Teresa were more than happy to go over
the apartment with me (“Just try to keep us away!”). Teresa called
Sam and reserved the hotel delivery van for a couple of hours on
Friday.

Dinner was excellent. My teeth weren’t quite so
sore today, but I stuck with fish; I’d chew steak some other
time.

Patrick ran off with Bridget a few minutes later
to change her. While they were gone, Bridget laid the lovin’ on him
and made yet another convert to the Bridget cult.

I told them about my family. I’d been born in
Covina; my folks had died in an accident when I was five, so Nana
raised me in Sierra Madre. Nana’s name had been Margaret Sullivan.
When I described her, John asked, “What was her maiden name?”

I started looking for it then Bridget popped up
with, «“Gallagher.”»

I told him; he said, “Hey, Seanathair dated a
Margaret Gallagher in high school! He’d maunder on about spooning
with her on her front porch at, em, let’s see… oh, yeh, Vosburg
Street.”

Neat! “Well, she took me to Vosburg Street once,
pointed out a house and told me she’d lived there during high
school. I guess that makes us almost-relatives, right?”

That little bit didn’t hurt our relationship at
all.

At the end of the meal, Sean called the waiters
and the chef out and complemented them all. We passed Bridget
around to them all; she did her shtick and made more slaves.

Teresa poked her in her tummy and told her, “You
do that so good!”

She told us, «“That’s part of
my job. My job is to grow this body up healthy and in exchange make
people happy for helping me do that. If I can do it by laying a
little lovin’ on them, I’m happy with that.”»

We traded a round of hugs and kisses; they took
off and Sean, Bridget and I went “home.” A nice word it is,
home.

A round of tooth brushing, strip down and into
bed. I’ll be glad to get this rib support off. I was already pretty
rank under there.

The bruises seemed to have faded a little.
Bridget told me, «“They have faded, Mom. They’re
not so, em, vivid.”»

Wonderful. I yelled at Sean, «“Hey, flah! It’s time for your butt inspection so haul it in
here.”»

He told me, «“Yes, ma’am. Your
wish is my command.”»

Bridget said, «“And you’d
better remember it, too!”»

Sean made the lockup rounds, snuggled and kissed
Bridget then stripped and lay down beside me.

We snogged; Bridget popped outside and snogged
right along with us. I tossed the covers back, eased around (dayum
ribs and cast!) and got down for the inspection. Hmm, I could
inspect it very well with my right hand while I checked out this
thing in front which had poked me a lot today.

While I did taste-testing on his tool, Sean
pulled my upper leg atop his head and nuzzled my pussy; it
responded with a flood of liquid.

Of course he had to lick it up; Bridget stole
some first and rubbed it all over my pucker hole. Dayum that felt
good!

Long, slow loving. Sean and Bridget made it last
and last, flooding us with warm, gentle releases as we
«blended» outside. Sean came close several
times, but I eased off.

I felt Sean swell up; he sucked in my
extremely-hard clit, Bridget pushed a small phantom finger up my
butt, and we shared wonderful hot climaxes for several long
wonderful minutes.

I decided he passed inspection. He was just the
right size; not that four men this lifetime made me any expert,
mind you.

Sean pulled me back up and spooned up behind me.
I pulled his hand to my top boob («“So it doesn’t
get cold.”»), gave him and Bridget a final spirit-hug and
let the body go to sleep. We spirit-whispered to each other:

«“Best Man! Best
Daughter!”»

«“Best Girl! Best Lady!”»

«“Best Mom! Best Man!”»

With the danger past, we popped outside. Bridget
left a streamer to her body while Sean gave us a tour of every nook
and cranny of the hotel. For the time being, we bypassed the
crannies where there was nookie going on.

Sean

(Friday 4/28)

I woke up with Bridget licking
my face, sucking on my earlobe and pretending to gnaw it with her
tooth. I growled quietly, grabbed her and burbled her belly real
good. I showed her who was boss!

Eileen woke up and joined the fun. She nibbled
on tiny fingers and toes and gave us butterfly kisses.

Eileen groaned. “I’m still a bit stiff and sore.
I’ll go pee; you get to change her then I’ll feed her.” She rolled
out of bed and headed for the john.

I stuck my finger in the diaper, but it was dry.
I asked Bridget, “Mom change you earlier?”

She laughed. «“No, I did it
myself! I didn’t even pee in the new one!”»

Really cool! I hugged her good while telling
her, “Wonderful girl! Best Girl! Favorite youngest sweetheart!”

Eileen came back and slid back in bed. “You must
be a quick-change artist too along with your other talents.”

I told her, “No, our extremely clever and
talented daughter had already changed her own diaper.”

Eileen laughed. “Now that is an independent
baby! Bridget, you’re so good! Best
Daughter!”

«“Best Mom! Best Man! I tried Sean’s
earlobe earlier, but it seems pretty dry. Got milk?”»

“I sure do.” Bridget assumed the position and
latched on.

She told us, «“By the way, I
like Sean’s before-shave smell — and taste.”»

Eileen leaned over and gave my cheek a quick
sniff. “Em, what is that? It’s familiar.”

I grinned. “Three guesses. Before the first one,
try to remember where my face was last night.”

She got it real quick and pinked up a little. I
told her, “I’ll go take a quick shower, shave and come back for the
after-shave.”

She grinned but told me, “Can’t. Teresa and
Maura are coming by at 10:00. I’ll take a rain check, though.”

“Agreed.”

I did my thing in the bathroom. When I got out,
Eileen was dressed. She said, “Let’s go out for breakfast; to the
restaurant is fine.”

Bridget said, «“Why don’t we
‘go down’ for breakfast instead? I enjoyed that.”»

We pretended to tickle her to death while she
defended herself with hard raps from her rattle. We did go to the
restaurant for breakfast, though.

Eileen

Bridget’s diaper-change trick
was cool. I could tell she was proud of being able to do something
for herself so she wasn’t so totally dependant on us. And Sean
saying “our daughter” sent chills all over me.

We got back from breakfast just before 10:00.
Obviously Kate had been in because the bed was made. I noticed a
little sticky note under a tiny piece of chocolate. It had a line
drawing of a nose and a happy-face. Clever girl!

Sean packed up Bridget’s boogie bag. I
«told» Maura and Teresa we’d meet them in
the garage in a few minutes.

Sean said, “You ladies do whatever you ladies
decide to do. Unless something changes, I’ll catch up on business
emails and do some business stop-bys; it’s been four months since
I’ve been around.”

Sean carried Bridget down. It was several
hundred feet of walking; I was getting a lot better, but it was
still some work. We stopped at the front desk to pick up the van
keys.

Teresa pulled in with Maura. I was already in
the van; Sean moved the car seat to the van, strapped Bridget into
it and we were off!

The game started right away. Teresa asked,
“Where was Sean’s hat last night?”

“Dunno. I didn’t hear it cry from loneliness;
maybe he wears it to bed.”

I directed them to the apartment. Maura pulled
up so the side doors were just opposite the door (ground floor).
With them open, no one could see what we were doing from the
outside.

I laid Bridget down on her stomach on the
kitchen floor; that was out of the way for the time being. She
started practicing head lifts, pushups, situps and rollovers.
«“I’m going to be strong!”»

Sam had put a bunch of storage boxes in the van
(good man!); we «touched» them inside. We
found some comfortable chairs, kicked back and went to work.

All my clothes went. We could «touch» them onto the back seat in a big pile. Frank’s
clothes we set in a different pile to one side of the room.

We set up boxes and dumped loads of shoes, baby
stuff, papers, undies, kitchen stuff and miscellaneous. How come so
much stuff ended up in the miscellaneous?

I put my curious-about question in, “I
understand you two, your hubbies and Sean own the Altadena Arms.
How does that work?”

Teresa grinned. “That’s not exactly correct,”
she said. And waited.

Bridget said, «“Okay, I’ll be
the straight guy. What is the ‘exactly correct’?”»

Everyone laughed. Maura explained, “The actual
owner is a corporation named Cullen Hotels. Sean, Teresa, me and
our husbands are the corporate shareholders. Sean owns 60% and we
each hold 10%. That’s about the only place we can’t gang up on
him.”

Teresa said, “It was the first property Sean got
when he turned eighteen. He did his wheel and deal, got it pretty
cheap and paid it off last December.

“He moved into that room the first day so he
could run the place. As we got managers trained, he backed off from
the daily operations. As of last year, he’s not involved with the
operations side.

“Not too bad for a twenty-three-year old, eh?
He’ll make some lucky lady an excellent catch.”

Dangling the bait again, eh? Bridget put her bit
in this time, «“Can’t you see Mom’s a grieving
widow right now? She wouldn’t dream of getting involved with
another man until I’m at least in high school. Right,
Mom?”»

They stared at me; I managed to keep a straight
face, pulled my blouse up and plucked at the rib support. “Besides,
I’m pretty ripe under here by now. Unless a guy’s got a necrophilia
fetish, he’d throw up.”

They weren’t defeated. Maura said, “I don’t know
if Sean’s ever done it, but he’d probably be pretty good at
consoling a grieving widow.”

Teresa put in, “Except for that hat, of course.
By the way, how’re the soreness and the ribs?”

I told them, “Pretty decent. I get a twinge from
the ribs and the left hand every once in a while. I’m a bit stiff
in the morning, but the soreness is working out.”

Teresa grinned. “Bet someone else is stiff in
the morning, too. Have Sean give you a massage; he’s really good at
them.”

I laughed and told them, “Dunno about the stiff
part; I’ll put a massage on the request list.”

We traded wise-cracks and innuendos back and
forth while we kept working; Bridget put her remarks in on my (our)
behalf.

We were done with all the closets, the dressers,
the bathroom and almost all the kitchen. Bridget changed the
subject around, «“I’ve got this odd smell around
my backside and it feels squishy.”»

I said, “My very clever daughter has something
to show us. Watch.”

We swiveled around to watch Bridget on the
kitchen floor. She picked up her body, put it on its back, pulled
out a fresh diaper, pulled off the old one, cleaned up real good
with baby wipes, put on powder, put on the new diaper, folded and
trashed the old diaper and had everything put away in less than
three minutes. That’s faster than I could do it.

Maura and Teresa laughed and applauded. Bridget
held her body upright and bent it at the waist several times while
she laughed, too.

Teresa said, “Dayum! Wish my kids coulda done
that.” Maura echoed the sentiment.

Now that the subject was changed, I picked up
Bridget, she latched onto a boob, and I asked, “You tried more
mental snuggling with the hubbies yet?”

They laughed. Maura told me, “John’s stirring.
This morning he «asked» me something while
he was in the kitchen and I was in the kids’ room. I don’t think
he’s aware of it yet.”

Teresa said, “Patrick’s feeling good, too. I
think we’ve got a couple of winners.”

Bridget said, «“You’re all
winners! I’ve got the best mom, the best godfather and you are the
best aunts, uncles, nieces and nephews in the whole
world!”»

Goo flooded knee-deep over the floor.

Sean

I reviewed the email statistics
and mapped out which businesses I wanted to visit that day. I
printed up a full set of stat graphs for the last year (if the
business had been around that year), last quarter, last month and
the last week to take with me.

I’d caught up a little on the other routine
email newsletters but was still behind. What I needed was someone
sharp who could do some of that. Hmm. I started percolating a Smart
Thought around.

First thing I did was stop by Target to get
another child seat; switching one between Teresa and Maura’s car
and mine was dumb. I found one with an AM/FM radio, DVD player
(Free Barney DVD; I smashed it with my ratchet and distributed the
fragments over three dumpsters), suspended mobile, bottle warmer,
diaper and food storage, cell phone, theft alarm, fold-out to a
self-propelled four-wheel stroller, GPS and a 2 cubic feet AC/DC
refrigerator. I’ve also got options for sale on the pedestrian
rights for a bridge in the Bay Area if you’re interested.

The first business was a “Mom and Pop”
collectibles shop, Collectible Arts. It specialized in comic books,
action figures and trading cards. I first drove all the way around
the block so I could inspect the entire outside.

Looked okay. I parked and checked out the front
display window. Looked fine; it was neat and tidy with an
attention-grabbing action figure of Manix Ranger holding one of his
comics (a common one, not an expensive rare one that would fade in
the sun). Good.

The door dinger worked fine. Francis looked up
from behind the counter, grinned and called out, “Attention on
deck! Bowler arriving!”

I got a handshake all around and a nice hug from
Francine, Francis’ SO. Francis and Francine ran the shop with an
assistant, Simon. Simon handled the floor while I went over the
stats in the back room with them.

They’d refined the store layout with the more
common items near the front. They’d put the checkout line so it ran
right by the common stuff so a customer would tend to look while
they waited… then buy.

We went over several things like that. Francis
brought up a new point. “Simon had an idea of creating a Yahoo
Group or similar where we could list availability of collectibles
and also requests. He figures if he can get enough dealers on it,
we’d all be more flexible.”

I asked, “And what do you guys think?”

They liked the idea. I asked, “According to the
manual, what would be the actual first step?”

They took a look at the manual. “Survey. See if
it’s needed and wanted.”[1]

“Okay. Besides telling you if it’s needed and
wanted, you’ll probably end up with contacts to lots of other
collectibles dealers and at least a possible oral method of doing
something similar, right?

“If the survey shows interest, how about doing
some research? Study the NASDQ stock exchange; it’s completely
electronic, has bid, ask and three levels of other stuff and gets
updated every couple minutes. Do a preliminary design and take a
look.

“I’ll betcha Simon is a computer geek. He could
design and implement an interactive web site, and you could hire
someone to do the updating. You get something like that, if someone
came in with something to sell, you could get the actual market
value in a couple seconds rather than estimating.

“Tell you what. If you folk do the preliminary
survey, research, design and financial study then we’ll talk
funding. This should be something entirely separate from the shop
here. That way, if it takes off, you three might well be in a
position to have your own business, just like that.”

Extreme interest.

 


 


 


The other businesses were very
similar. Look at the graphs, spot any changes (up or down) and see
what occurred. If it had been a desirable change, find out the
cause and reinforce it. Undesirable, root it out.[2]

At the Ladies’ Leather shop, I could smell a
little mustiness mixed in with the desirable leather smell. Since I
could «look» around, I found it in a
couple seconds. The mop sink in the back had mold around the drain
and it smelled.

Jim, the manager, said, “It keeps backing up.
I’ve run Drano and such down it, but that hasn’t fixed it yet.”

I said, “Okay. Call in the big guns, then. Since
the inexpensive method didn’t work, take it up to the next level.
Let RotoRooter or whoever do their thing. If even three customers
get turned off by the odor, we could have paid for it already by
the possible sales.

“Since this place is leased, the leaseholder
should pay for something like that. Contact them and get
approval.”

On the To Do List. Jim then put forth the next
idea. “Sean, you ever think of selling this place?”

Okay! Negotiation time! Exactly what I wanted
from all these places.

We kicked a couple offers around for a bit. I
told him, “Tell you what. Go down the manual. When all the major
points are in place or at least addressed and targeted, then we’ll
talk again. Most of the points which take money to implement aren’t
capital costs so don’t affect the net worth; the cost is an
expense.

“If you work to get the points in now as an
expense, it’s on my dime, not yours after you buy it. Who would you
rather spend the money, me or you?”

The answer was obvious. Actually, it wouldn’t
cost much out of pocket to implement any of the points. If they
bought a business in top operating shape, they’d be able to pay it
off faster and easier, I’d get my investment and profit more
reliably, and everyone would win.

I finished up with the last shop on my list
around 5:00; I found a couple neat things there. Good. It was time
to get with my sweet ladies and have a bit of togetherness; Eileen
had «told» me our plans for the
evening.

Eileen

We did a final straightening up,
put the trash in the dumpster (I wouldn’t need a pair of worn-out
tenny pumps.), swept up and took off.

We took Frank’s clothes and stuff to the
Salvation Army store. I got a receipt, and it was a done deal.

Maura called Sam to warn him we were coming with
a ton of stuff and to dig out some portable storage units. He told
her, “They’re at the front of the storeroom; I’ll get them up
there. Funny how Sean and I figured you guys would want them. I’ll
have Bob and a couple others meet you in the garage to take the
stuff up.”

When we got upstairs, Teresa pointed at me and
said, “You! Sit. Rest. Cuddle the kid.” I did. They took the stuff
up in several trips; the van had been stuffed.

It took about a half-hour to get the stuff up
and semi put away. Teresa handed Bob her car keys and told him,
“One last run, hopefully. The car’s packed with kid clothes and
stuff I’ve been dying to get rid of. Haul it up here, and we’ll
stuff it under the sofa.”

When it was done, we lavished praise on them for
their hard work. Maura gave Bob the van keys to give to Sam, and
they went on their way. It didn’t hurt that each went off with a
crisp $20 in a pocket.

By then it was a bit after 4:00. Teresa said,
“Since you and Sean treated us last night, it’s our turn. How about
the Tavern? You could see what we do.”

I allowed as how it would be quite interesting.
Teresa called the Tavern, talked with Patrick and reserved us a big
table for 6:00.

I «sent» out the plans
to Sean and he agreed; somehow I thought he would. They took turns
cuddling Bridget for a while, she demonstrated her diaper-changing
technique again then they left around 4:30.

Bridget and I lay around for a while. It’s a
great luxury to be lazy at times.

We gave her a quick bath (She pretty much did it
all by herself, but of course Mom loved to supervise.), and I
washed up. Dayum that rib support felt grungy — and there were two
or three more days to go.

The bruises had faded to lots of yellow-green. I
was still a bit tired, but almost all the actual soreness was gone.
Maybe in a couple more days they’d be presentable.

Sean came cruising in a little after five,
snuggled on us a few moments then took off to his place to change
for dinner. Fifteen minutes later he was back.

He’d put on short black boots with a 2” heel,
plaid pants, a green silk shirt with a green bow tie, a green vest
and an iridescent green bowler. He looked like a leprechaun!

I laughed so hard my ribs started hurting.
Bridget covered her eyes with her hands and wailed in pain. Sean
stuck out his lip and pretended to pout.

“Whazza matter, don’t I look Irish enough?”

Yeh, right. He grinned, reached in a bag and
pulled out a green vest and bowler for me and a small green vest,
bowler and rattle for Bridget. “Family dress-alike!”

Groan. On the other hand, did I give a shit if
someone else thought I looked ridiculous? Suppose a couple people
looked, laughed and hung around the Tavern a little longer, maybe
for a few more drinks or a meal. Hmm. Sean had “looked ridiculous”
for years, and he owned this place outright!

Bridget agreed. In fact, she dug through the
spoils of the day and produced two green ribbons which she tied in
bows around her big toes. Getting with the program!

On the way down the elevator, Sean flipped and
spun the hat. “Different balance; gotta practice.”

Sam saw us cross the lobby, buried his head in
his hands and pretended to cry.

From the outside, Eire’s Tavern looked sharp.
The parking lot was neat and clean, the parking attendants
courteous, and the signs and lighting were just right to make the
place stand out without being garish.

Inside was just as good. To the left was the
bar, already filled. Straight ahead was the restaurant. The greeter
knew Sean and led us right in to where Teresa, Maura and the
young-uns were sitting.

They had on green, too. They groaned and laughed
at Sean and pretended to try to steal his hat. He grinned, flipped
it around and danced a few Irish Jig steps.

He looked around and let out a moderately-loud
stream of Irish to the effect of “must have all the good folk of
Altadena, Pasadena and the rest of Southern California gathered
here to look at my sweet ladies.”

The five nieces and nephews were in Irish
colors; this was routine for them. They laughed at Sean, waved,
chatted with us (in Irish) and were having a grand old time.

We had very nice dinner, just enough to make us
feel a little too full but not enough to hurt. The waiters rattled
away in Irish to everyone (including the other customers) then
would say much the same in English.

Around 7:30, Teresa, Maura and Sean stood up.
Teresa pointed at me and Bridget and said, “Come with us.”

They led the way to a small stage at one end of
the room. Holy shit, I hoped all they wanted me to do was to show
the colors!

They didn’t; they expected me to sing with them
and wouldn’t take no for an answer. «“We know you
have a good voice and know Nana taught you a lot of songs and know
you’ll do just fine.”»

We «joined» around 35%
and sang. Somehow I knew all the words and harmonies, and we belted
out some wild songs, some solemn ballads and some happy, cheerful
tunes, a lot of them in Irish. Someone was offstage sending the
accompaniment out at just the right volume.

The audience must have been expecting this,
because a lot of them sang right along. Fun!

The music changed to a fast Irish Jig. Maura
told me, «“You do not do this; it’s too hard on
the ribs right now!”»

Teresa, Maura and Sean put on one hell of a
show! Besides being «joined», they’d been
doing it together for years.

The music changed and slowed a little. Sean
started doing hat tricks! He’d flip it, spin it, roll it up and
down his arms, toss it up in the air and have it land on his
head.

Teresa had nudged Bridget and me forward a bit
while they’d moved back. I turned to watch Sean do some hat flips,
and he moved even with me so Bridget was between us and we were all
visible to the audience. Yeh, they’d «informed» us of the maneuver.

Sean flipped the hat in the air with his right
hand, spun around a couple times and caught it behind his back. He
did the same with his left hand, but this time as the hat was
coming down, Bridget leaned way forward
and caught it.

She pulled it down over her head and kicked her
feet around. The audience loved it! Sean plucked her from my arm
and sat her on his shoulder. She stuffed the hat back on his head
so it covered his eyes to his nose and everyone waved as we trooped
off the stage.

I’d say we sang for our supper. We stayed for
another half hour then took off home.

We got ready for bed, I nursed Bridget then we
cuddled for a long time. We «blended» time
after time outside and through our bodies, sharing the happiness
and love we’d found with each other.

Sean

(Saturday 4/29)

We slept in a bit. I had half a
dozen shops to hit today, but they were the “easy” ones. We ordered
breakfast in, ate and lounged around.

Sarah, the weekend housekeeper, knocked around
10:00. We were decent so I called for her to come in.

She came in, sniffed a few times then looked at
Eileen. Eileen had a solid control in so I had no idea what she was
thinking. She shrugged and raised her hands in apology.

Sarah gave an “oh, well” shrug and started
straightening up. Gotta be secret woman
stuff!

I asked Eileen, “I’m going to run around to six
of my shops. Want to come along?”

She did. “Sharon apparently ran hers from your
book. I wanna see what ones are like that you’ve put together.”
That was fair, I guess.

I packed Bridget’s boogie bag, ensured the baby
sling was in it, and we took off.

Bridget fit in the new car seat like it had been
made for her. She didn’t scream for a Barney video so we stayed
sane. She asked, «“Barney?”»

Eileen told her all about the purple dinosaur
mystique. What it came down to was that kids usually loved him and
99.9999% of the adults hated him with a passion known only to mass
murderers and genocidists.

Bridget said, «“Well, if it
makes you feel any better, I have no desire to see such a thing.
Bring on ‘You’ve Got Mail,’ ‘Return to Me’ and other such
stuff.”»

BEST GIRL! We’ll get along just fine.

I drove around the first shop and explained what
I looked for. This one was clean all the way around, though the
sign lettering on the building was getting a bit too faded. Well,
that’s an expense for me. It went on the To Do List.

I told Eileen, “You two nose around. If you spot
anything that seems strange, let me know. Unless, of course, it’s
an attention-getter.”

That place was fine. It was moving along,
steadily increasing sales (and profit) around a percent a
month.

The next couple were okay, too. On the one after
that, Bridget pointed out a collection of shirts (this was a
clothing store) that looked too out of place in the men’s area. The
managers and I took a look; she was correct. Those particular
shirts were designed to be unisex so they didn’t fit in either
area.

We looked at the inventory lists and discovered
we carried several items meant to be unisex which were either in
the men’s or the woman’s area. We also noted there weren’t many
sales on them.

Okay. We decided to put these all together in a
new section (move things around just a little) and mark the section
as “Unisex.” We’d check that later to see if we’d done a Successful
Action.

Good. Bridget had just paid for her supper.
Grin.

We took a lunch break and a rest around noon. We
didn’t push it; if we didn’t make it to all the places today, no
big deal; there was always next week.

We finished up by 6:00 with no more surprises or
major corrective actions needed. Life was good.

Eileen

It was an eye-opener for Bridget
and me. Here were six (seven, actually, if I counted Shane’s Shop)
different enterprises with different products, services and markets
all working on the same basic principles and concepts and doing
very well at it.

This, I’ve gotta study. Granted, I’d earned my
BBA but hadn’t used it. Most of the things I’d heard Sean talk
about hadn’t even been hinted at in college: Working Solutions,
Smart Thoughts, Attraction, and Public Knows Us by Our
Environment.[3]

Even the “aging” Altadena Arms showed those as
far as I could see. For example, there were display windows on each
side of the front entrance they kept changing for the season; the
current one for spring had one window full of parakeets that were
always busy flying around doing parakeet stuff.

The other had two manikins dressed in rustic
outfits snoozing away like they were on a picnic — there were
several live squirrels and rabbits running around and sometimes a
passerby could find one sleeping right atop one of the
manikins.

Anyway, we had a leisurely, light dinner and
settled in for the evening at home. Sean disappeared for a moment
in his room and came back with a DVD, “You’ve Got Mail.” Nice. Nana
and I had loved that sappy thing.

Bridget clapped her hands and crowed. She told
us, «“I remember that one. Nice.”»

I asked them, “Have either of you gotten
memories of before this life? At the hospital, I went back quite a
ways.”

Bridget told us, «“Probably.
Things do pop up that are very familiar. I haven’t really looked
because I’m very protective of this body right now.»

«“When Dad came in, I was so far away
I had no idea what was happening; I was out in the mountains
somewhere. Both our bodies could easily have died, and I wouldn’t
have found out until way too late.»

«“And it’s not that I’m afraid of
being outside or leaving the body. What’s also popped up in my
memory is I’m at the greatest risk of Sudden Infant Death Syndrome
between two and four months. For that reason alone I’m going to
stay very alert and very close for at least another
month.»

«“After that I’ll go looking. I know
already there’s a lot there to explore, and I might get so involved
I might not notice the body having trouble.”»

It sounded well thought-out and logical to me.
Sean told us, “I’ve got lots myself. I haven’t spent the time to
explore anything thoroughly yet myself. Since you two lovelies are
here, I’ve been sticking pretty close to home for now.

“That’ll probably change soon. When Bridget is
ready, we can play a game like, ‘Do you remember a time when…’ and
we can compare notes.

“There are lots of questions we could research.
Are there other spirits like us? Eileen, you mentioned being around
the maternity ward and «seeing» of lots of
them. Is there something that makes us forget? I’ve got no memories
of a Heaven, Hell, anything like that.

“While I don’t see specific memories, these
abilities we’re finding feel like they’re stuff we’ve had before
and we’re actually remembering. I dunno, looks as if we’ve got some
interesting research ahead.”

Yeh. May you live in interesting times.

Anyway, we popped in the DVD, kicked back,
cuddled, snuggled and lost ourselves for a while in Meg and Tom’s
adventures.

When it was done and we’d wiped up our tears
(Bridget’s body didn’t react directly that way yet.), Bridget asked
Sean, «“You’ve got more of these?”»

He laughed for a while. “I’ve probably got every
chick flick ever published on DVD or videotape. I think my sisters
and their husbands go on quests to find them and give them to me as
gifts. I’m slowly getting the feeling they’re hinting to me about
something; I haven’t discovered yet what it is, but it’s getting
clearer.”

Bridget asked, «“You’ll tell
Mom and me when you find out?”»

“You betcha.” He laughed, kissed us both
thoroughly and said, “Well, you two can stay up all night and
torment the night manager if you wish. I
am going to sleep.”

We told him, “You are
not sleeping alone, Lover Boy.”

He didn’t.

Siobhan Donovan

(Sunday 4/30)

Yow, things are happening fairly
lively! Once we settled out from Cabo we got back into the swing of
things.

Within a week after we got back from Cabo, we
had a Saturday-morning family meeting with Madeleine and Dermot.
Evin asked her, “Mad, we’ve loved having you and Dermot here. Has
it helped you?”

“You betcha. The travel-time savings alone have
really helped. That’s the intellectual side. On the emotional side,
having warm loving people around has really perked me up over the
last six weeks. I’d been in a real rut for a long time, and you
guys pulled me right out.”

Dermot laughed. «“And it
doesn’t hurt for Mom to have some sexy people to keep her, em,
entertained, either.”»

Mad didn’t bother to blush. She’d been spending
at least six nights a week here the last couple weeks, and only one
of them had been alone in her bed. If she wasn’t with Evin and me,
either the girls or one of the teen couples had captured her (and
Dermot several times). She’d spent a couple nights over at the
O’Banains too, either with Aaron and Barbara or one of the teen
couples. She wasn’t hurting for “entertainment.”

Hell, since we’d gotten back from Cabo, Dermot
had gone on two “camp outs.” He’d come home with shit-eating
grins.

Evin asked, “That apartment of yours in Pasadena
isn’t seeing much use then, right?”

They weren’t dummies; they played the game with
us.

Mad told him, “Nope. We’re very seriously
considering moving in a lot closer. That way we can be closer to
both you folk and JRD.”

I said, “That does make sense. Let’s see, you’d
probably want two bedrooms, a nice kitchen and a pool, right?”

“Those would be good.”

That was Riona’s cue. “Hmm. I seem to recall
seeing something like that real close by. Yeh! Right here! How
about you two move in here with us? That’ll solve everything.”

They took about a millisecond to accept. We
decided $750 a month room and board with all house and grounds
privileges would do just fine.

Her apartment came furnished so there were no
furniture issues. It took us maybe an hour to port all their
personal stuff over and get it stowed away. None of us got much
sleep Saturday night while we welcomed them to our lives.

Sean

(Sunday 4/30)

I’d hung the Do Not Disturb
signs outside our rooms last night, and no one disturbed us in the
morning.

I woke up once and Bridget was nursing. She told
me, «“Go back to sleep, Godfather Sean. I’ll put
your hand back on Mom’s beautiful booby when I’m done.”»
Such a thoughtful girl; Eileen hadn’t even woken up.

In the morning, we each slipped away for our
morning pee calls and mouth rinses, then came back to bed, cuddled
up and went back to sleep. Nice.

I woke to discover a small girl body (with clean
diapers) draped over the two of us. She whispered, «“Let’s see if we can make Mom come at least twice before she
wakes up.”»

I whispered back, «“Hehehehe
Hehehehe.”»

There was plenty of daylight in the room so I
could see the beauty before me. Her bruises were apparent but only
drew attention to the sweeping curves and smooth skin beneath them.
She was on her side facing away from me with her knees drawn about
halfway up. Perfect. Hehehehe.

Bridget and I «joined»
lightly so we could coordinate our efforts in our diabolical plot.
She lifted her body off us, laid it down out of harm’s way and
began putting phantom butterfly kisses on Eileen’s neck just where
it hit the shoulder.

Eileen stirred and whimpered a bit. Hehehehe.
With a «touch» I pulled the covers off us,
turned myself around and inspected her nether regions.

A pink pucker was trying to hide in the valley
between two hills. Since I wasn’t constrained to my physical body,
a light «touch» spread the hills so my
tongue could gently and slowly run across it. Eileen made a small
humming noise, so I knew it was appreciated.

Okay. Another «touch»
on her entire top leg made it rise so I could view yet another
valley of delight. Framed with fine, fiery-red down, her puffy lips
were separated a bit at the bottom. Yummy.

As Bridget caressed the inside of her elbows,
the tip of my tongue danced over her pucker, up across her taint,
through the soft fur and around the top of her slit. Another humm
and a couple quivers.

Just a bit harder this time and along the other
side. Yes, yet another humm and a bit of a quiver. Up the center,
lightly; it had the delicious taste and wonderful scent I
remembered from a couple of nights ago. Hehehehe.

Bridget moved to the bottom creases of Eileen’s
breasts while keeping kisses going all up and down her neck.
Another slow swipe of my tongue encountered new moisture; the scent
and taste grew a bit stronger. So nice.

A little more pressure let my tongue slip
slightly between her lips; they were swelling up and getting a
little pinker beneath the fur. Yum. Several more strokes with the
same pressure brought forth more moisture, a louder hum and a
distinct quiver. Hehehe.

It was working, so we kept up the same speed and
pressure. In a couple minutes, I was collecting fluid from the
bottom of her slit; some I swallowed and some I spread over her
swelling clit hood.

Bridget kept everything going above and added a
wet phantom tongue to her pucker. I spent a few strokes of my
tongue supplying her with natural moisture. Nasty. Hehehe.

We wanted to dive in and torment her but
restrained ourselves to what we were doing. I saw Eileen’s right
hand appear, and she caressed her clit between two fingers. Why
not, might as well have all of us in on the fun.

I kept my tongue away from her fingers and eased
my tongue inside. Eileen stiffened slightly, squeezed her fingers
together and we felt a quiet warm release wash through us like the
tide runs onto the beach. Hehehehe.

Bridget and I backed off and let it settle for a
minute. Eileen’s fingers started moving again, so we picked up
where we left off. There was lots of fluid now; I spread it
backwards across her pucker so Bridget could share the wealth.

Slowly I pushed my tongue into her channel and
sucked lightly. She stiffened again, squeezed and let out a nice
moan while she quivered for several seconds. We had a very nice
release like the fall of a warm spring rain.

Okay. We’d made our point, hehehe. Leaving her
hand where it was, I let her top leg down. Oops, it squeezed her
fingers together and another warm flush swept through us. We could
survive that.

We withdrew. I got back behind her, snuggled up,
parked my tool between her cheeks and caressed a warm smooth hill
in front. I pulled the covers back up and Bridget put her body down
across ours. Hehehehe.

We dozed off for a few minutes then felt Eileen
wake up. She turned her head and saw four eyes looking at her. She
smiled and said, “Good morning! Wonderful dreams.”

She had to pick her leg up to release her hand;
she looked puzzled for a moment. She brought the fingers from
beneath the covers and must have caught a whiff. She looked at them
(very damp) sniffed and tasted. She blushed as we continued to
stare at her.

We must have looked a little too innocent
because she got a suspicious look. She looked hard at my face
(probably still covered with her nectar) and glared at us.

I asked, “Yeess?” She went off in Irish about
rapists, night demons and deceitful associates. We kept our cool;
Bridget floated forward and gave her a kiss. «“Love you Mom. You smell really good this morning. Sometime
I’ve gotta try it myself direct from the source.”»

We couldn’t hold it any longer and laughed away.
She cursed some more while trying to hide her own smile then her
laughter broke through.

She said, “Well, it was a very nice wake-up
call. Do I get one like that every morning?”

We said we’d try but no guarantees.

I rolled off the bed with Bridget; Eileen rolled
off and headed to the bathroom with a wet streak down her leg.
Looked good from here, it did!

 



Chapter 6

Eileen

(Sunday 4/30)

Rapists and wankers, both of
them! Abusing a poor sleeping girl like that. Shame! It had been a
really erotic dream though!

I washed up (There was plenty to wash off
between the legs.) and got dressed. I told them, “Fluids! Food!
It’s 11:00 already, and I can’t live on love alone.”

Bridget and I looked at Lover Boy. He said, “How
about Sunday brunch? Buffet downstairs, all you can eat.”

He was on! Having a nasty suspicious mind, I
sniffed his face then pointed to the bathroom. He’d been planning
on wearing it!

While he was gone, I told Bridget, “I hope he
isn’t corrupting you, honey.”

She laughed. «“Mom! It
was my idea!”»

Groan.

We stuffed ourselves pretty good. Being ravished
in my sleep tends to make me hungry.

I asked Sean, “What is ‘The Book’ I kept hearing
about all day yesterday?”

He grinned and said, “I’ll show you upstairs. It
has very little to do with sex, so you should be able to control
yourself this time.”

Groan again.

Upstairs, he took me to his office and pulled a
familiar-looking binder off the bookshelf. He told us, “This is the
top-level material for running a business or organization. It’s
highly condensed and references these other manuals.” He pointed to
a long row of binders from a half-inch to three inches thick. “My
students and staff have dubbed the top-level one, ‘The
Book.’”[4]

He smiled at us. “If you’re interested, go for
it. It’s not as if I have many secrets from you two. If you run
across a word, phrase or symbol you don’t understand, either look
it up or ask.” He pointed to another bookcase with a couple shelves
full of dictionaries and reference books.

I got on the baby sling and parked Bridget in
it. We snuggled up and read through my eyes. Bridget could read
just fine («“English, Irish, some Italian and
Welsh. Latin? German? A touch of Spanish.”»). We had pretty
much the same reading speed so got along just fine.

There was a blurb on the title page:

The principles and concepts you will find in these
manuals contain engineering truths; truth is what works. However,
they neither came from the “mystic realms of the ancient universe”
nor were “divinely inspired.”

They are true only if they are true for you. Study
them, apply them and see if they work as described. Only then
should you decide if they are true for you.[5]

It was
highly condensed. Almost every paragraph hinted at a richness of
material below, and there were lots of references to the detail
manuals.

Sean kept me supplied with cool water. He’d read
on the computer then every once in a while come over and check us
out individually on what we’d studied.

One of my classmates in college had been a
computer programmer. He’d told me a lot of times people, especially
programmers, got into a concentration zone where everything flowed,
everything worked and aligned and the outside world faded away. He
called it “walking into walls” because that’s what tends to
happen.

Yeh. Bridget and I walked into quite a few
walls. I remembered sitting on the john pondering something back
and forth with Bridget. She’d nurse as needed, and I’d hardly
notice. She’d pop out of the sling, change her diaper and pop back
in without either of us missing a beat.

Wonderful stuff! Nothing in the entire four
years of college came even close to a glimmer of this. And it all
tied together!

Sean broke it up around 8:00. “Enough for today.
You need to study when you’re well-fed and rested.”

We ordered up some dinner. Over it, Sean looked
at us and said, “I’m not asking right now, but how far could we get
together if the three of us knew this material cold, could apply it
and help others learn and implement it?”

Right then, I’d say we could get to the stars.
Life was good.

Sean

(Monday 5/1)

Eileen’s doctor appointment was
at 2:00 so we had plenty of time. We spent the morning sorting her
clothes, some of the baby clothes and “stuff” (Bridget claimed a
couple teething rings and rattles to have at hand. «“Gotta have some spare skull-thumpers.”»). One of the
mysteries of life: how did baby clothes end up under the sofa? Do
they reproduce like empty coat hangers?

I wouldn’t let them talk much about The Book
until they’d studied it all; 80% of the understanding was tying the
pieces together into a whole.

We had a late lunch, stuffed everyone in the
Beemer and headed to the doctor’s office.

Eileen

Bridget got a final nursing
before I was called in; I left her in the waiting room to protect
Sean. Every woman in the waiting room had looked him over, arranged
her legs and bosom for the best effect and eyed him. Elaine, the
receptionist, had looked at his left hand (no rings), leaned well
forward (lots of nice cleavage) and asked, “How may I help
you, Sir?”

Sean didn’t blink an eye. He looked right down
her top, admired, and told her, “By being the best you can be. And
from the looks of the area, that’s really good.”

Guess there’s a Sean fan club as well as a
Bridget fan club. I was sure one of the
cheerleaders.

Dr. Sayes looked at me and smiled. “Looks a lot
better than Wednesday morning.”

As far as I could tell, most of the bruises had
faded to a dim sickly yellow. We didn’t bother with one of those
stupid gowns; I just stripped right down to the cast and the rib
support.

She looked me over, poked a few of the bruises
and asked, “Pain when I push?” None, unless she tried to push her
finger through me.

She worked the right wrist around; there were a
few twinges at the far ends of the movement. She told me, “Good. So
far, everything’s better than I’d hoped. Take it easy with the
wrist, don’t pick up anything heavy for a while and don’t hit
anyone. Let’s look at the left wrist.”

She had me work the wrist inside the cast as
best I could; there was some pain but one hell of a lot less than
several days ago. She glanced at the fingertips and made sure I
could feel with them. “Doesn’t appear to be any nerve damage. We
may revisit that a bit later.”

She pressed over the crack in my cheek a couple
times. There was a hint of pain but mainly from the pressure on my
skin. No problemo.

She got behind me, wrapped her arms around my
ribs and started squeezing. “Tell me when it hurts.” She got up to
what felt like a solid squeeze when the ribs started whispering to
me.

She looked pleased. “Great. Let’s take this
thing off and see what we’ve got.” She started unhooking, untying
and unbuckling. “Your back will feel a little weak at first; the
brace has done all the work for several days now, and the muscles
have probably atrophied a little.”

She got the last of it off; yeh, it felt weak.
Nana had told me about wearing a girdle; it must have felt just as
good to take one of those off.

“Slowly, take as deep a breath as you can. Stop
and let me know right away if it hurts.”

Around three-quarters of the way, my back
started hurting a little. I told her, “Not in the ribs, but the
back muscles hurt some.”

“To be expected. Try to ignore the back and
let’s see how the ribs themselves behave.”

I could get almost an entire expansion in before
a twinge. She said, “Great! Excellent! Very well done! Since that
seems so good, let’s look at your left wrist again. The cracks
there were much smaller than the ribs.”

She had me put on a gown this time. “Plaster
dust. This’ll feel funny.” She used an electric tool with a round
blade that vibrated. I could feel it against the skin and it did
feel funny.

She broke the cast apart and unwrapped the
fingers.

“Work the wrist around and try to flex the
fingers.”

Everything moved fine. At the end of the
movement, there was more pain than with the right wrist but quite
tolerable. The fingers had no pain at all.

She probed the wrist with her fingers; only a
touch of pain when she pressed firmly. She said, “Yes! You’ve done
great! We’ll leave that off too.”

She got a solution of some sort and washed off
the left wrist, hand and around my ribs where the support had been.
Good; I’d smelled myself the moment it came off.

“If you’ve got a Jacuzzi or even a hot bath, go
ahead and soak as much as you want. It’ll relax all the muscles and
speed up the final healing. Good on ya, girl! You’ve done good.

“Now, physically you’re doing great. How’s the
head doing?”

I told her, “Pretty dayum good. It was hard
seeing Frank at the morgue, but that’s over now. My, em, cousin is
taking care of Bridget and me.”

She smiled. “Good. Speaking of Bridget, how’s
she doing?”

“Just fine. She’s out in the waiting room
now.”

She grinned. “With your, em, cousin?”

I laughed. “Yeh, my, em, cousin. Wanna see
her?”

“Of course! While I’m not the pediatrician, I
don’t mind taking a look at a beautiful baby. Go ahead and get
dressed; we’re done with the physical part.”

She picked up the phone. “Elaine, would you send
in Eileen’s, em, cousin in with Bridget McLennan.” I could hear the
smile.

I’d gotten so used to getting my clothes on with
«touches» I had to think about doing it
manually. I cheated; when Dr. Sayes’ back was turned, I whipped
everything on in about thirty seconds.

I heard Elaine’s voice outside the door, “In
here, Sir.” She was dripping honey.

Sean came in holding Bridget and the boogie bag.
Dr. Sayes looked at him, laughed and asked, “Good Lord, Sean, don’t
tell me you’ve lost your hat?”

Sean grinned at her. “It’s hanging in the
waiting room. Bridget kept wanting to try out her second tooth on
it.” Bridget opened her mouth wide and proudly showed us two teeth on the bottom. No wonder my boobs had hurt
earlier!

Dr. Sayes told me, “Sean worked with my
brother-in-law for several months. Took him from the edge of
bankruptcy to well on the way to total solvency. Is this your,
em, cousin?”

I laughed. “Dayum, Sean, is there anyone in this
town you don’t know? We think he’s a distant relation of some sort,
so cousin’s good enough. He is Bridget’s
godfather.”

Dr. Sayes said, “Well, great! By the way, there
may be two people in Altadena he doesn’t know; I saw them moving in
this morning. Let’s see this beautiful baby.”

Sean put Bridget right on her shoulder. Bridget
gave Dr. Sayes her best shtick with neck hugs, burbles, coos and
wobbly kisses. More goo on a floor.

Dr. Sayes’ eyes were suspiciously moist. “Seems
pretty alert.” She poked at Bridget’s tummy, looked in her eyes and
said, “Hmm. Looks like a baby to me.”

She told me, “Sit,” and handed Bridget to me.
“Take it easy carrying her around for the next couple days; that
back’s still a little weak, and I wouldn’t trust the wrists or left
fingers completely. Besides, isn’t that what godfathers are
for?”

She asked me, “I’ve got Frank’s autopsy results.
You want to hear?”

I told her, “Yes.” I had the nagging idea we’d
killed him when we’d smashed his head on the floor.

She looked at Sean then back at me. I told her,
“He should be there, too. He’s involved in all of it.”

She nodded and said, “Fine. Let’s go to the
office.” She led us into her office; we sat down in front of her
desk.

She pulled a couple folders from the file
cabinet and sat down. She looked right at me and didn’t flicker her
eyes around a bit. “Before we get into that, let’s talk about sex.
No missionary position for at least another week because of the
ribs. Woman superior and on the side or from the back is fine. Keep
pressure off the wrists; that means take care with leaning forward
while you’re on top. No hands-and-knees — go with elbows or
shoulders and knees. Watch the fingers for a while. Take it easy,
Eileen; you need to heal up well.”

Bridget piped up, «“Go, Mom!
We’re back in the saddle again!”»

Devil-child! And not the greatest Roy Rodgers
I’d ever heard, either. I knew my face was a little warm; Sean
appeared to be studying Dr. Sayes’ wall of certificates.

Dr. Sayes continued. “Okay, let’s talk about
Frank. First, you stated in the police report Frank said he had low
sperm count and couldn’t have children. Well, for what it’s worth,
there’s nothing in his medical record to back that up. No
conversation notes, no tests. The records I have here go back about
fifteen years.

“Bridget’s blood type matches you two as
parents. Still, if there’s any doubt, we can do a DNA test. What do
you think?”

I looked at Sean. He shrugged cautiously.
“There’s still a sister we don’t know about. We might do one just
for conclusive proof one way or another.”

I agreed. Dr. Sayes said, “We’ve got plenty of
DNA samples from Frank; we just need one from you and from Bridget.
It’ll be an oral swab so shouldn’t hurt a bit.”

Sean laughed. “If it’s near her mouth, she’ll
yank it in.”

Bridget told him, «“Then you’d
better watch what you let get near my mouth, Lover Boy. Just
remember, I use teeth on everything.” Leer.»

We choked back laughter; I think we were
successful.

Dr. Sayes got out an envelope with stuff in it
and opened it up. She pulled a long swab out of a plastic or glass
tube and waved it in front of Bridget. “I need to put this between
your gums and your cheek for a little. Is that okay, honey?”

Bridget opened wide and waited. Dr. Sayes put in
the swab and scrubbed it a little in and out. She pulled it out,
dropped it in the tube and capped it. She scribbled a few things on
some tags, stuffed it all back in the envelope and set it
aside.

She told Bridget, “That was wonderful,
sweetheart! You did great.”

She collected a swab-sample from me, too. She
told Sean and me, “It’ll take a couple weeks since it’s low
priority. If you need it faster, we could get it, but it costs a
lot more.”

Sean said, “Just leave it as it is. If we need
them faster, we’ll pump in some pesos.”

Dr. Sayes said, “Fine. Now, back to Frank.
First, the blood alcohol was some three times the legal limit, so
he was, as it is said, drunk as a skunk. The body had assorted
abrasions, cuts and contusions consistent with minor falls and
bumps.

“The back of the head had a larger wound.
However, there was no crack in the skull, and the brain inside
wasn’t bruised from it. While he may have gone unconscious for a
while from that spill he took, there is no possibility it was the
cause of death. You neither killed him nor contributed in any way
to his death, Eileen.”

God, that was a load off.

“Okay. Eileen, did Frank complain of
headaches?”

“Yeh. Almost all the time. It seemed he was
always popping aspirin or Tylenol.”

“All right. When is the first time you can
remember when that ‘almost all the time’ started?”

I thought a moment. I wasn’t sure what was
coming, but I probably wouldn’t like it. “A couple months after we
were married. A month or so after ‘we’ got pregnant. It was the
same time he seemed to change and got cold and withdrawn. I know I
asked him several times over the next couple months to come see you
about them.”

She didn’t even look at the folder. “The last
time I saw Frank was for the pre-nuptial physical. He never came in
after that.”

She took a deep breath. I knew something was
coming so I clamped down hard on Sean’s hand.

Dr. Sayes told us, “The cause of Frank’s death
was a brain tumor. It probably started out very small, but by the
time of the autopsy the main body was almost two inches across.

“The tumor’s growth put pressure on the brain
over time plus destroyed brain tissue. Its main location was in the
area associated with cognitive functioning and had tendrils spread
throughout a large area. That particular type of benign tumor can
shrink and swell significantly within a couple hours so his
functioning probably came and went while he deteriorated over
all.

“With something that size, the pressure on the
brain was tremendous and so must have been the pain. I surmise when
the aspirin didn’t help any more, the alcohol did — or a least he
didn’t feel it so much then.

“You last saw him early Wednesday morning; the
Coroner puts the time of death well into Wednesday evening or
Thursday morning. Even the fall he took in your apartment didn’t
contribute; his time just ran out and enough brain functions were
destroyed so he died.

“You said he disappeared a lot; the last time
for four days straight. I’ve done some research; even murderers,
rapists and other sociopaths often try to control themselves. I
think Frank was aware he was operating below capacity and was
trying to protect you by staying away while it was really bad.

“Assuming the police report you gave was pretty
complete, I’ve got a theory or opinion on what was going on. With
the tumor spreading, Frank was fading in and out of conscious
control of his body and emotions. He had enough control that he’d
disappear when things got bad just to protect you and Bridget.

“If you had a bad cold or the flu would you kiss
and cuddle Bridget a lot? Probably not; you love her enough to
protect her and stay away from her. Frank was that way too; he
disappeared whenever he felt he needed to in order to protect you.
He wouldn’t hold Bridget because he had no control over when an
‘episode’ would strike.

“It was probably really bad coincidence he came
home when he’d really lost control. If he’d stayed away or hadn’t
lost control, he still would have died the same way. People are
basically good, Eileen. He was trying to protect you and Bridget
from himself.

“You said in the police report he would lock up
physically, shake and groan. My opinion is he, the Frank we once
knew, was desperately trying to control himself and his body.

“Okay. Now about what he said to you about your
alleged sexual activities. People do have odd thoughts every once
in a while like, ‘what if the child isn’t mine?’ Some of those are
pure biology. If you were out of his sight for even a couple hours,
that would have been time for another man to impregnate you. Pure
biology from the Discovery Channel.

“Now, if we do something we know is wrong, we
tend to justify it; we try to make the ‘victim’ much less ‘worthy’
or something so our misdeed isn’t so bad or so important. With that
in mind, pretty much everything he said then was total inflated
justification; the ‘real’ Frank would have tossed all those
thoughts aside without a second’s follow up.

“The police report says you stated he smelled
like women. We can’t conclude anything about that from the
Coroner’s report. However, any time there’s physical abuse, I order
a full set of STD tests. Yours are completely clean so that means
both you and Bridget are fine that way.

“I’m sorry, Eileen. It’s not your fault. I can’t
even say it’s Frank’s fault either; some men seem to think seeing a
doctor is demeaning somehow. From the sketchiness of his medical
history over the years, I’d say that was the case with him.

“If we could have caught it in the first six
months there might have been hope. After three months, every day
the prognosis got worse because of the brain tissue being
destroyed. It’s miraculous he lasted a year.”

I cried. I cursed and hoped Dr. Sayes didn’t
know Irish. Bridget snuggled against me and Sean held me; both
comforted me and let me know they were there. I think that was the
only thing that held me together.

Sean

Rough. Really rough. None of us
had «looked» at Dr. Sayes’ mind; we just
took it as she gave it.

I pulled Bridget over on me so Eileen didn’t
have to worry about holding her. We snuggled up against her
physically and mentally. No sympathy, just letting her know she
wasn’t alone.

It took a couple of minutes, but Eileen finally
straightened up, blew her nose and wiped up her face. She told us,
“I’ll probably grieve more later; there’s still more in there. At
least I didn’t actually do something to contribute to his death.
I’ll still probably beat myself up some for a while for not
insisting harder he come see you, but I can see it probably
wouldn’t have done any good.

“I’ll just grieve for the man I loved and
married, Bridget’s father. The later Frank I’ll have to put aside
as a stranger who I didn’t really like very much, and who’s now out
of my life. Anything else we need to go over?”

Dr. Sayes smiled a little and said, “You’ll do
fine. With friends like Sean and family, you can’t go wrong. The
Coroner’s Office will probably contact you about disposing of the
body; do what you wish on that. I’d recommend getting at least ten
death certificates; it seems every institution in the world wants
one. You had a will?”

She told her, “Yeh. We found that Thursday. Sean
and I’ll go over it; there are lots of things to go over.”

Dr. Sayes told her, “Sean probably knows a lot
about that kind of stuff. If not, he knows someone who does. Okay,
you three, get out of here and get on with your lives. Eileen, if
anything continues to give you trouble after a week, get an
appointment with me right away; otherwise, you don’t need me any
more on this.”

She must have called Elaine at reception,
because she was totally professional and didn’t offer me another
chance to audit her assets.

Eileen asked, “Can we go home? I’d love to soak
in a bath until I’m all shriveled up.”

Not a problem. She poked Bridget, “And you,
young lady, were perfect. Best Daughter!”

«“Best Mom!”»

Their hotel room was a “standard” and had only a
shower. My place was a “deluxe” with two bedrooms and had a
swirly-bath. I hadn’t chosen it for the deluxe, just by the
location and the number of bedrooms.

I started the tub filling. We helped Eileen get
ready then washed her hair while she moaned and groaned in
pleasure. We did a quick soap-wash all over then drained the tub,
rinsed her and refilled.

We left her soaking. I’d shown her the controls
for the water jets and air bubbles so she could play with them to
her heart’s content.

Bridget put herself down on the floor in my
office and practiced head lifts, pushups, rollovers and sitting up
while I looked at the email. The weekend stats were coming in
strong so I looked them over and sent confirmations. I didn’t
expect any changes so soon from the visits so wasn’t worried there
weren’t any positive trends.

Bridget wanted to look at the stats and graphs,
but I told her, “Later, sweetheart. After you study the manual a
bit more you’ll be able to understand what you’re seeing. Right
now, even as bright as you are, all you’d see would be numbers
without much meaning.”

She said, «“In that case, I’ll
go in and frolic with Mom for a while.”»

She «touched» her body
into the bathroom. She pulled off her diaper and shirt
(“I get a couple seconds’ warning and can get to
the toilet here.”) then plopped herself in the tub with
Eileen. They splashed around a little, cuddled, soaked and
occasionally let out exaggerated moans and wails of ecstasy. Good
on ‘em.

I finished up the routine emails and went on to
studying the various newsletters. Yeh, lots of stuff going on. I
made notes of some ideas that popped up and noted follow-up
research.

A quick check with Eileen let me know she’d run
a computer and had done Internet research during college but hadn’t
done anything the last year or so; she and Frank hadn’t been able
to afford a computer.

Bridget knew what a computer was and recalled
some experience. I figured she could run the systems with
«touches» just as easily as operating a
mouse and keyboard. Put another little project on the To Do
List.

The girls were done soaking and climbed out of
the tub. I went in to “help.” I got Eileen in a robe, and we patted
Bridget dry (Such a cute body! Poke the tummy for giggles.). Eileen
wrapped her hair in a towel then I scooped them up and carried them
off. “To the hair drier!”

Her bathroom had a hair dryer. We did Bridget’s
first with a soft baby brush; such wonderful red curls! She
pretended to preen and posture for us so she got lots of snuggles
and kisses.

We did Eileen’s hair next; such fun. I stood
behind her and ran the drier while Bridget wielded the brush with a
firm «touch». Eileen kept shoving her butt
back against me which caused quite a commotion in my nether
regions. I retaliated with a thorough butt-caressing; since I only
needed one hand for the drier, I could alternate when one got
tired. She must have been a bit ticklish because her butt kept
wiggling around.

We all grinned at each other in the mirror,
laughed and brushed. Eileen looked at her fingertips all wrinkled
up and said, “I’m a prune. Dayum, I haven’t had an actual bath in
something like nine months. Wonderful.”

I told her, “Best lookin’ redheaded prune I’ve
ever seen!” A couple nuzzles on her neck let her know I meant
it.

She smacked me. “Lecherous Irishman!”

Bridget asked, «“Are there any
other kind worth having around?”»

They kicked me out after her hair was dry so
they could get dressed. I heard “casual” a couple times so figured
they could get along without me. I went back to studying.

It took them a half hour. If it’s casual, why
does it take so much discussion and trying on?

Eileen asked, “I’d like to go over to Maura’s to
visit with her and Teresa. May I borrow the car?”

“Sure. Remember, though, the tires have a weight
limit, and it’ll hold only so many baby clothes.”

“Spoilsport.”

I tossed her the keys anyway. I «watched» as they left; she was watching her back okay.
Bridget was in her sling but was supporting almost all her own
weight, and the boogie bag “weighed” about a pound. She’d do
okay.

I’d intended to vegetate last week anyway so got
in some serious veg time after they left. I had no place I had to
be the next several days and plenty of time to get there.

I took a swim, lolled in the Jacuzzi, upheld
Irish traditions by checking out some delicious-looking female
bodies then went back to my room and took a nap.

While the body slept, I spent some time
«touching». I found I could tie my
shoelaces just fine after a bit of practice and run a computer
keyboard and mouse. The keyboard was pretty tricky, but I ended up
with a four-finger HPC (Hunt, Poke and Cuss when I Poked the wrong
one) which seemed to do the job. That was okay, I wasn’t entering
pages of text anyway.

Eileen called, «“Sean, Maura
asked us to stay for dinner. Is that okay?”»

«“Sweetheart, I don’t own either of
you. We’ve made no plans, have no schedule to keep and no
obligations to anyone right now. Keep the car and stay the evening,
night or several days. Come back whenever.»

«“Come in the evening. Come in the
morning. Come when expected. Come without warning. Thousands of
welcomes you’ll find here before you. And the more often you come,
the more I’ll adore you.”»

«Big smile. “We’re swooning here,
Lover Boy. By the way, they keep wanting to know if your intentions
towards us are honorable.”»

«“Tell them anything you want to make
up. In actuality, they are extremely dishonorable. I lust after
your left little toe, your right earlobe and Bridget’s belly
button.”»

«“Em, yeh. Well, maybe sometime we can
indulge in a little lust. See you later, Lord and
Master.”»

Yeh, right. Not even in the oldest legends has
an Irishwoman truly acknowledged someone as their Lord or Master.
They’re mostly ornery, stubborn, obstinate, pigheaded,
argumentative and a joy to be around. Just ask the Cullen Sisters,
they’ll tell you — at length.

A few minutes later, the Cullen Sisters invaded
my nap. «“Perverted wanker! May we
watch?”»

«“Aye right! Go way outta that! Ya
muzzies’ll go too far one of these times, and Bridget’ll get after
ya with her two teeth a-gnashing at yer heels!»

«“On the other hand, if you can talk
them into it, I’d survive. In fact, I’d love to forget for a couple
hours you’re my sisters, and you could join in!
Hehehehe!”»

«Squeals! “Ooo! When?
Tonight?” Smiles!» Arg — that one didn’t work out quite as
I’d expected.

Anyway, I was napped out for then. I got
dressed, went to the lobby and chatted with Phil (the Evening
Manager) for a while. He eyeballed my hat while we talked over the
personnel and about hiring a few more for the evening shift. He
asked, “And where are those two lovely ladies I heard have been
gracing us with their presence?”

I told him, “They’re at my sisters’. As we
speak, they’re probably showing her all my baby pictures. There’s a
couple I’ve been trying to get my hands on for years so I could
shred them.”

“And what might they have been?”

“The Halloween I was five, they convinced me a
leprechaun’s costume was being starkers and carrying a wand. They
got three pictures before Mum gave them what for.”

“I dunno, Sean. For sure it’s got to be better
than that hat.”

I didn’t let it spoil my dinner. The dining room
was a bit less than half full; not bad for a Monday night. I
rattled some ideas around in my skull about promoting for outside
diners. A lot of hotels I’d seen had restaurants, but for one
thing, they were very overpriced. I’d seen none promoting the
actual restaurant as a separate attraction. On the To Do List.

After taking a final tour of the pool to check
out the talent, I went back home. That nap must have worn me out; I
went to bed around 9:30. Alone.

A bit later I «felt»
Eileen and Bridget come into their room. Five minutes later, Eileen
slipped into my bed beside me and snuggled up front while Bridget
snuggled against my back.

Eileen said, “We lay down on their spare bed for
a few minutes to try it out, but we got lonely and came home. By
the way, you make a really cute leprechaun with that wand.” A
giggle from both of them. Arg.

She wiggled around a little; her breasts did a
wonderful warm dance on my chest, and her soft fur a bit lower got
me quite warm indeed. She must have picked something up about
“warm” because she said, “Sean. Lover Boy. Do you always keep it
this cool in here? My butt’s cold.”

“Well, sweetheart, I’ll just see if we can get
your lovely butt as warm as the fires in my heart. Fortunately,
during one of my business ventures, I developed an Irishwoman butt
warmer-upper process that needs testing.”

I tested the process vigorously. Yummy!

Bridget told me, «“My butt’s
cold too, Sean.”»

I reached a hand around behind me and patted her
diaper-covered bottom a couple of times. “You get a spanking to warm it up.”

«“Ooo! Do me! Do me!”»

“Your time will come, honey.”

«“Thank you, Lord and
Master.”»

I knew they were plotting my downfall. Suddenly
I had a thought. Cold isn’t just a surface phenomenon; it seeps
into everything. I started warming up the cracks my hands had
discovered earlier.

Eileen smacked me. “Not tonight. You’ve got a
headache.”

“I don’t have a headache!”

“You will if you keep that up.”

We snogged for several minutes; Bridget got
several caresses then we drifted off to sleep. We spent the night
playing tag, bouncing around the room and sharing sweet
«blendings» which glowed with our
love.

Eileen

(Tuesday 5/2)

Bridget woke me up with hugs and
sweet baby kisses. So nice! I asked her, «“Did
you nurse during the night?”»

«“Yep. I figure I’m responsible for
this body. I keep a close watch on it anyway, so I’ll take
responsibility for the diapers and food at night. That way, my
sweet, wonderful, precious, beautiful, sexy,
hasn’t-been-laid-for-a-long-time, best mother in the world can
sleep through the night.”»

Hugs and kisses back to my gorgeous clever
daughter! Sean joined in with some sleepy caresses. I told her,
«“You are wonderful. We’ll handle that
‘hasn’t-been-laid-in-ages’ issue pretty soon. I know I’ve been
cock-teasing Sean, but I wanna get my back and wrists a touch
stronger first. I tend to get, em, a bit urgent.”»

«“Urgent? Is that what you call it?
Come on, Mom. I bet you’re a maxi-moaner at least, and when you and
Dad first got together, you wore out the mattress and had the
neighbors banging on the walls.”»

Em, yeh. I told her, «“Guess
we’ll find out, won’t we?”»

«“Yep. And I’ll be right there
helping. I know lots of interesting spots and things to do; I’m not
just a cute, innocent little girl, ya know, and I love Sean one
hell of a lot, too. Just because my body has no sexual responses
yet doesn’t mean I don’t join in the pleasure. I probably had the
same intense emotional response to what we’ve done with Sean as you
two.»

«“When we really start doing the bold
thing, I’ll probably push the bassinet into another room. I don’t
wanna get hit with a flying shoe or smacked with a picture falling
off the wall.”»

Em, she did have some very valid points.

Anyway, I rolled out of bed and headed for my
bathroom; my bladder informed me in no uncertain terms it was time.
Bridget floated right beside me making swishing noises.

“Okay, what’s the noise?”

«“Those are my angel’s wings,
Mom.”»

“Yeh, right. Should be a pitchfork clanging
‘cause you’re a little devil!”

«“And a horny one, too.”»

We did our morning wash up and got dressed.
Dayum, I’ve gotta get a trim; those ends were looking pretty
ragged.

After a good snogging with Lover Boy, we had
breakfast then I got to work.

I had all sorts of stuff to handle. I did a post
office change of address (on line for a buck); I asked Sean for a
credit card for the fee. He dug around in a filing cabinet and
handed me a debit card and a sticky note with the PIN.

“You are now a salaried executive of Cullen
Enterprises, and your position is Vice-President of Staff
Relations. The card has up to $5,000 without calling in, so you can
handle routine expenses like gas and other stuff.”

I quirked an eyebrow at him. “Hmm, since I
handle Staff Relations, I guess that means a major part of it is
keeping the CEO in good spirits, right?”

He grinned at me. “Yep. You and your lovely
assistant have done such an exceptional job of that during your
probationary period, I decided to make it permanent for as long as
you wish.”

He handed me a check for $5,000. “Drop that in
your checking account for some pocket money; it’s a signing-on
bonus. I’ll jockey the numbers around so the taxes are already
paid.”

Bridget asked, «“So, Mr.
Cullen, what are the VP’s wages?”»

Sean laughed, “Sharp cookie! While you’re
training yourself and your Able Assistant, it’s a $1,000 a week
salary, again after taxes. Would that be satisfactory?”

Holy crap! That’s almost double what Frank and I
had made in our best month, and that had been only once; and this
was after taxes!

He looked at me directly. “This is independent
of our personal relationship. If you decide to move out tomorrow
and end our current relationship, that’s your choice and so long as
it doesn’t affect our business relationship, it won’t change?
Okay?”

“Oh, yeh!”

He said, “Great! Your training will take as long
as it takes. To start, it’ll consist of at least three hours a day
of study during the week; that’ll include becoming familiar with
these computers. I expect you and Able Assistant to go through the
entire set of books so you know them cold. I don’t expect you to
memorize everything, but I will expect you to know the data exists
and how to find it easily. Are you willing to do that?”

Bridget said, «“I am. Mom, if
you’re not, I’m going to haunt you every day for at least the next
eighteen years.”»

I told him, “Mr. Cullen, you’ve got yourself a
Vice President and Able Assistant.”

“Good. I’ll whip up some business cards for
you.”

I finished up the post office address change
with my new card, wrote a letter to my bank for change of address,
ordered new checks and made a note (To Do List) to go by the DMV
for their form.

Sean waved his fingers at his keyboard, put some
paper in the printer and printed several pages of stuff. He came
over with a couple dozen business cards.

They were full color on glossy stock. There was
a “Cullen Enterprises” logo with a stylized bowler hat cocked over
the right end as if it were hanging there.

The card said “Eileen F. McLennan” and said I
was “Vice President of Staff Relations.” It had an email address
for EFMcLennan@CullenEnt.com and the phone number for the cell
phone Sean had given me.

He grinned and handed me a smaller stack of
cards. Same logo only they said, “Bridget M. McLennan” was
“Assistant to the Vice President” with a different email address.
Sure, why not?

Bridget and I ensured the CEO’s morale was up
with some targeted snogging. Bridget said, «“Nice
butt, boss.”»

Okay, back to work.

I called the utilities and had them turned off
at the apartment. I dug out our address book; yeh, Frank’s sister
was in it. No phone, but there was an address in Van Nuys. I
recalled meeting her once at the wedding, but we hadn’t met since.
She got a short letter saying Frank had died from a brain tumor and
gave my sympathies.

Okay, now look at the legal paperwork. The will
was fine; we’d each done one. They said everything went to the
spouse. If spouse was deceased, to any children “from the
marriage.” That was Bridget; no problems with that.

I asked Sean to look at the life insurance
policy with me. He glanced at the agent’s card and said, “I know
Sheila! In fact, she’s who I recommend to my clients. Go ahead and
call her; you’ve got a claim to process and a decision to make
about what to do with the death benefits.”

I called her. She remembered us but hadn’t known
about Bridget. She told me she’d start the claim, “It’ll go faster
if there’s a death certificate.” I said I’d order them, and we made
an appointment to get together on Friday. Dayum, now I need a
calendar. Sean printed out a monthly for the next few months.

“We’ll get you a PDA if you decide you need it.
Company expense of course.”

He handed me a set of keys to the BMW. “As an
employee, you’re covered by the insurance; we probably won’t need a
second car for you, but if we need one, we can go… shopping!” It’s a-wunnerful, a-wunnerful!

I called the Coroner’s office and used the card
to order ten death certificates. The clerk said they’d probably be
here by Friday. Good, my appointment with Sheila was for Friday
afternoon.

Disposal of Frank’s remains? I went over the
options with the clerk. Okay, donate to local medical university.
He said he’d send the authorization form out that afternoon.

Now, time to start earning my salary. Bridget
and I spent two hours studying The Book and finished all but the
last section.

Kate came through around 10:00. She must have
“sniffed around” and not found anything because before she left she
gave me a disappointed look. I whispered to her, “I got that dayum
rib support off yesterday, and my back and wrists are a little weak
yet. I figure it should be okay Real Soon Now.”

She gave me a happy smile and went on her
way.

I asked for and Sean printed out a listing of
all the businesses he currently owned plus all the ones he’d
developed and sold. He said, “These are the local ones; I usually
patronize them all myself. For several of the companies I sold,
Cullen Enterprises carries the loan. I still get their statistics
each week, and I try to stop by each one at least every couple of
months; that way I can keep at least a casual eye on the
operations.

“The better they do, the faster I get paid and
the better the chances are the loan will be paid in full. By the
time the first five I sold were paid off, they were running smooth
as 100-year-old Irish whiskey. Everyone wins.”

I tucked the list away in my purse. There were
some interesting places to visit.

We had a light lunch then Bridget wanted to
practice some computer stuff. «“I remember being
able to surf the Internet, but a computer seems a bit of a
mystery.”»

Sean gave us several tutorial CDs. “These are
what I use to train people if they need it. They seem to work fine,
and I didn’t have to write them.”

He showed us his trick with the «touches» on the keyboard and mouse. “Bridget, in
several years you’ll probably want to learn the physical
touch-typing. In the meantime, try this. Feel free to enhance,
change, or whatever you need to make it work.”

We worked through the first tutorial on basic
computer operations. Hell, I was rusty enough we both learned a
lot.

My back was tired by now just from sitting so
Bridget and I went back to the swirly-tub for a long soak with the
water jets and bubbles pounding away. More long groans and moans of
ecstasy.

Yo! There was this one pulsating water jet
Bridget aimed just right; by the time we were done the floor was
pretty wet from splashes, and we were really wrinkly.

Sean

My new staff was doing just
fine. In celebration, I took them out to a nice quiet restaurant
with dim lights, a travelling violinist and good food. Besides, I
like to show off my beautiful ladies!

Bob had brought up the folding massage table
like I’d asked. I managed to persuade Eileen into a little massage;
it took a whole two seconds to close that sale!

Warm oil with lanolin and Vitamin E does great
in helping someone relax. She (and Bridget echoed her) started
moaning after five minutes; I got the impression they were enjoying
it.

I spent a good amount of time on her back,
ensuring all the muscles around the spine were relaxed. When they
were, I ran up and down several times ensuring the vertebrae were
aligned. A couple were a little out, but with the muscles relaxed
they slipped right back where they should have been. That should
help her quite a bit.

She had very good muscle tone all over. While I
worked on her legs, Bridget gave her scalp a good going over. Since
she was my sweety, I didn’t back off from ensuring every square
inch got a good stroking.

After ten minutes of stroking, there was an
interesting scent in the air. Hmm, what could that be? Grin.

Well, never let it be said that the Cullen
Enterprises CEO doesn’t look out for his staff. Bridget and I
worked her over; she moaned and quivered for another twenty minutes
while we «shared» her warm, gentle
releases.

I let her lay on the table, put Bridget between
her legs and gave her a light massage, too. She had some firm
muscles building up, not just a lot of baby fat. She told me,
«“I’ll give you another hour to stop that,
Godfather.”»

We let the oil soak in for another half hour
then shared a shower to wash off the excess. Bridget darted around
like a hummingbird, laughed and shared kisses with us.

All righty, then! I dug out another chick flick.
We spent the next couple hours cuddled up on the sofa trying to
figure out which girl would get which guy. Cute.

To bed about 10:00. We did plenty of snogging
then let the bodies sleep. We left in streamers and inspected the
hotel crannies where there’d been nookie going on the last time.
Well, there was still some nookie going on.

 



Chapter 7

Eileen

(Wednesday 5/3)

Sorry, Kate, no fresh smell this
morning, either; we’d aired out the sitting room last night after
the (glorious, wonderful!) massage.

I got up feeling strong, feisty and peppy. The
ribs, wrists and fingers felt fine. Did I say I felt good?

We had a light breakfast then Bridget and I got
in our study time. We finished up the tutorial on computers; being
able to look at real-life examples (Sean pointed out things as
needed) was a great help. At least there were now only several
small black boxes instead of one big mysterious hunk of stuff.

We practiced «touches»
for the keyboard and mouse. Neat; we got up to a decent speed and
after a half-hour or so didn’t have to put much attention on it at
all. My daughter was so clever!

Okay, back to the books. We finished up The
Book; Sean was merciless in his final checkout! But when it was
done, Bridget and I knew the material.

Now for some shopping. I wanted to get food in
the rooms so we weren’t reliant on room service for every little
thing. For a bachelor, it might be okay, but I liked to get my
hands on things every once in a while (and I’m not just talking
about Sean’s butt, either).

I called and made an appointment for a haircut
(off Sean’s list of course). Sean overheard me, dug around in a
file and pulled out a business card for the shop. He wrote on the
back and gave it to me. “Jackie’s the manager; she’ll take good
care of you.”

On the back of the card, he’d written, “Take
good care of my special ladies.” He’d signed it; it had a little
bowler hat cocked over the end. Neat!

“There’s a street map book in the passenger-side
door pocket. Should be pretty easy to find.”

My appointment wasn’t for a couple hours yet so
we went grocery shopping first. Mainly staples, some eggs, bacon,
stuff for a light lunch, that sort of stuff. I’d stopped drinking
coffee the first trimester (withdrawal symptoms!) and hadn’t
started again. Sean drank some occasionally but the hotel supplied
it anyway.

As I slid the Beemer back into the parking slot
in the hotel garage, Bob was waiting for me with a baggage cart.
“I’ll take it all up. Mr. Cullen said you’re to go off doing your
stuff.” Okay by me. I tried to tip him, but he told me, “Mr. Cullen
takes really good care of us for this minor stuff. Besides, it
gives me a chance to chat with a couple beautiful ladies.”

Hmm, some of that Bowler Blarney was wearing off
on people.

Time for hair. Yeh, Beauty Arts was easy to
find. Items from The Book started ticking off right away: well
marked, clean with no litter. The front window had an
attention-grabbing display of coordinated hair-coloring and
fingernails. Hmm, might be interesting sometime. Did I want a
business image or some other kind?

A young lady greeted me when I walked in; a good
pluspoint for a first-time customer. She confirmed my appointment.
When I handed her the card Sean had given me, she flipped it over
and read it. She laughed and called back into the shop, “Jackie!
We’ve got a Hat Man special!”

An older lady (relatively-speaking, probably my
age) came up fairly lively. She took the card, glanced at it and
beamed! “Nice! You’re the first lady with a personal
recommendation! We’re going to take good
care of you, ma’am!”

She looked me over quickly, woman-to-woman. “How
do you know Sean?” Bridget and I picked up a lot of interest in our
CEO. And she had some Talent!

I trotted out a brandy-new-today business card.
After a look, she called out, “Girls, Sean’s expanding! He’s got a
Vice President.”

We got broad smiles and a quiet cheer. “Yes! May
we call you Eileen?”

That was fine. She looked at Bridget, smiled and
asked, “And this adorable lady is…?”

I’d palmed one of her cards so I handed it over.
After a look, she called out again, “And we’ve got the Assistant to
the Vice President, too! We’ve got executives in our midst, girls!”
Another quiet cheer.

She looked at Bridget and said, “Hello, Bridget,
I’m Jackie.”

Bridget held out her arms and leaned forward
with the classic, “Hold me and cuddle me” look.

I pushed Bridget right onto Jackie’s shoulder.
She went into her gurgle and coo act and dispensed a righteous hug
and lots of kisses. Goo flowed immediately.

The receptionist got a little closer and smiled
at her. Bridget held out her arms and the ladies glanced at me. I
told them, “Sure. Pass her around. She likes people.”

The receptionist got her share of lovey-dovey.
Other girls started gathering around; the goo got at least an inch
deep. Jackie said, “Okay, ladies, move back in the shop.”

We moved back to an empty chair. Jackie sat me
down, looked over my hair and asked, “What would you like today,
Eileen?”

“A trim, maybe, perhaps a little shaping. I’ve
not been to a salon for more than a trim in over two years, so why
don’t you give it what you think it needs.”

She smiled widely. “Great! Let’s start with a
shampoo and conditioner.”

She leaned me back into the sink; I closed my
eyes and went with the flow.

I «looked» around; most
hair/nail salons have a very heavy smell from the nail polish and
the perm chemicals. Here, it was barely noticeable. I spotted a big
EcoQuest air purifier up by the ceiling pumping out ozone (which
would neutralize the chemicals and their smell). Major
pluspoint.

I felt someone take my left hand. A voice told
me, “Manicure. Only the best for Sean’s ladies.” Another set of
hands pulled off my shoes. “Pedicure.” Oh, well, if someone’s
intent on pampering me, who am I to object?

Bridget had been getting passed from girl to
girl and spent a few minutes on the laps of a couple clients. She
told me, «“These are all very nice ladies, Mom.
They do good work. The goo is up to the ankles now.”
Smile.»

Wash, rinse, conditioner, let it set, rinse
again. The left-hand fingernails were done and the girl below
started the other foot. Nice.

Jackie wrapped a towel around my hair and sat me
up. She looked at my face and said, “Your skin’s in wonderful
shape. Looks as if you’ve had a close encounter with an unfriendly
environment, though.” I knew there were still bruises showing.

I told her, “A parting gift from the
now-deceased husband. He had a brain tumor and no control over what
he was doing. A couple cracked ribs and a wrist and sprains were an
added unintentional bonus. Bridget and I got away and Sean’s taking
care of us.”

Jackie sighed a little. “Not a goodness, for
sure.” She brightened up a little, “Now I
wouldn’t mind having Sean take care of me.”

I laughed. “Too late. Bridget stole his heart
and he’s off the market. I’m just Mom along for the ride.”

She chuckled, “Yeh, right.”

She unwrapped my hair and started in with the
hair dryer. Ten minutes later it was dry. She turned me to the
mirror, fluffed my hair a bit and said, “Excellent natural
coloring, Eileen; plenty of nice highlights. Let’s just trim a bit
and do any shaping with the brush. Those curls are gorgeous.”

Okay with me. Jackie started in with the
scissors and comb. Another girl asked, “Ms. Eileen, may we work on
Bridget’s hair?”

It was fine with Bridget. I told the girl,
“Sure. Pretty much anything you desire; she’s very tolerant and
quite cooperative.”

They set Bridget in the chair opposite me with a
booster seat, tied a towel around her waist and the chair so she
wouldn’t slide around and went to work on her. Snip-snip with
scissors and comb and a small manicure and pedicure. Quite the
young lady.

They were done with her the same time Jackie was
done with me. The girl held a mirror up for Bridget; she looked,
laughed, clapped her hands and gave leg kicks. She approved and the
goo rose to mid-calf.

My hair looked great! Jackie showed me how to
shape it several ways and how each would complement the shape of my
face. Very nice.

Bridget told me, «“Mom?
Nursing time. These girls will love it.”»

They did; goo got knee-deep.

Jackie nodded at my crotch. “How’s the other
end?”

I told her, “Sure, why not?”

They moved Bridget and me into a back room and
shut the door. Jackie peeled off my pants and underwear and sat me
in a chair with a towel under me. She looked and asked, “Shaved for
the birth?”

Yep. She said, “It’s a crime to shave a redhead,
but I guess it was necessary. It looks like you’ve normally got
plenty but not a jungle. Let’s just trim a little; you can probably
handle it after that.”

Bridget and I «heard»
her think, “Or Sean can.”

Jackie trimmed and the other two girls finished
my hands and feet. I had little hair on my arms and legs anyway so
that wasn’t an issue.

Done! I looked with mirror (and «looked») and approved. Neatly trimmed; I could see
there was plenty of room for growth, but if we kept an eye on it,
there wouldn’t be many wild hairs up my arse.

I put my pants back on and went back to the
front. Sean had told me to put most everything on the corporate
debit card, and the accountant would sort out the business from the
personal. I offered it to Jackie, but she pushed it away.

“This time is on the house, Eileen. Sean bought
this place when it was a third-rate scissors shop and turned it
around into what you see now. This is the first time I could get in
some payback that wasn’t strictly business.

“He spent weeks in here. I think he knows more
about hair and nails than I ever will, even though I’ve got the
license. He wore that silly hat all the time, but I don’t hold it
against him.”

Bridget and I picked up, «“There’s a few other things I’d like to hold against him,
though.”»

I thanked her and said, “But next time I pay
full pop. Otherwise I think he’d snatch us both bald-headed.”

She agreed. Bridget gave a final round of hugs
and kisses (She looked darling!) and raised the goo level to
hip-high. I was almost afraid to open the door to leave because it
might flood the street!

I made a stop at another one of Sean’s
enterprises. The lady knew exactly what I wanted and told me she’d
have it all ready in a couple of hours.

That called for lunch! Bridget got hers and I
got mine at a nice little restaurant nearby. We still had lots of
time so we went for a drive through Sierra Madre.

Since we were close, we went to Vosburg Street
first. As Bridget «watched» through my
eyes (She was ensconced in her safety seat in the back.), I cruised
the block trying to remember which house Nana had shown me.

Oh, my. The place I remembered was now an
apartment complex. None of the other houses around looked familiar,
but the oak tree by the street clinched it. “It’s not here any
more. Only the oak tree is still there.”

She told me, «“Some things
move on, some things stay.”» I’d heard that before.

I swung by the elementary, middle and high
schools; they were pretty much the same as I remembered them.

I told Bridget, “I sprained an ankle on the
track during gym class in high school. I hobbled around for a week
with a cane. Oh, yeh. Jim Wells carried my books around for me; we
had crushes on each other.

“Anyway, I snuck him in the house while Nana was
out grocery shopping, and we did the bold thing; first for both of
us! A bit of fumbling around for a bit ‘til we got it right, there
was! Dayum, it was good! We did it twice more before I kicked him
out ‘cause Nana was due home.

“Shit. His family moved away right after that so
we never kept it going. Dunno what would have come of it. I don’t
think Nana ever knew.”

Bridget snorted. «“Don’t be
too sure of that, snapper. I’ll bet her nose was as least as sharp
as Kate’s.”» [snapper = Irish slang: child, baby]

“Yeh, you’re right. I do recall her grinning a
lot for a week or so like she had a secret.”

«“Mothers and grandmothers always
know.”»

We ended up near the end of Olive Tree Lane. I
parked the car and stood with Bridget on the sidewalk. “This is
where I grew up, Bridget. Nana’s place.”

It hadn’t changed much in the past four months —
dayum, I still had her will and other papers on the house to go
through. I’d just paid the small utility bills and kept the
gardeners going to keep it neat after she’d died. There’d been too
much happening with Frank and me to face it before. It went on the
To Do List right away; the stuff was in a couple big envelopes in
the file at home.

Bridget asked, «“Can we go to
the park and sit for a while?”»

Sure. It was less than a half a block away so I
snagged her boogie bag. We walked, sat, I snuggled her and said,
“This was our favorite place to sit. We could see the whole street
and the woods at the same time. We spent hours here.”

My shoulder felt wet. I picked her up a little;
her eyes were streaming. “What’s wrong, Bridget?”

She buried her face on my shoulder.
«“I remember. I remember Vosburg Street and
snogging with Seth Nolan on the porch and under that oak
tree.»

«“I remember holding my granddaughter
for the first time and swearing to myself she’d grow up to be a
wonderful lady. I remember the smell when you were fifteen and how
happy you were.»

«“I remember how happy you were with
Frank then our worry when he changed. I remember waiting for your
child to be born; I so much wanted to be with you and to help you —
but my heart stopped and I died.»

“«I remember waiting over you
and pushing other spirits away. I dove into your baby and was happy
for a moment. Then I forgot. I forgot everything that had happened.
Oh, Snapper, I’m so sorry I wasn’t there to help. So
sorry.”»

We cried. I cried out my grief from losing my
Nana and my sorrow for being alone. My four-month-old daughter and
ninety-three-year-old grandmother cried out her sorrow for
abandoning us.

We felt Sean, «“What’s
happening? How can I help?”»

I told him, «“Its okay, Sean.
We’re just in the middle of a girl thing that came up; we’re
actually okay. We’ll tell you later.”»

«“All right. Just remember, I love you
both more than life itself, and I’ll always be there to help if you
need it.”»

We cried more. This time they were happy, joyous
tears that Nana and her Snapper were together again. Exultant tears
that we’d found a wonderful man to love without reservation who
loved us the same way.

We wiped eyes, blew noses, changed Bridget then
giggled together over Nana and Snapper stories while she got a
snack.

We picked up our special orders; they were
perfect! Home again to our sweet man.

Sean

Well, they’d both been through a
long hard patch; they had the right to cry any time they wished. On
the other hand, women cry when they’re happy, too; sometimes it’s
difficult to tell them apart.

Ah, well. The Cullen Sisters had run me through
the mill on that often enough so I knew just to let it be. Just let
it be and support them as they needed.

Things were looking up. Eileen and Bridget were
learning stuff quickly, the businesses (old and new) were going
along just fine, and I was falling deeper and deeper in love with
my ladies every day. Life was good.

I heard the girls come in; they stirred around
their room for a while then came into my office.

Nice! Very nice. Their haircuts were perfect! I
stood, whistled and applauded. “My ladies are queens! I’ve gotta
take you out tonight and show you off.”

They seemed to appreciate it and laid some
heavy-duty snogging on me which got my heart rate up
significantly.

They stood back, pulled stuff from a bag and
slapped it on their heads. Each had a small bowler hat cocked on
the back left “corner” of their heads!

Bridget said, «“We figured
since we were representing the company, we should wear the logo.
Everyone seems to know the Hat Man — now we’re the Hat Ladies and
don’t take no messin’ with!”»

I laughed so hard it hurt. They pretended to
pout, but I told them, “They’re perfect. On me, the hat looks a bit
silly, and that’s the way I play it. On you two, though, they’re
perfect. Perfect attention-grabbers and they look wonderful. Good
on ya! Good on ya both!” And I meant every word.

They stopped pouting. Eileen’s hat was about 6”
across the brim while Bridget’s was 3”. Perfect sizes; they were
holding them on with tiny «touches».

They dug some more hats out the bag. They had a
variety of colors in the bowlers and the same sizes and colors in
the flat-top, straight-brim with band-and-buckle style. All very
good quality, not like the costume quality I’d found last week.
Great!

They’d even found several good-size lapel pins
of a bowler hat. My ladies were totally clever!

Eileen grinned and said, “And since they’re for
promotion, it’s all deductible!”

We decided on an early dinner at Eire’s Tavern;
the Irish would appreciate the new accessories better than a
standard American. Eileen called Maura and Teresa; they decided to
meet at the Tavern around 5:30 with more casual dress than last
Friday. I think they didn’t appreciate my
leprechaun outfit from then.

Eileen ordered me to take a shower. Okay, that’s
easy enough, especially with Bridget floating in and ensuring I
washed behind my ears. I wore brown pants and shoes with a tie-less
dress shirt; my brown bowler would go fine with it.

Eileen changed into a nice dress, and we dressed
Bridget up in a cute dress; I remember Maura agonizing whether or
not to keep it after their youngest girl had outgrown it. It had
found a welcome home here.

They popped on their brown flat-hats, and I
thought we were ready to go. Terminally luscious, the both of
them!

Eileen and Bridget giggled at each other then
Eileen told me, “Before we leave, we need to introduce someone to
you.”

Okay by me. Where were they? Eileen put Bridget
in my arms and said, “Margaret, I’d like you to meet Sean Cullen,
the man I love. Sean, this is Margaret Gallagher Sullivan, my nana
who raised me.”

A quite dignified «voice» told me, “I’m very pleased to
meet you young man. Snapper here babbles about you quite a lot;
almost sickening, actually, the way she carries on.”

My jaw dropped. I started putting two and two
together and kept getting five or three. They’ve gotta be slagging
me!

Bridget told me, «“Yes, it’s
true. We went around to her schools and to Vosburg Street where I
spent my high school years in the late 1920’s. When we looked at
the house on Olive Tree Lane where I’d raised Eileen, the memories
started coming back. I couldn’t believe it for a while until we sat
in the park at the end of the street where we’d spent so much time.
That brought them back solidly.”»

Her “voice” went to the dignified one of before.
«“There’s 93 years of experience sitting right
here so you two youngsters better not try putting anything over on
an old lady.»

«“And Sean, I’m giving you fair
warning: if you think Eileen being dry for six or seven months was
something, I haven’t had a stiff one up me in well over a year, and
I’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”»

Eileen seemed shocked. “Nana! A year? You were
what, 93?”

Margaret (I started thinking of her that way
when she was in that “mode.”) said, «“Yep. Just
‘cause the chassis was beat up a little didn’t mean the motor
weren’t runnin’.”»

Eileen now looked puzzled. “Who… ?”

«“That nice young man next door, for
one. Ya spent all day at college so we’d slip back and forth. Why
did ya think I put in the gate between our back yards?”»

“Young man? Phillip was…”

«“Seventy-five. I don’t think his wife
would have minded; he’d been widowed ten years by
then.”»

“But seventy-five? I thought…”

«“A guy couldn’t get it up at
seventy-five? Well, that was an issue at times. Fortunately he was
broad-minded; if he couldn’t get his fat prick up me, he’d stick
his tongue and fingers in — way in. Your generation didn’t invent
the 69 position, ya know. Hehehehe.”»

Eileen went red; I was holding in my laughter,
but it was getting very difficult. Em, “flabbergasted” was the term
for Eileen right then.

Margaret chortled, laughed, shook her green
rattle and rubbed it in some more, «“If ya lay on
yer sides, there’s very little strain anywhere, and ya can go at it
for a couple hours easy. Ya should make a note of that for the next
week or so.”»

I couldn’t help it; I busted up. Margaret and I
flopped down in the recliner and convulsed for several minutes
while Eileen glared at us. Finally she broke down too, and we
laughed until we almost cried.

Eileen gasped out, “Nana, if you weren’t so old
or so young, I’d smack you. And Sean, you’re just as bad as she is.
You two molest me when I’m asleep, and now she’s giving me sex
advice.”

«“There’s plenty more where that came
from, Snapper.”»

We decided to leave for the Tavern before we got
into another discussion or Margaret decided to thump my
whippersnapper skull with her rattle.

Eileen

Having Nana turn up in my baby’s
body was one thing; I could see then how it happened given what
we’d seen in the maternity ward and her determination to stay and
help.

What was unbelievable for a while was that she’d
been sexually active for so long right under my nose! Phillip had
been a nice man, and had seemed to be in good condition. She’d
probably worn him out — maybe that’s why he moved to Florida to be
with the rest of his family several years ago.

Hold on! She said it had been a year since she
had any! Phillip had left something like four years ago. Hmm. We’re
going to have a midnight chat sometime.

Teresa and Maura loved our hats. They giggled,
laughed and teased Sean about corrupting us. I decided not to bring
up who was corrupting whom around here for a while.

Maura told us, «“Patrick and
John both came outside yesterday! They’re like a couple kids with
new toys; they went all through Dodger Stadium last night while
Teresa and I checked out the maternity wards around town — much
more interesting.”»

Teresa said, «“It was strange
how the spirits forgot when they picked up a baby. Then again, they
seemed to be in a complete daze anyway. They didn’t even seem to
know we were right along side them.”»

Bridget said, «“But we’re
remembering now.”»

Teresa and Maura said, «“We
are too. Some memories seem millions of years old.”»

I guessed it was my turn, «“I’ve had some over sixty-five million years old, and that’s
without really digging. On the other hand, the ones of this
lifetime appear more detailed and clearer than before. Bridget’s
got some from the past ninety years or so.”»

I introduced Margaret Sullivan, nee Gallagher.
«“She was my nana.”»

They looked at her; she waved her rattle around
and made a little bow. Maura asked, «“Really?”»

Margaret told them, «“Yep. I
remember snogging with Seth Nolan on my front porch when I was
sixteen. Dayum, he was a good kisser! He could fondle tits really
good, too! Hopefully he passed that talent down,
Maura.”»

Maura laughed. «“It may not be
inherited, but John does just fine in that department.”»

Patrick and John put in appearances, but Teresa
and Maura shooed them off. «“Tend to the store,
guys; we’ve got the monsters under control here.”»

I was still feeling peppy and strong — and now
was horny as hell. Margaret was getting itchy, too. «“I’m feelin’ the urge right along with ya, Snapper. It’s not
physical with me, but Sean’s still going to help it
out.”»

When I slipped away to the bathroom, I made a
call to Phil at the hotel with a special request. He told me, “Can
do, ma’am. We’ll have it all ready.”

Sean stepped out once to make a phone call; we
stayed for another forty-five minutes or so chatting away about
lots of things then said our goodbyes for the evening.

Sean

(Wednesday evening 5/3)

I ducked out and called Phil at
the hotel with a request. He told me, “No problem, Sean. We get
similar requests every week or so. We’ve gotcha covered.”

On the way home we talked about Bridget, Nana,
Margaret and all that. Bridget/Margaret/Nana said, «“We’re going to have to sort me out a bit. As Eileen’s Nana,
Margaret Gallagher Sullivan managed to live well for 93 years. I’d
call that a pretty successful personality based on that alone.
Parts of that identity are already part of mine. Well, folks, I see
three distinct personae for me, depending on what’s going
on.”»

Light and clear “voice,” «“First, there’s Bridget McLennan with Mom and Godfather Sean:
I’m physically dependant on you and you’re raising me. It’s my
public persona as an infant who’ll lay on the cute-baby charm as
appropriate and fits my physical development. Of course I’ll try to
lay it on pretty thick at times with us folk when I want something
or for fun.»

«“As Bridget, I’ve already developed
somewhat of a personality based a lot on the most recent memories
of Margaret Sullivan. So, there’s no real dichotomy among any of
these personae.»

Reserved, dignified, yet insouciant “voice,”
«“Second, there’s Nana/Margaret Sullivan and
Snapper with her young boyfriend Sean. This one’s mainly for us
three when I’m dispensing unwanted advice, reminiscing, old wives’
tales, and other anecdotes or observations intended to rattle some
cages or yank some chains. Nana lived through the Great Depression,
raised Eileen and did all sorts of stuff just to survive. She’ll
probably pop up every once in a while with the rest of the Talented
folk. Besides, what else can an old lady do? I’m not getting laid
any more.”»

Calm, sure and happy “voice,” «“In the middle is Margaret McLennan, Marge, Margie, Maggie,
or whatever along with Eileen, Sean, Teresa, Maura, all the
Talented adults. Of course, Nana’s memories will always be
available.»

«“I expect as the years go by and my
body matures, the Bridget persona will gradually merge into to the
Margaret one and won’t be needed. I expect this is the one I’ll be
using the most. This is my persona for making love, and I intend to
use it a lot!”»

Pretty clever if you ask me. We discussed it the
rest of the way home.

As we went to the lobby in the elevator, I had
two snuggly redheads plastered all over me. Marge told me,
«“I hope you’re very rested because we’re going
to wear you out tonight, Lover Boy.”»

Eileen said, “I hope you survive the night
because we’re getting a bit fond of you.”

We waved at Phil. He waved back then gave me a
subtle nod and quiet thumbs up. Great! All was arranged.

He’d exceeded my request right away. On the
hallway door to their room was a Céad Míle Fáilte sign (a hundred
thousand welcomes). I told the ladies, “I welcome you to my heart.
My life has already been immeasurably enriched just by knowing
you.”

Yeh, even a 19-week-old can purr like Geeser.
Eileen laid a snog on me that tickled my tonsils while Marge
showered me with kisses and little two-tooth nibbles on several
parts Eileen wasn’t covering.

We got the door open; I picked up Eileen and
Marge and carried them in. Nice! There were half a dozen
battery-powered candle lanterns flickering away; they gave a nice
glow to the room. The bedroom door was ajar, and I could see a glow
from there, too.

I pretended to be puzzled. “Where did these come
from?”

Eileen hugged me and said, “I called Phil
earlier. I’d say he did good.”

Jaysus! I laughed and told her, “I called him
too. Guess we’re getting a double dose.”

Marge pushed me towards the joining door.
«“Go wash and all that stuff, Lover Boy. Ungird
your loins and prepare for action, lad; I’ll call you when we’re
ready.”»

Eileen

I told Margie, “I’m a bit
nervous.”

«“Hmm? Not virgin-jitters I’d
guess.”»

“Not that. It’s just with these ribs, wrists and
fingers, I’m concerned I’ll have so much attention on them I won’t
make it good for Sean.”

«“Okay. Eileen, I’ll make you a deal.
Since I won’t be physically involved, let me worry about all that
so you don’t have to. Neither you nor Sean will knowingly do the
missionary or put weight on your ribs or wrists.»

«“I’ll be joined to enjoy your
emotions and physical sensations and will still have enough
attention available to watch out for your body. If you get into a
situation where you might hurt yourself or be uncomfortable, I’ll
support you and keep it from happening. Deal?”»

Sounded like a good deal to me. I washed us up
then put on our special seduction nighties. Black, slinky light
silk, almost transparent. Yep. My boobs and bush showed through
just right!

We’d even managed to find something similar for
Margie! We brushed our hair down, pinched our cheeks a little for
some color and were ready.

Margie asked, «“How do I look
for our big night?”»

Awesome. I looked again; she had the cutest set
of boobs imaginable with tiny nipples poking up! She giggled.
«“Just popped ‘em up with a touch. Betcha he’ll
look and maybe even try to cop a feel.”»

We flipped the covers back the way we wanted,
adjusted the “candles” to just right, and I lay back against the
headboard with the appropriate pillows.

«“Mom, I should probably nurse you a
little. That’ll keep me from dying of hunger and keep your boobs
from being too uncomfortable.”»

We did a short run on both sides. Yeh, it did
help. After the burping and another quick hair brushing, we did our
final arrangements; I lay on my side propped up with my arm and my
assets on display under the nightie. Margie sat against a pillow a
couple feet away («“I don’t wanna hide your
beautiful boobs, Eileen.”») with her cuties poking up under
her nightie.

She called Sean, «“Lover Boy?
Oh Lover Boy? Wherefore art thou, Lover Boy?”»

«“Here I is, honeys! I’m kinda nervous
‘cause I know your beauty will overwhelm me.”»

PRRR!

Margie told him, «“Hopefully
you’ll survive. Now how about you bring those gorgeous freckles and
that cute butt in here and lay a lotta lovin’ on a couple horny
ladies.”»

He appeared in the doorway and stopped, gazing
at us with admiration. Dayum! That popped up four nipples in a
hurry.

We «blended» for the
longest time while we told each other of our love. He picked up
Margie and snuggled her as he sat on the bed beside me.

We eased off and maintained a nice «join». He snuggled Margie a few seconds longer then
held her away and looked at her cuties. He laughed and said, “I
thought I felt something! Really… em, em, delightful!”

Margie giggled at him, «“Give
‘em a good feel and see how I did.”»

He ran a gentle hand over those pretty bumps; I
«felt» them right along with him — felt
real to me!

“Dayum good, Marge. Now, how do they taste?”

He pulled one completely into his mouth right
through her nightie. «“Hmm. A pass on that
one!”»

He checked out the other one just as thoroughly;
she moaned in delight. She ended up with two very wet patches which
clung tightly to the “structure” beneath. Those little nipples
weren’t so little any more!

We laughed. Totally fun!

He caressed us both and said, “I love you,
Eileen McLennan. With all my heart and soul, I love you. And you,
Bridget McLennan, Margaret McLennan and Nana, I love you; every
aspect of you.”

Margie looked at him seriously. «“I love you, Sean Cullen. We won’t have a consummated
physical love for a long time, if ever, but you have a huge place
in my heart and my life. Thank you so much for loving us so
unreservedly.”»

He hugged her for a moment longer then she
pushed him back. «“I’ll be taking care of Eileen
a bit tonight. Don’t worry about her ribs, wrists or fingers too
much; I’ll be watching out for the both of you.”»

She darted away and «pushed» her bassinet towards the sitting room.
“I’m getting outta the battle zone!”

Sean looked at me with those wonderful green
eyes filled with so much love I melted down. I could barely move it
was so intense — and that was completely apart from the mental
emotions we were «sharing».

I told him, “I love you, Sean. The Frank
McLennan I loved before has been gone for a year now, and that part
of my life is over. My love for you is fresh, clean and feels so
wonderful I could cry for happiness when we are near.

“Now, even though the room is warm, my butt’s
cold. Hmm, my breasts are cold, too, and ache for your touch to
warm them. My entire body longs for your touches.”

He caressed my cheek and kissed me firmly. “Then
let’s warm you up and try to merge our bodies as closely as we
ourselves are.”

His robe seemed to vanish and we held each other
closely. So wonderful, knowing we’d consummate our love in a short
while.

His caress on my breasts turned from a “mere”
sensation to flares of erotic energy in seconds. Each touch spread
through our bodies and built our delight higher.

My nightie vanished somewhere then my soaked
panties. His hands over all my body kept warming it until it felt
so hot it could scorch the sheet. His mouth on my breasts and a
gentle milking let me give him tastes of the life-giving sustenance
I’d created.

He murmured, «“Delicious!
Delightful! You are my love, my joy.”»

I «felt» Margie with
us, sharing our sensations. As I rolled on
top of Sean, she helped with gentle touches so we felt no pain or awkwardness.

I lay on him and shared deep, loving passionate
kisses while his hands stroked my back, butt, shoulders and
everywhere else they could reach. I felt Margie «lift» my shoulders so my sensitive boobs wouldn’t
squish too much. The sexual energy was a firm presence inside and
around us and glowed with our ardor.

I’d flooded him with my waters by now; a gentle
«touch» positioned us correctly, and I
slid deliciously down over him, penetrating, stretching and filling
myself to perfection.

Things got a bit blurry after that. I remember
our hips moving both slow and fast, controlled then frantic motions
and sweet fiery caresses on my breasts, pucker and stiffly-erect
clit. Release after release flooded us with delight, each seeming
more intense than the last.

I heard my voice calling out my pleasures and
Sean’s voice joining in as he too shared the delicious sensations.
After a seemingly endless time of bliss, I felt him swell up inside
me; he thrust and flooded my channel with boiling-hot fluid.

Our climax together was so intense it pushed us
outside our bodies. We rolled them to their sides and let them
thrash around as we «blended» and
wound ourselves together, the three of us
sharing our rapture.

Sean

Time had no meaning; we let it
pass as it may as we «blended» ourselves
in celebrating our shared passions and loves.

When our bodies came down from their frantic
movements and our breathing became more normal, we rested in each
others’ arms with me still deep inside her. Marge floated down
across us and gave us gentle kisses and tiny caresses with her
hands.

«“You are wonderful
people,”» she told us. “I feel so honored
to be a part of your lives and your love.”

Our bodies slept deeply, recovering and
anticipating yet more enchantments to come. Outside, we
«blended», spirit-hugged, kissed and wound around and
through each other time and again.

Some hours later, I felt Bridget between us,
nursing. Eileen woke and watched us with her wonderful smile on her
face and in her eyes. Bridget told us, «“Best
Mom! Best Sean! Love! Happiness!”»

She gave a parting kiss to each of Eileen’s
proud breasts, smooched us both and floated away. «“I’m out of harm’s way now. Enjoy!”»

We did. Eileen and I snuggled up and shared
deep, loving kisses. She draped her upper leg over my hip; with a
few «touches» to help, I slid home deep
inside her.

We moved together. Soon, we felt warm releases
wash over us like the gentle warm rain of a summer’s day. We kept
moving and sharing our love until the bodies fell asleep.

Later, Eileen poked me gently. She grinned and
told me, “More!”

There was more… and
more and more until the world seemed to be only us three
«sharing» our love.

Eileen

(Thursday 5/4)

Groan. Had to pee so bad! I
moved cautiously; Bridget floated herself out of the way. Great! No
stiffness or pain, just a slight soreness in the pussy — it wasn’t
used to all that wonderful lovin’!

I got to the john and let it flood. Margie and I
inspected the “damage.” My hair was a mess (The nipples popped up
hard when I remembered Sean’s fingers locked in it.), and I was
covered with dried pussy juice and other fluids from my waist to my
knees. Yes, yes and yes!

The wrists were fine; no damage to either one or
the fingers. The ribs felt okay, too. Margie and I got in the
shower then Sean joined us in a couple of minutes. We snuggled and
snogged for a little. So wonderful to love and be loved!

Sean and Margie insisted on washing my hair.
Margie grinned. «“Who knows what kinda ‘stuff’
got in there last night!”» It felt wonderful to be
pampered.

Sean snuggled up behind me and started washing
other parts. I pushed my butt back firmly; he was plenty hard. Hmm,
why not? I rolled my hips back; he crouched down then slid right
in. Ah, it’s a-wunnerful, a-wunnerful!

We moved together. He washed a boob with one
hand and ensured my clit was very clean with the other. I reached
back with both hands and pulled his head to me.

He switched hands; Margie floated in and
caressed and kissed the spare boob (That’s
why there’s two! More spots for lovin’!). They switched several
times then we came hotly. Great! Margie hugged my neck and kissed
me hard while Sean caressed whatever he could find.

I got my turn on Sean’s and Margie’s hair. I
remembered pulling on Sean’s hair hard last night when I’d tried to
pull his entire head inside my drenched pussy.

We had fun drying each other’s hair; no hanky
panky — this time.

I tossed on a robe, wrapped Bridget in a blanket
(diaper already provided courtesy of Margie Enterprises) and sat in
the sitting room to nurse her.

Sean disappeared in his room to dress. There was
a knock on the door; ah, yes, Kate!

She came in; her nostrils flared immediately.
She took a deep breath and, we grinned at each other like a couple
conspirators who’d had their plot work out perfectly.

She puttered around then disappeared into the
bedroom. I heard her gasp. She stuck her head back out, looking
worried. She asked, “You okay, Ms. Eileen? You’re not hurt or
anything?”

Huh? I joined her and looked around. Be Jaysus!
With a couple of Janey Macks tossed in!

The place was a madhouse. One picture was at a
steep angle with my nighty dangling from the corner. My hotel robe
was thrown across a lamp which was sprawled on its side and the
large chair was on its back. The covers were completely off the
bed, the mattress was twisted at least a foot off the bedsprings,
the entire bed frame was skewed at least three feet, there were
three huge wet spots, the room was saturated with sex smell, and my
still-wet panties dangled from the chandelier!

Margie giggled and shook. It only took a glance
at her blandly-innocent face to know she’d been “up to something.”
I glared at her. «“Little devil! You’ll get yours
someday!”»

«“I’m counting on it!”
Laugh.»

Sean stuck his head in and took a deep, very
appreciative sniff. He looked around and said, “Wow! Eileen, I’m
sure glad I kept you under control last night; much more and we’d
have to renovate the entire place!”

Wanker and evil-doers! I slung a pillow (They
were scattered all over.) at him and blushed from my eyebrows to my
knees. Kate laughed, and we all ended up laughing so hard I peed a
little bit — with no panties on!

Sean managed to control himself (arsehole!) and
said, “I’ll order some breakfast. I’ll get a triple order for you,
sweetheart.”

I got him with a pillow as he left. I told Kate,
“Sean will help you with the bed when he gets back.”

She laughed some more. “I can manage it. Can’t
say I’ve ever seen one so, em, energetically disarrayed.”

Twit. Margie and she were both twits! Arg.

I sat down again and smacked Margie’s bottom a
couple times. “You’re bad, girl. You musta snuck Nana in
there.”

«“You got it, Snapper! I was planning
that most of the night.”»

Sean got off the phone and grinned at me as he
went into the bedroom to help Kate. He got my best glare in
return.

I heard him tell her, “I’m going to have to
spend at least an hour in the Jacuzzi to get out the soreness.” I
plotted my revenge.

Kate said (obviously with the intention I hear
her), “Jaysus, Mr. C, I thought the red hair meant we had a fiery
temper, not this. When she’s all healed up I’ll have to call a
whole crew in.” Twit! I included her in my revenge.

 



Chapter 8

Sean

Eileen pretended to glare at us
all through breakfast. It didn’t slow down her eating much, though.
Marge draped herself on my back, looking over my shoulder
(«“I feel a little safer back here right now.”
Giggle.») while Eileen demolished Eggs Benedict, pancakes
and sausage, and a small steak and eggs. I contented myself with
just two breakfasts.

We traded polite belches, pushed back and
planned the day. Nothing pressing or urgent, just go down the
road.

Eileen pulled out a couple large envelopes.
“Let’s look at Nana’s stuff. I didn’t have the heart to do it
before.”

Marge said, «“I remember some
of it; the proof is in the papers.”»

Quite interesting. There was a checkbook with
something like $30K showing. The checks had both Margaret’s and
Eileen’s names on it. Marge told us, «“Joint
account. She’s got total access to it with no probate.”»

There was a deed to the lot and house on Olive
Tree Lane; again, both Margaret and Eileen were on it and no
mortgage! Eileen looked at Marge and said, “You were a pretty
clever old bag, Nana.”

Marge grinned and said, «“There’s more. Should be a car, some other accounts, and a
will. One of my boyfriends was an estate lawyer and helped me
construct it all.”»

There was a car — jointly titled with “or” —
several CDs and what looked like some mutual funds. The will stated
that everything went to Eileen as her sole property. So far, it was
neat and cleverly constructed.

I suggested, “How about we skip the study today.
We can get the insurance paperwork from the hospital and take a
look around the Olive Tree Lane place.”

Eileen said, “Yeh. We should visit the
neighbors, too. We, or I should say I, never had a wake, memorial
service or anything for Nana. Betcha there’s lots of old boyfriends
around who’ll mourn.” She smirked at Marge.

Marge laughed. «“Yep. Some not
so old and some not boy
friends.”»

Eileen pinked up a little. “Okay, Nana. You’ve
shocked me.” She grinned anyway.

Marge grinned too. She said, «“We should get death certificates for me to ensure all that’s
gotten straight. I ended up in the same hospital as you, so there’s
probably some final bills and stuff to straighten out.»

«“Let’s look at the house first and
see what mail’s collected. I didn’t see anything forwarded to your
apartment except some utility bills, Eileen.”»

We gathered up the medical insurance papers, all
of Marge’s papers, packed Bridget’s boogie bag, got dressed and
headed out.

I remembered a bit where Olive Tree Lane was and
headed in that direction. With two native guides, there wasn’t any
problem finding it.

I pulled in the drive; we got out and looked
around.

The lawn was in fine shape. Eileen said, “I kept
the gardeners going and paid the utility bills. I had presence of
mind enough to change the billing address.”

There was no problem getting in the house; the
door was locked but a couple «touches»
slid everything back. The inside was neat and orderly, but even I
could tell it was dusty.

They showed me around. Eileen collected several
sets of keys and stowed them away in her purse.

It was quite a nice place. There were three
bedrooms, a decent kitchen, a large living room, a bigger dining
room, a huge den, large front and back porches, a good-sized front
yard and a huge back yard.

The attached garage had a Volvo station wagon
inside. Nana told us, «“No old-fart Cadillac boat
for me!”» Eileen said she’d driven it, and it had been in
excellent shape.

Eileen showed me what had been her room. It was
neat and feminine with clothes in the closet. She and Nana
exclaimed over stuff while I nosed around the rest of the
place.

The roof and rain gutters looked fine. The trim
outside could use a touch up, but the siding paint looked fine.
«Inspecting» the plumbing and drains, I
decided it was okay for now; we might want to run a plumbing snake
through the drains, but they were manageable for a while.

The electric panel had been upgraded to breakers
and had 200-amp service to the breaker box. Not shabby at all for
fifty years old!

The driveway was good, the garage door and all
the other doors were good. Most of the floors were hardwood. Some
spots looked a bit worn but a minor refinish job could take care of
that.

The kitchen was modern with a new gas stove and
oven, a dishwasher, garbage disposal and an overhead pan rack. Even
not being a cook, I appreciated it.

The den was huge; it was sparsely-furnished with
a table, chair, a laptop computer and five large filing cabinets.
One wall had a large bookshelf stuffed with books and
magazines.

The living room was furnished. There were plenty
of pictures around; a lot looked like Eileen. From the ages, they
were of Eileen, her parents, Nana and some even older ones.

There was a brass urn, too. It was engraved,
“Margaret Gallagher Sullivan July 10, 1912 - December 17, 2005.”
Obvious what it was.

Over all, give it a minor dusting and one could
move right in.

I rejoined the ladies. Nana took us to her old
room. Not an old lady’s room by any stretch, it was bright, airy
and neat. Marge said, «“I think Susan Wright from
down the street straightened things up after I was gone. Hmm. Open
that closet. There’s a safe under the carpet.”»

Somehow (grin) Eileen knew the combination and
opened it up. She pulled out several jewelry boxes and lots of
other papers.

Nana said, «“Snapper, all the
jewelry’s yours. Let’s take a quick look.”»

There was lots of it. Not a bit of junk anywhere
except for a few pieces Nana said were just for fun anyway.

Eileen opened a large flat case. There was a
matching emerald necklace, earrings, several finger rings and a
brooch. Completely beautiful. Nana told us, «“These were my great-grandmother’s and are at least 200 years
old. My great-grandmother, grandmother, mother, I and your mother
were all married wearing them.»

«“The only reason I didn’t give them
to you for your wedding is because they would have been
overwhelming given your and Frank’s then-current financial
condition. They’re yours now from your mother, Snapper, and maybe
someday you’ll give them to your daughter for her wedding. Hint,
hint.”»

Eileen and Nana cried a little. Even I felt
teary-eyed.

Nana told us, «“I think the
rest is a good project for us and the Cullen Sisters. We can have
one hell of a hen party.”»

They decided to have a Friday-morning bash.

We put almost everything back in the safe. Nana
said the papers were family-tree papers like marriage certificates,
birth certificates, lineage trees, special photographs, that sort
of stuff. We kept out a medical policy and the Volvo insurance
papers; they’d been paid with auto-drafts from Nana’s checking
account so they were current.

We wrapped up for now. We decided to hit the
hospital first then come back to visit the neighbors and for the
Volvo. There was plenty of parking in the hotel garage for it;
being an owner had its perks.

At the hospital, we tracked down the right
office and collected the correct forms for the insurance. After a
little inquiry, they coughed up some bills for Nana’s very short
stay; we matched them with the insurance policy from Nana’s place
and got those forms, too.

On the way back to the hotel, we dropped by the
DMV and got change of address papers for Eileen. We decided to
leave the Volvo registration as it was for now until we decided
what to do with the house.

We had a nice lunch at Sizzlers then headed
home. Bridget got her liquid lunch in the sling while Eileen and I
filled out the insurance claim forms for her stuff and for Nana’s
last brief stay.

We were done; I got them in envelopes and
trotted down to the front desk just in time to get them in the
outgoing mail. Mail was in (The concierge usually had mine brought
up; another perk.) so I took it with me.

I handed an envelope to Eileen. “It’s from
Shane’s Shop. Betcha it’s your paycheck.”

It was and there was one for me, too, for $150.
That was for 20 hours after taxes. What the heck, it buys a nice
dinner!

Eileen had gotten the paperwork put away and the
place was in good shape.

Marge said, «“I’m rested and
well fed. I don’t know about you, but I’m up for a little mattress
pounding before we head out again!”»

We felt up for it. Yeh, no weight on the wrists,
watch the ribs and all that, but we found knees and elbows or knees
and shoulders worked just dandy. So dandy, in fact, we
«felt» the security manager come by the
door checking out several reports of a screaming woman. Marge fed
him very satisfied woman thoughts, and he
hot-footed it back to report to Sam.

We dozed for a while then took a quick shower.
There were a few wet spots and a bit of spilt milk on the sheets,
but Eileen had controlled herself well enough the bed wasn’t all
askew. Her panties had ended up on the chandelier, again.
I didn’t do it — this time.

I took along a steno pad for notes, and we
walked the blocks around the Olive Tree Lane house. Nana and Eileen
knew almost everyone; Nana a lot better since Eileen had spent so
much time in college then had moved out to be with Frank.

I carried Bridget and the diaper bag while
Eileen played the granddaughter. No sweat; Bridget could make
herself as light as a feather.

We’d walk up to a house, Nana would fill us in
with the “dirt” (usually quite nice) about the people then we’d
talk with them. If Nana told us a guy was “virile” or a woman was
“sexy” we caught the hint in a hurry. Those people seemed
particularly sad or sorry about her — and there were twenty-five of
them.

They almost all knew Eileen quite well and were
very happy to meet Nana’s great-granddaughter. Bridget had a great
time laying baby-love on them!

Anyway, we told them we were arranging an Irish
wake for Margaret Sullivan for a couple Saturdays from tomorrow. If
they were interested, I make a note and told them I’d send them
information.

Nana had known lots of
people; we spent five hours going around visiting, and that was
just in the immediate neighborhood! I had notations for fifty
people who were interested in the wake.

Eileen and Marge started making bets about
halfway through as to which people would know me or about me (They
all knew Eileen of course.). I guess the bowler stood out a bit;
the thirty or so businesses I was associated with around Altadena
employed (or were owned by) several hundred people who knew The
Hat, so I wasn’t surprised.

It was getting along towards evening when we
finished up the people in walking distance so we headed back to the
house. We decided Eileen would use the phone tomorrow to contact
the others in Nana’s address book.

The Volvo started right up so I transferred the
special child seat with all the accessories to it. By the way, I
still have a few of those pedestrian rights in the Bay Area
available; contact me at SQCullen@CullenEnt.com.

I told Eileen and Marge, “I’m going to do some
quick stop-bys at a few places then I’ll meet you back at the
hotel. You two rest for a bit then we’ll decide about dinner.”

I knew where to stop (one of my sold
businesses). I’d already checked it out remotely a couple days ago;
they had exactly what I wanted so I was in and out in twenty
minutes. I could have stayed a lot longer talking shop, but I had
two wonderful ladies to attend to.

We did a light dinner at the hotel restaurant.
As we ate, we «talked» with Teresa and
Maura about getting together tomorrow at Olive Tree Lane. They were
more than willing to get together, go over Nana’s stuff and gossip
(Oops! That’s “Enjoy intense conversations of an intimate
nature.”).

If I knew them, they’d be concentrating on
getting Eileen and me together. Eileen, Marge and I decided we’d
just string them along for a while.

We’d found someone else couldn’t «look» at something we had if we tucked it aside right
out in the open. If that sounds contradictory, it’s not. It’s more
like looking for a name on a map. Most people can scour it inch by
inch and find it. But, if it’s in large letters spread over a foot
or so they go right by; it’s so obvious it’s overlooked.

In fact, we found we could pretty much block out
casual «looks» with a little
concentration. It’s good to have a bit of privacy while you’re
plotting!

We decided we’d do some study in the morning
then meet the Cullen Sisters around 10:00 at Olive Tree Lane. For
the moment, getting Nana’s stuff straightened around had a bit more
priority.

Every one “signed off” and we made an early
night of it.

Nana had been right. Laying on one’s side in a
69 is very un-stressful. By the time we put in a few gentle
supporting «touches» it was like floating
in a cloud. Only thing is, I don’t know of any cloud which has a
pink lining inside the softest red down imaginable topped with a
fluffy jungle of fire and dispensing nectar of the gods. What I
missed the first pass got caught up in the down so I could savor it
later. That cute, very sensitive pucker near it was a wonderful
bonus!

Marge gave Eileen and me soft kisses and loving
caresses all over. Eileen lost interest in my tool after fifteen
minutes because she couldn’t breathe around it too well. Getting
flooded by a warm climax every couple minutes isn’t conducive to
concentration on other things.

Yeh, another pair of wet lacy panties had ended
up on the chandelier.

Eileen

(Friday 5/5)

We got up pretty early; we’d
slept really well for whatever reason. Margie and I made Sean take
his own shower; there was no time for fooling around. Tomorrow
morning… different story.

Marge and I tried out our hands in the
kitchenette. It worked out quite well, actually. Sean had gotten a
gas line run (owner’s perk) and had a small gas stove. Yes! Bacon,
eggs, English muffins, orange juice, fried potatoes; the standard
breakfast fare — and lots of it.

Sean told us not to do much cleanup; Kate would
have another person come in and do that. Okay by us!

Margie and I hit the books. We started with the
first of the detailed manuals on establishing or setting up a
business. Hmm, everything college left out.

Sean worked on his emails and newsletters while
we studied. He’d break off every so often and give us a checkout
like he’d done before. We made very nice progress!

We got ready, took off and met the Cullen
Sisters at Nana’s place. Nana gave them the two-bit tour, and we
settled in while Sean did a detailed inspection of the structure,
plumbing, electrical and that sort of stuff. Somewhere in all that
business studying he’d picked up a good working knowledge of
construction codes.

Sean had called a cleaning service yesterday; we
had three cleaners show up. They did dusting, mopping and
straightening so the place would be presentable and livable.

Nana guided us to lots of stuff I’d forgotten
about. I’d used Mom’s wedding dress for Frank and me, but there
were also three others stored away. We went wild over them!

Teresa and Maura kept saying how wonderful I’d
look in any of them; Nana and I would laugh and tell them, “Some
day Bridget will fit in them. No hurry right now.”

Dayum! Almost all Nana’s clothes fit me pretty
good. I’d left a lot of mine here when I’d gone to live with Frank
so that gave me a ton of stuff. Shoes, hats and gorgeous lingerie
(Nana told us, «“Lots of my friends liked it —
and liked taking it off!”»). Clothes from very formal (pale
green strapless with no back down to the crack and a train ten feet
long) to tiny leather and denim greyhound skirts and nipple tops.
Yum!

Maura was pretty much my size, too. We could
have spent days trying it all on.

We sorted out paperwork; I set most of the
financial stuff aside to have Sheila look at later today.

We discussed the wake. Every once in a while
we’d just start laughing and couldn’t stop for a while — Nana was
pulling a real-life Tom Sawyer and going to her own “funeral!”

Anyway, we decided a couple Saturdays after
tomorrow would work out. Patrick reserved the banquet room at the
Tavern (tough to schedule but someone else had just cancelled out),
and we passed around assignments. The Tavern would have the open
bar and supply food; the rest of us would do the invitations and
handle the wake itself. We decided to do a bit more planning over
the weekend.

Since lots of Nana’s friends around here were
somewhat elderly, we decided to rent a couple buses to pick them up
and return them to the area. That’d keep drunken old people off the
streets!

I went through the rest of Nana’s address book
and called everyone else Sean and I hadn’t talked with on Thursday.
About 80% were very interested in a wake, especially when I talked
about free transportation, free food and free booze, so I made
copious notes.

I hadn’t heard back from Frank’s sister yet so
we put aside any plans for a wake until then. We’d made no friends
(except for Sharon) because Frank had been so withdrawn, so it
looked like only his sister, Sharon and us.

One thing we’d found when we’d gone around the
neighborhood was we were getting pretty sensitive to outside
emotions and thoughts. Even sitting inside the house «felt» noisy. Maura and Teresa said they were
experiencing the same thing, especially with the kids. Teresa said,
“Makes for quite a bit of distraction at times.”

We worked out a filter of some sort which we
could turn up or down. It was kinda like a radio squelch; only
stuff above a certain intensity and pattern could get through.

Then with a little more practice we found we
could filter out stuff selectively, just like you get used to
routine traffic noises outside the house. Things quieted down a lot
after that.

We went through the entire house inspecting and
talking. Nana told us, «“This was the way I liked
it. It’s your place now, Snapper, so you make it how you like
it.”»

The Cullen Sisters put us to a Question, “You
and Bridget going to live here, Eileen? Or are you going to live in
sin with a man of very questionable hat morals?”

Jaysus! I told them, “Things are still very
fluid, girls. Nana bought this place new over 50 years ago so to
some extent it’s the ancestral home. It looks in top shape and by
the end of today will be livable again.

“Sean’s helping me and Bridget out right now
until I’m healed up. We’ve got a business relationship that looks
as if it’ll work well no matter what our personal relationship
is.

“As to our personal relationship, that’s
undecided, probably until things are healed up. Until then, we’ll
probably continue as we are. He’s made no demands on us, and I
haven’t had to beat him or fend him off — yet. We’ve no actual
commitments among us except to respect each other.”

All right, then; enough for today. I had an
appointment with Sheila around 4:30 then a Tavern night. Maura told
me, “You’re singing with us tonight, Eileen. No dancing for you
yet, but Bridget and Sean can do their piece.”

Okay. It was my word against thousands of
theirs.

Sheila was right on time. Yeh, I remembered her.
She was a pretty Hispanic lady, 25 years old and single.

I got her in and sitting around the desk/table
in the sitting room then brought in Bridget for her introduction.
Bridget laid it on so thick we thought Sheila would die; Bridget
laughed, kicked, laid on a lot of baby-kisses and rooted around
Sheila’s boobs real good looking for milk. Sheila was dayum near
crying after a few minutes.

Margie said, «“Hmm, great
rack, pretty lady and some Talent here, Eileen. I think we need a
new addition to the harem!”»

«“Behave yourself, woman! She’s here
on business.”»

«“Okay, okay, okay! But after we’re
done… maybe she’d like to come to the Tavern with us tonight — and
maybe spend the night here.”»

Devil! I told her to stop tempting me then I
«told» Sean to come in and say hi. He
popped in through the joining door and grinned. Sheila looked at
him and cried, “Sean! What are you doing naked? No hat?”

He told her, “If I wear it inside, she beats me.
Wanna see my bruises?”

I Irished him good while Margie and Sheila
laughed. Sheila looked back and forth between Sean and me with the
clockwork ticking away. It didn’t take Talent to figure out what
she was thinking.

Sean told us, “I’ll be next door.”

I said, “You should stay; I may need
advice.”

He said, “You don’t need my advice. You are her client, not us,
and she’ll do what’s right for you. Make your own decisions; you’re
completely capable of it. If you need plain information, that’s a
different story.”

He left us alone.

First thing Sheila did was hand me a check for
$250,000 for the life insurance death benefit. “All they needed to
do was call the Coroner’s Office. Now, we need to update your life
insurance policy then figure out what to do with the check.”

I dug out Nana’s financial papers, her will,
Frank’s will and all our financial stuff, and we went over it
all.

Shit, Nana had stuff stashed away all over. She
told me, «“My estate lawyer ‘buddy’ figured it
all out.”» Mutual funds, CDs, money markets, a paid-up
annuity with a $375K death benefit — all in addition to the $30K
checking account and all with me as either the beneficiary or joint
owner.

Sheila said, “The Olive Tree Lane house has been
paid off for over 30 years. You looking at living in it?”

I trotted out the spiel I’d given Teresa and
Maura. She said, “Well, I’d recommend you just hold onto it for a
while. Since it’s appreciating, all it’s really costing you is
utilities, taxes and routine maintenance. Plus, you have a
wonderful start on something very few people have; an ancestral
home.”

All good, all great. I «called» Sean back in. We talked real quick and he asked Sheila, “Would you like
to come to dinner with us tonight at the Tavern? You already know
my sisters and their families, of course, but there’s been several
other families coming in lately you might be able to help plus
we’ve got a couple new employees with families; we’ll introduce you
around. Our treat, of course.”

Sheila accepted promptly. She asked,
“Dress?”

Margie piped up, «“Or undress
later; she’s yummy!”» Sean and I almost lost it but held it
in.

I told her, “Simple business casual for you.
Sean, Bridget and I will dress up ‘cause we do a gig.”

She agreed to meet us there around 6:30 and took
off with all the papers we’d worked on — there was quite a stack at
the end.

Sean, Margie and I snogged for a while then it
was time to get ready for dinner. We decided what to wear (no
leprechaun tonight, thank you), and he trotted off to get
dressed.

I wanted to wear one of the Little Black Dresses
I’d “discovered” in a closet. Fuck! With my milk in, my boobs were
up another cup size. That pushed the front of the dress out too
much and my bra showed plainly.

Margie said, «“Honey, you
don’t need a bra. Let’s see what it looks like without
one.”»

Yeh, no bra showing all right, but the opening
still went below my boobs; every time I moved, a boob fell out. And
they drooped. Dayum!

Margie laughed. «“Honey,
you’ll be a hit! Use a few touches to keep the dress pulled down
inside your breasts, and you’ll do fine. Now use touches to lift a
little, push ‘em together a bit and you’ve got wonderful cleavage
that looks delicious without being slutty. Sean will have a
coronary when he sees it; your nipples look divine, and everyone
around will want to dine on peaches and cream.”»

Definite advantage, having some Talent. We ended
up with a soft flexible «touch» inside
each breast to lift them and push them together some. Everything
wobbled just a little, and my boobs looked like they’d fall out any
second. I loved it!

Margie produced a pair of baby bloomers. They
were a light green micro-weave with dark shamrocks woven into the
pattern. We found her an infant’s equivalent to a LBD and slipped
it on. Pop on our pearls and black shoes, brush our hair,
«touch» on the black bowlers, tweak up my
nipples, pop up her cuties (private show only), and we were ready
to wreak some havoc.

Claddagh Rings

from Wikipedia

The ring’s distinctive design features two hands
clasping a heart surmounted by a crown. The elements of this symbol
are often said to correspond to the qualities of friendship (the
hands), loyalty (the crown) and love (the heart) that are said to
combine in a good marriage.

The way that a claddagh ring is worn on the hand is
usually intended to convey some indication of the wearer’s romantic
availability. It is generally true that if the ring is on the right
hand with the heart facing towards the hand [crown is towards the
fingertip], indicates that the person wearing the ring is in a
serious relationship (his/her heart is closed).

A ring worn on the right hand, with the heart
outward, away from the hand, [crown is towards the wrist] the
person wearing the ring is not in any serious relationship (the
heart is open). A claddagh worn on the left hand with the heart
toward the hand indicates marriage. The other orientation (heart
outward) may indicate nothing, widowhood, or being engaged.

Sean

(Friday evening 5/5)

No green tonight; well, I could
handle it. I found a black suit with slightly-shiny lapels (almost
a tux), grey shirt, grey bow tie, black patent-leather shoes and
black bowler. Fine by me.

I dug out the goodies I’d gotten the day before
and waited as patiently as I could.

Around 5:45 they «called» me in to pack Bridget’s “formal” boogie bag. I
got one look at them then my knees went weak and my heart
fluttered.

LBDs. Eileen had a string of pearls with a small
pendant which led the eye to her divine peaches and cream cleavage;
her breasts looked at me and wobbled every time she moved. The rest
of the dress seemed to cling then reluctantly let go. Wonderful
hips and legs. That dress looked like it would fall off any
moment.

Marge had a similar LBD. No real cleavage, of
course, but she had her cuties popped up («“Just
for you, Sean.”») and looked like $500 million. There was so
much “sexy woman” radiating from the two of them it filled the
entire hotel.

I whimpered, “You two trying to kill people?
We’ll have to have an ambulance on standby tonight.”

They flushed a little and looked even sexier.
Think a nineteen-week-old girl can’t look sexy? Marge was proof
positive at least one could. Be Jaysus! Yeh, I’d seen them both in
the pelt a lot, but this made me want to howl at the moon with love
and lust.

I tried to show them how I felt with gentle hugs
and kisses (Don’t muss the dresses or the hair!), firm sprit-hugs
and a wonderful «blending»; my heart
melted inside me and gave me the strength to continue.

“My loves. My darling ladies. Margaret, Bridget,
Nana, you have my heart forever. You are my Princess, my best girl.
Yes, we know there won’t be a physical relationship for perhaps a
long time, but I want you to wear this to show the world some hint
of my love for you.”

I gave Margaret a small claddagh ring. The
hands, crown and band were platinum, the heart a ruby and the crown
had tiny diamonds. “Wear it as you will, my love; the choice is
yours.”

Her eyes got really big; she and Eileen gasped
and teared up. Margaret hugged me tight (strong girl!), kissed me
hard (not a baby kiss at all) and told me, «“I
love you, Sean. Our love will change and grow over the years; I
will probably love others too, but you will always be the Prince
who brought me from the deep fog of forgetfulness to the shining
sun of life and love. I will wear this with pride to show the world
my love for you.”»

She put it on her right ring finger with the
heart facing her. Best Girl! My Princess! We three hugged each
other again and wept gentle tears of happiness.

I told Eileen, “You are my Queen, my best lady,
my great love. Others may consider this much too soon, but it is
for you to decide. With you, I feel complete; there are now places
in me and my heart filled I never knew were empty.

“Please wear this ring as you will, it is but a
small piece of the love I have for you. When it is time, I ask you
to marry me, be my true Queen and join with me for ages to
come.”

Her ring was larger and a bit more ornate since
there was room to work. Platinum, ruby and diamonds glittered. Her
eyes streamed with tears while she told me, “Sean, you are my King.
As you did your Princess, you brought me from a world of confusion
and uncertainty into the light of a love I never imagined could
exist. Even now, I have no memory of a love even a tenth as deep as
we’ve felt together.

“I will wear this ring with heartfelt pride and
love. My mourning is over; I will wed with thee. There may be
troubled times ahead for the world and our lives, but there never
will be trouble in our love. Thank you for coming into our lives
and showing us the goodness and love inside all our hearts.”

She too put her ring on her right ring finger
with the heart facing her. She wept. “Soon I will wear it on my
left hand; my pride in you knows no bounds, and our joy will endure
through eons of lives yet to come.”

Our emotions were too strong for physical
expression. We had to hug each other while our tears of love flowed
and mingled together the same way we did outside and through our
bodies.

Eileen

Not much more I can say about
it. I would have thought that much emotion coming out would have
drained us, but we were stronger and more alive for it.

Okay, back to “business.” Bridget’s “formal”
boogie bag was simply a black diaper bag. Sean checked it over
while I looked in the mirror, repaired tear damage and Margie
hovered beside me.

She told me, «“Our man is one
above the trillions. Maybe we should put off bringing Sheila home
tonight.” Grin.»

“Devil-woman! Horny old broad!”

«“Yeh! Fun, huh?”»

It was. We dropped down to the lobby then
strolled over to talk with Phil. Of course I knew how to
model-walk, and I gave him all I had. He looked at Margie and me,
turned a bit pale and said, “And I’ve gotta be married. Ladies,
I’ll turn on the police scanner and listen for the riot call.”

Good start. We told him we’d be back sometime.
“Don’t wait up for us.”

We didn’t talk at all on the way; physically it
wouldn’t have been possible because our shit-eating grins just
wouldn’t quit.

Margie whispered to us, «“My
loves, we are going to be so
good together.”»

We got there in good time (light traffic).
Margie told me, «“Okay, honey, just smile your
million-watt smile, hold your tits and dress up like you are now,
relax everything else and do the model walk. We’ll give ‘em all
heart attacks — men and women.”»

Dayum! I hoped I hadn’t leaked enough to make a
wet spot on the back of my dress.

We let the valet take the car and went inside
for our grand entrance. Both the valet (18 years old) and the
doorman (82 years) almost had heart failure. YES!

Sean

I carried Marge and the boogie
bag while I followed Eileen. We left a trail of sudden silences,
dropped jaws, sprained eyes and tremendous admiration as we went to
our table.

I had a very “hard” time watching where I was
going; my eyes kept drifting back to Eileen’s subtly-swaying
derrière. Even from behind I swore that dress would fall off with
every movement.

The Nolans (Maura, John and family) and the
Bardons (Teresa, Patrick and family) were already there. As Eileen
went up to the table, eight adult eyes and ten younger eyes stared.
Eileen smiled even wider, said, “Hi, guys!” and sat in the chair I
held for her.

She leaned forward so I could push in her chair;
eighteen eyes waited (and eight hoped) for her dress to fall off.
It didn’t.

Maura said, “Jaysus, you’re gorgeous tonight,
Eileen. Doesn’t she clean up real good, Teresa?”

Teresa said, “Sure does. Bridget there is a sexy
young thing in her own right, too.”

The four ladies exchanged laughs and smiles.

I sat Marge on the table right next to Eileen.
Teresa’s ever alert eye caught the glittering going on. It was hard
to miss; Eileen and Marge had their hands extended for them to
see.

The Cullen Sisters shrieked then clapped their
hands over their mouths. They gave the rings close inspections,
ooed and awed, Jaysused and, in general, admired the hell out of
them.

Maura said, “Powder room!” She, Teresa, Marge
and Eileen giggled their way off.

John and Patrick grinned at me. John said, “You
do know how to make an entrance, Sean.”

I protested, “Not me! It was my lovely ladies
who’re the attraction. I was just the chauffeur this evening.”

Patrick grinned. “Yeh, right. I suppose those
two rings just happened to fall out of the sky, and the ladies had
the passing fancy to slip them on.”

I closed my eyes for a moment, sighed, and told
them, “They’ve become my life; my heart can no longer contain the
love I have for them. Now maybe Teresa and Maura will back off a
little.”

Pat asked, “Is this ‘just’ a serious
relationship or an actual engagement?”

I gave them my widest smile. “Eileen’s agreed to
become my wife. If Margaret — Bridget — were physically older, I’d
wed her too in less than a heartbeat.”

They contemplated that a few moments. John
grinned. “Well, now the Cullen Sisters have a wedding to plan.
They’ll still be all over you, Sean.”

“Maybe. If I’m real lucky, I’ll divert them to
Eileen and Margaret.”

Patrick said, “Don’t count on that totally.
Margaret?”

I knew Maura and Teresa had told them about
Nana; I «explained» the different personae
Bridget was using. They agreed it made complete sense.

Ah, there was Sheila. I’d had Patrick pass the
word to the maître d’ so she’d get VIP service when she came. Of
course, John and Patrick knew her; she’d stopped by last month and
updated their financial analysis.

I gave her a hug; she’s a favorite people. I
asked, “Got plenty of cards and your notepad? Ready to go
prospecting?”

She smiled widely. “You betcha!”

I escorted her around the dining room. I spotted
several families who’d shown up several times so I figured they
knew me by now. I introduced her: “Hello. I’m Sean Cullen — my
sisters’ families run this place.” They’d introduce themselves.
“This is Sheila. She’s in the business of helping families become
more comfortable with and in control of their finances. She also
helps people become wealthy! I recommend her highly.”

I’d step back and let Sheila take over the
conversation. Usually it took only a minute or so as she gave out a
couple cards and took their name and number to contact them
later.

I took her around to the new employees I knew
had families and did the same. Many of the employees who’d been
here over a couple months had already met her and she’d already
been able to help several of them. All good people!

In the half-hour we’d been gone, the ladies had
gotten back from the powder room. Eileen had handed Bridget off to
the nieces and nephews; she was making the rounds dispensing hugs,
kisses, cuddles and lots of good will.

Eileen

Teresa and Maura hauled Margie
and me off to the powder room for a “conference.” They almost cried
when we told them how he’d given the rings to us, but they held
up.

Next on the interrogation list: “So how long
have you two been at it?” Very subtle, these two.

I told them, “We’ve all been playing around
since last Wednesday night. I tend to get, em, a bit, em, carried
away so still have to be quite careful. Margie helps me — and adds
her own loving to us.”

“Margie?”

Margie went over her personae with them. They
nodded; Teresa said, “Not bad. Pretty good for an ‘old person.’” We
laughed.

They were very interested in how “good” Sean had
been. Margie and I picked up they had a lot more interest in it
beyond “Did he treat me right?” Jaysus! They’d it hidden pretty
well, but they had the hots for him,
too!

Margie and I laughed. I told them, “Fuckin’ aye
the most righteous shaggings I’ve ever had. Mind you, we’re still
holding back quite a lot but still… That’s physically. Get about a
30% «join» among the three of us, and we
share the sensations. With feedback like
that, we know exactly how we’re affecting the other. Toss in
sharing our emotions… You can guess how
good even the most gentle loving is.”

We gave them a quick image of a couple of those
sweet memories. They trickled tears.

Next they demanded to know how my boobs stayed
up without a bra; they’d seen it all before and knew they weren’t
that upstanding. I told them, “Margie suggested it. Use a flexible
«touch» inside, in my case about a third
of the actual volume. Move it up, down, in, out, however and of
course the rest follows right along. Since it’s inside and
flexible, the outside just ‘acts naturally’ so it can wobble
around. I think they gave Sean heart failure when he saw the
results.”

Margie added, «“Of course
having her dress almost falling off didn’t hurt, either. A few
little touches handle everything. If she let them go, it would fall
off — or at least the top would. Show ‘em, honey.”»

I let the touches on my dress go; it gaped open
and slid down my arms. I wiggled my shoulders back and forth a few
times; it had the desired wobbly effect on my boobs.

They wanted to do the same thing. They stripped
off their bras, unbuttoned to the middle of their stomachs and
«touched» their boobs.

Very nice! I’d done my share of girl-girl in
college and had enjoyed it very much, thank you. So, Margie and I
were pretty quick to pick up their interest, too. Hmm, maybe…

Sean

When they got back from the
powder room conference, the Cullen Sisters ensured Sheila got a
close look at the new rings and that she knew what they meant when
worn that way. Both glared at me.

Maura said, “Sean, you are in so much trouble. You kept spinning us this tale of
‘just friends’ and now you’re engaged. You’re going to pay for that
for a «long» time.”

What could I say except, “Yes, ma’ams.”

Something was different about them; I looked
them over. Dayum, while in the powder room, they’d taken off their
bras and unbuttoned their blouses way down. We had four more
provocatively-displayed, wonderfully perky, freckled and wobbly
breasts to admire and some wonderful freckled cleavage to ogle.

I steered John and Patrick’s attention to the
new treasures on display. They were very intrigued — there was no
doubt what they had in mind for later tonight.

I figured I could get in a few points for my
side so I overtly ogled and admired the goodies. They pretended to
glare at me again but flushed a little; I could «feel» their pride in looking sexy.

I didn’t usually consider my gorgeous sisters in
a sexual context, but they looked and «felt» so dayum good! I told them (and made sure the
rest of the adult family heard),
“Hmm. Looks like I need to do some hands-on
research on this new process that seems to be ‘popping
up’.”

The four of them were leaking thoughts and
emotions all over us — hot shit! They were in a very close four-way
relationship! Hell, they’d lived next door to each other for years
— no wonder they all got along so well together!

They were not aware
they were leaking; apparently Eileen’s, Marge’s and my couple-day’s
head start gave us a little edge.

Teresa glared at me. «“Lover
Boy, if we took you up on that you’d back-pedal so fast you’d fall
over. You’d better be willing to put your money where your mouth
is.”»

Eileen, Marge and I exchanged glances and a few
quick thoughts. Marge told us, «“We’ve got two
hot babes here. They’ve got the major hots for Lover Boy, and
they’re very interested in checking out our lady Eileen — very up
close and very personal.”»

Eileen told me, «“Call their
bluff. I’m ready to back it up, and I know Margie is,
too.”»

Time to call and see if they’d fold. I told
Maura and Teresa, «“I know exactly where I want
to put my mouth.”» I stared at their bosoms and cocked an
eyebrow.

They were a little too slow on the uptake.
Eileen told them, «“You two, us three. Tomorrow
afternoon at 1:00. My place. We’ll provide lunch. Be prepared to
get nekkid.”»

For once in the last 20 years they weren’t quite
sure what to say. John and Patrick, of course, had «listened»; they were almost having seizures from
holding back their laughter.

Poor Sheila; she was just sensitive enough to
realize something was going on. She’d picked up right away Teresa
and Maura were bra-less. After that, all she knew was that
something was going on.

The kids hadn’t the foggiest; they were playing
with Bridget. Besides, they were used to these particular adults
doing odd things.

John and Pat controlled themselves somewhat.
Like me, they were very used to being on the receiving end of the
Cullen Sisters’ jabs.

John choked out, “Pat and I’ll take the kids to
Knott’s Berry Farm tomorrow. That leaves you two free the entire
afternoon and evening — and overnight if needed.”

Patrick said, “It’ll let the ringing in our ears
calm down. All we’ve heard for almost two weeks now is Eileen and
Sean this or Eileen, Bridget and Sean that.”

Teresa and Maura blushed (or was that flushed)
down to their (delightful) cleavage. Four delicious-looking nipples
popped up hard.

Maura got out, “By the way, we’ve got a wake to
finish planning and a wedding to start planning. How about we get
together tomorrow around 1:00, Eileen? Your place?”

Good public save. Let ‘em simmer in their own
juices. Eileen smirked and said, “Yeh. Lots of, em, ‘planning’ to
do. 1:00 is fine. We’ll order lunch.”

Teresa took a deep breath and said, “We’d better
order here; we’ve got a little over an hour before we’re on.”

Marge told Eileen and me, «“Well, we’d better save your strength. Looks like Sheila gets
the night off — this time.”»

Sean

Dinner was excellent, as always.
Bosoms stayed wobbly, cleavages stayed flushed and nipples stayed
up. Dayum!

Every time Eileen leaned forward we prayed for
her dress to fall down. No such luck.

Every time Teresa or Maura moved, a nipple
threatened to slip out and look around. No such luck.

Bridget got her dinner too. She and Eileen had
it coordinated so well we only caught a flash of areola; they’re
good!

Time for our gig. Sheila told us, “I’ll keep an
eye on these five. We won’t have any trouble, will we?” She gave the kids a stern “mom” look; she
had several younger siblings and knew what kind of mischief they
could get into. The kids pretended to cower in fear before her gaze
and whimpered, “No ma’am!”

We trooped up to the stage; I carried Marge and
followed three other delightfully-twitchy female butts; I was glad
my pants were cut pretty loose. John and Patrick joined us this
time so we had a full choir.

I introduced everyone then said, “Most of you
know me by now. I’d like to announce to all you friends that Eileen
McLennan has consented to be my wife and Bridget McLennan has
volunteered to stay on with us to ensure I behave.”

Eileen and Margie held up their rings. Even from
the very back of the room people could see the sparkle.

We got a very nice round of applause; I gestured
to the ladies and they smiled so hard Eileen’s molars showed.

We sang, we danced (except Eileen; maybe next
time), we cracked jokes and acted the maggot. I’d prearranged with
the musicians for a couple special songs for me to sing to my
ladies.

I sang “Bridget Flynn” to my best girl. She
smiled smiled smiled, kicked her legs, and when it was done she
held out her arms.

As I snuggled her close, she hugged me hard, put
lots of kisses all over my face and told me, «“I’ll always have an eye for you, my Prince.”»

I think the audience appreciated it because we
saw several handkerchiefs and napkins around eyes.

I wasn’t done yet; there was another song so I
could display my love for my best lady. I «linked» more with her and Margie so they could
feel my heart; we let it leak a bit to the
audience.

(“I Love You Because” by Jim Reeves, 1964)

I love you because you understand, dear,

every single thing I try to do.

You’re always there to lend a helping hand, dear.

I love you most of all because you’re you.

No matter what the world may say about me,

I know your love will always see me through.

I love you for the way you never doubt me,

but most of all I love you ‘cause you’re you.

…

No matter what may be the style or season,

I know your heart will always be true.

I love you for a hundred thousand reasons,

but most of all I love you ‘cause you’re you

We were all crying a little when I was done.

 



Chapter 9

Eileen

Jaysus! He sang his heart out to
me in front of everyone then kissed me. I almost fainted it was so
good. I had to steal his handkerchief to dry Margie’s and my
tears.

I’d made my own musical arrangements. Teresa and
Maura harmonized with me on the “today, tomorrow and forever.”

(“Today, Tomorrow and Forever” by Patsy Cline.
Written by Don Reid, 1957)

How warm is the love in my heart for you

As warm as the sun in the sky of blue

How long will it shine if you say you’re mine

Today, tomorrow and forever

…

‘Cause if you weren’t there to share my love

Who cares if the sky should fall

For anyone can see how much you mean to me

You’re my life, my love, my very all

And as long as the tides of the ocean flow

As long as the trees and the flowers grow

So long, oh my love, will I love you so

Today, tomorrow and forever.

We all cried for happiness. Life was good.

 


 


 


We left about a half hour later.
We hugged Sheila and thanked her for coming to help people.
Margie’d been right; she did have a nice rack.

I gave a parting shot to Maura and Teresa,
«“1:00 then. Make sure you wear something that
comes off quick.”» John and Pat thought it hilarious; they
were still getting arm punches when we left.

I called down the lunch order for tomorrow
afternoon. We hurried with our evening wash-ups, stripped down and
got into bed. Margie and I snugged up close to Lover Boy. I told
him, “Sweetie, Monday night’s a week for the ribs. You’re going to
get soo laid. We’re going to do at least three hours of fuckin’
like minks then we’ll see about getting in
some lovin’.”

We cuddled and snogged for a while. Sean asked
me, “You’re serious about Teresa and Maura?”

I told him, “I am — and so are you. I can
«see» how you feel about them. It’s not
just sex and the incest taboo titillation — that’s crap anyway.
Margie and I can see how you love them for the wonderful ladies
they actually are.

“You’ve known them all your life; Margie and
I’ve known them only what, ten days? We love them, too. Some of it
is because you do but only a bit. They are fascinating, wonderful
loving people.”

He said, “Pat and John seemed awful willing to
back our hand.”

Margie said, «“You might have
missed that, Eileen. While you two were making the deal, I zeroed
in on them. To start with, they’ve been in a four-way relationship
for at least eleven years now so they’re pretty relaxed about
things.»

«“That’s only one point. Sean, they
respect the hell out of you. Besides helping them get a great
business started, besides starting so many of your own, besides how
good you are to people — they trust you unreservedly.»

«“Notice they come to you for approval
on every major decision be it business or personal. Hell, they even
talked over having more children with you! You, Sean, are the
leader, the honcho, the ‘head’ or Ceann.»

«“Why do you think they took to Eileen
so quickly and without reservation? Me? Hell, I’m a baby and most
every woman loves babies. Eileen, now, is a different
story.»

«“It’s because you respected
her and you helped her. While their Talent wasn’t necessarily
working then, they could still tell you loved each other. Since you
thought she was worthy of your love, they knew she was worthy
of their love,
honor and respect.»

«“Teresa and Maura have the hots for
you so bad! It’s not because you’re their little brother and it’s
kinky to think about screwing you. It’s because you’re a winner,
you’re the leader, and you’re the Ceann.»

«“When you make love with them
tomorrow, they will feel so desirable, honored, recognized and
flat-out appreciated they’ll glow for months — every time they
think of it they’ll get a thrill down to their toes.»

«“Even the fact you ogled and admired
their boobs tonight and made an overt major pass at them made them
and their mates feel wonderful. They’re what, 29 and 31? They’ve
each had a couple children; that often does ungood things to female
bodies like stretch marks, weight they can’t quite take off, boobs
sagging from age and breast feeding. You’ve seen them all in
bathing suits; you know they’ve got stretch marks and their boobs
sag a bit.»

«“No matter what happens, they already
feel tremendously thrilled you made a solid, unequivocal pass at
them. They knew you were serious when Eileen made the call.
Probably even now they’re screwing John and Pat’s brains out
because you made them feel they were still desirable to a man they
respect and love so much.»

«“I saw how Sharon Shane acted with
you. She’s a widow, but that’s beside the point. If you so much as
hinted, within a second she’d have her skirt hiked up, her panties
off and her legs in the air waiting for you. It’s because she
respects you so much and would feel so dayum honored!»

«“We all know you’re our leader. It’s
not a positional leadership, it’s an earned leadership. Whether you
want it or not, you’re our Ceann. The Nolans, Bardons and the
McLennans are your clann, and you honor us with your
love.»

«“My Prince, when you pulled me out of
my fog enough to remember what love is, I was so honored to be your
‘best girl’ I’d cry to myself at night because I was so happy. When
I remembered I was Margaret Sullivan and my Snapper was here and
you loved her too, it was almost too much to bear.»

«“Now, all that being said, tomorrow
morning let’s plot on how to put those two Irish beauties through
the wringer before we give them what they really want. For tonight,
let’s get in a little lovin’; I’m so turned on by all this I could
power up Los Angeles County.”»

We got in two wonderful lovin’s. So powerful yet
so gentle, we «shared» our lives, our
loves and our hearts and rejoiced that the choices we’d made
appeared to lead to a wonderful future for many people.

Bob

(Friday 5/5)

My two “social secretaries”
decided the honoring so far had been on a catch-as-catch-can basis
and wanted to make it a bit more formal. Kat told me, “There’ll
still be a bit of ad-hoc, too. If opportunity knocks, why not? It’s
not as if you’re pussywhipped all the
time.”

Sherry told me, “We’ll mark the calendar when we
schedule someone. You show up showered then you’ll learn who they
are. Mario and I’ll make ourselves scarce right after dinner then
you and Kat work your magic.”

Groan. Complain.

Frank and Thelma appeared on our doorstep
Friday. Very nice! Mario and Sherry dressed as high-class Spanish
servants and fawned over us while they served dinner.

They sat down with us and ate, though. Frank
regaled us with war stories of intelligence gone bad. Thelma had
some wonderful stories too, like the suspected bomb they blew up
which turned out to be someone’s lunch — with Limburger cheese. The
combination of the melted, burned cheese and the explosive had
been, em, odiferous.

We moved into the den and spent a nice couple
hours discussing JRD and Clann stuff and what they wanted to do
with their lives. Turns out they were very happy doing what they
were doing. Their children were all doing well, they visited often
(or at least as often as their kids and grandkids could tolerate)
and were making plenty of income from JRD and their retirement
plans so they weren’t hurting at all.

They’d moved in together at Frank’s place. They
weren’t getting married — some legal stuff with their pensions for
whatever reason — but were committed to each other as mates.

They enjoyed a bit of Irish whiskey from our
stash (teleported from a cache below the basement; after all, we
were still underage) and had a late snack.

Mario and Sherry vanished about 9:00. I pulled
Thelma aside and asked, “May I have the extreme honor of sweet
loving with you tonight?”

She laughed and pushed her ears to the back of
her head with her smile. “I am yours tonight, Ceann. My body may be
older — I’m 53 — but I’ve got a fire in my belly that won’t quit.
Just take it a bit easy on me; I don’t think I could stand one of
those Journeys I’ve heard about.”

I snuggled her up and nuzzled her neck. “No long
Journey. Maybe a walk on the beach and let the waves wash us with
the love we share.”

She told me, “I’m for that. Ya know, in the two
months Frank and I’ve been outside, both our bodies have improved
tremendously, especially after those injury energy bleeds. We lost
a lot of our spare tires and, hell, my tits have risen three inches and are firming and plumping back
up! If this keeps going, in another couple months it’ll be like it
was when I was twenty-five.”

I did a thorough check of her rising tits. From
her squirms, moans and words, they’d become more sensitive than
they’d ever been! Well, the Sorcerer’s Grip found an excellent site
for application.

Thelma was a warm, loving lady. Nah, she wasn’t
a “hardbody” yet, but she was strong and more than eager to respond
or take the lead.

We made slow, sweet love while the warm waves of
her releases rolled through us. Our sweet «merges» outside and through us glowed with our shared
admiration and love, and we found a couple nice little waves to
surf on the ocean of delight.

We drifted off to sleep after midnight and
explored. We visited all her kids’ places; they were doing fine,
and the grandkids were really cute as they slept. We visited her
parents in Kansas; even in their 80’s they were spry!

Around 4:00 she poked me awake. “More!” Dayum,
how do women always hit that same poke spot? I think it was getting
callused!

We did more — we found a good wave and rode it
just hard enough to push us from our bodies. Such a sweet lady!

We slept late. Mario and Sherry had been at it
along with the rest of us. Dayum good thing we could control the
sound and leakage; there’d been lots of
orgasmic energy blasted off!

After a long shower (Thelma wasn’t at all
adverse to a final quickie which rattled the mirror and window.),
we shared a huge breakfast. Everyone glowed!

After a last set of embraces and caresses around
11:00, Frank and Thelma took off. They were already planning a
love-fest for the rest of the weekend — between visiting the
kids.

We spent a lot of the day planning the
housewarming and pool party for May 13. We did a quick check on the
date with the rest of the crew; they were more than willing for
whatever reason.

Of course, that meant we had to start shopping
right away. The walk-in freezer in the basement was going to come
in real handy.

By the pool, there was only a small
under-the-counter refrigerator so one of the items was a big
refrigerator. Guess who got to set it up — Mario did good work.

Sean

(Saturday 5/6)

We groaned awake around 8:00. By
“groaned,” I mean we groaned because we had to get out of bed to
pee.

Marge grinned at me, «“I don’t
hafta get up! I just pee whenever I want and fix it up whenever I
want. Doesn’t being a ‘groan-up’ suck?”» Fuck! She was
disgustingly cheerful.

I staggered into the kitchenette and whipped us
up some breakfast. Maybe I should have burned the eggs or toast or
watered down the OJ, because Eileen loved it and volunteered me to
make her breakfast on a very regular basis.

On the other hand, since every plate, cup, or
piece of silverware I put before her got me a warm, loving kiss
while Margie fluttered around like a butterfly and gave me hugs and
kisses, maybe I’d learn to live with it.

Now, what were we talking about last night?
Something about me being the Ceann? Hmm, we’re going to have to
revisit that and maybe hold an election.

All righty then! I told them, “Since we’re up so
early and you’re all rested and fed, and since we missed a day, we
should be able to get in at least three hours of study, right?”

Fortunately there weren’t any pillows nearby so
I escaped a cannonade. However, they broke open the books and went
to work.

Sarah, the weekend housekeeper, came in around
10:00. She, Eileen and Marge grinned at each other and traded
high-fives. I’ve gotta figure out what’s going on. On the other
hand, maybe I was better off not knowing.

I got Sarah aside and told her, “Sarah, tomorrow
morning you might schedule a bit more time for these two places.
It’s possible they may be a little, em…”

She asked, “Enthusiastically disarrayed? Both
rooms?”

I nodded. “Not a problem, Mr. C. Often in the
morning I’m not quite awake yet and tend not to notice the harems —
I mean guests — in the rooms. As long as they let me in, I just do
my work. If any of you need anything just let me know.”

Somehow I figured she was slagging me; I wasn’t
quite sure though.

Several minutes later, she told me, “I see
you’ve used the kitchenette. If you need to restock anything or get
something different, just leave us a note on the fridge. The
kitchen staff can probably get it quicker, faster and at less cost.
That way, you don’t have to go grocery shopping!”

I thanked her. She told me, “Not a problem;
that’s my job. By the way, I usually get in around 7:00. If you
or your harem — I mean guests — need any
help, I’ll be more than happy to help.”

She gave me a tiny leer and took off with a
pronounced hip-sway. Huh? She’d just propositioned me — or was it
the ladies-to-be?

Anyway. I dug out my notes from our walkabout
Thursday and Eileen’s notes from the calls she made and pounded
them into an address database. As soon as we/the ladies finished
deciding on what we were doing for the wake, we could send out a
mailing on a mail-merge.

I caught up with my email. The Wednesday and
Thursday statistics looked decent. I spotted what might be a couple
anomalies and sent off queries about them.

At Marge’s suggestion, I dashed over to Jewelry
Arts (where I’d gotten their rings) and picked up several pieces.
She’d told me, «“Women love jewelry, clothes and
shoes. The women buy the clothes and shoes. The men should buy
jewelry.”»

About 11:00, we got together and plotted about
the most devilish way we could seduce two Irishwomen and make them
our love slaves — at least for the evening. I kept in mind the Lord
and Master bit I’d heard earlier and tried to build in some
safeguards so I wouldn’t have four extremely-pissed Irishwomen
after my arse.

Marge pushed me into the shower again and made
me wash everything twice. She told me, «“Parts of
your anatomy will be in parts of another’s anatomy where they’ve
never been before.”»

She darted back and forth between Eileen and me.
«“Eileen’s got a few glitches yet. You guys gotta
seduce a woman. Eileen’s gotta learn all a woman has to do is show
up — preferably with very few or no clothes and a bottle of
well-aged Irish whiskey. That applies to her seducing men or women.
I thought I’d trained Snapper better than that.»

«“Those pants are too loose, Sean. Get
something tighter that shows off your tight arse and that gorgeous
Irish dick.”»

Back and forth. She didn’t seem even to go
through the doorways. She’d be here one moment, gone the next then
back again. I think she was more eager than either Eileen or
me!

I managed to get dressed to her satisfaction
even if the tee shirt was too small! She told me, «“We’ve gotta show off that Ceannly chest of yours. They’ll
drool all over whatever they’re wearing.”»

She clucked over my hair a few minutes and
informed me I needed to get a haircut every week.

Arg. I’d heard of mothers-in-law being bossy and
assertive. Grandmothers were even worse! The only thing was she was
always right.

I did get a chance to call room service though.
I asked for an extra refrigerator and a case of bottled water. I
figured there might be a few fires to put out.

Eileen

A bit nervous, I was! I’d never
arranged a seduction scene before; I’d either been the seductee
(Frank had done a wonderful job!) or there’d never been a drawn-out
seduction on either side. In college, it had been exchange a few
looks, we’re interested, go for it — male or female.

Finally we were arranged, dressed, the food in
place, all that stuff to Margie’s satisfaction. She was harder to
please than Sean on his check outs!

At 12:50 we collapsed on the sofa in my sitting
room. The food was here, Sean’s refrigerator and cold water were
here and we were dressed. Let the games begin!

At 12:55, Maura told me, «“We’re here. Bob’s bringing up our stuff, so cover up your
bare butts.”»

They came right in. Bob brought in the stuff:
several boxes and a couple small roller-luggage cases.

After Bob left, we eyeballed each other. Margie
and I were in vee-neck tee shirts which had a shamrock front and
back and “Irish Inside” across the boobs. Sean had a crew-neck tee
shirt with the same printing.

Teresa and Maura had on short-shorts
(delicious!), slip-on tenny pumps and snug crop-tops. We could see
delightful belly buttons and boob-bottoms!

Margie had her cuties up in full bloom, and
there were six other boobs perked up and topped with nipples of
steel. Bras? We don’t need no stinkin’ bras! We had our custom
Inner Touch bras!

There were eight boobs a-wobblin’, eight nipples
a-perkin’ and one Sean dick a-arisin’.

Maura produced a bottle of old Irish whiskey.
“Just in case we get dry.”

We shared hugs. Per the plan, Sean gave Teresa
and Maura each a solid full hug and a very non-brotherly kiss on
the mouth. He told us, “We’ve got a wake and a wedding to plan;
knowing you four ladies, you’ll discuss the number of flowers for
the corsages on the ladies-in-waiting for at least thirty minutes.
Let’s eat then have at it.”

Valerie Hess

(Saturday 5/6)

Once Alejandro and Linda got
their teleporting down, we had an even better time with them. A
couple times a week on a weekday evening, they’d port up, and we’d
entertain them with a walk through the stores in Burbank, a short
trip through the Media Center and a lot of English/North American
culture — enhanced with the Sorcerer’s language trick.

They’d never seen a movie in any form, much less
a TV program. They’d heard of both, but that was all. We remedied
that in a hurry! Since we were already «linked» for the language, if there was a cultural joke
or slang they didn’t get, it usually took maybe a half second to
clue them in.

If it was a lot of stuff, we’d just pause the
DVD (usually what was playing) and go over it as much as needed.
Interestingly enough, several times PVC didn’t quite get the
allusion or depth ourselves so we’d have to do some research.

We worked up to an all-day-Sunday Harry Potter
marathon. Since there wasn’t a lot of current-culture background,
just a bit of U.K. stuff, we could kick back and enjoy. We watched
and commented on Hermione growing a nice set of boobs over the four
years.

We sponsored them to a season pass to Universal
Studios. We took them the first time on Saturday morning. Picking a
quiet corner of the parking garage, we ported in then walked up to
the gate; that way we didn’t have to bug one of the driving-age
people.

They loved it! They had a pretty firm grasp by
now of what was fantasy (even for the States), what was real (the
stores and food) and what we did with our abilities.

They loved the rides, the shows, just
everything. Of course we introduced them to our particular hobbies
of scampering, wildlife-chasing, underwear-wetting and tit-warming.
They carried their share of the load just fine.

They got along just great with Megan, Dan and
Art. Although Art was Hispanic, he didn’t know much Spanish. Once
we taught the rest of our Inner Circle the trick, they learned
Spanish (and Irish and Italian) as fast as Alejandro and Linda
learned English.

We spent a lot of study time with them, too.
Once they’d gotten the basic study technology[6], they moved
right along. We worked with them on building up their educational
background; Vera Stroh had given us a curriculum to work with. Just
from their progress up to now, we didn’t think they’d have any
trouble with the placement testing for next year in Harvard MS.

Sean

(Saturday afternoon 5/6)

Teresa and Maura
enthusiastically returned my kisses. No back-off on their part!

They zeroed in on Marge’s cuties. Teresa asked,
“They aren’t real, are they?” Marge pulled up her tee shirt to show
them her flat 20-week-old chest. «“Nope. 100%
fake. They’re accessories, just like you ladies wear earrings even
when you’re dressing casual. Hell, I just spent eighty-some years
with a pair, and I’m used to them. Besides, they’re about the only
thing on this body I can control completely, even if they are
fake.”»

She pulled her tee shirt down, twitched her
shoulders so they wobbled then smirked at them. «“Wanna molest me a little?”»

They did and were delighted, just as I had been.
Maura asked her, “Can you actually feel that, Maggie?”

«“Yes and no. I can perceive the
pressure, texture and temperature extremely well through the touch
by the amount of intention it takes to ‘maintain’ it and by direct
perception. When you squeeze the ‘breast’ then roll and pull the
nipples, I let it feed back and move with you. So I do feel it
almost as if you touched my real flesh — and I’ll give you another
five hours to stop because it’s wonderful! It’s not a sexual
sensation as such, but I feel the love behind it, and I let it
pleasure me just as if it were. Yummy!”»

We ate and chatted around the conference table
in my sitting room. Each time Teresa or Maura leaned forward, their
tops would fall open (with a little help, maybe?) and show lots of
freckles and tasty-looking breasts all the way to the nipples. Not
quite all but with just enough mystery left to be intriguing. Who’s
seducing whom here? Grin.

We broke out their Irish whiskey and sipped
along with the food. Eileen took only half a shot. “We don’t need a
drunk baby.” Marge laughed at her, «“Yeh, I’d be
careful, too; this body won’t tolerate much. Remember, though, a
few drops on the gums really help the teething pain. Ouch! What’s
that pain in my mouth?”»

She got her couple drops.

I told them, “I put the names and addresses of
those interested in the wake on the computer. I guess we just have
to iron out logistics and such. Right?”

Yep. We decided it would be the Saturday after
next (two weeks) from noon until 6:00. That left the Tavern’s
dinner and evening open, wouldn’t keep the oldies out too late and
would give everyone plenty of time to get fed and royally
shit-faced if they wanted.

On my To Do List went the arrangement for some
buses, preferably with wheelchair access. Also, rent several extra
wheelchairs for the Tavern. That way, if one of the oldies got too
liquored up, it would be a lot easier to move them and get them
back home.

Each of us had something to do. Since we had the
date and time, I whipped up an invitation with the information on
it along with Eileen’s email address and phone number for RSVPs.
Print the invites and envelopes then fold, stuff, postage meter and
trot them down to the front desk. We ended up with 75 invitations.
Of course, we’d have the Nolan/Bardon families anyway, even if they
hadn’t known Nana.

Not bad; it had taken only an hour.

We had a break for a few more snacks. I stood
behind Maura and massaged her shoulders and neck for a couple
seconds then whispered in her ear, “Love you, Maura,” and nuzzled
her neck.

She moaned, quivered all over (wonderful
wobbles!) then grabbed my head and kissed me hard. «“I’ve loved you for years, Sean.”»

Teresa said, “Next!”

She got the same “treatment.” If my hair had
been any longer she would have burned it.

Eileen said, “Next!” My best lady got
extra-special care and loving kisses while we wound through each
other.

Marge said, «“Me too!”»
My best girl got lots of lovin’ too. She pulled my hands onto her
cuties and demanded some molestation. “After all,
that’s one reason they’re there.”

Eileen

We finished up the snacks. I bet
we were all stocking up for later; the sexual tension was just
right. Enough to keep us slick and our nipples up but not so
overwhelming to demand immediate action. It was like we were
already making very slow, soft love.

I «pushed» the snack
cart outside and called down to let them know we were done. Dayum,
I could get really lazy doing stuff this way.

Bridget needed her snack so I nursed her while
we talked about the wedding.

Maura asked, “Eileen, what do you want? Big and
fancy, small and intimate?”

Hmm. I’d thought about it over the past several
days, even before Sean had asked. I said, “Probably a medium.
Generally, I’d say we invite all Nana’s friends because they know
me and having a wedding after her wake will let them feel better
knowing I’m doing well.

“All the Cullen side, obviously. I haven’t the
foggiest how many there are of you, but there’s a lot I haven’t
heard about yet. Sharon Shane. Sheila. Jackie. Dayum! Everyone
we’ve run into who has Talent!

“We’ll probably have a standard Irish wedding;
among us, I’ll bet we can come up with something very beautiful
without beating the Irish style to death.”

Maura pulled out a big address book. “We’ve got
about thirty or forty kinfolk floating around just in first or
second cousins.”

Margie put in her bid, «“And
who’s the leader of all these fine folk? Who’s the honcho, the
Johnny Ray, the Ceann?”»

They didn’t hesitate. Both pointed at Sean.
Teresa said, “Sean, of course.”

Margie had primed us for it, but their casual
knowledge astonished us. Sean sat there gobsmacked with his mouth
open — and I knew him well enough by now he’s rarely surprised like
that.

Maura looked concerned. “Didn’t you know that,
Sean?”

Sean said, “This is the first I’ve heard of any
of this from you.”

Teresa said, “Oh, fuck,
Maura! Maybe not. Remember Mum, Da and Seanathair died just before
he was eighteen.”

Maura said, “Oh, shit! We all assumed you knew
and were just being laid-back about it because you sure never threw
your weight around or exercised any of your rights.”

Teresa’s turn. “We can trace the Clann Cullen
lineage back some 2,700 years — and that’s just the name itself.
The Ceann is the oldest male child and starts his formal training
when he’s eighteen. If there’s no male child in a generation, it
goes to the brother. There’s a whole slew of contingency stuff like
that including having a female Ceann, but what it basically comes
down to, Sean, is you are the direct descendant. You are the
one.”

Maura said, “Why do you think we’ve been so
interested in getting you married, Lover Boy? It’s not only that we
love you so much but also there needs to be a male heir.

“Why do you think we were so excited when Eileen
showed up? We could tell you had feelings for her the moment you
spoke of her and she was Irish and of childbearing age and
of proven fertility! And that was before we even met her.”

Teresa asked, “Why do you think we and a lot of
others always ask your advice and sanction on our major decisions?
The fact that you’re a brilliant businessman and so fuckin’ ethical
is a blessing; we’ve had some Ceanns who couldn’t see beyond the
end of their dicks!”

Sean was still stunned. Margie and I laughed our
butts off! I told them, “Maggie went over this very thing last
night. We knew you always consulted him and valued his judgment so
we told him he was already the Ceann, the leader. Now, you
mentioned ‘rights.’ Are there some, em, interesting customs the
Ceann should know about?”

Maura’s and Teresa’s smiles could have lit up
Southern California. Maura said, “Oh, yeh! Especially the one we’ve
been waiting on for a long time. The Ceann
has the right to lay with any Clann member. Any man, any woman. Any
age, any relation. Virginal, menopausal, pubescent or prepubescent,
single, married, engaged, widowed. Any.

“When the Clann came to the States, it was down
to only five people. So, we ‘adopted’ people who wanted to join us,
Irish or not. Also, from the Clann’s viewpoint, any person in any
of the businesses owned by a Clansperson within one relation step
of the Ceann was covered by that right.

“Kate in the hotel here, for example. Sean, why
do you think she’s been your housekeeper for the past four years?
She’s Irish, in your business and something like a fourth or fifth
cousin so she’s part of the Clann by blood and association. Every
day she’s been hoping you’d take her to bed and shag her brains
out!”

They sat up straighter which pushed their boobs
out even more. Four nipples grew even larger. Teresa said, “Besides
Eileen’s invitation we were hoping you’d exercise that right today.
We could barely sleep last night in anticipation. Normally the
woman doesn’t ask or hint too much, but this already appears to be
an unusual situation.”

Margie and I were laughing so hard we were
crying. Margie told him, «“It also means you
gotta give me some serious lovin’, too! Is that right,
Teresa?”»

Teresa laughed. “Yep; you’re definitely Clann
now, Maggie. The Clann wanted to spread itself as far as possible
so we can stretch stuff as far as we wish.

“Maggie, while the Ceann has the right to lay
with you, none has ever exercised that right for full physical
penetration on a female who wasn’t physically developed enough to
take it — well, there was one about 1,500 years ago who went
overboard a lot. We don’t think about him much; for some reason he
died quite young.

“However, that does not
preclude other sexual activities. When we say the right is to ‘lay’
with a Clannperson, that is anything up to and including
intercourse — he can cop a feel, molest a boob, nuzzle a cunt,
steal a kiss, or pretty much anything.”

Margie laughed some more, «“Well that means I’d better grow up tall so I can lie down
and get short. In the meantime, you’ve still got a tongue and
fingers, Ceann.”»

Sean laid his head down and groaned while we
laughed at his plight. Dayum! Just the idea of him actually being
the Ceann made my boiler go into superheat! And I was to be his
wife!

Sean

And they meant every word, too!
Dayum! No wonder they’d been so casual about nudity around me all
my life — all those delicious red-haired beaver shots hadn’t been
accidents, much less the “accidents” with the robes falling
open.

No wonder they encouraged the nieces to “give
Uncle Sean a hug and kiss.” Seemed like if I just spent my time
screwing Clann women I’d still be busy night and day. Be
Jaysus!

I picked up my head and said, “When any of you
mentioned ‘Clann’ before, I thought it meant Seanathair, Nana, Da,
Mum and us children. Eileen, are you okay with all this.”

She laughed at me! “Sean, I have your love. You
chose me to be your wife. I’ll feel
honored and privileged every time you lay with a Clann woman — or
man, if you’re interested. Of course, I expect something like 100
to 1 attention for me!”

Teresa grinned at us. “Then there’s the Ceann’s
mate. You’re the Ceann-Mate, Eileen; all it takes is the
announcement that you are the mate and you did that last night.
Actually, Maggie’s a Ceann-Mate, too, since Sean said he’d marry
her too if he could!

“The Ceann-Mate also has the right to lay with
anyone she wishes, male or female. It tends to be rarely used by
habit only because of the chance of becoming pregnant by someone
other than the Ceann. That could really muddle up the
bloodlines.

“However in this day and age of extremely
efficient birth control, that’s no longer an issue. Eileen, if you
wanted to go for a roll in the hay with John, Patrick or one of the
girls or boys, not one person would naysay you, and they’d be
delighted. It would be an honor for them,
not just a sexual pleasure.

“It’s an honor for all the people the Ceann lays
with. Many men desire young women — for whatever reason. It’s an
honor to be chosen either by the Ceann or his mate, especially for
us older women.”

Eileen grinned. “Hmm. I’ll admit, both Patrick
and John are very attractive — and Mona’s pretty cute, too. And
don’t try to feed me bull about you being ‘older women.’” [Mona
Nolan: Maura’s daughter at almost eleven years old]

Margie said, «“Yeh. If a woman
can get a little damp or a man can get a twitch in his dick,
they’re not ‘old’.”»

Teresa said, “So that’s the customary rights. In
actual practice, we’re pretty laid-back. No one is ever offended if
they’re not chosen. The associate clanspeople in the businesses who
don’t know they’re Clann aren’t hassled — that’s rarely even
considered nowadays.

“Usually the Ceann-Mate holds off doing a lot of
others for around six months or so after the mating is made
public.

“There’s all sorts of other things the Ceann is
responsible for besides making clanspeople happy sexually. He has
the duty to approve all marriages. He has the right to veto any
proposed marriage. He’s the negotiator, the deal maker. He’s got a
lot to do.

“Sean’s actually been doing all that even if he
didn’t know it was his responsibility. He’s our go-to guy for just
about everything, and he’s done a wonderful job.”

Arg.

We’ve still got stuff to do. I said, “Okay then.
We’ll have to spend time later on going over all these customs,
duties, responsibilities and such. Let’s do that some other time,
shall we? Right now, we have a wedding to plan.”

We sipped a bit more Irish whiskey and planned a
wedding. A quick count gave us well over four hundred people we
should invite. Everyone from any of my past and present businesses
as well as all Nana’s and Eileen’s people. A run through Maura’s
main address book gave us two hundred alone from Clann Cullen!

We figured we’d get something like 20% of the
invitees actually attending, but Marge pointed out since it was the
Ceann’s wedding we’d probably get more like 60% of the Clann. Seems
like lots of people were interested in preserving the Clann’s
bloodlines.

Eileen smiled at me. “Sweetheart, looks like
we’re going to have to get started on producing a male child fairly
soon. Bridget is due to come off the breast in a couple months;
maybe in the next three or four months we can get the heir started.
Also, just ‘cause I’m nursing, it isn’t a hundred-percent guarantee
I won’t get pregnant. We might already have a child started or the
next shot could do it, sweety.”

Be Jaysus!

Anyway, Maura and Teresa had lots of address
books; we had Nana’s, Eileen’s from college and I had all the
business ones. I took on the task of getting any possible name and
address into the computer. Maura pointed out that any Irish would
be honored just to get an invitation to the Ceann’s wedding even if
they couldn’t or didn’t wish to attend or weren’t even part of
Clann Cullen; the invitation was sufficient in and of itself.

By the time we estimated the Clann at 60%, it
gave us roughly 200 people to expect. We (the women, that is)
decided there would be the ceremony itself then a blowout
party/reception. We talked food, places, logistics, that sort of
stuff. Dayum, getting married was almost more complex than starting
up a new business from scratch.

Then we had to talk about places for the
ceremony and the reception. Parking, parking attendants,
catering/food, bridesmaids, dresses, who gives away the bride.

Okay then, we came up with action items. I’d get
the names and addresses in the computer within the next week.
Teresa would scout around for a suitable spot for the ceremony and
the reception; the Tavern banquet room might be large enough for
the reception. Once we got the place and availability locked in, we
could produce and send the invitations. We voted unanimously to
make it as soon as possible.

Okay, you can buy fifty magazines on wedding
planning. For whatever reason, they kept telling me, “Subject to
your approval, Ceann.” Arg.

I’d already ordered dinner for 7:00 in room 228.
That way they could set it up while we were still working. I
«felt» them come in at 6:45, right on
time.

I let the ladies talk about colors and hair
styles while I stuck my head in the other room. Two waiters were
busy putting stuff around; I saw Mary Murray — she’d been a
supervisor on evening kitchen staff for several years.

Hmm. She was Irish and I knew she was married
with two children. Maybe she was Clann — why not try it out? When
they were all set up, I gestured for her to stay after the waiters
left. I told her, “Mary, you do great work. Maybe some evening I
could show you how much I appreciate everything you’ve done over
the years.”

I gave her a very light eyebrow. Whoa! She
glowed like the midday sun, snuggled her white Irish bosom up to me
and said, “Any time, Mr. C. Any time.”

What the hell, the guy’s always the last to know
anyway. Why should I be any different? Ah, fuck! I remembered
almost every female staff member who came around my room had
several of their top buttons open — and they did show a lot. When I
saw them anywhere else in the hotel, they were all buttoned up.
Dayum! How many clanspeople did we have on staff here?

I went back in to announce dinner. They’d
decided on white dresses with Irish lace (of course) for the
bridesmaids. My three nieces were the bridesmaids and the two
nephews the bridegroom’s attendants. They were talking kilts for
the groom and best man; no problem, we had Da’s dress kilt outfit
put away (Seanathair had adopted the custom.). Would they let me
wear my bowler?

I had to pry them away. I told them, “Take a
break and eat. The way you ladies are going through the energy,
you’ll pass out in another ten minutes anyway. Eat!”

I trailed them in so I could caress four
delicious butts on the way. The fact that one of them was covered
with a diaper didn’t make a lot of difference; it was a really cute butt. Best Girl!

We ate; Bridget had a pick-me-up. They tried to
“talk shop” more, but I glared at them. “Ladies! Eat. Each of you
is going to need every bit of strength you have tonight.”

If lustful looks were pennies, I’d have been a
multi-millionaire that half-hour alone. Marge whispered to me,
«“I’m going to work really hard on growing this
body. I’m going to check every day to see if the nerves in my pussy
have grown in so you can get your tongue and fingers on and in it.
In the meantime, betcha in the dark you can’t tell the difference
between Bridget skin and Margaret tits. Hehehehe.”» Em, I
think she was eager.

I shepherded them back to the conference table.
“Okay, we have one more hour this evening for this. We’ve been at
it for four hours already and it feels like we’re getting stale for
today. Betcha you ladies will be up all hours of the night anyway
the next couple of weeks plotting and planning so let’s get this
part over.”

I went back into the other room and chowed down
a little more. I had the feeling «I» was
going to need my strength tonight, too. I called down to the
kitchen to tell them we were done so they could clear the room. I
happened to get hold of Mary; she told me, “Okay, Mr. C. We’ll be
up in five minutes. Should I have my panties on or off?”

“Em, better leave them on for now, sweet Mary.
Our time will come.”

I wondered a bit. Did the earlier Ceanns have a
social secretary to handle the load?

Eileen

A-wunnerful! Planning a wedding,
giggles, girl-talk, bawdy remarks, teasing, and anticipation of
loving to come. Dayum, what a lot of fun!

Teresa and Maura kept trying to get me to talk
more about Sean as a lover. I told them, “He’s adequate. He only
fucks me ‘til I’m pushed outside one out of four times; remember,
we’re being careful because my ribs haven’t fully healed yet.”

They squirmed, flushed and pumped pheromones and
sex-smell into the air — just like I was doing.

Around 8:15, Sean made us wrap up for the night.
He herded us back into my sitting room; I think he just wanted play
with our butts on the way!

We kicked back and watched a short chick-flick.
Margie told Sean, «“Take Maura first in your
room. It’s the Ceann’s bed, and she’s waited longer than Teresa.
Eileen and I’ll see how long and loud we can make Teresa scream.
Hehehehe.”»

Since it was my sitting room, I organized the
seating. I put Sean on the sofa between the two Cullen sweeties
while Margie and I cuddled on the recliner.

Sean took the «hint» I
gave him and about five minutes into the movie started snogging
with them. Fuck, it was hot!

Bridget nursed once more just before the end of
the movie. Margie told me, «“Remember, I’ll be
there to help you. Of course, I intend to get in my licks too.
Hehehehe.”»

When the credits started rolling, I announced,
“Good! Potty calls and wash ups. Meet back here in fifteen minutes.
Maura and Sean to Sean’s place. Teresa, you come with Margie and me
and we’ll show you how to do a real wash
up. Hehehehe.”

Margie and I got Teresa so wound up with
delicate washing and stroking she could barely walk back. Poor
girl! Grin.

Maura didn’t look too coordinated either. Even
though we’d all just washed, we already had the air
well-perfumed.

I had Maura and Teresa check in with John and
Pat to let them know they were spending the night. I could hear
through the phone their enthusiastic, “YES!”

That all handled, I whispered to Sean,
«“We’ve got two Ceann-Mates. Let’s give Teresa
and Maura a night they’ll tell their great-grandkids about. I love
you, Sean. Best man!”»

«“You are my love and my life. Best
Lady!”»

I announced, “We’ve got no place to be tomorrow
and all day to get there. Housekeeping usually comes in around
10:00. If we have the energy, we might just invite Sarah in, too.
Let the games begin.”

Sean slung Maura over his shoulder and carried
her off. At every step he gave her a little smack on her arse;
she’d squeal and squirt (more) pussy juice into her shorts.

I looked at Teresa and told her, “You come with
Margie and me. Tonight you’re going to get so much woman-lovin’
you’ll scream your lungs out. Hope we can find some throat
lozenges.”

I chased her into my bedroom. Margie was already
hugging her neck and dispensing torrid Margie-kisses on her mouth
and neck.

Margie orchestrated everything. «“All of us join about 5% at least. Partners, join as much as
you wish. Let us share our love among us.”»

We pinned Teresa down immediately. Think a
fifteen-pound infant can’t pin a 120-pound adult female? When the
infant is Margie McLennan, she could!

I had the lights up full so I could enjoy her
beauty. Teresa was wonderfully pale with freckles all over. We
«joined» probably 75%; we could
feel what the other was experiencing.

Delicious breasts! Mature teardrops yet still
very firm and perky even without the Inner Touch. I hoped mine look
that good when I’m thirty!

Margie and I got her nipples crinkled up so hard
they had most of her areolae in them — and that was before we even
touched them! Hell, since we were «joined»
so tightly, mine were up solid, too.

When we did put suction on them, Teresa shrieked
and didn’t stop for fifteen minutes straight. Margie really knew how to work a nipple! Gums (watch those
big ole teeth!) and milking. Hehehehe.

Fuck! I squirted breast milk and had at least
three releases wash through us just from me.

When we finally relented, I dimmed the lights
down a little and moved south. Margie shucked her tee shirt and fed
Teresa her Margie-titties while I attacked her belly-button.

Down to the toes! Yeh, they were plenty
sensitive and gave us lots of squirms and moans. Margie worked on
her neck, shoulders and boobs while I crept up on her fragrant
center. Teresa was flooding out nectar so fast I couldn’t keep
up.

Wonderful taste, texture and smell! I licked,
sucked, nibbled and created havoc on her nerve centers. She
shuddered, squeaked, moaned, bounced her hips and begged for
release. I shuddered, squeaked and kept on truckin’.

Hehehehe! No release yet. We took her to the
edge and held her for a long minute. We brought her down then up
again even higher; I was up and down right with her. There was so
much sexual energy our bodies felt like they’d spew lightening any
moment.

Four times over the next half hour we did it
then I drew in her succulent clit and pulled it as hard as I could
with suction while I fluttered my tongue against the end.

She convulsed and picked us off the mattress!
She tightened up solidly, screamed and shook like an earthquake. We
both went limp; we’d forced ourselves out of our bodies.

We screamed out our joy in what we’d found; Sean
and Maura joined Margie and us in their final climax so we
«shared» the raptures our love had brought
us.

 



Chapter 10

Sean

I deposited Maura on the bed and
kissed her just as gently. I told her, “Maura, I do this not
because it is a right, but because I love you so much. On top of
that, I think you’re one of the most desirable women I’ve ever
seen.”

She purred. I slipped off her shoes and kissed
her toes while looking at her eyes. She pretended to glare at me.
“It’s about time. You should be kissing my
feet because you’ve made us wait so long.”

“Maura, I swear to you today was the first day I
knew anything about this Ceann stuff or the Clann beyond our
family. Neither Mum nor Da nor anyone else even hinted.”

“Swear on your silly hat?”

“Swear.”

“Well, I guess we’ll just have to make up for
lost time.”

I peeled off my tee shirt and snuggled up
against her; we «joined» firmly. Her eyes
were hot, her lips were honey and her tongue a darting sword
against mine. Her top came off very easily, almost as if it were
designed that way.

Her breasts were firm against my chest and her
nipples two points of fire burning into me. I locked my hands in
her hair, and we kissed while we «shared»
our love and pleasure.

Her back was a marvel of silk and solid muscle
beneath. She «shared» the sensations and
delight of my touches and caresses. So wonderful to be with a sweet
lady you love and share such pleasure like this!

Her butt was solid beneath her shorts; she
seemed to find mine quite interesting herself. We stroked each
other, kissed, nuzzled faces and necks and «blended» together through our bodies with a warm glow
and fluorescing rainbows.

She said, “Let’s get nekkid. I want skin
everywhere and burn to feel you against me.”

Her shorts were so tight I had to peel them off.
The crotch was soaked with her juice in a spot at least six inches
around. I tossed them aside and «touched»
several towels over, just in case.

I kneeled and admired her body for a while. Her
breasts rose up proudly, milk-white with lovely freckles running
all over them. Her nipples were erect in generous areolae;
everything wobbled deliciously with each breath.

Her fur was a wonderful jungle of red, just
slightly darker than her hair above. She spread her legs; her pussy
was glistening and the downy fur around it was soaked. She smelled
like the most delicious dessert one could imagine; her fragrance
was filling the air.

I leaned closer to the source of the fragrance
and flicked my tongue across my lips. I cocked an eyebrow and
leered at her a little.

She slammed her knees together and growled,
“Don’t even think of that right now. We’ve been foreplaying all
fuckin’ afternoon and evening. Get those pants off and that stiff
dick in me; I’ve waited five years for it.”

“Five years?”

“Yeh, since the day you became Ceann. Seanathair
and Da never said anything to you? Shit! If either were here he’d
be bald in a minute; we could have been getting laid so much. Get yer arse movin’.”

Okay; never disagree with a woman whose hand’s
wrapped around your nuts.

My pants came off with a struggle then Maura
threw them across the room with a laugh. “You’re not going to need
them for a long time!”

“Would you like to be on top or how, my sweet
Maura?”

“On my back, you with all your weight on me and
loving me so sweetly my heart screams.”

We «felt» Teresa and
Eileen tense up and flood us with their energy and pleasure. We
grinned at each other. I told her, “Looks as if they’re getting
along okay. Did you two ever, em, experiment?”

Maura laughed. “You just wanna hear about all
that girl-on-girl stuff, eh? Turn you on?”

“When it’s about two of the women I love, pretty
much anything turns me on. You can even discuss different tampon
brands, and it turns me on.”

Yeh, she could purr just like the Geeser. She
kissed me hard and said, “Yeh, we did some, em, experimenting. Fingers and toys do only so much;
ya gotta have someone else there to have the love flow. When we
married John and Patrick, it was wonderful, but we still wanted and
desired the Ceann.

“Now, my Ceann is about to drive me out of my
mind with ecstasy. Come here, you, and let me show you how much I
love you.”

I wanted so much to make it good for this sweet
woman. I slid inside her; she shook all over and warm releases
rushed over us. She murmured, “Hmm, so good. So good. Please suck
my nipples. Nice and slow, like Bridget does Eileen when she’s
almost finished nursing.”

I did; they were hard and swelled up even more
under the gentle suction. Maura shook and warmth washed through us.
We «blended» around and through our bodies
and wept a bit at the happiness we’d found.

Marge was there suddenly without startling us.
She kissed us each firmly and sweetly then vanished.

Long gentle strokes raised us slowly. Maura
wrapped her legs around me, not to pull me in, but to share as much
of our bodies as we could. She smelled delicious; her skin gave off
a subtle fragrance I knew then I’d always recognize as Maura. Even
her perspiration tasted like she smelled.

I moaned. I told her, «“I
don’t know what to say, Maura. This feels so complete, so good and
so right. But Eileen and I…”»

«“Whisht, Sean. The love between you
and me, between Teresa and you has been there for years even if we
all haven’t recognized it as such. You’ve known our sweet Eileen
for what, not even two weeks now? That’s barely time to learn her
middle name.»

«“In that time, do you expect to go
from nothing to the same level of intimacy, knowledge and
friendship which we’ve already shared for so long? Sean, last night
at the Tavern over a hundred people felt the love and admiration
you and Eileen share. It’s just beginning between you and will get
deeper and richer every day; you will love each other more and more
every hour you’re together.»

«“Mum talked a lot with Teresa and me.
She lay with Seanathair, the Ceann, many times before and after she
married Da. They too, had this same discussion; probably most of
the successful Ceanns found they had the capacity for unlimited
love. Since Da was next in line to be the Ceann, he learned it too;
he just never became the Ceann to put it into practice.»

«“You will lay with Mary, Kate, Sarah
and many others like Sharon Shane. You will lay with your young
nieces before long, too; they’ve dreamed wet dreams about you even
before the first tiny hair grew on their cunnies.»

«“It’s both the burden and the joy of
the Ceann to experience what you are now; let there be no guilt or
shame. Each Ceann has had to come to grips with exactly the same
situation you have now.»

«“This empathy thing? Over half the
time it was the Ceanns who had it. Now, seven of us have it at once
with tremendously more magnitude, and it makes this so much more
wonderful because there are no hidden thoughts or hidden purposes,
and we can share our love and admiration so much more
deeply.»

«“‘Tis a wonderful thing we now have,
Sean. Embrace it, let yourself go and never doubt your and Eileen’s
love. You are the Ceann. Love every person you’re with, let them
feel that love and, in turn, we will love you back so hard our
hearts will burst.»

«“All that being said, let’s make love
more right now while I have that stiff dick inside me. I think
Eileen and Teresa are building up to something.”»

This entire discussion took maybe fifteen
seconds and let me come to terms with my feelings. So good, so
wonderful. Maura is a special lady!

We built up the love we shared. Though it was
very slow by some standards, soon we were gasping and panting
despite sharing many hot releases.

Maura said, «“Sharing like
this has some interesting side effects. I wanted this to last the
entire night, but Eileen and Teresa are driving me wild! Now, fuck
me hard, Sean! They’re going to explode pretty quick and I think we
can do better!”»

I pounded her. She clamped her legs in tight and
humped back so hard we both had bruises the next day. Higher and
higher we went; we «shared» and fed back
everything with the others.

Suddenly we were there! The four of us exploded
together. All five of us were forced out of our bodies and twined
together, shouting out our love and happiness! No time there was,
only our love for life and for each other.

We «blended» together,
jointly and with our special loves, savoring the raptures we’d
found.

«Knock, knock. “We’re the Regional
Love Police. You guys have been spreading spontaneous orgasms and
assorted lovey-dovey over Los Angeles and San Bernardino County for
the last five minutes. We’ve gotta have a little talk.”»

Eileen

Be Jaysus! Suddenly I felt like
I was thirteen and had been fucking my boyfriend in the middle of
the football field when the lights came on and five thousand people
were looking at my hard tits and at my dripping snatch getting
dicked.

I «felt» something
itching around me and turned up the squelch to filter it out.

She told us, «“Okay, folks,
take it easy. Only we three know it was you guys. I’m Janet Adams.
With me is Henry and Bellana; we seem to get in this situation
every once in a while. So, settle down and let’s chat a
bit.”»

Bellana: «“Nice people. So
much love they have.”»

Henry: «“Magnificent shields.
Not a programmed firewall, but I can’t get a probe around
it.”»

Janet: «“You guys are leaking
all over. Looks like you’ve got plenty of control against incoming,
but you’re letting your asses hang out in the wind on the outgoing.
It doesn’t look like you’ve got any shields or filters on what
you’re putting out. With your permission, may we teach you how to
handle that so the entire paranormal investigations field doesn’t
descend on — oh, yeh, Altadena?”»

Well, maybe they weren’t going to take us out
back of the barn, cut our throats, let us bleed to death while
fucking our arses with broken broomsticks and dump our carcasses in
the outhouse to rot in the piss and turds.

Henry: «“You guys are
magnificent! Tremendous power! Let’s get in a few minor things so
the entire mundane world doesn’t have wet dreams every time a
couple of you get together.” Big smile.»

We worked for a good hour. They taught us and
drilled us on body shields, sound shields, firewalls, probes,
personae (Bridget had put hers on at “first contact.”) and…
leakage!

Janet told us, «“That’s the
basics and should keep you going for a while without raising too
much uproar among the mundane people in your range — which is a
long way.”»

All right! Maybe next time the security manager
wouldn’t come around looking for women being tortured!

Bellana: «“Seems like you folk
have a real group going. If it’s all right with you, I’d like you
to meet our leader; I’m sure we can work out lots of ideas between
us.”»

Sean: «“That’s fine. When and
where?”»

Henry: «“We’ll talk with Bob
Reynolds. So far as I know, tomorrow afternoon might be fine for a
meet; probably in North Hollywood or Burbank.”»

Sean: «“Great! We don’t have
much scheduled and anything we have is easily changed. How will we
know about the meeting?”»

Bellana: «“We’ll contact you
just like this. If you’re ‘occupied,’ we’ll try again later.”
Smirk.»

Maura: «“If we’re occupied,
come join us!” Big grin.»

Janet: «“Damn. Seems like
everyone we meet with Potential is horny as hell! Since you
offered, we might accept. There’s some really nice boobs here
Bellana and I could nosh on, a cute baby to cuddle and Henry’s
great at remote sex. Anyway, since you can handle leakage now, have
a great time!”»

They “vanished.” We got together on Sean’s bed;
it was a California King while mine’s a standard queen — came with
the room. Margie had vanished and by the time Teresa and I got
there she was already nibbling on Maura’s boobs. We piled on
(nekkid of course) and draped ourselves across Sean so he couldn’t
escape.

He gave all our breasts and arses a quick
inspection to ensure we’d brought them along. Bridget nursed while
we talked.

After a bit of squirming around and snogging, we
chatted about our new friends. Maura said, “Seems like they’re
pretty competent. All this stuff about firewalls, probes and
shields seems like it was designed and refined a lot.”

Sean told us, “Don’t you ladies put yourselves
down, either. They appeared appreciative of you — and not just of
your gorgeous bodies, either. We’ve been doing this for less than
two weeks. For all we know, they’ve been at it for generations.
This is really going to be
interesting.”

Bellana popped in. «“How about
Sunday noon in North Hollywood?”»

That was fine with us. She said, «“Great! Just a little whatta we got goin’ type of thing.
Casual dress — tee shirts, shorts, that sort of thing. We’ll
probably have seven people there; you have a couple others you want
to bring along?”»

Teresa said, «“Yeh, two
hubbies who’re aware and outside.”»

Bellana told us, «“All right!
That’ll make the count even. So noon it is; we provide lunch.
Here’s the address.”»

We grabbed a quick shower to wash off the
perspiration (and other stuff spread over us). Another advantage of
a hotel: virtually unlimited hot water!

Margie pushed Teresa and Sean into his room and
dragged Maura and me off to mine. She said, «“Another hot woman! Yum!”»

Maura liked it slow and easy so we took our time
exploring each other’s bodies. Like Teresa, she had fantastic
women’s breasts; they were firm and tight with the nipples popped
up hard. Incredible!

Of course she explored mine and sampled the
milk. She smiled and told me, «“Lovely! I
approve!”»

We rolled around the bed a lot; Margie appeared
once, swatted my arse and told me, «“Not on the
bottom yet, Eileen. It’s another day before you try
that.”»

Okay, okay! Well, Maura and I went into a
leisurely 69 on our sides. «Touches» made
it easy to keep limbs, etc. exactly where they’d do the most good
or be in the way least. We ended up lifting ourselves above the mattress a few inches with
our own cushy-soft suspension. Yes!

She was delicious with exactly the right amount
of red down around her pussy to catch what I missed between licks.
She had a nicely-sensitive pucker (like mine), and we ensured
neither got cold or suffered from lack of attention.

We adjusted our «join»,
positions, speed, all that until we were coming together every five
or ten minutes — a lovely rush which left us trembling for a little
while. Then we’d start in again. It gave us plenty of time to
talk.

«“Maura, any idea how this custom or
right got started? Why it’s still around?”»

«“Surprisingly, our legends or
traditions say something about it. From way before B.C. to only a
couple hundred years ago, what are now the Irish lived in really
tough necks of the woods. While Ireland is beautiful, there’s still
hard weather and hard country, and it’s never really easy to make a
living farming or herding.»

«“There were almost constant wars or
battles. Invaders, barbarians, other clanns, and religious wars. We
had to have a leader we could trust with our lives; one we knew
wouldn’t just throw our lives away on some fancied glory. If the
leader lay with the women, he got an emotional attachment to them
and knew exactly who would die or become slaves subject to
perpetual rape and agonizing death if he didn’t do his job
right.»

«“The men, then, knew the leader
wouldn’t knowingly do something to let the women come to harm. The
men themselves weren’t afraid of dying, but a widow had a really
hard time of it, especially if she had young children. So, if the
leader knew the women would suffer themselves or without their men,
he did the best he could. Always the best he could.»

«“Yes! A little higher. Slower and a
bit lighter — Jaysus that’s good!”»

«“Yeh, the Industrial Revolution and
‘modern times’ limited the all-out wars, but there was still the
religious crap like the Protestant/Catholic wars. When we came to
the States, that eased off a lot. There were still some scraps and
fights but nothing like before.»

«“Now, it’s an economic and cultural
battle. The Ceann leads the Clann towards the best living or
survival the individuals and families can accomplish. Just before
Seanathair was Ceann, the Clann itself became less important than
the families. Since we could spread out geographically, and
communication and travel were quite easy, it was much less likely
the Clann itself could ever be wiped out.»

«“Usually the Ceann spends a night
with a woman. Often the Ceann-Mate would spend the same night with
the spouse; if no spouse, frequently the oldest son or
daughter.»

«“Besides making love, they’d talk.
The Ceann and Mate listened to their hopes and dreams, their
problems and really got to know the people.»

«“With that knowledge, the Ceann and
Mate could make the best decisions or offer the best advice to help
the individual people, their families and the Clann. With a lot of
information and a pretty objective viewpoint, those decisions or
advices have given a lot of us very wonderful lives.»

«“Sean didn’t spend nights in bed with
us — dammit, Seanathair! — but he still talked with the four of us
a lot before we started the Tavern. He knew us, he knew our
families, and he knows a lot of the actual Clann at least by name
if not personally.»

«“So, the rights and customs are just
as important now as they were three thousand years ago. The battles
are different, the issues and problems are different, but it comes
down to a leader making the best decision possible for the group
he’s responsible for.”»

Next door, Teresa let loose with a loud
screaming that went on for several minutes. I assume the sound
shield held because no one came knocking at our door. Maura and I
climaxed ourselves a couple times in sympathy.

Maura went on, «“Besides, for
over three thousand years now, the Cullen line has been genetically
extremely robust. Physically-strong men and women, handsome by our
standards at least, long-lived, intelligent and caring. We know now
the physical things come from genetics and the intellectual from
the spirit.»

«“Nonetheless, what woman doesn’t
dream of a handsome man making long, skilled love with her while
trying to make her faint with pleasure? Husbands are wonderful,
especially the right one, but what better lover outside that than
the man you and everyone you know trusts with their lives and who
is so biologically attractive?»

«“The Clann’s been without an acting
Ceann now for five years. We all knew Sean was the one, but he
hadn’t been acting the way we expected — and now we know why. I’d
say we’ll probably have some Clann meetings soon, probably after
the wedding, and let them know why.»

«“I think Sean’s going to be a very
popular man Real Soon Now because every Clann woman will want to
get caught up with the lovin’ she’s come to expect as a custom and
tradition and has missed.”»

Margie appeared and gave two-tooth love bites to
every exposed butt, fanny or boob she could find, dealt out kisses
and hugs, and caressed everything else she could reach. If she
couldn’t reach it physically, a phantom tongue, finger or mouth
reached right in and did its deed on exactly the right spot to make
us shiver or shake with love and pleasure.

She rubbed her Margie-tits everywhere she could
find a spot of flesh. Jaysus! They were hot (temperature-wise), and
the nipples were hard spots of fire. Yow!

I grabbed a couple mouthfuls for several
minutes. Luscious! Everything fit inside, and I could suck and chew
on the hot “flesh” while she fed back wonderful sensations.
«“Love it, Eileen. It feels great!”»

We felt Teresa go over at least three more times
before we fell asleep.

Bob

Early Sunday morning, Kat and I
were all snuggled up just lazing around. Yowsah! A huge wave of
orgasmic energy hit us! Our firewalls flared up to full opacity
with a lot of power sharing throughout the Clann.

Bellana told us, «“The Love
Police are on it. Stand by.”» It died down only a little in
the next several minutes.

We waited; the flare cut off abruptly. Kat said,
«“That sure wasn’t any of the Clann. a) They know
better and b) None of it was familiar. Bet we’ve got someone
entirely new — and several of them.”»

Yep. In a couple minutes, Bellana told us,
«“We’ve got five newbies in Altadena. Tons of
power, and they have unique shields. They’re friendly, so we’re
going to train them up enough so they don’t leak. Give us an hour
or so.”»

Mario and Sherry joined us, and we found
something to do for an hour. Sherry told me, «“This does not count in my twice-a-month shagging!”» Groan.
Complain.

Janet came back. «“Okay.
Apparently there was a bit of honoring going on. There’s a total of
seven who’re outside and aware. I recommended they meet with you,
Bob. Perhaps later today?”»

Since the entire household was here, we agreed
on noon here at the house. Casual, we’d provide lunch.

I told Janet, «“The Wild Bunch
comes, too. You did the first meet with them and that’ll give us
seven.”»

Janet laughed. «“Great! We’ll
be there around 11:00 to help set up. We teenagers can always use a
free lunch.”»

Sean

(Early Sunday morning)

I asked Teresa, “So, how hard
and fast is this ‘right’ we’re talking about?”

She laughed. “Yeh, we call it a right and treat
it as such. To my knowledge we’ve had only a couple polite refusals
in the last thousand years or so. The Ceanns have gotten so they
don’t ask if they don’t know the answer; they don’t just drag
someone into bed.

“Now with this extra Talent, there’ll be no
issues; you’ll know if they’re interested and willing. You’ll know
if it’s right for them; it’ll be pretty obvious. Next time Aile,
Deidre or Mona are crawling all over you, take a «look» and make your own judgment.

“Of course, if you’re interested in Caden or
Connor, that’s up to them and you, too.”

[Aile and Deidre are the nieces who are almost
nine. Caden and Connor are the nephews; nine years old.]

I told her, “I think I’ll pass on Caden and
Connor for a while. I just don’t seem to be wired that way.”

She grinned. “No problem. For what its worth, a
lot of the Clann girls gave their virginity to the male Ceann. They
knew he’s an experienced lover and would be very gentle. Maura and
I gave ours to Seanathair when we were around ten. The by-blood
Clann girls tend to hit puberty pretty early; it’s usually a matter
of ‘are they big enough to take it’ more than ‘are they willing’.
Frequently the Ceann-Mate teaches the young men how to give
pleasure to a woman.

“From the way they’ve been behaving around you
lately, I think all our girls are getting hot to trot. Aile and
Deidre are just a couple weeks shy of nine, remember. They’ve got
boobs and fur; not a lot, mind you, but they’ve got ‘em. Mona, on
the other hand, has lots of boobs and fur and is very interested.
Sex education in the Clann starts early and covers a lot — and it’s
modern, not just old wives’ tales.

“There won’t be any jealousy if you ask one and
not the others right away. They know the Ceann always takes a lot
of things into consideration.

“On the other hand, if you let any of them
dangle too long, they might end up getting popped in the back seat
of a car or in a back yard with an in-and-out-goodbye; not the best
introduction to loving sex, in my opinion.

“Now, why are we talking instead of loving?”

Good question. Teresa was a little smaller than
Maura, with a luscious sleek body and limbs begging to be caressed
all over. I did. My hands and mouth were busy for a long time
before she pinned me down.

“My turn!” she told me as she straddled me. She
positioned herself then dropped down around me in a single motion.
Jaysus, what fire!

She started stroking immediately. “Squeeze my
tits, Sean. Make them hurt a little!” They were hard and her
nipples were even harder. I did my best for her; with our
«join», we could tell how much pressure
where and for how long did the most good.

Quiet is not a word I use when making love with
Teresa. Besides the wet salacious sounds from our union and our
flesh slapping together, she moaned and talked almost continuously.
She liked dirty talk; between the two of us, she started shrieking
in about five minutes.

Within another two minutes, she threw her head
back and wailed. Her body seemed to lock up, but her hips went
wild, slamming her clit down against me. Her channel milked me with
long ripples so hard I thought she’d pull me in! I felt my release
approach and pounded right back at her until I spent inside her so
hard I thought my nuts went in there too.

She collapsed on me; we rolled on our sides and
rested while our hearts and breathing caught up. I «felt» Marge kiss us firmly. She told us, “You are wonderful together. Now, I see there’s a couple
luscious bare butts to chew on while you rest!”

She noshed on Teresa’s bottom for several mutes
with gentle love-bites from those big ole teeth and with a wet
phantom tongue and fingers on her back door. Teresa loved it! Her
hips started moving against me and she told me, “More!”

I hadn’t softened up much, and that was an
invitation I had no intention of refusing. I thrust back and we got
into a fast rhythm. “Harder!”

All right! I «felt»
Marge push a small phantom penis into her backside. Teresa screamed
and pounded her hips back and forth between us. “Fuck me, Maggie!
Fuck my arse hard!”

In a few minutes she went off again. She
screamed as the energy flooded through us and seemed to scorch us
with its intensity. She collapsed and went limp.

Marge slid her firm hot cuties all over us and
poured butterfly kisses on us. «“Love you
both,”» she told us. “Love you a lot. Best
Man! Best Aunt!”

We fell asleep; the bodies needed it, too.

Teresa woke me later with her mouth. I don’t
know how I managed, but it came up firm in less than a minute. She
wanted it hard and every way possible. Being the nice guy I was, I
did my best.

The last time was so intense it pushed us
outside where we joined with Eileen, Maura and Marge in joyful
dances, sweet «blendings», loving
spirit-hugs, windings and kisses until 7:00.

Eileen

(Sunday morning 5/7)

From the way we women staggered
out of bed to pee early Sunday morning, I’d say the first Ceann
sleepover had been successful. Maura and Teresa moaned and groaned
about how sore their pussies and tits were — and grinned up a storm
every second. I wasn’t too bad off; I’d had a pretty easy night of
cunny lapping and booby nibbling.

After we’d gotten quick showers, Bridget got
first dibs on my boobs. Margie told us, «“You
were all wonderful last night. You’re wonderful ladies, and I love
you all so much. Now, let’s roust out that lazy Sean Cullen so we
can stuff ourselves with breakfast — and maybe he can stuff you
again later.”»

When Sean staggered out from his shower, he had
three nekkid ladies and a cutie-pie waiting to feed him. Margie and
I did the cooking since Maura and Teresa were so knackered. Yes, I
did wear an apron.

They weren’t too tired to serve him, though.
They ensured he always had a nekkid butt and wet pussy to stroke
with boobs available to fondle. He managed to hold up his side of
the deal while eating with one hand. Luckily, he’s ambidextrous so
he could switch sides quickly.

After he slowed down, Margie and I got about
four normal breakfasts each into Maura and Teresa; I only needed
two. Margie got an extra feeding («“I worked
hard, too!”») so everyone got filled up.

We staggered into my sitting room and sat there
blinking at each other. We were so stuffed we could barely move but
felt really great!

After a couple minutes, Sean stood up and
stretched. He leered around at us and said, “Hmm. The morning’s
young and here are four beautiful nekkid women. Eeny, meeny,
miny…”

All four of our pillows hit him. Bridget was
sleeping away, but Margie told us, «“Sarah’s due
at 10:00. She’s in the hotel and she’s on schedule. I don’t know
about you, but I counted Sean at something like six times last
night. He’s got one more good one in him, I know.»

«“By the way, Sean, don’t you have a
little something for these sweet sexy girls?”»

Sean went into his office and came back with a
small bag. He knelt in front of Maura and Teresa on the sofa and
presented each with a small box. “Just a little something to show
how I think of you.”

They were shamrock pendants with an assortment
of chains. The shamrock was about an inch across, gold and filled
with emerald chips with a diamond in the middle. Maura and Teresa
almost passed out they were so excited! They smothered him with
hugs and kisses until he had to escape by pretending to pass out on
the floor.

He kissed me hard and said, “And for you, my
best lady.” I got one too!

He said, “For my best girl.” Margie’s was
smaller as befit her physical size but just as beautiful. Margie
and I hugged and kissed him and promised he’d get soo laid Real
Soon Now — now he had two Soo Laids on
account!

He brought out a flat box and opened it. It had
a dozen shamrock pins. They were gold, filled with green enamel and
had a nice emerald in the middle. Margie told us, «“For his other ladies after he’s with them. It’s something
they can show off and share with one another without having to run
down the street screaming, ‘The Ceann screwed me last night!’
Hehehehe.”»

We ended back up in a pile on Sean’s bed for a
nap. He groaned, “Glad this is a commercial-strength frame. I’m
dayum near knackered out completely. I thought three times in one
night when I was eighteen was pretty good.”

I sucked him in; he started rising again right
away. Margie told him, «“Six wasn’t too shabby,
Lover Boy. Don’t worry; we’ll get you in condition so a dozen won’t
be uncommon! Maybe we’ll let you rest right now for a few
minutes.”»

Teresa told him, “You’ve got genetics on your
side, Sean. The Ceanns have always been able to go often for a long
time. I think we need to practice a lot with you so you can keep us
ladies happy.”

We dozed off and played tag for a while. Bridget
hid her body in Sean’s office; she figured Sarah didn’t need to see
a floating baby with tits just yet.

Right on time, we «felt» Sarah come into my room; she’d knocked and
called, but we kept quiet. She took a deep sniff and thought,
“Yes! Someone had a good time!”

She didn’t seem to have Talent, but we could
discern her thoughts with no trouble, especially since we’d learned
a little about probes last night. She loved being restrained and
dominated just a little!

She went into my bedroom; it wasn’t too bad,
just a couple big wet spots. She muttered, “Damn! I gotta get me
some of that; it’s been two fuckin’ years now. Maybe Mr. C would be
interested in an old lady — he didn’t seem to puke at the thought
yesterday.”

She finished up in there and came through the
joining door. Three nekkid ladies ambushed her and left her clothes
in a trail on the way to Lover Boy’s bedroom.

She pretended to struggle and complain, but her
wide smile let us know it was more than all right. We pinned her
down on the bed and had her way with her.

She had no back off on getting munched or
munching us though she complained a lot (when her mouth wasn’t
full) about how nasty we were and how she was a good girl and how
she should be getting her work done. After a couple minutes though,
she couldn’t talk because she was panting too hard and
shrieking.

Sean’s voice boomed out, “Good morning, Sarah!
Ladies, hold her down good.”

We held her down. Her body was bucking and
shaking, but her wrists and ankles weren’t moving at all; we just
laid hands on them with a little pressure.

Dayum! Sean dicked her good! About ten seconds
in, we let go. Sarah wrapped her arms and legs around him and
bucked like a bronco with a burr under its saddle!

Yowsah! The Ceann pushed her through four
orgasms before she passed out as he spent in her.

We laid her on a couple of towels in the corner
while we stripped and changed the bed with sheets and a mattress
pad from her cart. With four of us using «touches» it took less than two minutes. We emptied the
wastebaskets and restocked the soap, shampoo and towels. The
Cullens knew the job cold anyway, since Sean had researched the
process.

When Sarah’d recovered a bit, Maura and Teresa
pulled her into Sean’s bathroom for a quick shower (It would hold
three adults.). I told them, “No more molesting her today! Some
other time — maybe.”

Sarah left about twenty minutes later sporting a
shamrock pin, holding onto her cart because her legs kept giving
way, her pussy sloshing with Ceann-cum and wearing an ear-to-ear
grin that lasted several days.

When she’d left, Maura asked, “So, who’s next?
Kate?”

Margie said, «“Dayum, and I
thought I was the ‘liberated’ one around here.”»

Teresa said, “Remember, Maggie, we’ve grown up
with all this; it’s part of our upbringing and training. Even now,
remembering our lives before and being even more in control of our
thoughts and actions, it still seems right. Sarah is now bound to
us through a common, extremely pleasurable experience which leads
to no jealousy or possessiveness.

“She knows now she’s really part of the Clann
and the Ceann’s recognized her as such, not merely a distant
relative or an associate from a business.

“This is similar to how Sean designed his
businesses; everyone wins. From now on, each time Sarah sees any of
us, she’ll remember the Ceann thought her
to be special and will remember the wonderful experience she shared
with us. If she sees another woman with the shamrock pin, they will
both know what it means and have a common, very strong bond.

“Even if Sarah is never with the Ceann again,
she will treasure the memory. Let’s see if we can find her a good
man; she’s done without much too long.”

We had another shower then kicked Maura and
Teresa out into the cold. They were to go home, change and meet us
with John and Patrick in North Hollywood.

Sean

(Sunday noon 5/7)

Everyone wore their Irish Inside
tee shirts and conservative shorts. The ladies wore their shamrock
necklaces, and we Hat Folk wore our green bowlers. I guessed with
seven of us showing up like that, they’d figure out pretty quickly
we were Irish. If they had a problem with that — well, we just
might turn around and leave.

The MapQuest map led us to a quiet residential
street in the half-hour it promised. We waited a few minutes for
the N&Bs to arrive, and we got there together.

The place was on a double-wide lot and looked
pretty normal. There was a BMW, an Audi, a Toyota and a Land Rover
in the circular drive; all were fairly new so I guessed these folk
were doing all right.

There were three spots right in front of the
neatly-kept lawn, so guess where we parked. I’d just picked up
Bridget out of her car seat when we heard excited voices from the
house.

I turned and there were three young folk tearing
across the lawn towards us, whooping and prancing — they looked
like they were dancing in synchronization; every move they made was
together. There were two young ladies and a young man.

We were all out of our cars facing them when
they stopped about five feet from us. Three heads swept left then
right and wide eyes stared at us. They snapped their heads and
looked at each other then back at us.

The backs of three hands slapped against their
foreheads at the same time. They looked upwards, groaned, and said
in unison, “Irish! Ahh! Now what are we going to do?”

Not a real good start, if you ask me. They
dropped their hands, laughed and rattled off in very fluent Irish,
“Céad Míle Fáilte! Céad Míle Fáilte!” They kept going in Irish.

The blonde lady said, “I’m Janet. Welcome. Ooo!
I get to cuddle Bridget first!”

The other young lady (she looked Italian) said,
“Okay! I get to hug all these lovely people then I’m next! I’m
Bellana.”

The young man said, “And I’m Henry. Since these
two are blathering around, I’ll be the one to invite you in. Then
I’ll hug everyone!”

Irish Gaelic all the way! Fascinating! Bridget
got a neck-hold on Janet and started laying on the baby love while
we went towards the house.

Another couple was waiting for us outside the
door. Jaysus! The lady was Red Irish and the man was Black Irish.
They both called out, “Céad Míle Fáilte!”

I took Eileen up while I kept an eye out for
Bridget (We’d decided she’d be Bridget until we knew the lay of the
land.); she’d already laid a lot of lovin’ on the three youngsters
who were dashing around introducing themselves and hugging the
N&Bs.

Eileen and I got up to the porch. I swept off my
bowler, put out my hand and said in Irish, “Then you’d be Bob
Reynolds. I’m Sean Cullen.”

Eileen

Janey Mack! I could tell already
we were in for a good time today. The three young folk were
delighted with Bridget and had given everyone else nice hugs.

Sean took off his hat (a miracle!), offered his
hand to the man and said, “Then you’d be Bob Reynolds. I’m Sean
Cullen.”

Bob said (in Irish), “That I am.” He looked
around at us all, then back at Sean. “And you’ll be putting that
hat back on. No one needs to come see us with hat in hand.” They
shook hands and Sean flipped his hat back on.

Sean introduced me to Bob. Bob looked at me, and
I «felt» a lot of the same power and depth
within him I’d felt when I first met Sean. This was a really deep
person. He tried to shake my hand, but I gave him a firm hug. I
whispered in his ear, “You are something. That’s the first time
Sean’s taken his hat off for anyone.”

He hugged me back gently; I could feel nothing
but steel-hard muscle everywhere. He whispered, “It’s not needed at
all. We’re all just people here.”

He introduced Sean and me to the Red Irish lady,
“This is Kathleen Donovan, my fiancée.” We traded hugs; she
«felt» wonderfully deep.

They looked right around our age, maybe a tad
younger. They wore an aura of competence, confidence and
friendliness. They were… totally something!

Another couple came out; they looked Hispanic
and about the same age as Bob and Kathleen. Bob introduced them as
Sherry Stapley and Mario Castillo. They spoke with us in Irish,
too! Neat, Irish with a Spanish accent! Well, why not? We shared
hugs and did the reception-line bit with everyone.

Bridget gave Bob and Kathleen the full shtick.
They hugged, kissed her back and laughed. Bob told her, “You
are a little rascal, aren’t you. I bet you
speak Irish too, and are putting on a wonderful show for us.”

Bridget shot back, «“Well,
it’s a bit better to have someone underestimate you to start with,
right? Anyway, I can’t speak yet because the body can’t. In the
meantime, you’ll just have to put up with this. And I probably know
more Irish than you, so don’t try to slip anything over on
me, Mr.
Bob.”»

Bob laughed again. He told her, “I stand humbled
before you, Ms. Bridget. Please don’t gnaw on me with those sharp
teeth.”

Everyone laughed and moved inside.

They had a very nice place. It was roomy,
spotlessly clean and impeccably decorated with no clutter or
“stuff” while still looking comfortably lived in. Someone had done
a fantastic job.

Kathleen said, “Sherry, Mario, Bob and I live
here. Fortunately, those three…” she
pretended to glare at the young folk, “live in Burbank.”

They immediate started giving her a hard
time.

“And it’s a Good Thing.”

“Mr. Cullen, they make us slave for them!”

“All hours of the day and night!”

“Even though we’re still babies.”

“They force us to walk here then back home every
day.”

“And it’s five miles up hill!”

“Each way.”

“If we lived any closer…”

“They’d have us cooking and cleaning, too!”

Somehow I didn’t quite believe them; I think it
was the big grins they had plastered all over their faces.”

Kathleen gave us a quick tour of the place. She
said, “Feel free to look around anywhere. Beware of opening too
many drawers, though; some of our toys might surprise you.”

Hmm. Anyway, we looked. Wonderful place. Bridget
didn’t try to hide much; she darted around through the air,
vanished into other places and showed back up again a few seconds
or minutes later.

We ended up in a dining room around a large,
antique table which matched the room perfectly. Bridget popped back
in, sat herself on the table in front of me (She could sit alone!)
and announced, «“Excellent place! I think I’ll
let you keep it.”»

Our hosts laughed. None of them appeared to have
any trouble “hearing” her.

Henry, Janet and Bellana brought out the food.
They seemed to dash around but never spilled anything, never ran
into each other and were perfectly in control of themselves. They
appeared to be in their mid-teens, and if those four beautiful
breasts were any indication, were well into puberty.

They had none of the puberty awkwardness,
though. Yeh, if I looked, I could spot the gangliness. I
«looked» deeper; they were joined quite tightly and were operating as a team. No
wonder they were so synchronized.

The food was delicious. There were several Irish
delicacies and a wide assortment of other American and Hispanic
food. We three ladies scarfed it down! Breakfast had helped,
but…

Everyone kept chatting, though. If we weren’t
eating, we’d speak Irish, otherwise we’d «talk» mentally. Their mental communications were
sharp, clear and precise. They must have been doing it for a
long time. I kept having a nagging thought
we were in way over our heads, even if they did appear to be so
nice.

Teresa asked Sherry, “How do an
obviously-Spanish couple and three non-Irish teenagers learn to
speak fluent Irish? Sounds like you’ve been speaking it since
birth.”

Sherry grinned and pointed at Bob. “It’s all his
fault. For years at school we’ve called him the Sorcerer because he
always seems to pull some magic out somewhere to make things go
right.”

She showed us his trick of a «link» to pick up a language. After the fact, it was
simple. So simple, I’d probably never have thought of it.

I finally got enough food to keep me going for a
couple more hours. I gave Henry a little kiss when he took my plate
and cleaned up in front of me. He told me, «“I’d
give you a kiss back, Ms. Eileen, but I’m afraid to get that close
to you; your incredible fragrance, beauty and sweetness would
overwhelm me.”»

Yeh, right. I made a wild guess Bob wasn’t too
bad at slinging the blarney around, and Henry had picked right up
on it.

Bridget was hungry so I pulled up my tee shirt,
unhooked a cup and put her on the boob. Like Sean, no one neither
looked nor didn’t look. Nice.

Kathleen

(Sunday 5/7)

Let’s throw a party for some
potential new friends! We were up and at it by 9:00. Sherry and I
sent the out guys to get food. We gave them a specific list,
otherwise they might have come back with only KFC wings.

We didn’t worry about the house; it was in
pretty good shape anyway. We were having The Clean Place come in
three times a week to do the major cleaning and laundry, but we
didn’t let things go much in between. After all, when you’ve got
two big dishwashers, how much effort is it to rinse stuff off and
dump it in with a «touch» from
anywhere?

The guys got back with the goodies; they’d done
fine. We stashed it in the kitchen under the warmers.

The Wild Bunch popped in right on time. They did
a final dash-around to ensure things were clean and arranged to
their satisfaction. Janet and Bellana were even more picky about
stuff than Sherry or I.

 



Chapter 11

Bob

This was going to be
interesting. Since they were a group in Altadena, I figured they’d
form their own Clann, so I dug up a set of our organizational
customs and the sexual customs. We’d play it by ear.

The Wild Bunch did their final preps for lunch,
and we waited. They showed up right at noon and the Wild Bunch
dashed out to greet them.

Be Jaysus! If those Irish Inside tee shirts were
right, they were all Irish! With the Wild Bunch already chatting
away in Irish and seven redheads; that kinda settled it.

The groupings were pretty easy to spot. A couple
in their mid-twenties must be Sean and Eileen while the other two
couples must be the sisters with their husbands. The Wild Bunch was
passing the baby around; she was laying on the baby-loving even
better than George!

Yeh, one man was Sean, all right. He started
right off in Irish so I just kept it up.

He was a big man, over
six feet, wide shoulders, slender hips and muscle all over. Even as
strong as I am, I’d be wary of meeting him in a dark alley if he
were upset with me! I «felt» his depth and
power even if his shield was up solid.

Eileen was a tall girl; she could look me right
in the eye — in flat shoes. She didn’t hesitate to give me a hug.
She smelled (and «felt») good.

Bridget gave Kat and me a full baby-love show.
While it felt natural, it had all the
cute-baby buttons: hugs, smiles, laughs, chortles, leg and arm
kicks and wobbly kisses. I told her, “You’re a little rascal,
aren’t you. I bet you speak Irish, too, and are putting on a
wonderful show for us.”

She Irished me good. This wasn’t just an infant
with ancient memories; she had a level of maturity and
self-confidence I’d rarely seen even among our adults. I hoped she
wouldn’t set those two sharp teeth of hers in me!

Kat gave them the two-bit tour. Bridget floated
and darted around and just plain vanished a couple times. We could
«feel» her touches on her body; when she vanished and reappeared,
it felt like she’d teleported! This from a
being who’d been outside less than two weeks with none of our
training? We’re going to have a lotta fun today.

We gathered ‘round the dining room table.
Bridget appeared (teleported?) and sat on the table in front of
Eileen. She told us, «“Excellent place! I think
I’ll let you keep it.”» Fun.

The Wild Bunch did their synchronized dashing
about while bringing us lunch then joined us. We talked Irish and
«talked» while we ate. Their Irish had a
tiny different accent and phrasing from ours which just made it
more fun.

They could «talk» just
fine too. It was clear with a few sidebands of leakage yet but with
the undercurrent of immense power.

The Wild Bunch cleared the table while the rest
sat back and relaxed. I took a good look at Sean’s green bowler. It
was at an angle which was slightly off-kilter and looked almost
like a caricature. Eileen and Bridget both wore small green bowlers
at the perfect angle for them. Hmm.

I asked him, “Sean, it seems you’re more than
willing to attract attention to yourself in a nice way. Then if
anyone gives you any crap, the Hat Squad over there tears them a
new one. That says to me you’re either going to be wealthy or you
already are. So what do you folk do?”

He admitted to having a few bucks stashed away.
Maura started bragging on him. He was a small-retail entrepreneur
and had developed and sold twenty businesses in the past five
years; they’d been different businesses with different products and
services.

He still had eleven additional ones he owned
plus he’d designed and developed Eire’s
Tavern in Pasadena for his sisters’ families plus he had a completely-developed system of
policies they all used plus gave seminars
on the policies!

He tried to brush it off, saying he just helped
now and then at the Tavern, but Teresa jumped in and bragged on him
even more. They were proud of their baby
brother!

This we’re going to have to investigate. While
JRD had implemented some common high-level policies for our
companies, each company still had different, often-contradictory,
internal polices and procedures. What if we could get a common set
in them all?

Sean took his turn to brag on Eileen and
Bridget; he was training them on the policies and expected them to
be really good.

Even with the difference that Sean had already
been aware of some of his abilities and had been working on them
for years, in something like two days they’d gotten to where it had
taken us almost four months. Now that is talent!

They were enhancing others just by «snuggling» up. Yeh, that would do it; it was pretty
much the same as flowing power with a continuous inspection. More talented stuff.

Of course, we had a turnabout. I told them how
Natalie and I had fallen into each other and had developed it from
there. They’d all seen spirits picking up infant bodies and had
memories from before — a long time before.

They didn’t know about switching bodies, though.
Whazza matter with these folk? Two weeks, and they didn’t have it
all pegged? Grin.

They loved the George, Sunshine and Kathleen
story. We kept the fact that George was back with us now under
wraps; we had to have our own fun surprises!

Kathleen told them about the forming of Clann
Reynolds and how they’d railroaded — I mean elected — me Ceann.

Their Ceann was hereditary. The previous Ceann
had died, and Sean hadn’t known he was “the one” for five years.
He’d found out about it Saturday, and they’d been “catching up” on
the honoring when they flared on us.

Sean and I shared a laugh. Don’t I know how he
felt; Clann Cullen had well over a hundred women his social
secretaries thought he might have to honor. I thought I had it bad with thirty or so! The Wild Bunch tried
to give me a hard time about it, but I smacked them down.

Sean seemed very agreeable to sharing
technologies but didn’t think they had anything really to offer.
Yeh, right! Henry set him straight on that; just their shields
alone were worth trading for everything else we had.

Now, I figured it was time to put Bridget to The
Question; I knew she’d been sandbagging us all along. I asked her,
“Now, Miss Bridget, how about you ‘fess up a bit. There’s one hell
of a lot more to you than a cute little girl with a few
memories.”

She and Eileen looked at Sean, who nodded.
Eileen introduced her not only as her four-month-old daughter but
also as her grandmother of 93 years! Bridget sat there and “grew” a
sweet set of breasts beneath her shirt. She told us how her
Margaret Sullivan body had died just before Bridget was born.
Through sheer love and intention she’d found them and had gotten
into the baby body. Only problem was, she’d forgotten who she’d
been. When Sean had «merged» with her the
first time she started remembering until she finally found all of
Margaret Gallagher Sullivan.

And this had been an unaware spirit! Jaysus.
George had remembered, but he’d been aware before and knew what he
was doing when he’d picked up his new body.

No wonder she was so self-confident and mature.
At ninety-three, I’d figure a person is either wise or senile. In
her case, I’d put my money on wise.

Of course it was the Wild Bunch who asked about
her breasts. They’re accessories? Why the fuck not? Maggie wobbled
them a bit, offered to let them check ‘em out, and of course they
accepted; I had to break up the mini-orgy.

A few minutes after that settled down, she
vanished. I saw her diaper bag vanish a second later. It was teleportation!

Kat spotted it too. When Maggie reappeared
(teleported back in), Kat asked her where she’d learned how to
teleport.

Sean

Lunch was great. While we didn’t
exchange a lot of information, we knew this group was extremely
competent at mental communication and was just as competent at not
«leaking» anything out. I didn’t push at
them; I just let things roll on.

The young folk cleared the table and we sat back
with drinks.

Sherry asked, “How did you guys discover your
abilities? So far, you’re the first independent people we’ve found
outside our group.”

Eileen handled that. She told them how the three
of us had met and had sparked each other’s empathic talents. She
gave them a brief rundown on Frank, meeting Maura and Teresa and
just «snuggling» with them.

Maura said, “Then Teresa and I «snuggled» with our hubbies. So, here we are. We know
of several others with the Talent, including all our kids, but
haven’t started anything with them yet; we’re just getting used to
it ourselves and didn’t want all the confusion. So, Bob, how did
you guys discover this?”

Bob told us, “My father’s an empath. He could
pick up emotions and sometimes thoughts or images. I thought I’d
inherited the abilities because around puberty, I started getting
them.”

He told us how he’d met Natalie Shanahan last
September at school (Jaysus! He, Kat and Sherry were only
eighteen!), how they’d «fallen» into each
other and of the love they’d found for each other.

Ana and Don, George and Sherry. The Inner Circle
and Brain Trust. «Sharing» thoughts,
communicating, links, and touches. Telempaths. Discovering how to be outside,
independent of the body. Sunshine and the Sorcerer. Ones of us.
Henry and Janet, others and yet others.

Switching bodies (We’re going to do that!). The
apparent cycle of body death and finding a new baby body. The
January earthquake and George’s and Natalie’s deaths.

Kathleen picked it up. “They had an Irish wake.
The main difference was that George and Sunshine were there. They
couldn’t do a BYOB because their bodies were under several stories
of earthquake debris. In fact, the remains were recovered only a
couple weeks ago.”

George finding a new baby body and still
remembering who he was. Sunshine and Kathleen Donovan. Evin Donovan
and family. JRD and sub-companies. A marvelous wonder it was!

Kathleen Sunshine told us, “At the first meeting
Siobhan attended, she observed we were actually a clann, a family.
Not by blood, lineage or marriage but by common abilities, goals
and purposes. She nominated Bob as the Ceann. We elected him
unanimously.

“So, what we have is a non-Irish Clann with lots
of Irish members and an elected Ceann. We’ve incorporated it as a
not-for-profit organization, Clann Reynolds.” She grinned. “Uncail
Evin is a lawyer; he knows that sort of stuff.”

Our hosts applauded Bob. He groaned and rolled
his eyes. Fun.

Bob said, “So, that’s who we are. I’d say we
have over fifty first-generation, active members here in Burbank
and North Hollywood. There’s at least 25 up in Redmond, Washington
and at least 20 by now down in Cabo San Lucas in Mexico.

“Now, unless the tee shirts are wrong, you’re
all Irish. Sean, Teresa and Maura are blood; Eileen and Bridget are
blood. From what you’ve told me, am I correct in assuming you seven
are everyone you have right now?”

Teresa said, “So far. We’ve spotted several
others with what we call Talent and you call Potentials or
Sensitives, including our five children; not all of the others are
Irish. Hell, we’re babes in the woods on all this stuff. As to our
clann…”

She told them about Clann Cullen, “Sean is our
Ceann by heritage. The last Ceann died five years ago in 9.11 and
never passed that knowledge on to him. So, the poor guy’s had the
entire thing dumped on him yesterday and has been gallantly trying
to catch up on his responsibilities.”

She leered at me. Saucy wench!

Bob and I looked at each other and laughed. He
said, “Welcome to the club, Sean.”

We laughed for a good five minutes. My Clann
poked fun at me and tried to make me squirm. They didn’t succeed
this time; I just grinned and took it.

Henry, Janet and Bellana seemed to take special
delight in prodding Bob about his “duties.”

I asked him, “I can see they’re a pretty wild
crowd. Do you carry a whip around to keep them in line?”

Bob grinned. “Actually, we do call them the Wild
Bunch. As for whips, all I really need is the flat of my hand on
some arses.”

He slapped his hand hard on the table; it
sounded like a gunshot. The Wild Bunch jumped out of their chairs,
dropped to their knees (perfectly synchronized) and kowtowed
wildly. They chorused, “Please, Mr. Ceann-man. Not the dreaded
hand. Please!” They spoiled it, though, by rolling on the floor
while laughing.

Bob looked at me in mock despair. “I get no
respect.” Not a bad Rodney Dangerfield.

He got a little more serious. “What I’d
recommend, if you’re willing, is that you folk get with us for some
training. In several hours, we can bring you up to speed on
everything we’ve discovered, including how we wake up the Talent or
Potential.

“Unless you’ve got some other ideas, I see no
reason we can’t share our technologies at least. Business-wise, we
should have an in-depth discussion later; I can see already you’ve
got a really workable business system. We could talk about that and
see what we can work out.

“I don’t see any of the Clanns sparring or
feuding over territory or people. Right?”

This was a no-brainer. “I agree. Although, I
don’t see that we have anything to offer in the way of, em,
spiritual technology.”

Henry laughed. “Right. For starters, how about a
shield that appears entirely natural, but we can’t get through?
We’ve got some good probes and they just don’t work; doesn’t matter
how much power they have, they just slip by like there was nothing
there.”

We must have looked a bit surprised. Bob said,
“Just that alone could save all our hides someday. Now, Ms.
Bridget, how about you ‘fess up a bit. There’s one hell of a lot
more to you than a cute little girl with some very old
memories.”

I nodded to her and Eileen. Eileen said, “Right.
Clann Reynolds, we’d like you to meet Bridget Margaret McLennan.
She’s physically my daughter and is also Margaret Gallagher
Sullivan, my 93-year-old grandmother. She’s sometimes a real pain
in the ass.”

Nana popped up her cuties and told them,
«“That’s my job! My body died just before Bridget
was born. I so wanted to be with my Snapper that I found them and
got in the right baby. The problem was, I forgot. Sean started
bringing me out of my fog as a baby and within a couple days of
being around Eileen and back near our old home, I
remembered.”»

She showed them her personae; everyone enjoyed
them.

Marge told them, «“Like both
George and Sunshine, I now have the memories available in a new
body. I guess one advantage I have is I’ve got a very rich adult
current-culture background; even at 93, I was interested in current
events and kept up with a lot of the technologies.”»

Janet asked, “And those gorgeous boobs?”

«“Accessories.”» She
told them how she was used to them and how the feedback worked.
“I’ve got them in a nicely-trained setup; I don’t
have to think about how they work any more, just that they work.
They don’t give sexual sensations; I’d say that’s an issue of body
maturity. But they do give extremely pleasurable sensual
sensations. And I can modify them as I need. Plus, they make me
feel a bit more on the same physical level with these youngsters.
Works for me.”

The Wild Bunch seemed very interested. Marge
grinned, wobbled them and asked, «“Wanna check
‘em out?”»

They did. Marge floated over; they gathered
around her and checked her out thoroughly with quiet giggles,
laughs and squeals. They «shared» with the
rest of us.

After a few minutes, Bob cleared his throat and
said, “Okay, you four. Save the orgy for later, right?”

I told the gang, “Please, don’t get her started.
At 93 she was over-sexed and undernourished and is still that way.”

Marge floated over to me and snuggled up.
Wiggling her cuties against me, she said, «“And
you’re going to take care of me. Right, Ceann Sean?”»

Arg.

Eileen

(Sunday afternoon 5/7 with Bob and Kathleen)

Bridget told me, «“I feel a load coming on; I’m going to duck out and
change.”»

She vanished. The rest of us chatted away until
she got back. She decided to snuggle up with Mario and get a bit of
cuddling from him.

Kathleen asked, “Maggie, how did you learn to
teleport?”

Margie asked, «“Teleport?”»

Kathleen said, “Yes. From the moment you got
here you’ve been doing it. When you went to change this last time,
you teleported your body, then the diaper bag. Same coming
back.”

Margie said, «“Oh, yeh. I
guess that is teleporting. Well, yesterday I needed to be back and forth so
much to supervise the snappers I just started doing it. Opening
doors and winding around the walls and so forth was time-consuming
so I just decided to short-cut it. Seems to work fine; I figured it
was just part of the Talent.”»

Henry asked, “What about air displacement and
shock waves?”

«“Well, the total mass transferring is
always the sum of the mass from both ends. On the destination, just
start the incoming mass at a point and move out the air or
whatever. Buffer the air compression with concentric layers of
touches — like shock absorbers — and that prevents odd breezes.
Once the transfer’s started, it’s logarithmic. Hmm, that’s a
natural logarithm.»

«“At the source, leave another set of
touch buffers behind to let the displaced medium shrink at an
optimum rate so it’s quiet — both source and destination rates and
forces vary with things like air temperature, pressure, humidity,
the medium itself and what you’re porting. Pretty simple, actually,
after a couple times.”»

Henry shook his head; he seemed surprised. I was
too, but I’d gotten used to Margie vanishing and reappearing. Henry
asked, “You try any long-distance-stuff, say to Northern
California?”

Margie said, «“I’ll be back in
a couple seconds,”» and vanished. The Clann Reynolds looked
rather worried. About fifteen seconds later Margie plopped herself
down on the table.

«“I went to college in Palo Alto. The
campus is still pretty much the same as the last time I visited in
‘99. The parking lots are cleaner, though.”»

Henry sighed. “How about the angular momentum
difference?”

Margie grinned at him, «“You
wanna teach me how to suck eggs too, young man? I’ve got a PhD in
Applied Math; I taught hard sciences in high school and college for
forty years then kept up in physics and math after I retired. Just
add or subtract the energy vector as the mass moves. What’s so hard
about that?”»

The Clann Reynolds started laughing; I thought
there’d be some pee in some pants. They finally settled down.

Bob said, “Margaret, in January, Kat teleported
a small necklace a couple miles without knowing it. I’d say we’ve
spent well over two hundred man-hours developing the technology
since then. We take ten to twenty hours to teach someone. And here
you bop in, and it’s as simple as breathing to you. How about you
come over here and I’ll paddle your cute butt for showing us rank
amateurs up.”

Margie said, «“Ooo! Pretty
please?”» She plastered herself against him, wiggled her
butt and wiggled her cuties against his chest.

Bob laughed, hugged her and spanked her lightly.
He said, “Over-sexed is right. Now they just have to figure out a
way to feed you.”

Margie told us, «“As soon as
my nerves start responding, Sean’s going to have his hands and
mouth full. That’ll do for starters. He’s my Best Man!”»

Sean shook his head a little but said, “Marge,
you’re my Best Girl!”

She wiggled against Bob again then went to
sleep. She asked, «“What’s next?”»

Kathleen said, “How about we compare
organizations? We have a lot of similarities.”

That was agreeable. The Wild Bunch passed around
a set of papers with their organizational customs.

Teresa appeared to be the Clann Cullen
historian, She said, “I see us evolving a core group of our aware
Talented people. Membership-wise, it would then be similar to the
Clann Reynolds and work pretty much the same.”

Sherry said, “Go ahead and take those papers
with you. If needed, we’ll get you in touch with our Customs
Committee; Kathleen’s ‘grandparents’ were from Ireland and are
familiar with a lot of the customs.”

The Wild Bunch gave us a set of green papers.
Kathleen told us, “These don’t leave the house. You can see
why.”

Yeh. Sexual customs. Abso-fuckin’-lutely
marvelous. Exactly enough to guide yet with no artificial
restrictions. Basically, if it was consensual and didn’t expose the
Clann or the participants to the silly mundane mores, it was
acceptable. Yes!

Then there were the customs for the Ceann and
Mate. Wonderful — an honoring; again consensual! For all practical
purposes, Clann Reynolds had synthesized the same setup that Clann
Cullen had evolved over several thousand years. Perfect! Nothing
left out and nothing arbitrary.

Sean

Eileen looked at Bob. “I’m quite
sure we would all benefit greatly from some Clann, em,
cross-cultural exchanges.”

Kathleen looked at me; her shoulders went back
and some wonderful bumps appeared on the front of her blouse. She
told us, “I know it would be very, em, educational.”

Bob and I locked gazes; we rolled our eyes a
little and groaned lightly. I asked him, quite loudly, “Do your
social secretaries arrange your, em, customs like mine do?”

He laughed and said, “Yep. Kat and Sherry seem
to have this schedule they keep someplace. I’ve given up trying to
figure it out and just try to put up with the burden.”

Another Ceann with the same problem.

Bob grinned. “I had a bit of an issue with it
for a while, especially since these were all created customs. Then
Kat and Sherry took me aside and ‘splained it to me.”

Maura asked, “‘Splained it’?”

Bob smiled. “Several people take you out back of
the barn, beat the crap out of out you and ‘splain the situation
until you see it their way. Fortunately, my bruises healed in only
a couple days. After all, it was my word against thousands of
theirs.”

Eileen told him, “Good. That’s the way it should
be. The Ceann knows what he needs to do; he needs to grin and bear
it.”

Janet piped up, “Or is that ‘bare’ it, Bob? I,
for one, am still waiting for the Midnight Ride of Robert the
Ravisher.”

Bob turned a steely gaze on her. He said, “Kat,
maybe you and Sherry should consider moving her up a little. It
sounds as if she’s in severe need of the Rod of Chastisement.”

Janet drooped to the floor at Sherry’s feet and
pretended to kiss them. She whined, “Please please please? I’ll be
really bad the next several days if it’ll help. Maybe if I’m bad
enough, I can get all four of you to
chastise me.”

That brought down the house for a while.

Eileen

Bridget needed fed again. The
nursing bra was pinching me so I took it off under my tee shirt and
tossed it in the diaper bag. Bridget latched on with a contented
sigh and went to town.

I switched Bridget to the other boob; she still
had the room in her tummy and was interested. When she was done, I
blotted dry with a tissue, pulled my tee shirt down then “put on”
my Inner Touch bra. Kathleen claimed Bridget for the burping; she
used the back-rub technique herself.

Sherry announced, “Break time! Ladies, how about
a powder room discussion?”

Sean

The ladies trooped off with
their purses, bags and other female paraphernalia. We guys cycled
through the three bathrooms off the den and pool then guy-talked.
Bob (and Kathleen) had a lot of expertise and experience in
construction and renovations, and Mario was a computer network
administrator at JRD. Henry was a math wizard and a warrior of some
sort. Bob showed us around in a little more detail.

He said, “We’ve been here three weeks now and
are pretty well settled in. Seems every Clann woman has been
through here checking out the exact shade of the curtains in the
kitchen and how many chairs there should be around the pool. Being
of sound minds, Mario and I don’t get involved.”

John asked, “Who did the design? It’s extremely
well-done.”

Bob grinned. “My mother. She and Father own
Reynolds Construction; she’s got a Masters in Interior Design. She
takes the flack so Mario and I just enjoy the results.”

I got a card for Reynolds Construction; often a
business site needs some renos. The Olive Tree Lane house might
need some work too, once we decided what to do with it.

Sherry told us, «“Okay, guys,
enough of the plumbing talk. Everyone back to the
table.”»

We refreshed our drinks and took our spots. The
ladies filed back in at a brisk walk.

Jaysus! They’d all
taken their bras off. There were now eight sets of
gloriously-wobbling breasts with wonderful tittie hard-ons
demanding extreme admiration. Perfectly perky, perfectly presented!
Any lady with buttons had them open displaying very generous
amounts of cleavage.

Even Janet and Bellana were a touch perkier and
wobbled deliciously. Marge hadn’t worn a bra of course but seemed
to wobble more than before.

They sat and scooted in a couple times. Each
scoot gave us additional wobbles. Where to look? Twelve male eyes
almost got eyestrain switching around.

Marge said, «“Hooter heaven,
hey?”»

Everyone laughed, which gave us more esthetic
gyrations to admire. Bob looked at me and said, “Sean, Clann Cullen
has brought us some wonderful, intellectually-stimulating
technologies with your shields and teleportation. However, I’d
personally be willing to trade them all for this esthetic
process.”

Mario and Henry agreed fervently. I told them,
“‘My’ ladies have demonstrated this before. I don’t know how they
do it, and I’m not going to ask. I’m going to sit back and admire
the beauty surrounding me.”

The guys all said together, “Agreed!”

 


 


 


Bob had us break up into
one-on-ones between the Clanns for some training. I got matched
with Bellana; she took some pity on me and let her nipples die
down.

We got coaching and drilling on cellular-level
firewalls and body shields, communication VPNs, power VPNs (truly
awesome), outside Relative Movement, restraining leakage and how
they “enhanced” Sensitives and Potentials to be ones of us. She
gave me a sample prepackaged set of programming for the firewall
and body shield.

She said, “Seeing you guys are Irish, notice in
the body shield there’s ‘sunglasses’ and ‘sun block.’ We had six
Irish lay on the nude beach in Cabo San Lucas all day with not a
hint of burn.”

Yes! One of our major physical issues
handled!

When we were done, she told me, “We’ve got more
advanced firewalls with programming. The body firewalls and shields
can be programmed a lot more too, especially with interesting
personae.

“The probes can be more sophisticated. You
already know about what we call «inspections»; sometimes a couple inspections are all someone needs to bootstrap
themselves.

“You folk have great shields now. Probably we’ll
have you get together with Henry and Mario for more technical
discussions, but for now I’d say you’re in fine shape overall. You
can defend yourselves, move, communicate, share power and enhance
people. We’ll probably have a lot more interaction between the
Clanns while we trade information. I’ve no doubt that Frank, Henry
and Don will want to have a deep discussion with Maggie on
teleportation.”

Bob called us together at the table for a wrap
up. He told us, “I can see no reason why our Clanns can’t work
together for our mutual benefits. Anything else to bring up that we
haven’t touched on yet?”

Clann Cullen was happy and no one else had
anything on it either.

Bob said, “We’ll meet several more times to
continue both the training and the information sharing. Of course,
it doesn’t have to be the entire groups at once. What I’d like to
do now is invite you seven and your husbands to our Clann meeting
tomorrow evening. You can meet the rest of Clann Reynolds and
dazzle ‘em.”

It took less than half a second for us to
agree.

Bob asked, “Anything else to bring up right
now?”

Nope. We shared a round of hugs and snuggles.
Kat whispered in my ear, “The social secretaries will schedule
some, em, cross-cultural exchanges, so stay healthy, Lover
Boy!”

I whispered back, “Your intelligence, fire and
beauty have already ignited a flame in my heart.”

We headed back to Altadena. It was about 5:00 so
we decided on an early dinner together at a nice steak house. We
talked mentally and in Irish about what we’d learned.

Marge said, «“My vote, for
what it’s worth, is that we trust them completely. All my
experience tells me they are trustworthy and
honorable.”»

Teresa said, “We have excellent compatibilities
in our goals and customs. I think we can sharpen up our customs so
they’re as clear as theirs. Theirs are written so there’s no
misunderstanding; I think ours should be also.”

Maura put in, “Everything we’ve got is oral. The
fact that Seanathair and Da didn’t pass on things to Sean which
left us without an active Ceann for five years should remind us of
our exposure to losing what we do have. While many of our customs,
by necessity, are clandestine just as are the Clann Reynolds’,
having them in writing will prevent any misunderstandings or loss
of them.”

Eileen said, “Yeh. There’s still lots of stuff
Margie and I don’t know you born-to-the-Clann folk take for
granted. Then again, even someone like Kate, Sarah and Mary who are
Clann by distant blood, might know even less. I like the idea of
invitation-only to our Core and a gradual disclosure and agreement
before anyone else joins.”

My two-cent's worth was, “We’ll probably meet
their Customs Committee tomorrow night. Since Teresa seems to be
our historian, let’s ensure we get at least her together with some
of them for an in-depth revision or clarification of our customs.
That way, I can know what’s needed and wanted from me and what to
expect from a Clansperson. A lot of that is separate from the
honorings you ladies are plotting.”

There was a chorus of half-hearted denials from
the ladies that they were “plotting.”

Marge told me, «“Don’t let ‘em
fool you, Sean. They’ve probably got at least half a dozen women
already lined up. And I betcha they’ve already planned on watching
to ensure you do it right.”»

Eileen, Teresa and Maura tried to look innocent.
Yeh, right. I told Marge, “At least you seem to be on my side.”

She laughed, «“Hah! I’m going
to watch the closest and cheer the loudest!”»

Arg.

While Bridget nursed, we relaxed a few minutes
and set up our power-sharing VPNs. Eileen, Marge and I formed a
permanent set of connections, the Nolans and Bardons another set.
We then put a heavy-duty power VPN between the two groups. Along
with the last VPN, we established a communications VPN so we’d
always be in contact. We’d just turn the “volume” up and down as
needed and it should work great.

We had plenty to do during the day Monday, so we
decided we’d just meet at the Reynolds’ for their Clann meeting.
Everybody went back home.

Kathleen

Eileen’s nursing bra appeared to
be uncomfortable. Apparently she felt fine with us because she
stripped it off underneath her tee shirt and tossed it in the
diaper bag. Bridget latched on and had her late lunch.

We went over the Gold birth control method. The
Nolans and Bardons were extremely interested; they had three young
girls who were very interested (in the Ceann at least) and would
need protection. They learned very
fast.

After Bridget was done nursing, Eileen wiped off
her nipples and pulled down her tee shirt. Be Jaysus! Her boobs
moved up and in and wobbled around until they were presented
perfectly! Mouth-watering!

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/10093
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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