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A nude woman collapsed on my doorstep. Someone I knew somehow.

Of course, I carried her in and cared for her. Gave her shelter, clothes, and food to heal.

In her normal form, she was one of the most powerful entities on this planet, in all known history. Harpy.

But for now, she was simply human. And to regain her strength, she said she needed to make love with me. The weird part was the last time we met, she tried to kill me. And now I had to save her life.

Ironic, as she had sent so many to their own death through her actions over the centuries.

And now she was here, maybe because she said I was the only human she could trust.
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A FLUTTERING SOUND, and then a thump, like a dove flying into the side of a building, but heavier, like a wild eagle, or a buzzard. Maybe even heavier. 

I got up from my writing to see what the damage was, if there was something I could do for whatever was out there. 

Opening the heavy outer door, I saw a nude woman laying down on her side, sprawled on my porch. I grabbed my chore coat and squeezed out the screen door to kneel beside her.

Putting my hand on her neck, I felt a pulse. No blood, no scrapes, what looked like some deep, but healed scratches on her back. So I covered her with the chore coat to preserve her body heat. As much as it would cover, anyway. 

Looking around I saw no vehicle tracks, no bare or other footprints.

But I had to get her inside and covered before she got chilled in the fall air. Tonight was supposed to be a cold one.

I moved her legs away from the screen door and found my doorstop nearby, the one I used to prop it open when my hands were full of something. Because my arms would be full soon.

As I crouched down to pull her into my arms for carrying, her eyes fluttered open to look at mine. They were an emerald green, burning like on fire. And then that fire went out, and her eyes closed again, 

I got my arms under her back and legs, then rolled her toward me. She was a limp weight, her head rolled back and a free arm draped down toward the cabin porch. 

In a few steps, I was inside the small cabin again. I simply laid her down on my futon-couch for now, and pulled the quilt comforter down from the back of it to cover her. For now, I left the chore coat over her until what was left of her body heat could warm the bed as well. 

From overhead storage, I pulled down the winter-weight comforter and heavy wool outer blanket that I usually didn't get out for the next month or so. She was going to need to get warmed up quickly, which meant not letting any other body heat get away. These I draped across her and over the back of the futon, as she didn't need all that extra weight.

Kneeling down to the floor beside her covered form, I again felt her neck for a pulse, and her forehead for a fever. She seemed fine, just sleeping. Breathing was regular.

There was something about her I knew from somewhere. Something familiar. Shoulder length black hair. Muscular arms, fingers slim, but with long nails that came to points. 

And those green eyes I briefly saw. 

Tucking the comforters and blanket up around her neck, I brushed her black hair away from her face and looked at it. A beauty, to be sure. Full lips, sculpted cheeks and eyebrows. Innocent in her sleep. 

The last time I'd seen eyes like that... No, that was nothing like the person in front of me.

Harpy? The one I'd first met when she'd tied me up to a dank basement support column with a thick rope so I couldn't succumb to her siren charms. 

The one person more powerful than my two spirit-guides or any creature we'd known or dealt with.

Here, in my cabin. Now very human.
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A BRIGHT SHIMMERING lit up the porch through the windows and door on that east side, even brighter than the morning sunshine on that overcast day.

Then a knock on my door.

What other visitors was I going to have today?

I opened the door and found both Sal and Jude, frowns on their faces. Sal in her usual off-white, gold pin-striped suit, and Jude all in black from boots and jeans to short jacket over a tight knit top. Those frowns were the only difference from their normal attire. While the glow of their appearance had faded, the morning sun still outlined them with a bright edge.

Sal started forward and then stopped at the door frame, like she hit an invisible wall. Jude reached out from behind her and felt the barrier. From my side, it almost looked like a pair of mimes. Jude's hand went electrical and only discharged against that barrier. They still couldn't get past it.

Tentatively, I put my own hand out and reached right through. Not for long.

Sal and Jude both grabbed that arm and pulled me through the front door with a rush. We almost all lost our balance as they tripped backwards off the porch step onto the graveled drive beyond. 

"And hello to both of you. Glad to see you, too." I tried to lighten the mood a bit, as their faces held a a pair of worry-frowns. These I knew too well from my earlier experiences with my two spirit-guides.

Sal reached out and put her hand on my chest, then moved it up to the side of my neck. Jude came forward and put her hand on my forehead, while peering into my eyes.

"We couldn't get into your cabin. There's some magic holding us out." Jude was a bit more relaxed now that she was sure I wasn't ill, and dropped her hand to my shoulder. 

"What is going on here? Something - someone has made a difference here. We couldn't figure out what it was, but came immediately." Now that Sal knew my pulse and heart were fine, she put her hand on my other shoulder - then pulled me to her in a strong hug. "We were worried."
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