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      Marianne Tepes wandered the halls of her mother’s ancient abode, trying not to let her nervousness show, though no one was around to see her. The royal red carpet muted her footsteps as she journeyed through magnificent halls, their walls lined with extravagant art. Her mother loved collecting the artwork of famous painters, and many of the works were originals. Beautiful landscapes, detailed portraits; creations made by the most famous Renaissance artists.

      Unlike her mother, Marianne did not care for such things; thus she ignored them as she walked through several such hallways and arrived at an ornately-crafted double door. She paused for a moment to survey it. Like everything else, it was a work of art with gorgeous motifs of the Tepes Family coat of arms embossed onto the surface. The coat of arms was a human and vampire standing back to back.

      She took a deep breath to still her rapidly beating heart.

      Time to put on your public face, Marianne.

      She knocked once.

      “Mother? It is me,” she said.

      There was a short pause. Marianne waited. Then…

      “Come in, Mary,” a voice came from the other side.

      Marianne opened the door and walked in. As the door shut behind her, she took one moment to survey the office, which contained all the decadence one might expect from a Vampire Warlord. The couches, chairs, tables, bookshelves, and desks were made from the most expensive of woods, gleaming with a lacquered finish. Ancient tomes sat on the shelves, inlaid with gold. The tomes had titles written in many languages. Her mother was fluent in every language in the world. Many of them were original works handwritten thousands of years ago.

      Her mother was not sitting behind her desk but standing before the window, white-gloved hand delicately pressed against the surface, looking out at the village that made up part of their territory.

      “You called for me, Mother?” asked Marianne, holding up the hem of her rich dress, embroidered with flower designs, and giving a curtsy. The slight sense of nervousness she still felt vanished as she fully conformed to what was expected of her. She needed to be strong. She could not show weakness, especially to her mother.

      “I did. How are you feeling?”

      “I’m feeling fine. There is nothing wrong with me.”

      “And your studies?”

      “I think they are going well…”

      The questions her mother asked were all par for the course, but Marianne could not help but think there was something more to her being summoned than this. Her mother was a busy woman. Running a territory as her mother did was not easy. She wouldn’t summon Marianne for no reason.

      Her mother finally sighed and turned around to face her daughter.

      Elizabeth Tepes was the ruler of the Tepes Family and a Vampire Warlord said to be on par with the other two: Vlad Dracul and Caine. Striking silver hair descended from the crown of her head in waves. Eyes a vivid blue peered out from a pale face with an exquisite nose, lush red lips, and a face that contained a noble, if weary, bearing. She wore a backless red dress that revealed the splendor of her figure. Even Marianne had to admit that her mother was a striking beauty.

      It helped that they looked nearly identical.

      Save the fact that her mother’s figure was a lot fuller than her own.

      “I’m sure you’ve heard the news?” Her mother inquired.

      “News? Ah. Are you talking about the incubus?” asked Marianne.

      Her mother nodded. “It was confirmed one week ago that an incubus has appeared once more. His name is Anthony Amasius. Nineteen years old. He is currently attending the Institution of Magical Sciences to become a doctor. His younger brother is apparently in a coma and has not woken up even though he’s under the care of the best doctors in the world.”

      As she spoke, Marianne’s mother withdrew something from her cleavage and threw it at Marianne, who caught the object in her hand and looked at it. What she had caught was a photo. It was rare for people to use photos in this day and age since digital cameras and holographic recorders were so prevalent, but the vampires were a long-lived race and slow to adapt to changes. Even her mother was like this, despite the many inroads she made toward peace between the many races.

      For just a moment, Marianne’s public face slipped as her heartbeat accelerated. Blood rushed to her cheeks. She only barely managed to put her public face back on. Hopefully, her mother hadn’t noticed.

      The photo was of a young man. Brown hair fell gracefully around his head, looking purposefully messy like he’d just gotten out of bed, but still meticulously neat and tidy. His brown eyes were lit up with joy. His smile was the kind that could inflame a woman’s soul just by looking at it once. And that body…

      “This is Anthony?” Marianne took a deep breath to steady her heartbeat. “He is… quite something.”

      “Yes. Quite something indeed,” her mother said, though from her tone, it sounded like this Anthony was more than just something. “That young man was originally a human who had been one of Lilith’s bondmates. You never met him before, but I saw him by her side on many occasions. She was his favorite.” Her mother paused. “It seems that, during her fight with Caine, Lilith transferred all of her powers over to Anthony.”

      “Well… at least this confirms your theory that incubi are created when a succubus transfers her powers to one of her bondmates,” Marianne said at last.

      “That is not much of a consolation.” Her mother sighed. The tired look on her face only lasted for a moment before it was replaced with a look of steel. “My daughter, I’m sorry to ask this of you, but I have a task for you. You are the only one I can entrust this to.”

      “You want me to seduce Anthony?” Marianne asked. She felt extremely embarrassed by the words, but even so, she gave her mother what she hoped was a seductive and fang-filled smile. She needed to be the picture of confidence.

      Her mother rolled her eyes. “Please let me finish. Now that Anthony’s existence has become known to the many different factions, we cannot afford to leave him alone. I have already gotten word that the daughter of Vlad, Selene Dracul, is already en route to Academy Island where Anthony is residing. To make matters worse, we have learned that the Sons of Liberty have also caught wind of his existence. We don’t know if they are planning to make a move, but it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

      Marianne’s eyes widened as her mother placed her hands behind her back and gave her a stern but weary look. A jolt raced down her spine. That was the look of a leader, a ruler, someone who had seen far too much and made far too many mistakes, which had cost her people more than she cared to think about. It was a reminder of why she, Marianne, needed to be strong.

      She didn’t want her mother to suffer any more than she already had.

      “I’m sure I don’t need to tell you this, but our faction is currently the weakest among the three Vampire Warlords,” her mother said. “Even with Caine gone, our powers do not compare to Vlad Dracul. Worse still is that there are many powers aside from the Vlad who do not wish for peace. I have done my best to create a peaceful nation for the races to coexist, and we’ve been successful thus far thanks to the Beast King’s support. However, that peace is constantly under threat from others who hate the idea of coexistence. In order to protect it, we need power, and there are none in recorded history who are more powerful than an incubus.”

      Marianne bit her lip. “Are you… coming with me?”

      It was a momentary slip, but she quickly felt regret well within her over how weak and scared she sounded just then. She needed to be strong. She needed to be confident. Marianne could not afford to let her mother know the truth.

      “I wish I could.” Her mother wore a pained smile. “But I am incredibly busy now. I have to meet with Ivan Sil’yazhelyy tomorrow, and I will likely be in meetings with him and other foreign leaders for some time. The peace conference is coming up, and there are many things we need to accomplish before then.”

      Her words made Marianne hesitate. She wanted to present a strong front, to tell her mother that she could definitely count on her to accomplish this task, but she was afraid. Even though she had mastered the art of presenting a strong and confident facade in public, she was not truly confident in herself. Not at all.

      “I am not going to force you to bond with or seduce Anthony, but you must befriend him to the best of your abilities,” her mother continued. The leader-like facade her mother wore slipped as the worry she felt flooded her face. “I hate sending you into danger like this. I’ve done my best to shield you from everything after your father… anyway, this is a task I can only entrust you with.”

      Marianne did not say anything for the longest time. Her entire body felt as if it had been stuck inside of a freezer, like her blood had turned to ice. A chill traveled from the base of her neck, down her spine, then back up her neck.

      She knew what sort of dire straits her mother was in, what their entire kingdom was in. Elizabeth Tepes was a Vampire Warlord, but she was the weakest among the three, which meant she had to constantly be wary of attacks from either Caine or Vlad. No attacks had been forthcoming, of course, and Caine was dead, so that was one less enemy to worry about. However, there was also the Shuten Douji whose land bordered the European Federation, the Sons of Liberty who had infiltrated numerous countries, and the lawless Americas with its massive and uncaring conglomerates who would do anything for money.

      “Do not worry, Mother.” Marianne once more grabbed the fabrics of her dress and curtsied. Her bright blue eyes gleamed in the warm light of several flickering candles as she infused confidence she did not feel into her voice and actions. “I will definitely not fail to seduce Anthony Amasius.”

      Marianne never let on how nervous she was about accepting this task.

      She never told her mother how embarrassed the idea of seducing a man made her.

      How could she when her success or failure could affect the peace of a world her mother had worked so hard to create?
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      Anthony launched himself clear across a building as he moved to avoid Brianna’s double-bladed sword. His bangs, buffeted by wind, blocked his vision several times as he soared through the air and landed on an adjacent building, his knees jarring only slightly from the impact. The mana flowing through his body, strengthening him, kept him from getting truly injured.

      His opponent stood on the building he had just vacated, red hair swaying in the wind, green eyes locked onto his position, narrowed ever so slightly. Brianna wore the same battle unitard that she always did when they were sparring. It conformed to her body like a second skin, a dark black unitard that showed off her magnificent legs. Of course, what really stood out was not her legs, but her breasts. Beneath the tightness of the suit, the contours and curves of her large chest was laid bare before his eyes. If he looked closely, he could see her nipples poking through the fabric…

      Anthony shook his head. He needed to concentrate.

      Brianna’s body, like his, was glowing with blue lines of mana that ran across the entire length of her skin. It was a skill known as Physical Enhancement. Enhancing the body with mana was considered a basic skill, but very few people could master it because of how dangerous it was to use.

      It was a lot like filling the cracks of a vase with epoxy. Physical Enhancement filled the “cracks” inside of the muscles, bones, and organs with mana, strengthening them. However, if someone filled their body with too much mana, it would damage them. Anthony had even heard of people crippling themselves because their own mana destroyed their bodies from the inside out.

      It was enough to make him shudder.

      With Physical Enhancement activated, Brianna launched herself clear across the space between buildings and came down hard, swinging her sword at him.

      Anthony deflected her initial blow with the truncheon in his right hand. He did not take the sword’s blade, but hit the flat end with a precisely timed strike and redirected her blade to the side so it struck the roof instead of his head. Had she been wielding the Geminius Sword, this attack would have sliced straight through the roof, but since she was wielding a normal double-bladed weapon, it merely cracked the cement.

      Leaping back once, Anthony raised his truncheon and came in with an overhand swing. The loud clang of metal on metal reverberated across the empty cityscape.

      Brianna’s eyes widened as she was sent down to her knees. The cement beneath her feet cracked, crunched, then crumbled underneath her as Anthony’s overbearing physical strength created a kinetic force that traveled into the roof. As the roof gave way, Brianna flipped her body around and landed on the floor below. She looked up as Anthony descended toward her, then leaped back when he tried to swing at her again.

      Anthony proved his strength when his truncheon hit the ground. The floor collapsed as though it was made of paper. He probably would have fallen to the next floor, but Anthony’s reflexes kicked in before that could happen. He kicked off some falling debris to land on another section of the floor, now separated from Brianna by a large chasm.

      “Your Physical Enhancement magic has improved by leaps and bounds,” she said as she slid her feet across the floor and adopted a wide, two-handed sword stance. “I can’t believe how much power you can wield now. However, I think you need to learn how to control your strength better. Being strong is good, but being too strong can present a disadvantage.”

      “I know you’re right,” Anthony sighed and ran his free hand through his hair. “I’ve been working on adjusting the amount of mana I push into Physical Enhancement, trying to find the perfect amount, but…”

      “It’s hard to judge how much you need to use when your reserves keep increasing.” Brianna nodded. “I understand. You’ve received a huge boost in power thanks to Secilia, and you will probably receive even more such boosts as you bond with more women. For now, focus on learning to control what you have.”

      “Right…”

      Narrowing his eyes, Anthony activated Farsight and Physical Enhancement, then raced toward Brianna, leaping clear over the chasm and attacking her with renewed zeal.
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Brianna did not remain where she was. That would have been suicidal in a normal fight. She backpedaled until she was next to a window. She deflected several attacks, redirecting his truncheon with her double-bladed weapon so it struck the ground or wall instead of her. One of her attacks caused him to stumble. It gave her a small window of opportunity, which she used to jump out of the window.

      Anthony followed her.

      They both landed on the abandoned street. There was not a soul in sight, but that surprised neither of them. Even if there had been people present, which was impossible, they would not have taken their eyes off the person standing across from them.

      Brianna slid her dominant foot forward, twirling the blade in her hand so the front sword was pointed at the ground and the back was near her head. She shifted on the balls of her feet as though preparing to launch herself at him.

      Anthony launched himself at her first. If there was one thing he had learned while sparring with Brianna, it was that he should always take the initiative. Doing any less would result in her controlling the flow of battle.

      Like Anthony’s body, the truncheon in his hand was glowing with bright blue lines of power. He was channeling his mana through the object to activate Physical Enhancement on it as well. This truncheon had another power called Negation, which was the ability to negate other spells and magic, but he was not using that one since this was just a spar.

      With Farsight activated along with Physical Enhancement, Anthony was able to keep fighting against Brianna even though she had also activated both spells as well. Brianna’s ability to use Farsight was better than his. While he could look .2 seconds into the future, she could look five seconds into the future, which meant she had a huge advantage over him. However, Anthony’s Physical Enhancement was much better than hers. He was faster and could react more quickly than her, which meant he was able to keep up with her despite not being able to see as far into the future.

      While Farsight relied on training the mind to accept and disseminate information at incredibly high speed, Physical Enhancement relied on the strength already present within the body. A stronger body could be enhanced more readily than a weaker one. Brianna was a human. Anthony was an incubus. While he might not have more than two bondmates, his physical abilities had already long surpassed human limits.

      After clashing for what felt like the hundredth time, Anthony and Brianna leaped back, putting several yards of distance between them. Each eyed the other warily. This fight had become pretty even now. It still felt a little surreal to him since there was a time not that long ago when Brianna could kick his butt without even trying.

      The pause was not long. One second passed before the two raced toward each other to engage in hostilities again, but just before they could clash, a loud beeping sound echoed all around them.

      They stopped running and watched as the world around them slowly vanished. The buildings, road, and signs disappeared, revealing a room that was maybe five hundred square feet large, made entirely of dark gray tiles.

      “It looks like our time is up,” Brianna murmured.

      “Yeah…” Anthony grimaced. “Guess that means we should head back home and get ready for school.”

      The two of them left the room, which was a specially made training room located within the Academy Island Private Security Forces’ main base of operations. It was the same base in which Professor Incanscino—Lucretia Incanscino—commanded the AIPSF from… though she was rarely ever there.

      Once they left the now empty room, they wandered into another, much smaller room. This room did not possess much. One wall looked like a giant monitor. This wall also had a large control panel situated against it.

      Standing in front of the control panel was Secilia. The woman’s dark hair was tied into a ponytail right now. Unlike Anthony and Brianna, who were wearing clothes meant for exercise and sweating, she was wearing a fashionable skirt, a cute sleeveless shirt, and a red jacket that cut off halfway up her stomach. She also wore sandals on her delicate feet.

      Secilia was a pale-skinned woman with pink lips and a cute nose. Her dark eyes had a kind of sharp and sarcastic intensity. While she was not as endowed as Brianna, she still had a figure that many supermodels wished for. Even her small feet, which reminded Anthony of jade lotuses, were perfect.

      “I’m glad you two finally finished,” Secilia said, crossing her arms. “Do you know how long I’ve been sitting here waiting for you both?”

      “I doubt you were waiting for more than a few minutes.” Anthony rolled his eyes. “Weren’t you immersed in taking apart those fighter jets in the hanger? You probably just got here.”

      “Even waiting five minutes for you two to finish kicking the crap out of each other is five minutes too long,” Secilia said.

      “You’re just too impatient. You should learn to relax and smell the roses.”

      “I will when you will. You work even harder than I do.”

      As the two friends turned bondmates bantered, Brianna’s cheeks puffed up in a pout as she glared at them. She never did like it when they began trading barbs. Brianna was straightforward, straightlaced, and earnest to boot, with not a single sarcastic bone in her body. She simply didn’t have what it took to trade wits and words. That said, she also got jealous of Secilia whenever the two of them got going like this. Anthony could feel her jealousy flooding through their bond.

      Sorry, Bri. He apologized in his mind, though he knew she couldn’t hear it.

      “By the way, you two stink.” Secilia wrinkled her nose at them. “Go and take a shower. You can’t go to class smelling like a garbage dump.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Anthony said with a huff. “My sweat always smells like fragrant blossoms.”

      “More like ass. No one wants to smell your man stink.”

      “You say that, but I recall you sniffing my pillow once while masturbating when you thought no one was home.”

      “T-that was just one time!”

      “One time I caught you. Who knows how many times you smelled my ‘man stink’ as you fingered yourself.”

      “Could you two please stop talking about this?!” Brianna snapped. Her face had grown increasingly red as she listened to the pair’s conversation go from simple banter to something far more vulgar. What made this whole situation worse—for her—was that she knew this wasn’t even as bad as they could get. If she let them continue, their conversation would get really out of hand.

      The pair didn’t look at all contrite or even worried about her reaction, but they did stop trying to out lewd the other with their comments.

      Their trip to the showers was made in silence.
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      Showers at the PSF base were divided by gender, which of course meant Anthony and Brianna had to take showers separately.

      Brianna stayed under the hot spray of water, her head tilted back, allowing numerous tiny droplets to hit her chest and cascade down her body. She closed her eyes and released a sigh. The heat from the water felt pleasant against her skin. Taking a shower was one of the few guilty pleasures Brianna allowed herself. So lost in luxuriating under this pleasurable experience was she that she nearly forgot to wash herself off.

      Even though neither she nor Anthony had landed many hits during their spar, she was still quite sore. Sparring with Anthony was exhilarating and painful at the same time. He just kept getting better, which meant Brianna needed to push herself to the very brink to keep up.

      That bothered her a little. She didn’t like how much stronger than her he seemed to be getting. Even though she knew her worries were unfounded, she was still concerned that she would no longer be useful once he became stronger than her. Where would her place be if he no longer needed to rely on her for support?

      As she finished rinsing the soap off her body, the door suddenly opened. Brianna turned, expecting to find Secilia or maybe one of the female members of the Private Security Forces. She became shocked when the person entering the room turned out to be none of those people.

      “Anthony? What are you doing here—”

      Brianna only stopped when she noticed the look in Anthony’s eyes as he walked over to her like a predator stalking prey. There was a gleam in his eyes that he only wore when he was horny. That, combined with the smile on his lips, let Brianna know what he was thinking about.

      She stared into his eyes for a moment, but she was unable to hold his gaze, which made her feel vulnerable but also, oddly enough, safe. And tingly. His hungry gaze made her loins burn something fierce, and she was forced to clench her legs together lest she begin rubbing her thighs.

      Since she couldn’t look into his eyes, Brianna looked down at his powerful chest and broad shoulders.

      He wasn’t wearing a shirt. Or pants. Or underwear.

      Ever since he had come into his powers as an incubus, Anthony’s body had undergone the most dramatic changes and become the stuff of legends. His perfectly symmetrical physique was layered with powerful but lithe muscles. He was not big, but he was not small either. It was like his muscles had found the perfect ratio between big and small, thick and slender.

      Brianna let her gaze travel even further downward. Standing stiffly at attention between his legs was a massive cock. Brianna’s eyes widened when she saw this beast staring her down, and her cheeks began burning. She knew that if she were to look into a mirror, her cheeks and maybe even her entire face would have been a dazzling red.

      “Anthony… you realize this is… the women’s shower, right?” asked Brianna, backing away from the man as he continued his inexorable march toward her.

      “I am well aware of where this is,” Anthony said as he took another step forward. Brianna took another step back. “However, I do not care where we are. Sorry, but I couldn’t resist coming here. I need you.”

      Brianna’s entire body shivered at the wanton lust in Anthony’s eyes. Her body subconsciously made her move backward until she found her back pressed against the wall and no longer had anywhere to go. She could have probably moved off to the side and darted around him. However, the thought hadn’t even occurred to her.

      Before she could decide whether or not to escape, Anthony was there, in front of her, placing his hands on either side of her head to keep her from leaving. Brianna could only look at his face for a moment before she turned her head. Even if she couldn’t see her own face, she could tell from the burning that it matched the color of her hair.

      A hand cupped her chin and turned her head. Brianna didn’t try to resist as Anthony turned her head around to face him. Her mind blanked when he leaned down, but then her brain kick-started with a jolt, and she tilted her head just before their lips made contact.

      Brianna whimpered into their kiss as Anthony pushed his tongue inside of her mouth. His actions stirred up the saliva inside of her and sent jolts through her brain. His tongue was hot and wet and felt incredible as he used it to caress her. Brianna could not help but respond, kissing him as best she could, winding her arms around his neck and pulling him closer.

      “Mnn!”

      A muffled gasp escaped her hampered mouth when Anthony’s hard cock came into contact with her sex. His dick slid between her lips and legs. The feeling of his penis being wedged between her sex like a hot dog between a bun sent a shock of ecstasy racing through her body. She could not stop herself from bucking her hips, grinding her vagina against the massive thing stuck between her legs.

      Arcs of electric pleasure raced through Brianna as she all but humped Anthony’s dick. Increasing wetness trickled over his shaft and down her thighs, though it wasn’t from the shower. As her own juices ran down her thighs, Brianna raised a single leg and hooked it around Anthony’s waist.

      “Hrrrrn!”

      A pair of hands landed on Brianna’s butt and began kneading her flesh, causing a drawn-out moan to escape her lips, muffled though it was by Anthony’s mouth. Nasally gasps echoed around them as she breathed in through her nose. Anthony’s voracious kiss contained a passion that left her breathless, and when combined with his actions as he massaged her butt and ground his dick against her vagina, she was unable to maintain even a semblance of control.

      Steam rose into the air. It swirled around them like lazy motes. The heat caused sweat to break out on their skin, though it was washed away by water pouring from the showerhead.

      Brianna could hardly believe how aroused she was, how hot Anthony made her. It was more than his good looks and desire for her. Those were certainly a part of it, but she believed there was some magical element to it, something about him being an incubus that made her desire for him spike. However, even if she was being influenced by magic, she hardly cared. She knew Anthony loved her. That was enough.

      “Bri…” Anthony began, his voice a husky growl that sent shivers down her spine. “I’m putting it in now.”

      Brianna didn’t say anything, but she did groan when Anthony leaned down and began kissing her neck. He used his large hands to lift her and line her pussy up with his cock, then slid himself inside of her in a single go, stretching her to the limit with his girth.

      Anthony was big. She didn’t know how big he was compared to other people since he was the only person she’d ever slept with, but the way his dick filled her insides always left her breathless. This time was no different. As he pushed his dick inside of her, penetrating the deepest part of her, Brianna let loose a strangled cry. She pressed her head against the tiles, arched her back, and pushed her chest into his; her mouth no longer hampered, the cries that had been muffled poured forth without relent.

      “Hnn! Haaa! Haaaa! Ahn! Mmmm! Anthony! I—”

      Brianna discovered that speech was impossible as Anthony set a slow and steady pace. He was not fucking her. He knew she didn’t like that and instead preferred slow lovemaking. That was why his movements were gentle as he pulled and pushed his dick inside of her warm passage. He might have also been trying to be considerate. Given his size, if he went too hard, he was liable to tear her in half. The one time they’d gone hard had been painful and he’d never done it again.

      She could feel him through their connection. Brianna couldn’t understand the mechanics behind an incubus bond, but she knew that the feelings of love and desire washing over her were not her own. They mixed with her own feelings and heightened her sensations. It felt like she was getting twice the pleasure, and it made not crying out her love all the harder.

      Once he began thrusting his hips at a gentle but steady pace, Anthony once again sought out her lips in a kiss. This made it hard to breathe, but she made do, breathing in through her nose as best she could while trying to also return his kiss.

      Nasally gasps escaped her as Anthony’s tongue filled her mouth, stirring up saliva and causing even more fire to burn inside of her. She no longer cared if they were in a female-only shower. It didn’t even matter to her if they were caught. She wasn’t even thinking about those things anymore. All she wanted was to feel good at this man’s hands.

      Brianna felt her body growing warmer. Her legs were turning to jelly, a powerful heat was building up inside of her, and her mind was being overridden with incredible pleasure. It felt like static was building within her mind. Every muscle in her body was beginning to shake. Even her vagina was twitching and pulsating with an erratic rhythm before, all too soon, Brianna’s mind became awash with white light as pleasure cascaded through her body.

      “Ha… ha… ha…”

      Brianna’s breathing was heavy as she came down from her pleasure-filled high. She leaned her back against the wall and tried to steady herself, but it was hard. Her body was tired, cum was dripping down her thighs and onto the tiled floor, and her entire body wanted to give out. She wanted to rest.

      Anthony was not ready to stop, however.

      “Huh? Anthony? What are you—Ah!”

      Brianna gasped loudly when Anthony set her down and turned her around so her front was pressed against the tiles. Her boobs were being smooshed into the tiled wall. It felt oddly cold, but she had little time to ponder this feeling before Anthony penetrated her again. This feeling of being stuffed from behind left her little time to think about anything else. Anthony’s dick was reaching new places that it hadn’t before.

      “Haaa! Ah! Haaa! Hnnn!”

      This time, Anthony did not take it slow. While he retained the gentleness of his previous actions, he increased the speed of his thrusts, until his balls were slapping against her buttcheeks. Each time he would thrust his dick, it would reach even further inside of her, causing her body to burn all the more fiercely until her pussy was convulsing with another orgasm.

      Brianna sagged forward as exhaustion swept over her, pressing her forehead against the tiles, but she didn’t have time to do anything else as a pair of hands grabbed her from behind. She squawked as her body was lifted into the air. Anthony had hooked his hands underneath her legs. This new position caused Brianna to feel Anthony’s dick churning her insides even more than ever. It felt like he was reaching deeper than even their previous position had allowed, which she didn’t think was possible.

      “Ahn! Ah! Haaa! Hyk! Hmmm!”

      Brianna let out several moans, grunts, and groans as Anthony continued taking her. Because her feet weren’t even on the ground, he had sex with her by lifting her into the air until just his head was inside of her, then bringing her back down while simultaneously thrusting his hips. It was kind of like the long strokes he used during normal sex. He slowly pushed his dick back inside of her, lips stretching to accommodate his full length, then slowly pulled out. His gentle pace mixed with this position was almost too much.

      She came again.

      Her legs hung limply and flopped as Anthony took complete control of her body. Even if he hadn’t been holding her up like this, she was sure her legs did not have the strength to let her stand. Her entire body felt like it was becoming a puddle of jello. She was beginning to grow tired, but even though exhaustion wanted to claim her, it was unable; another orgasm rocked her world and caused her mind to go white.

      When she came to, she and Anthony were on the shower floor, and she was riding Anthony to her fifth orgasm. Despite how her body was growing tired, she found that she could not stop. No, it wasn’t that she couldn’t stop.

      It was that she didn’t want to stop.

      Brianna placed her hands on Anthony’s chest as she ground her pelvis against his. She rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing his dick between her pussy. Her clit was already engorged and twitching from the multiple orgasms. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take. Even so, she once more inserted his hard, hot shaft into her sex and began riding him, her breasts shaking, body growing increasingly hot even as her arms threatened to give out.

      Anthony reached up as she rode him to cup her chest. She nearly lost control of her body as he tugged on her nipples; she finally lost it when he leaned up and took one of her nipples into his mouth. It was simply too much stimulation. Her currently sensitive clit was already being rubbed in all the right ways, causing her pussy to twitch erratically and her vaginal walls to clamp down on Anthony’s dick as though trying to milk him of his cum.

      She came hard. Her orgasm felt like it was shattering the boundaries of her mind, like her awareness had somehow expanded. For those few seconds that her orgasm lasted, Brianna felt a moment of absolute clarity, but then, just as she was coming down from her high, the exhaustion of so many orgasms and who knew how much time spent having sex in this hot shower caught up to her.

      With a sigh, Brianna leaned down as her limbs slackened and her eyes closed.

      Just like that, Brianna fell asleep.
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      Anthony sat in the middle seats of the lecture hall, doing his best to take notes as he listened to Professor Incanscino’s lecture on magical leukemia and how to treat it. This was a lot harder than it looked since his mind kept recalling how he’d had sex with Brianna until she passed out in the shower. It had never been his intention to have so much sex with her. However, after their workout, he’d been so tired and… and hungry that he just sort of lost control of his desires.

      Ever since he awoke as an incubus, Anthony had required more and more sex to sustain himself as the days progressed. These days, it wasn’t unusual for him to have sex two, three, or even four times a day. His body simply needed it.

      Incubi were like the male equivalent of succubi. They were magical creatures that required sex to survive. Incubi and succubi did not need food to survive, but they did require a healthy diet of sex with their bondmates. It was impossible for them to function without it. While this was a part of their nature, it was becoming increasingly clear to him that this necessity was dangerous for his bondmates.

      He frowned as he thought about that. It made him realize that he really needed to find another bondmate. Brianna and Secilia were doing their best, but just the two of them were incapable of keeping up with him now. Immediately after screwing Brianna unconscious, he’d gone after Secilia and nearly did the same thing. His second bondmate had been limping when they parted ways after reaching the college campus.

      “Mr. Amasius,” a sharp voice suddenly cut through the haze surrounding his mind. “Are my lectures so boring that you can’t even be bothered to pay attention? Or do you perhaps already understand the material so perfectly that you do not need to listen to my lectures? Should I give you this month’s test since you seem to already know everything, to the point where you believe it is okay to ignore me?”

      The person speaking to him stood on the lectern, her blonde hair styled into numerous ringlets, and her vibrant blue eyes narrowed in displeasure. Her lips were pursed as she gave him a stern look. She had a small nose that made her seem very cute, like a chipmunk, and her snow-white face was what he would have described as adorable, though he’d never say that out loud.

      “Sorry, Professor. I was thinking about something that distracted me,” Anthony admitted, rubbing the back of his neck and offering her a sheepish smile.

      Several people in the lecture hall chortled at his words. Others snorted and sent him fierce grins as if they were expecting him to be scolded even more harshly. Perhaps they were hoping the diminutive but fierce professor would make him stand outside? It wouldn’t be the first time.

      Anthony had never gotten along with many of his classmates; the men looked at him in disgust and outright hostility, while the women looked at him with lust. He’d gotten better recently at controlling his pheromones. Even so, his control wasn’t perfect, and people still remembered there had been a point in time where they didn’t like him, no matter if they couldn’t understand the reason for their own feelings.

      Professor Incanscino glared at Anthony through her narrowed eyes, which he thought made her look like a middle schooler trying to play at being a stern teacher, but of course, he would never say that to her face for fear of the consequences. He bore with her silent glare until she snorted and turned away.

      “I expect you to pay more attention. Everything I’m saying will be on your upcoming exam and part of your essay, so you need to make sure you take proper notes. No spacing out, you hear me?”

      “Yes, Professor.”

      Anthony sighed in relief as Professor Incanscino went back to lecturing them. However, before she could continue, the door opened and someone walked in. Anthony didn’t know the man dressed in the suede suit. He looked like a member of the faculty, and there were a lot of faculty he didn’t know.

      “I hope you have a good reason for interrupting my class.” Professor Incanscino crossed her arms and glared at the man. Her white suit was getting wrinkled along the arms and chest, but she didn’t seem to notice.

      The man walked up to the lectern and leaned down to whisper something to Professor Incanscino. Anthony didn’t know what it was, but the woman’s eyes narrowed at whatever was said. He tried to pay closer attention. However, just then, movement out of the corner of his eye made him turn toward the door. A shadow had ducked beyond the door seconds before he turned.

      Who was that?

      Professor Incanscino sighed as the man stepped away, curling her lips as if she’d just swallowed something foul. She then made a gesture that seemed one part helpless and one part resigned.

      “I hate to interrupt my own class, but it looks like we will be getting a new student today. I know it is pretty unusual to have a new student transfer in during the semester, but it seems there are some extenuating circumstances behind this particular transfer student.”

      As soon as she finished telling them this, murmurs broke out among the students.

      “This is really weird. Who gets transferred in during the middle of the new semester?”

      “I wonder what kind of extenuating circumstances this person has.”

      “Do you think it’s a boy or a girl? I hope it’s a hot woman.”

      “You guys are disgusting! Why do men only seem to think with their dick?”

      “Shut up! I don’t want to hear that from someone who drools every time Mr. Perfect walks through the fucking door.”

      “I-I do not drool!”

      Anthony let the conversations wash over him, though he did twitch at the “Mr. Perfect” comment. That didn’t describe him at all. And did people really drool? Sure, he might not have perfect control over his pheromones, but he was a lot better now than he had been a few days ago. Only a few people close by should have been even paying attention to him.

      Professor Incanscino ignored the chatter as she turned to the door. “Well? Come on in, Ms. Transfer Student.”

      The person who had interrupted the professor’s lecture left and someone else walked into the room. From the moment this person appeared, everyone’s breathing stilled. It was like they had forgotten how to breathe. Eyes went wide. Mouths fell onto the tables. Even Anthony found himself sitting straighter as he stared at the person walking into the lecture hall, a jolt like lightning coursing through his body.

      Her hair was a severe black that went down to her knees. So dark was this hair that it seemed to absorb all the natural sunlight, sucking it in as though it were a black hole. Her dark hair contrasted with her pure white skin, glowing red eyes that exuded an incredible amount of power and allure, and an alabaster face. Her face, which appeared to have been lovingly sculpted by hand to be perfect, featured a cute nose, full lips with fangs just barely peeking out of her mouth, and soft features that made her appear younger than she probably was.

      Like her face, her body looked like something the gods themselves had sculpted. She did not have a large chest, but her body was perfectly symmetrical and carried a grace he’d never seen on a human. Clad in a dress so black sunlight seemed to abstain from it, the woman’s snowy skin appeared all the more ethereal. The dress was tight. The way the dress stretched across her stomach, hips, and prominent chest left little to the imagination.

      She walked onto the lectern, stopped next to Professor Incanscino, and turned to gaze at the students.

      There was an audible gulp from the students. Even the women seemed to be at a loss for words.

      Professor Incanscino gave the woman an aggrieved look, which caught Anthony by surprise, but the woman herself did not seem to realize what kind of expression she was wearing.

      “Go ahead and introduce yourself,” Professor Incanscino said, her frown growing and her eyes narrowing further.

      The woman smiled as she reached down for the fabric of her dress, gently clutched it on either side, and performed a graceful curtsy. The action was so smooth and natural. It made Anthony think of the high-class nobles and vampire lords he’d sometimes meet when he was traveling with Lilith. Of course, there was a very good chance this woman was one of those very same nobles.

      After all, this woman was a vampire.

      “Hello,” the woman said in a soft, lilting voice that caused several people in the lecture hall to sigh. If this was a cartoon, Anthony was sure hearts would have appeared in the eyes of everyone in the lecture hall. The woman’s smile widened as if she knew this too. “My name is Selene. I just arrived on Academy Island a few days ago, so I don’t know the city very well. I came here from Europe to study. I hope to get along with everyone.”
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      Brianna yawned as she tried to focus on her teacher’s lecture. She blinked several times. Her head slowly dipped and her eyes shut, but then, as if she’d been shocked by lightning, she jerked her head back up and remained awake through sheer force of will.

      A glance at the teacher revealed that he hadn’t noticed her small slip-up. Indeed, he was still talking about the historical battle that caused the Americas to fragment and become the nation of conglomerate corporations that it was today. However, while the teacher had not noticed her momentary slip into slumber, someone else had.

      Are you okay?

      A message appeared on her student ID, the screen on the tablet lighting up and the words flashing across the screen.

      These sleek devices were more than just an ID that allowed students to attend Academy Island First National Academy. Containing many useful apps that could be downloaded, they could do everything from display maps of the academy, buy food and supplies with merit points, download ebooks from the school library, and even send messages to other student IDs.

      As expected of an island in which several thousand technological research and development companies were located, even the devices used by normal students were impressive.

      Brianna glanced at the teacher to make sure he wasn’t looking at her, then quickly typed in a response.

      I am fine. I just did not get much sleep last night.

      After she finished, she reread her sentence, then tapped the send button. She only had to wait a second before she received a reply.

      Are you tired because your boyfriend kept you up all night? :-3

      Brianna’s cheeks felt like they were about to explode as she read the message and understood, immediately, what her friend was implying. She turned her head and sought out the girl in question. A girl with short brown hair, wolf ears, and a bushy tail was sitting not ten yards from her. The girl was staring right at her with an amused grin.

      She glared at the girl, then furiously typed something into her student ID.

      That is none of your business!

      She received a reply only a second later.

      I noticed that you didn’t deny it.

      If Brianna’s face could have burned any hotter, she was sure it would have melted off. She wanted to lie. She wanted to tell this girl that the scenario she was thinking about was definitely, certainly, not the true reason for her exhaustion, but if Brianna had one major flaw, it was that she could not lie to a friend. Even lying to her enemies was difficult. Unlike most people who could fudge the truth or outright lie, Brianna had always been straightforward and honest. Even thinking about lying was something that took effort on her part. She had only lied a few times in her life, and they were all conscious efforts.

      Right now, the idea hadn’t even occurred to her.

      I am going to ignore you now.

      Since Brianna couldn’t lie to this girl, she opted for another way of getting Hana off her back: threatening to ignore her.

      I’m sorry! I’m sorry! Please don’t get upset. I didn’t mean to make you angry. I was just curious. Honest.

      Brianna sighed after she finished reading the message. Even if she wanted to be angry, she could not truly remain that way for long. Her anger had mostly been out of embarrassment anyway.

      It is fine. I am not angry.

      Really? I’m glad. But you do seem really tired. You’d better do what you can to stay awake, or Mr. Hansen will get angry at you.

      I will do my best.

      Brianna released a relieved sigh at how her current embarrassing crisis appeared to have been diverted. She had avoided having to say anything about the real reason she was so tired, and she didn’t even have to lie to do it. This was definitely worthy of praise.

      However, while she avoided talking about this subject with her friend, now that it had been brought up, she could not help but think about the reason why she was so tired.

      Anthony.

      When Lucretia had informed Brianna all those weeks ago that Anthony would need to acquire a harem of seven women, stating that not doing so would be detrimental to her health, she had not believed it. Of course, she understood that it was important for a powerful incubus to properly have a harem of bondmates who could feed him a constant supply of mana through sex. She’d come to terms with that, which was why she had allowed Secilia to become Anthony’s bondmate. Even so, what she had not expected was that adding a second bondmate would cause so many problems.

      The biggest issue was that Anthony’s reserves had received a massive increase. When it was just Brianna, Anthony’s reserves of mana had been what could accurately be described as a well. It was deep and there was a lot of water in that well, but it was not unfathomable. With the inclusion of Secilia into their group, Anthony’s reserves had once more increased, except now it was at the point where she would have called it a pond instead of a well. She didn’t know where his power would rank on a scale of the top most powerful supernatural creatures in existence, but she wouldn’t have been surprised if he had the strength to fight against a vampire noble.

      Yet this massive increase didn’t just come with larger reserves of mana. It came with an increased sexual appetite.

      She and Secilia were having sex with Anthony at least two or three times every day, and sometimes as many as six or seven times a day. This was the case during their weekends. Just last weekend, Brianna and Secilia had been forced to play tag-team between the two of them to keep Anthony satisfied, and even then, they had been exhausted afterward.

      Brianna wouldn’t lie. She enjoyed sex. As embarrassing as it was to say out loud, she could at least admit this much to herself. However, she and Secilia were having so much of it that it was exhausting them. Not even trading off like tag-team partners in a wrestling match could keep their stamina from draining. Just this morning, she and Secilia had both been screwed so silly that she had passed out in the shower and Secilia was walking with a limp.

      To make a long story short, Brianna understood better than anyone that they needed to find Anthony a third bondmate.

      Just as these thoughts passed through her head, another message appeared on her student ID.

      Are you sure the reason you’re so tired isn’t because you and your boyfriend are having too much sex?

      !!!!!!
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      No one spoke a single word for the longest time as they stared at Selene, who merely looked at them all with a gorgeous smile that caused several men to breathe so deeply through their nose that their nostrils flared out. The girls, on the other hand, looked on in jealousy. Their faces were green with envy as they glared at the woman’s generous proportions--her wide hips, slender waist, and prominent chest.

      The only two who were not stunned by this woman’s beauty was Professor Incanscino and Anthony.

      “Why don’t you pick a seat somewhere?” suggested the now aggrieved-looking Professor Incanscino. She did not seem pleased in the least by the current events transpiring in her classroom, and Anthony couldn’t help but wonder what she was thinking about. Was she jealous? Upset that yet another distraction had entered her class? At the same time, he noticed that his normally sarcastic professor was acting exceedingly polite toward Selene despite her obvious displeasure.

      As the suggestion was made, Selene swept her eyes across the lecture hall. When her eyes landed on a man, the person in question straightened in their seat and puffed out their chest, like a peacock attempting to impress himself upon the female of their desire. On the other hand, the women jerked back. Some of them looked away. However, there were a few that exuded fear and even outright disgust.

      Selene’s eyes stopped upon reaching Anthony. A jolt traveled through his spine as the light in her eyes grew brighter by several decibels. The recognition flashing through them caused his entire body to feel as though it had been dunked in the coldest waters near the north pole. He could already tell what was going to happen.

      And he did not like it. Not one bit.

      “I think I will do that. Thank you.”

      Stepping off the lectern, Selene swayed her hips as she walked up the stairs, each movement causing her dress to flutter and her magnificent breasts to shudder. The men she passed gulped. The women she passed disdainfully curled their lips. Finally, she stopped in front of Anthony, turned to face him… and smiled.

      “May I sit here?”

      It was a simple-to-answer question. Any other man would have immediately said “yes.” Not Anthony. He stared into this woman’s glowing red eyes, which reminded him of fresh blood, as though he was looking at an incomprehensible monster. Only after thirty seconds had passed did he realize he needed to answer her.

      “Feel free,” he said.

      Selene’s smile widened. “Thank you.”

      Seeing that Selene was now seated, Professor Incanscino returned to her lecture, but now Anthony could no longer pay attention. His entire body felt like a livewire as his sole focus was on the woman next to him. He didn’t know why, but this… Selene made him feel extremely self-conscious and wary.

      Selene did not say anything as Professor Incanscino continued speaking and brought out several holographic diagrams to show the difference between normal leukemia and magical leukemia. The difference lay in the mana. Normal leukemia was a cancer of the body’s blood-forming tissues such as the bone marrow and lymphatic system. Magical leukemia was a cancer of the magic circuits, which made it much harder to treat.

      “There are currently several companies who have been attempting to create a cure for magical leukemia, but due to how delicate magic circuits are, performing operations are impossible and most medicine has an adverse effect. There was an attempt last year by a pharmaceutical company to create a drug that would cure magical leukemia, but it was shut down when several people died from having their magic circuits destroyed by the tests...”

      Anthony could feel Selene’s eyes on him as the lecture continued. He tried not to look, but every so often, he would glance in her direction out of his peripheral vision. Every time he did this, he would discover that Selene had not once looked at Professor Incanscino. She’d been staring at him this whole time.

      It was unnerving. Extremely unnerving.

      Class eventually ended.

      Anthony put away his computer and slung his computer case over his shoulder. Selene did not have anything to carry. She glided out of her seat, stood up, and smiled at him.

      “Do you need something from me?” asked Anthony, finally unable to withstand the pressure of her gaze and smile.

      “Not at all. I was just admiring how handsome you are.” The smile on her face widened, showing off the sharp canines protruding from her upper lip.

      “Well… thanks? I guess?”

      Because this woman freaked him out, Anthony wandered down the steps and made his way to the door.

      “A word before you go, Mr. Amasius.”

      Before he could leave, Professor Incanscino called out to him, causing Anthony to freeze before slowly turning around and making his way toward the lectern. He could feel Selene’s gaze burning into his back as he stepped onto the lectern. However, he tried his best not to let her crimson gaze get to him.

      Unlike him, Professor Incanscino did not seem the least bit concerned as she turned her gaze onto Selene. Her eyes were like ice.

      “You may leave. I need to have a word with Mr. Amasius alone.”

      “I understand. I’ll talk to you later, Anthony.” Selene giggled before she turned around and sauntered out the door. The way she sashayed her hips made him think she was doing it for his benefit.

      Anthony could not stop himself from breathing a sigh of relief when the woman disappeared, but that relief was short-lived because he was now alone with Professor Incanscino. He looked at the diminutive woman. While she was small, not even coming up to his chest, she had a presence about her that made it feel as if she was looking down on everyone else. He was already used to this. However, her expression right now could be considered bone-chilling.

      “What did you want to talk to me about?” asked Anthony.

      Professor Incanscino merely stared at him for a moment before slowly responding. “I want you to watch yourself around that girl.”

      “Selene?” asked Anthony.

      His professor nodded. “I cannot say too much in such a public setting, but that is not some simple vampire girl, and her reasons for coming here are certainly not benign.”

      “Who is she?”

      “Her full name is Selene Dracul,” Professor Incanscino answered him. “That should be enough for now. Head to your next class, and be wary of that girl.”

      Anthony nodded stiffly even as his heart jolted like he’d been electrocuted. That name was one he was familiar with, though he’d never met anyone from the Dracul Family before. Just that single word alone was enough to cause his heart to tremble.

      “I’ll be careful,” he promised.

      “See to it that you are,” Professor Incanscino said.

      Anthony stepped off the lectern and traveled outside, where he was not surprised to find Selene leaning against the wall with her arms crossed. A grin appeared on her face the moment he stepped into the hall. It was not a pleasant grin. Well, it was not an unpleasant grin. It was the kind of grin a predator might give her prey, which was actually pretty hot, but it was also something that chilled his blood.

      “Sorry for waiting on you like this,” Selene apologized with an airy wave of her left hand. “I know it must seem unusual, being waited on by a young woman you don’t even know, but I am completely new here. I still don’t know my way around and was wondering if you could help me?”

      Keeping himself calm, Anthony feigned politeness as he smiled. “I don’t mind. What is your next class?”

      “The Basics of Medicine,” Selene said, causing Anthony to freeze.

      “What… what a coincidence.” He forced a smile. “That’s the same class I have.”

      Selene’s eyes widened in mock surprise before she clapped her hands together and beamed at him. Her crimson eyes seeped amusement. The curvature of her lips was an exercise in eroticism but laced with caustic humor that was vastly different from Secilia’s sarcastic smiles. Those smiles made him burn with passion. This woman’s smiles made him feel like he was being dipped in acid.

      “This is a truly stunning coincidence indeed! To think that you and I would share the same class! Why, it is almost as if fate has decided that the two of us should be together. Does it not seem that way, Anthony?”

      “It is certainly no coincidence. If anything, I’d say it’s more like you intentionally chose the same classes as me.”

      “Why, whatever do you mean? It isn’t like I knew which classes you had beforehand. How could I when I just arrived on Academy Island less than a day ago?”

      The way Selene tilted her head as though she didn’t understand what he meant was undermined by the look on her face and the gleam in her eyes. She was enjoying this. This woman was like a cat toying with a mouse.

      “You don’t need to play dumb. I already know who you are, Selene Dracul, daughter of Vlad Dracul, one of the three Vampire Warlords. Your father owns a large amount of territory in Europe. I believe his territory borders the European Federation and Elizabeth Tepes’s territory.”

      After announcing her identity, Anthony expected Selene to get angry, or maybe for her expression to suddenly grow cold, but that wasn’t what happened. Her smile widened even more. The gleam in her eyes became more vibrant. She placed her hands behind her back, thrust out her magnificent chest, and giggled.

      “I’ve been found out on the first day. Can I assume the one who informed you of my identity was that teacher of yours? Hmph. The Time Witch certainly lives up to her reputation. She knew who I was the moment I entered the room, even though I made it a point not to announce my real name. I even used a minor spell that should have made discovering my identity impossible.”

      Class would be starting soon, so Anthony did not bother standing in the hallway and began walking to his classroom. Selene followed him.

      “I’m guessing you are here for me?” said Anthony, ignoring her comments about his professor.

      “Obviously.” Selene giggled again. “Why else would I bother coming all this way if not because I was interested in the incubus that suddenly appeared here? Do you know how hard it was to get this information on you? Even my father was unable to learn of your existence until just recently. I myself only heard rumors about an incubus appearing on Academy Island until I came across the information in my father’s study.”

      “So your father does not know you are here?” asked Anthony.

      “I’m sure he knows I’ve vanished by now, but yes, he should not know where I have vanished to. I left without so much as a letter of goodbye… not that he would care if I disappeared without warning.”

      Anthony had a lot of questions regarding this woman, like why she was willing to come all this way without telling her dad, but he didn’t know if she’d answer him. He also wasn’t sure it mattered at this moment. It was clear that her reason for coming all this way was him, which meant what she wanted was to become his bondmate. The only question he wanted an answer to was: What did she want him for?

      “Are you not going to ask why I sought you out?” asked Selene.

      “Why bother asking when you aren’t going to tell me?” Anthony returned her question with one of his own.

      “True.” Selene shrugged. “At present, I don’t really feel like telling you about my reasons for seeking you out Perhaps in time, if you are good, I’ll let you in on my purpose… but not right now.”

      Anthony said nothing else as he journeyed to his next class, Selene following after him with a quiet smile.

      The Basics of Medicine was a freshman course that specialized in teaching the basics of herbology, how different ingredients interacted with each other, and what sort of ingredients were used in basic magical medicines. It was one of the prerequisite courses for students looking to becoming doctors.

      Just like in his previous class, Anthony did not pay much attention to anything the teacher said. His mind was focused on the woman who refused to leave his side for even a single second. She stared at him for the entire class. What’s more, no one else seemed to even notice her existence. He wondered if it was some kind of vampiric power, but he honestly wasn’t sure it mattered.

      When classes ended, Selene followed Anthony as he made his way to Building Number Two. They walked across a catwalk that connected the two buildings.

      “That was quite an interesting class,” Selene said of the lecture as though she was genuinely interested in what the teacher had spoken of. “I knew a lot went into the creation of medicine, but I had no idea there was so much stuff doctors needed to know.” When Anthony said nothing, Selene smiled. “I’ve heard you want to become a doctor so you can bring your younger brother out of his coma. Do you really think what you’re learning here will be useful to you?”

      The walls of the catwalk they walked across were made from an incredibly durable glass, which meant they were offered an impressive view of Academy Island and the other four buildings of the Institution of Magical Sciences. Their feet thudded against the metal walkway. The sound bounced back to them.

      “Even if it is not useful, there is not much else I can do,” Anthony said.

      “Are you so certain of that?” asked Selene.

      Anthony’s gaze sharpened. “What do you mean?”

      “Now I wonder… what do I mean?” Selene pressed her index finger against her lips and giggled. It seemed she had no intention of telling him what she meant at the moment. More than likely, she was using those words as bait to make him more interested in hearing what she had to say, and then she would demand to become his bondmate in exchange for the information.

      Anthony clicked his tongue but didn’t inquire further.

      Building Number Two looked more like a shopping mall than a school building. Each story contained several shops, restaurants, and lounges for people looking to relax during their breaks. Even on the floor Anthony found himself walking through, there were numerous boutiques selling everything from school supplies to digital books to charms and even clothing. Anthony had seen all this before, so he didn’t pay much attention, but Selene was looking at everything with an amused smile.

      Her presence also brought him a lot of unwanted attention.

      “Hey. Hey. Who is that babe?”

      “Don’t know, but damn, she one fine piece of ass.”

      “I’d love to tap that.”

      “Get in line.”

      “Who is the guy she’s with? He looks familiar.”

      “I don’t know who he is, but I already hate him. That damn pretty boy. The only reason a woman as fine as that is with him is because he’s handsome. If I was that handsome, I’d have bitches falling over themselves to suck my dick too.”

      “Yeah. In your dreams maybe.”

      The words of the people around him rolled off like water, but Anthony did feel a tad annoyed by that last comment. If only these people knew that the only reason Selene was interested in him was that he was an incubus, he was sure they would change their tune, but of course, he had no intention of letting anyone know about his status. It would only bring trouble.

      “What an interesting school,” Selene murmured as she covered her mouth with a hand and giggle demurely. “Did you know I’ve never been to school before? My father never cared about whether I was educated or not. This is actually the first time I’ve even left my house. I should have known it would take leaving to finally experience this kind of life.”

      Everything Selene said was spoken with a calm voice as though she was merely talking about the weather, but Anthony thought he sensed an undercurrent of resentment in her tone. Did she and her father not get along? Either way, Anthony was shocked to learn that Selene had never left her home before now. At the same time, he didn’t care enough to ask her to elaborate.

      Instead of bothering with Selene, Anthony reached into his consciousness and sought out the space inside of himself that had been reserved for Secilia. He felt her instantly. Following the sensations he felt from her, Anthony swiftly moved through Building Number Two until he eventually reached a small Chinese restaurant called Hot Wok.

      He entered the restaurant and looked around. It was a small space with only a dozen tables arrayed throughout the room. This place didn’t have any decorations unless one counted the menu hanging from the walls like wallscrolls. A thick scent filled the air. It was a mixture of different appetizing foods, which caused Anthony’s stomach to release a gurgling rumble.

      Anthony ignored the people who stopped eating or talking to look at him and Selene. He immediately sought out Secilia, who was sitting at a corner table. She had already spotted him and was standing up, her hand raised as though to wave at him, but she had stopped the moment her eyes locked onto the person beside him.

      “Secilia.” Anthony went over to her.

      “Anthony…” Secilia was not looking at him but Selene. “Who is this?”

      The dark tone in Secilia’s voice let him know she wasn’t quite happy to see him with a woman she didn’t know, but he wasn’t about to let that bother him.

      “This is Selene Dracul,” Anthony introduced.

      “Selene… Dracul, huh?” Secilia’s voice sharpened as she narrowed her eyes.

      Still wearing her ever-present smile, Selene curtsied to Secilia. “It is an honor to meet you, Secilia. As Anthony just said, my name is Selene Dracul. I just transferred here and don’t know my way around. Anthony was kind enough to lend me a hand.”

      “Did he now?” Selene glanced at Anthony, who subtly shook his head to deny the woman’s words.

      “I’ll tell you later,” Anthony mouthed to Secilia.

      He and Secilia had known each other for over a year, and during that time, they had gotten to know one another fairly well. After Secilia betrayed him for the sake of her mother, their bond had grown stronger. Anthony had helped her overcome what happened and she had become his second bondmate.

      Secilia could tell at a glance that something unusual had happened, so she quickly put on a smile as she greeted Selene.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you too.”

      “Not at all. The pleasure is all mine.” Selene’s gleaming eyes caused Secilia to shudder, though the other woman didn’t seem to notice or perhaps was purposefully ignoring it. “I’ve been greatly looking forward to meeting Anthony’s bondmates. Now that I have seen you, I can honestly say you do not disappoint. Your beauty is stunning. I can see why he chose you.”

      Secilia’s eyes widened at the word “bondmate,” but she was smart enough to keep her wits about her. She merely gave Selene a sharp smile as the three of them sat down.

      “It seems you know a lot of things you shouldn’t.”

      “But of course. As the first princess of a Vampire Warlord, is it not my duty to learn about potential threats?”

      Secilia narrowed her eyes. “Are you saying Anthony is a threat?”

      “Yes.” Selene nodded. “He is obviously a threat. Do you think Custodes Daemonium gave incubus an S-rank Magic Catastrophe classification for no reason? Of course, while he is indeed a threat, I do not believe he needs to remain this way.”

      It did not take a genius to know what Selene was getting at. Even a two-year-old could have figured out what this woman wanted.

      “You want to become Anthony’s bondmate?” Secilia narrowed her eyes. “I don’t think so.”

      “Why not?” asked Selene plaintively. “I can bring many benefits to the table, you know. I’m already quite strong, and with my power added to your harem, Anthony’s own power would increase exponentially.”

      “Because I don’t trust you,” Secilia answered. “You somehow found out about Anthony, came here without warning, and now you want to become his bondmate. You don’t even like him much less love him. You aren’t here for him but for your own selfish reasons. I’m not about to let someone who merely wants to use Anthony for their own purposes bond with him.”

      Anyone else would have gotten angry at those words, but Selene merely smiled as if she couldn’t be bothered to get angry.

      “You say that now, but I believe you will eventually come around and let me join you.” Selene’s glowing eyes the color of blood grew brighter. “After all, a storm is coming, and Anthony will need my help if he wants to survive.”

      “What do you mean by that?” asked Anthony with a frown.

      “Who knows?” Selene shrugged, but then she stood up and smiled at the two. “In either event, I believe I will take my leave for now. I only came here to confirm Anthony’s existence and whereabouts. Now that I know the information I received was not false, I am greatly relieved.”

      Selene turned around and walked out of the restaurant, either unaware of or ignoring the countless eyes on her. Secilia stared after the woman. Her eyes were hard, but that was only to mask the worry he could clearly see on her face. No matter how hard she tried to hide her feelings, she could not hide them from him.

      “So that’s Selene Dracul,” Secilia sighed. “The famous Bloody Princess of Vlad Dracul. I can’t believe she found out about you and decided to come all this way. I wonder why she wants to join you?”

      “Your guess is as good as mine.” Anthony ran a hand through his hair. “You don’t have classes after lunch today, right? After we finish eating, would you like to head back home with me?”

      “Of course.” Secilia seemed to put Selene and her words out of her mind as a smirk appeared on her face. “I still owe you for what you did to me this morning.”

      “You enjoyed it.”

      “I did, which is why I have to return the favor.”

      As he began trading banter with Secilia, having seemingly put the events of the past hour out of his mind, Anthony kept asking himself the same question over and over again.

      What did Selene want and why did she say he would need her strength? What was this “storm” that she spoke of?

      He didn’t know, and not knowing was what made him worried.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Anthony and Secilia returned home, taking off their shoes and closing the door behind them. As the door locked, Secilia looked at Anthony as he turned around and gazed at her with an intense expression of longing. Her smile was slightly fixed and resigned.

      “I know that look.”

      “Sorry.”

      Anthony rubbed the back of his neck and looked away.

      “What are you apologizing for?” Secilia took a step forward, her natural scent invading Anthony’s nose and causing his pupils to dilate as desire flooded his every nerve. “I already knew what I was getting into when I signed up for this gig. I mean, sure, you made me walk with a limp for the better part of this morning, but it’s not like I don’t enjoy being fucked so hard I can barely stand straight.”

      “If Brianna heard you say those words, she’d have blushed to the roots of her hair.”

      “Brianna is oddly pure despite how much sex you two have. I am not.”

      She stepped into Anthony’s personal space. The scent coming from her body was stronger than ever. He would have thought it was pheromones, but he knew that was not the case. It was simply her natural smell, which intoxicated Anthony to the point where thinking about anything else was difficult.

      Anthony placed his hands on Secilia’s hips, pushed her back until she was pressed against the wall, then claimed her lips in a kiss that had not a single ounce of tenderness. He pushed his tongue past her lips, her teeth, and explored the depths of her mouth with reckless abandon. A loud but muffled moan escaped Secilia. However, she was not taken off guard and attacked him with the same zeal, the same passion.

      A pair of arms went around Anthony’s neck. Secilia hooked her left leg around his calf, rubbing it up and down as he leaned into her, not only increasing the intensity of their kiss but also pressing his fully erect cock against her stomach.

      It wasn’t long before kissing was not enough for Anthony, who pulled his lips from her and went about kissing her neck. His kisses were rough. He didn’t just kiss her either. He found each and every pulse point and sucked on the skin until a shiny red love bite appeared. His actions caused Secilia’s breathing to quicken, shifting from drawn out moans to gasping pants that filled his ear and made his need for her skyrocket.

      “Haaah… haaah… hnn… ahnn… hhmmmmm!”

      Anthony slid his hands from Secilia’s waist to her chest. He reached up and pushed her jacket off her arms, then slid the straps of her shirt off her shoulders. Her shirt didn’t fall, but Anthony then pulled it down, exposing her breasts. Brianna had a larger chest than Secilia. However, Secilia’s was perkier. Her beautiful pink nipples enticed him.

      As he leaned down, Anthony took one of her breasts into his mouth and began swirling her nipple around with his tongue. The salty taste of her skin made him want more. Secilia released a strangled gasp and drool leaked down her lips as he began licking her chest. Her hands buried themselves into his hair and tugged on him, pulling him deeper into her bosoms.

      Because Anthony didn’t just want to play with her boobs, he reached down and slid his hand underneath her skirt, cupping her warm sex through the fabric of her panties. Her pussy was warm and soft. She was already a little wet too. Her panties were damp.

      Secilia’s body jolted as he rubbed his finger up and down her slit. A shudder raced through her as the moans she produced became even louder. Sweat began forming on her neck, collarbone, and chest, which Anthony took great pleasure in licking off.

      “Haa! Ah! Hmm! A-Anthony! If you… if you do—ahn! If you do that, I’m gonna lose my miiiiind!”

      The last word she spoke became incoherent when Anthony found her clit through her panties and rubbed it, stimulating it. He felt her clit quickly grow stiff and begin twitching under his ministrations.

      “You do have a rather brilliant mind. It would be a shame if you lost it,” Anthony said as he smiled around her tits. “Does that mean I should stop?”

      “Don’t you dare!”

      Wearing a smug grin, Anthony pushed her panties aside and began directly stimulating her pussy and clit. He inserted a single finger into her tight cunt, pushing his way past her outer labia and into her passage. The walls around his finger were firm but not tight. He added a second finger. Wiggling them around caused Secilia to cry out as she hugged his head to her chest.

      Still smiling, Anthony began pumping his fingers in and out of her pussy. He didn’t bother going slow either. Fast and hard, he worked the walls of her vagina over as he moved his thumb toward her clit and began vigorously rubbing that too. It wasn’t long before her clit was twitching and her pussy was producing love nectar that ran down her inner thighs and over his hand.

      “Anthony… haaaa… mmm… fuck me…”

      “That is the plan.”

      Looking up at Secilia, Anthony found her staring down at him with half-lidded eyes currently full of desire… desire for him, desire to share a night of passion with him. Her breathing was heavy and her cheeks were flushed. The wanton moans she released as he continued teasing her clit made his desire to tease her more disappear. Teasing simply wasn’t enough anymore, not when he saw her like this, with flushed cheeks and lidded eyes.

      He wanted her. Right now.

      Anthony used the hand he’d been cupping her breast with to undo the button and zipper on his pants. He then pushed both pants and underwear down his legs, stepping out of them. At the same time, Selene dropped her panties, though she left her skirt and shirt on. The sight of her still clothed but fully exposed was surprisingly more erotic than if she’d been completely naked.

      Unable to resist the powerful compulsion spurring him on, Anthony leaned forward and kissed Secilia with everything he had. He also grabbed hold of his cock and rubbed it against Secilia’s hot pussy. Her cunt was dripping juices and producing a heat that was impossible to ignore. However, he didn’t insert his dick right away. He instead let the juices she was producing cover his shaft in a thick lubricant to make it easier for him to slide inside of her.

      The only sounds in the room were those of their kiss and the muffled moans and groans they released into each other’s mouths. Secilia had long since stopped being able to stand. Her body was leaning against the wall. She would have fallen to the floor if not for Anthony, who had placed his hands under her ass and was holding her up.

      There were a lot of things Anthony knew he needed to do right now. He also knew that Secilia was already tired from having sex with him this morning and going through her classes, but there were some things Anthony could not control. Incubi were like succubi. Sex was as necessary to their continued existence as breathing. To that end, they had very little control over their impulses and desires. The fact that Anthony had been able to control himself before finding a bondmate was proof of his ironclad will, but even he was unable to keep up that control after the restraints and desire not to bond with anyone disappeared.

      With his cock now lubed up, Anthony pressed the head of his dick against Secilia’s lips, then thrust his way inside. It was not a slow push. The quick thrusting motion caused Secilia to gasp, though she was soon releasing panting moans as he pounded into her.

      “Ah! Hyk! Ahn! Ah! Ah! You’re pounding me—Mmmm!—so hard! I feel like I’m melting!”

      Every motion of Anthony’s hips pushed Secilia further into the wall, lifting her feet off the ground, though she didn’t seem to mind. A thick layer of sweat caused her skin to glisten and shine. The scent of their sweat mixed with the intoxicating smell of Secilia’s love juices, which caused Anthony to wish he could kneel before this goddess and eat her snatch until she came in his mouth.

      But he was too hungry for that. He wanted the real thing.

      Secilia’s passage lovingly conformed to his dick as he spread her lips apart and pounded her with strong, vigorous thrusts. This was not the lovemaking Brianna prefered. This was fucking. Pure and simple.

      With her feet no longer touching the ground, Secilia locked her legs around his waist. Her breasts pressed into his chest. The way they squished against him like a pair of soft pillows felt amazing. He could feel her nipples grinding against him through his shirt. Now he was beginning to regret only taking off his pants and boxers. The skin to skin contact of her boobs on his chest would have been sensational.

      It wasn’t long before Anthony felt Secilia’s body growing stiffer, felt her muscles contracting and twitching more than before. He released her mouth and once more began attacking her neck. For her part, Secilia was no longer coherent and seemed to have spaced out. Her mouth was open, head hanging back as she mouthed “Oh, god” over and over again until, finally, her entire body seemed to clench up as she released a loud scream that reverberated around the room.

      Anthony grunted as Secilia orgasmed. However, he staved off his own orgasm, though he knew a mutual orgasm was the best way to absorb mana. He still had plans.

      Secilia slumped against his chest, her body shuddering and twitching as though she’d been hit by lightning. Anthony smiled. He was still buried inside of her erratically twitching pussy.

      “I hope you’re not done yet,” Anthony said.

      “Haaa… haaaa…” With her sweaty hair plastered to her face, Secilia looked up at him from where she lay with her head on his chest. “Of… of course not. I can… keep going.”

      “I’m glad to hear that.” Anthony beamed. “In that case, let’s head over to the bed. I remember you bought some toys the other day that we haven’t had a chance to use yet. Let’s use them now.”

      With his dick still inside of her, Anthony wandered to the bedroom, where he played with Secilia for another two hours before the woman fell asleep from exhaustion.
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      Marianne gasped as fire burned her lungs. A sharp pain filled her chest. Blood ran down her arms, legs, and torso from small wounds that refused to heal littered her body. Each wound brought with it its own kind of pain. These wounds had been created from one of a vampire’s few weaknesses.

      Silver.

      “There she is!”

      “After her!”

      “Don’t let her escape!”

      Shouts rang out behind her, causing Marianne to grit her teeth as she pushed the muscles in her legs past the breaking point in her attempt to escape. She would have flown, but this group had already proven themselves capable of shooting her down from the sky. What’s more, there were vampires in this group, so flying would have gotten her nowhere anyway.

      The night sky was masked by the many neon signs that hung from buildings, creating saturated colors that were blinding in their brilliance. This section of the Americas was owned and operated by a conglomerate called Dresdon Company. They were a large-scale weapons manufacturer who supplied weapons to the various warring factions within this region.

      As she turned a corner, someone dressed in military fatigues leaped out at her.

      “I’ve got you now!”

      She didn’t know who this man was, but he was wearing the same fatigues as everyone else who’d attacked her, so she didn’t intend to show him mercy. Marianne thrust out her left hand and a swelling of darkness expanded, engulfing the man. His agonized screams pierced the night as the blood in his body boiled. Barely a second after he was engulfed, all of his blood oozed from his pores and creating trails down his skin. His skin and organs began drying up next, turning him into a shriveled corpse.

      Marianne’s heart pounded in her chest. She wanted to vomit. She wanted to cry. But she couldn’t. If she did, they would catch her, and then it would all be over.

      She didn’t wait for the body to hit the floor as she leaped over him and darted further into the city. She took turns into alleys, used her ability to walk through shadows to travel between buildings, and did everything she possibly could to escape from her pursuers.

      The shouts and screams grew softer and softer until, eventually, they ceased altogether. Now alone, Marianne looked around to try and figure out where she was. However, the signs and street lights all looked the same to her. She had no idea where she was, how she got there, or which way she needed to travel to escape from this nightmare. It wasn’t like it mattered anyway. Even if she knew where she was, leaving this city would be impossible with so many people after her.

      She wandered through an alley, the cloying scent of filth and garbage causing her nose to wrinkle. This place was empty. Aside from a few trash cans, trash littering the ground, and some rodents scurrying around, there was nothing here.

      Marianne walked further into the alley, which eventually led to a dead end. Now that her pursuers were nowhere in sight, all of the emotions she had been keeping locked away were finally let out. Tears sprang to her eyes. Her body shook uncontrollably. Her stomach attempted to rebel over what she had done and seen in the past twenty-four hours. She felt sick. She was scared. She didn’t want to be here anymore.

      She pressed her back against the wall and slid down, hugged her knees to her chest, and buried her face between her knees as she let out a stifled sob.

      When she first began her journey to Academy Island, she never could have imagined that her plane would be hijacked. She had thought they were simple terrorists until they tried to capture her. Only then had she realized these people were from the Sons of Liberty, the anti-demon terrorist organization that had been plaguing the world for several hundred years.

      In desperation, she had used her powers to escape. However, immediately after escaping, she became the target of numerous militant groups within the Americas.

      Now she was on the run. She was tired, lonely, and her body was aching from the numerous cuts and bullet wounds that had been inflicted on her. The unique healing abilities she had were useless right now because the wounds on her body had been inflicted by silver blades and bullets. This entire situation had become one huge mess.

      It was too much.

      Marianne was not some great vampire who lorded over others.

      She was just a girl who wanted to be useful to her mom.

      What had she done to deserve this?

      Alone in an abandoned alley, with nothing but garbage and rats to keep her company, Marianne kept her face buried between her knees, shivering uncontrollably as she tried hard not to cry.
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      Brianna arrived home to find Anthony in bed, naked as the day he was born, with an equally naked Secilia sleeping at his side. While Anthony was sitting with a small hover table floating in front of him and looked to be working on a paper, Secilia was fast asleep. Her messy dark hair was spread across the bedsheets, one arm draped over Anthony’s lap, and her mouth was wide open as she snored and drooled on his thigh.

      Brianna tried not to blush.

      “I see you two didn’t bother to wait before having sex as soon as you got home.”

      “With the two most beautiful women in the world at my side, how can I possibly resist my instincts?” Anthony asked with a smile as he looked up from his work.

      Brianna’s cheeks were already red, so his compliment didn’t make her blush. It didn’t. She refused to let it.

      Wandering over to a window on the opposite side of the room, Brianna pressed a button that caused it to open, allowing some fresh air into the room. This place reeked heavily of sex. She wouldn’t say she disliked the smell, but it was so overpowering that it made thinking hard.

      It also made her aroused.

      But she would never say that out loud.

      “What are you working on?” asked Brianna as she wandered over to his free side and sat down. The bed shifted as it adjusted to her weight. She leaned into his side and peered at the holographic monitor filled with row upon row of text.

      “It’s an essay for Professor Incanscino regarding a Magic Catastrophe that happened back in the late 19th century called The Quake,” Anthony answered.

      “I’ve heard about that,” Brianna said before recalling the information she had on it. “The Quake was the first record of an earthquake created through magic instead of shifting tectonic plates. A group of mages had attempted to summon a being from another dimension, as I recall, but instead the mana imploded, sunk deep into the earth, and created an earthquake that annihilated the small village they resided in and the mountain next to it.”

      “That’s the one.” Anthony nodded as he put his hands back on the holographic keyboard and began typing, his fingers moving so fast Brianna had trouble keeping up with them. “I’m supposed to discuss the various theories on why their magic ritual failed and what sort of lessons can be learned from them to prevent similar Magic Catastrophes from happening in the future.”

      “Why do you think the ritual failed?” asked Brianna.

      Anthony stopped typing for only a moment as his face scrunched up, pondering the question. He resumed typing again. Brianna didn’t interrupt him as he tapped away at the keyboard and instead patiently waited for him to explain his theory.

      “I have two theories on that. The first theory is that there is no higher dimension. If there is no higher dimension, then there cannot be ‘beings’ from this higher dimension to summon. While there are many myths regarding demons, gods, and otherworldly beings, there aren’t any records of one ever being summoned.”

      Brianna understood the logic behind this theory. If there was no higher dimension, then higher dimensional creatures could not exist, and so the ritual was doomed to fail from the start. In that case, the earthquake was simply the result of the mana being poured into the ritual creating a backlash because it had nowhere else to go.

      “What is your second theory?” asked Brianna.

      “My second theory is that a higher dimensional being was summoned, but it was a creature that either doesn’t have form or cannot exist within this dimension.” Anthony paused for a moment. “Suppose there is another dimension that exists on a higher plane of existence. Would the beings there be able to exist in this dimension? If they can exist here, would they take on a form we recognize? It could be that what they summoned was something like an elemental, and when it was forcibly summoned here, it went berserk and created the earthquake. Since everyone who took part in the ritual died, there are no eyewitness accounts over what happened.”

      Brianna nodded along but didn’t say anything. As a member of Custodes Daemonium, she was well-versed in many theories of magic, but this was outside her field of expertise. All the magic she knew was combat-oriented.

      It was at this point that Secilia woke up, snorting several times as she sat up and tried to brush her messy hair out of her face.

      “Finally awake, eh, sleeping beauty?” asked Anthony with a smile.

      “Can it.” Secilia yawned, heedless of her nudity as she stretched her arms above her head.

      “You’re awfully cranky.”

      “What I am is in sore need of a shower,” Secilia mumbled.

      “Want me to wash you off?”

      Secilia looked like she was seriously considering the offer, but then she shook her head. “I know what would happen if you took a shower with me... and I’m not sure my body can withstand another fucking like that.”

      “I understand.” Anthony leaned over and kissed Secilia’s temple. “Get showered. We’ll be here.”

      “We?” Secilia blinked before finally noticing Brianna. “Ah.”

      Brianna smiled dryly. “Good evening.”

      “Er, yeah, good evening.” Secilia needed several seconds to respond, but then she gave Anthony a warm smile before grabbing a blanket to cover herself with and gingerly climbing out of bed. “Be right back.”

      “I’ll be right here.” Anthony waved her off.

      Just as Brianna expected, Secilia was walking with an even more pronounced limp than she had this morning. She could only imagine how hard these two had gone at it after getting home.

      Secilia ended up taking a quick shower. Anthony wanted to join her, but Brianna was not about to let that happen. Instead, she had him sit on the couch and work on his essay while she heated up several simple meals and set them on the table. By the time Secilia was showered and dressed, the food was ready.

      Ever since she became Anthony’s bondmate, he and Brianna had been living in her apartment, which was bigger and therefore easier for two people to live in. Anthony had even moved out of his old apartment just last week because there was no longer any point in living there.

      Brianna’s apartment had, aside from a larger living space with a kitchen, two bedrooms and a toilet and shower room. It still wasn’t big. Living there with two other people meant it was a little cramped, but they were able to make due.

      It was a lot harder now that Secilia had joined them. Brianna felt claustrophobic.

      “I wish you two would consider buying actual ingredients and cooking something,” Secilia complained.

      “If you want ‘actual food,’ then learn to cook yourself,” Brianna snapped.

      “Don’t wanna. I’d rather have Anthony cook for me.”

      Brianna couldn’t stop herself from rolling her eyes at the petulant response. She’d grown more or less used to this woman’s complaints, but that didn’t mean she liked them.

      “You know I have no talent for cooking,” Anthony said with a shrug.

      “It’s a learned skill. Learned. If you took a couple of classes, I’m sure you could learn enough to at least whip up a decent meal every once in a while.” Secilia gazed at him with an expectant look as though demanding he take cooking classes.

      “And just where would I find the time to take a cooking class?” asked Anthony with an amused smile. “I already have a full schedule with college and you two. If I added cooking lessons on top of that, I wouldn’t have any time to spend with you.”

      “Hmph! It’s not as if taking one or two classes to cook would take away that much of your time. You just don’t want to because it would mean one less hour each day for you to fuck me.”

      Anthony shrugged at Secilia’s words, unable to refute them. Brianna, meanwhile, could only listen to the pair's conversation in complete silence. The way they got along and meshed so well caused something inside of her chest to constrict.

      “Hey, Bri.” Anthony suddenly turned to her. “Suppose I did take a cooking class, would you be willing to join me?”

      “Huh?” Brianna snapped out of her daze as she realized he was talking to her. Anthony’s bright eyes were focused on her, causing the constricting feeling to vanish and warmth to replace it. She answered his question while looking away. “I-if you decided to take cooking lessons, I think… yes, I would join you. I’ve never cooked anything before, but it could be fun to learn.”

      A bright smile appeared on Anthony’s face as he reached over the table and placed a hand on hers. It was warm and large, engulfing her much smaller hand. The size of his hands was comforting. She didn’t know why.

      As they stared into each other’s eyes, Secilia coughed into her hands several times. She was not looking at them. At the same time, Brianna could not help but feel like the other woman was glaring at her from the corner of her eyes.

      She felt a slight sense of smug satisfaction.

      “Hmm… if you two are going to learn how to cook, then I guess I can too.”

      “Nope. Sorry,” Anthony said with a smile. “This will be something just me and Bri will be doing. Besides, you don’t even like cooking.”

      “!!!”
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      After dinner, Anthony took Brianna to their room and made love to her for several hours, until it became too much and Brianna fell into an exhausted sleep by his side. He had stayed up for several hours after that, just relaxing and holding the woman in his arms, but he also eventually fell asleep.

      He did not know how long he slept for, but Anthony was eventually woken up. He blinked several times and stared at the white ceiling, absently caressing the naked hip of Brianna as she snuggled into his side, trying to figure out why he’d woken up so suddenly. It felt like he’d hardly gotten any sleep. And it was still dark out. At first, he thought he might need to go to the restroom, but nature wasn’t calling for him, so…

      A sudden shiver ran down his spine as a strange sensation of wariness filled him. Before he could figure out where this feeling was coming from, a shadow rose from the bed, and a sudden weight pressed down on his hips.

      The shadow was a figure. He could not tell who they were, for they were covered by a large cloak that hid their entire body, obscuring nearly all of their features. Even their face was barely visible. The only thing he could see was a pale-skinned and delicate chin and blood-red eyes glowing from within the shadows of the hood.

      “What the—”

      Anthony, shocked beyond belief, tried to shout, but the figure suddenly lunged forward. He didn’t have time to even move. Before he could get over his astonishment, the figure had closed the distance and pressed their lips together.

      “Mmmph?!”

      Whoever this person was, their lips were warm and soft, slightly wet, and incredibly pliant. Even though this person’s lips were wonderful, Anthony could not enjoy the sensation. A tongue pushed past his lips, pried open his teeth, and dipped inside of his mouth. Once there, Anthony felt something being pushed into his throat! He gagged and tried to cough whatever it was up. However, the person above him grabbed his throat and massaged it, forcing him to swallow whatever had been shoved into his mouth.

      He was too shocked to stop her.

      The struggle between him and his mysterious assailant caused Brianna to wake up. She sat up in bed and stared at the person assaulting Anthony’s lips. Once she realized what was happening, she leaped to her feet and channeled mana through her body, causing blue lines of power to glow along her skin.

      She spun around and thrust out her left leg, catching the cloaked woman in the side of the head. The woman flew back. However, it didn’t look like she’d been truly hurt by the attack; she was simply letting it carry her backward. Cloak fluttering, she landed on the floor near the window, crouching low like the gargoyles Anthony sometimes saw decorating the roof of old buildings.

      With his mouth no longer hampered, Anthony hacked and coughed as he held a hand to his throat, trying to regain his breathing. It was hard. He could still feel the phantom twinges of when the woman had shoved something down his throat. He shoved two fingers into his mouth, hoping to vomit whatever he’d just swallowed back up, but he could already feel it dissolving.

      Steeling himself, he pushed his fingers against the back of his tongue. His gag reflexes kicked in as he felt something forcing its way up his body. Bile spewed from his mouth and onto the floor as he heaved and sputtered, mouth twisting at the acidic taste of puke.

      Brianna grabbed the Geminius Sword sitting by the bedside and leaped off the bed. Her flight took her all the way to the cloaked woman, and she swung her blade down in an overhand strike that was dodged when the cloaked figure flew back like a phantom. Her attack struck nothing. She didn’t let missing her opponent get to her and instead twirled the double-bladed weapon around her body before adopting a combat stance.

      “Who are you?! What did you do to Anthony?!” Brianna demanded.

      The woman did not respond to her words and instead sank into the shadows. Brianna’s eyes widened.

      “Shadow Magic?!”

      Brianna rushed forward and tried to attack the woman before she could disappear, but it was already too late. The woman vanished into the shadows. Brianna could only stare at the place where she had been with a hard look.

      Anthony grimaced at the vomit now staining their bedsheets as he stood up and made his way to Brianna’s side. He wiped the last vestiges of bile from his mouth while the redhead remained vigilant for a while, but when it became clear that the woman who had attacked him was gone, she relaxed her guard and gazed at him in concern.

      “Are you okay?” she asked.

      “Well… I’m still a bit shocked, but I’ll be fine.” He tried to smile, to reassure her, but as if gravity itself was working against him, his lips fell. “Still, I’m surprised someone was able to sneak in here so easily. Didn’t you have a barrier set up that would alert us if anyone entered this place?”

      “I did.” Brianna frowned, brows furrowing, then shook her head. “It looks like the barrier I set up has been dismantled. Strange. I’m not the best person when it comes to creating barriers, but I am fairly competent. For someone to be able to so thoroughly dismantle my barrier without alerting me means whoever attacked you is well-versed in creating barriers. But…”

      “But?” asked Anthony, prodding her to continue.

      Brianna pursed her lips. “But the person who attacked you used shadow magic. It’s a branch of dark magic that utilizes shadows. Not only can they use them to attack, but they can also travel between them. It’s a specialty of vampires, though anyone with the aptitude can learn it. With shadow magic, someone can slip through a barrier like mine undetected. There was no need to dismantle my barrier.”

      “Which means they were doing it to make a statement,” Anthony said with a nod. “They were basically saying, ‘I can come and go as I please at any time. Not even your barrier can stop me’.”

      “I think so too,” Brianna agreed. She went back over to the bed and set the Geminus Sword against the wall as she adopted a pensive frown. “The question is, who can do such a thing and why did they do it? I cannot think of a single person who would bother attacking you right now.”

      “Neither can I. We should inform Professor Incanscino about this soon…” Anthony walked over to Brianna as a glint appeared in his eyes. “However, since we cannot think of the reason why this person, uh, attacked me, I would much rather think of something more pleasant.” Before Brianna could question him, Anthony pulled the girl into his arms and looked down at the naked beauty with a smile. “Since we’re both awake and it’s almost time to wake up anyway, why don’t we enjoy this time together?”

      Brianna’s cheeks heated up as she looked away. That said, while she refused to look at him, she did not try to struggle out of his grip.

      “W-we can’t. We just… did it last night…”

      “What’s your point?”

      “Er… it's… my point? I mean… aren’t you tired? Don’t you want to get a little more sleep?”

      “Not really.”

      Before Brianna could create another form of protest, Anthony leaned down and began kissing her neck. A soft and lyrical moan escaped Brianna’s mouth as she tilted her head back. This granted him more access to her neck, and he enjoyed the act of kissing and licking his way up and down her flesh.

      “W-we really shouldn’t… be doing this…”

      Despite her words, Brianna had wrapped her arms around Anthony’s torso and was letting him leave numerous love bites on her tender flesh. Her body shivered against him. It was not from the cold. No matter what sort of verbal protest she might make, Anthony knew Brianna wanted this just as much as he did. He could feel it through their bond.

      However, just before he could lay her down on the bed, his wristband beeped. The act was enough to douse Brianna in cold water. She squeaked and leaped out of his embrace, hurrying over to the bed, where she pulled the covers against her naked body.

      Anthony clicked his tongue as he activated his wristband and accepted the call.

      “Professor, it’s pretty rare for you to call me in the middle of the night these days. Did you need something?”

      “I did. I need you, Brianna, and Secilia to come over right now. Something has happened, and I’m going to need your help to solve it,” the voice of his professor came to him from inside of his head. Anthony did not know what Professor Incanscino wanted, but from the urgent tone in her voice, he could tell that whatever this issue was, it was very serious.

      “We’ll be right over,” Anthony said.

      “Good. See you soon.”

      As the call ended, Anthony looked at Brianna who, although unable to hear what Professor Incanscino said, could glean through Anthony’s side of the conversation that something had happened.

      “Let’s wake up Secilia and head over to Lucretia’s,” she said.

      Anthony nodded and was just about to turn toward the door when the thudding of footsteps echoed from outside the room. The sliding door opened and Secilia burst in.

      “What’s going on?!” She asked in a panic. “I heard voices and shouting and it sounded like there was a fight…” She trailed off when she saw Anthony and Brianna staring at her. “What is it? Why are you two looking at me like I’m some kind of triple-headed monster?”

      “No reason,” Anthony said, coughing into his hand.
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“Why are you naked?” Brianna was much blunter.

      Secilia froze upon hearing the question, and then looked down at herself. Anthony also looked at her, allowing his gaze to wander all over the woman’s glorious figure. Her perky breasts were bared for all to see. Round and well-shaped, they sat proudly on her chest and were capped with beautiful pink nipples. Her flat stomach was smooth and caused primal urges to well up inside of him. He glanced at the trim patch of dark hair just above her pussy, then down at her clit, which he could see was a little engorged. As he stared at her clit, he noticed her pussy was a little wet.

      Secilia also noticed where he was looking and quickly covered her crotch with her hands.

      Not that it did much good.
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      About one hour later, Anthony, Brianna, and Secilia found themselves sitting on a couch across from Professor Incanscino. They were all dressed and freshly showered. Anthony wore simple jeans and a T-shirt, but Brianna was wearing her combat unitard underneath her black pants and long-sleeved shirt. Secilia, on the other hand, was dressed in the same fashionable skirt and jacket combo she normally wore.

      “Ugh. You damn Incubus. You’re always getting into trouble,” said the diminutive woman standing before them.

      “Sorry, Professor,” Anthony said.

      “If you were really sorry, you’d stop causing me so much trouble.”

      “It’s not like I asked for this to happen.”

      A small device that looked like a monocle was attached to the professor’s right eye. Someone sensitive to magic would see the complex magic circle embedded into the lens. This device was called a miniature scanning apparatus, or MSA for short, and it allowed mages like the good professor to examine a person much like a doctor taking an X-ray. If there was something inside of Anthony’s body that shouldn’t be there, she should be able to find it.

      “Can you find anything wrong with him?” asked Brianna, tone laced with worry.

      “…No,” Professor Incanscino sighed after a long moment. She removed the monocle and gave Anthony an aggrieved look. “The mana in his body is far too thick for me to see past it, unfortunately. I did not expect this. Even though you only have two bondmates, you already possess the same amount of mana as Naamah. I can only imagine how much mana you’ll have once you find all seven bondmates.”

      With a huff, Professor Incanscino backed off and traveled toward the couch on the other end of the coffee table, where she sat down, crossed one leg over the other, and picked up a cup filled with steaming hot coffee to take a sip.

      As always, Professor Incanscino’s long, blonde hair was styled into numerous ringlets. Several bangs hovered over her eyes. The white gothic lolita outfit adorning her frame made the already cute woman look even more adorable. As she sat there with the poise of a woman who seemed far older than she looked, the stockings covering them stretched a little. Her shoes, which had a rose sitting on the front, shifted as she bounced her leg. One of the shoes slipped, allowing a glimpse of her stocking-clad heel.

      Standing behind the woman was another Professor Incanscino. This one was dressed in a maid outfit.

      Lucretia Incanscino was a powerful witch known to many as the Time Witch, which made the power she wielded quite obvious. Anthony heard from others that her ability to control time was unmatched by anyone else.

      “What should we do about this?” asked Secilia.

      “Nothing,” Professor Incanscino said.

      “What do you mean?! We can’t do nothing?!” Secilia stood up and slammed her hands into the coffee table. “Anthony was forced to swallow some suspicious object! It might be poison!”

      Professor Incanscino nodded. “It very well might, but it’s not like we can do anything about it. Anthony’s magical resistance is simply too great for spells to work on him anymore, and without knowing what substance he swallowed, we can’t prescribe him a pill to neutralize the poison. Also, what if he didn’t swallow poison but something else? Having him take medicine for a poison that he didn’t ingest could worsen his situation.”

      “Well… that’s…”

      “It’s fine.” Anthony raised a hand to forestall Secilia from continuing. “It’s not like we can’t do anything. We just can’t do anything right now. Whoever attacked me did so for a reason. They probably want something from me, which is why they made me swallow that stuff. I suspect they’ll return to try and coerce me into doing something for them. It seems that, for now at least, we have no choice but to wait.”

      Secilia looked like she still wanted to argue. Her eyes were fiercely narrowed and her hands were clenched, but she soon sat back down with a huff and crossed her arms.

      “I hate waiting,” she pouted.

      “You’re not the only one,” Anthony said with a smile.

      Anthony didn’t enjoy knowing there was someone out there who wanted to use him. That this unknown assailant also had something to lord over Anthony made it all the more vexing. What had he been forced to swallow? What were this person’s intentions? Knowing that there was so much about this situation he remained ignorant of was enough to drive him insane, but he also knew there was nothing he could do. The most they could do was wait for his attacker to show themselves again.

      Since it looked like their conversation regarding the matter of Anthony’s attacker was concluded, Brianna turned to Professor Incanscino. “You couldn’t have known about the attack last night, which means you called us here for another reason, right? What is it?”

      “Very astute of you. That’s right. I’ve called you all here for a very specific reason. I need your help.”

      The words were spoken without preamble. Professor Incanscino held out her expensive teacup, which the maid professor filled with more coffee. At the same time, a small device on the coffee table activated. What appeared before them was a hologram projected in the air. The three-dimensional holographic image showed the visage of a young woman with stunning features, glowing eyes, and sharp canines protruding from her upper mouth.

      “This is Marianne Tepes,” Professor Incanscino announced. “She is the daughter of Elizabeth Tepes, the current matriarch of the Tepes Family and a Vampire Warlord who controls the northern portion of the Europe from Poland to Norweigh. Her territory borders the European Federation, Vlad’s territory, and Russia. Elizabeth Tepes is the weakest of the Vampire Warlords. However, she is also the staunchest advocate for peace between humans and demons. It was thanks to her tireless efforts that the many countries of the world were willing to sign the Demonic Covenant of 2122.”

      The maid professor came around the table and poured the three of them some coffee as well. She used cups made from porcelain, decorated with flower motifs, and rimmed with gold. Anthony could only shake his head at how extravagant his professor’s tea-set was, though it certainly matched the extravagant decor of the room.

      As the scent of warm coffee filled his nose, Brianna leaned forward and pierced Professor Incanscino with a frown. She was sitting on his left. Her intense expression might have caused others to freeze, but Professor Incanscino appeared unbothered.

      “Since you are talking about Elizabeth Tepes’s daughter, I assume whatever you need our help with has something to do with her?”

      “That is correct,” Professor Incanscino confirmed. “As of yesterday, Marianne Tepes disappeared while en route to Academy Island. We learned late this evening that the plane she had taken from Northern Europe was hijacked by a terrorist group known as the Sons of Liberty. Though they call themselves the Sons of Liberty, they aren’t a religious organization. They’re a human supremacist group who have made it their mission to eradicate all demons from this earth. Several years ago, their leader was believed to have been killed, and they have not resurfaced. I’m not sure why they have suddenly appeared now.”

      “What happened to Marianne?” asked Anthony.

      “Marianne managed to escape and fled into a territory in the Americas owned and operated by the Dresdon Company. The company specializes in the creation of weapons and distributes them to various militias across the Americas, though they primarily operate in the midwest. They are one of the biggest weapon distributors and turn out a huge profit every year. Marianne’s last known location was a city called Drifgate. It’s an incredibly dangerous place. It’s occupied by several different militias that are constantly vying for control over the city. Many of them have their hands in the black market, and quite a few own a variety of slave smuggling operations.”

      As he listened to his professor speak, Anthony reached out for the sugar jar, grabbed four cubes, and placed them inside of his cup, one by one. Unlike his super short teacher, he disliked black coffee.

      Sitting on either side of him, Brianna and Secilia were also drinking coffee. Brianna’s had milk and sugar in it, but Secilia’s coffee was black like Professor Incanscino’s. Anthony had once asked her why she drank black coffee. She said it was because coffee that was sweetened diminished its effectiveness, but he didn’t know how true her words were.

      “I’m sure you can see here, but Marianne is a very beautiful young woman. With her looks and bearing, there are many in that city who would want to get their hands on her.” Professor Incanscino set her teacup on an ornate plate, crossed her arms, and leaned back. “We need to find her before those militant groups do.”

      “And the reason you contacted us is because you want us to find her for you,” Secilia took a guess as to the reason they were summoned.

      Professor Incanscino nodded. “Because the Academy Island Private Security Forces are a defense force only group, they have strict limitations on what they can and cannot do. You should know this from the operation to rescue Anthony. We can send them to rescue one of our own kidnapped citizens, but we can’t do anything about another nation’s citizens. I also cannot venture outside of Academy Island right now due to personal reasons. This means the only people who can rescue her are those who have no ties to the Academy Island Private Security Forces.”

      Brianna wore a look of intense concentration. Anthony had no idea what she was thinking. However, when the redhead opened her mouth, the question she asked was one that he had never considered asking.

      “I’ve heard everything you said, and I agree that we need to rescue Marianne Tepes. However, why was she traveling to Academy Island?”

      “Do you think it could have something to do with Selene Dracul?” asked Secilia.

      “What?” Brianna turned to her.

      Understanding where this was going, Anthony informed Brianna of what happened at school the other day. “A woman named Selene transferred into my class the other day. She’s a vampire. I didn’t know it at first, but I found out shortly after that she’s Selene Dracul, the daughter of Vlad Dracul.”

      Brianna raised a hand to her mouth and bit her thumb for a moment. “So two daughters of Vampire Warlords were coming here to Academy Island. The only reason I can see for two such prominent figures to travel all this way is you, Anthony.”

      Anthony was an incubus, a being that was considered a myth by some and a monster by many. Nobody really knew much about them. However, every story about incubi spoke of their terrifying powers, which exceeded the powers even the Four Succubus Queens possessed. It was only too obvious that the two remaining Vampire Warlords would want to claim that power for themselves, and it sounded like they were using their own daughters to do it.

      “So Selene came here to seduce me. Meanwhile, Marianne came for the same reason, but she never made it to Academy Island and was instead forced into hiding somewhere in Drifgate,” Anthony said.

      “That is the most likely scenario,” Professor Incanscino agreed. “However, regardless of the reasons she came here, we cannot allow the daughter of a Vampire Warlord to die, especially when that daughter is the relative of the only Vampire Warlord who sued for peace between humans and demons. She must be rescued at all costs.”

      Silence descended upon their group. Anthony looked at the three women around him. They were pensive, expressions drawn taut. Secilia was frowning, Brianna was biting her lip, and while Professor Incanscino looked calm on the outside, she was bouncing her leg—a sign of impatience. All of them were looking at him.

      That was when he realized it.

      They were waiting for him to make a decision.

      “I guess there’s no other choice,” Anthony sighed as he stood up and looked at Professor Incanscino. “When do we leave?”

      At his words, the small professor, who seldom gave genuine smiles and had a sarcastic tongue that could cut down even the most hard-headed individual, smiled at him.

      It was a very sardonic smile.

      “Right now,” she said.
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      The Academy Island Eastern Airport was a large expanse of buildings and runways. It had been built several decades ago when Academy Island was first created. Expanding to about twenty-five square kilometers, the numerous buildings were evenly spaced apart. Looking between the buildings, it was possible to see the airplanes as they drove across the runways, either taking off or landing.

      Anthony was walking through the terminal with Brianna and Secilia in tow. Brianna was wearing a dark shirt and pants, which hid her Custodes Daemonium battlesuit. Secilia was dressed fashionably like always, with a mini-skirt, a sleeveless shirt with straps, and a black jacket that was cut off at the elbows. He was dressed in simple slacks and a t-shirt. He felt a little underdressed compared to his companions, but that was probably because both of them were hot women.

      Even though Anthony was doing his level best to rein in his pheromones, he and his companions were still attracting a lot of attention. An old man on his left tripped over his own luggage. A pair of young women stared at him as he passed. When his eyes met theirs, they giggled and looked away. He would have sighed, but just then, another young man who’d been staring at Secilia and Brianna smacked face-first into a wall.

      Anthony facepalmed.

      “Which terminal is ours?” asked Brianna.

      “Terminal D12,” Secilia answered. “It’s this way.”

      “You sure seem to know your way around,” Brianna murmured, glancing at the woman out of the corner of her eyes.

      “That’s because I had to leave Academy Island a lot,” Secilia replied. They had already gone through baggage check and security, so now they were just walking down the long terminal to reach their plane. “Director Azrael would often ask me and… and Alex to return once or twice a month. We also needed to return for checkups. Since he and I are homonculus, our bodies are very unstable and required maintenance every few months.”

      There was a hitch in Secilia’s voice as she mentioned Alex—legally her half-brother, though he was actually just a homonculus like her. Alex had died not long ago when Director Azrael forced him and Secilia to kidnap Anthony. He had helped Secilia save Anthony after the kidnapping but lost his life in the process. Secilia’s mother, or rather, her creator, also died while trying to escape.

      “Wait,” Anthony said suddenly. “Does that mean you’re in danger right now? You haven’t had a checkup in a while, and with Director Azrael gone and Nametech destroyed…”

      “You don’t have to worry about that.” Secilia shook her head and smiled. “Professor Incanscino already checked me over and said I am in perfect health. It seems I won’t need to go in for maintenance anymore either. Apparently, bonding with an incubus comes with more perks than we thought.”

      “Oh. Well, that’s good to know.”

      “Yes, it is.”

      They eventually reached their terminal, which already had a lot of people sitting in chairs or standing around. It looked like all the chairs were full. Since there was nowhere for them to sit, the three of them tried to make themselves unobtrusive next to the large glass window that stretched across most of the wall. Through it, Anthony could see the airplane they would be boarding. It was a long-nosed airplane that looked sleek and dynamic. It was more jet than plane.

      “That’s the latest model of airplane currently on the market,” Secilia said to him. “I hear it can travel much faster and higher than normal planes. It’s supposedly a lot more luxurious on the inside than other passenger planes as well.”

      “That so? Who made this plane?”

      “It was made by Tailgate Industries.”

      “Hmm…”

      It wasn’t long before the announcement was made, telling everyone that they could begin boarding. Anthony, Brianna, and Secilia lined up together with the others as the airplane attendant checked everyone’s tickets. When it was their turn, the attendant, a young woman with blonde hair and dazzling eyes, looked at him with a glazed expression.

      “Um… excuse me,” Anthony mumbled uncomfortably. “But… could you please check my ticket?”

      “Huh? Um, oh, yes. My apologies.” The woman’s cheeks turned red as she checked his ticket information. “It looks like everything checks out. Have a safe trip, Mr. Amasius.”

      “Thank you.”

      With their tickets checked, he, Brianna, and Secilia walked through the boarding ramp and entered the plane. Just like Secilia had said, the plane was a bit bigger and more luxurious than standard airplanes. The seats were wider and there weren’t as many of them. The covering was also much softer. As Anthony sat down at his designated seat in the center of Secilia and Brianna, he noticed there were plugs where he could insert a charging station for his laptop, and there was even a hover table that could be activated with the push of a button.

      Other people were also boarding. There were mothers and their children, families, businessmen, and a few demons also getting on. Anthony spotted a man with wolf ears and a buzzed head several rows down. In front and to the left was a young vampire girl kicking her feet absently. Well, she looked young, but vampires were known for being capable of changing their age, so she could have been an ancient hag for all he knew.

      “Hello, everyone. This is your captain speaking. I would like to welcome you all aboard and also say a few things before we take off…”

      Anthony stopped paying attention to the captain’s words as he spoke of safety and what to do in case of emergencies. Anyone who’d ever ridden an airplane had heard this spiel before. It was not long after the captain began speaking that he finished and the airplane began to move. As it started traveling toward the runway, Brianna gripped his hand.

      “Are you nervous?” he asked.

      “O-of course not,” Brianna muttered. “I’m a War Maiden. Why would I be nervous of flying?”

      “I never asked if you were nervous about flying,” Anthony said with a shrug. Brianna’s cheeks turned red, which caused him to chuckle as he placed his free hand over hers. “Don’t worry. I’ll be right by your side the whole time.”

      Brianna didn’t say anything, such was her embarrassment, but she did nod at him.

      As the airplane picked up speed down the runway, Anthony glanced out the window. He wondered if they would really be able to find Marianne Tepes. He also wondered what would happen if they arrived too late.
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      Felton Yohans was an old man in his late sixties, with a face that had many wrinkles, shock white hair that was slicked back, and sunspots near the top of his head. Despite his old age, his eyes were sharp like blades. He wore a sleek black business suit that cost more money than a middle-class family’s yearly salary. The wristwatch he wore was, likewise, expensive and made from gold instead of synthetic materials. Everything about his appearance screamed opulence.

      At the moment, he was sitting in front of his desk, staring at the holographic image of a middle-aged man. The man in question looked to be of Mexican descent. He had tanned skin, brown hair and eyes, and a mustache. All Felton could see of the man was his head, so he couldn’t see the man’s body.

      “I just received confirmation that the incubus has left with his harem. They will likely be arriving in Drifgate within the next six hours,” Felton said. “You know what to do.”

      “I know what you want me to do, and I will do it so long as you pay me,” the holographic head said.

      “I’ve already sent half your payment into a dummy account.” Felton raised his arm and tapped on his wristwatch, bringing up a holographic screen, which he manipulated until it displayed a rather large number. He let the man see it. “You can check the account yourself if you want.”

      “No need. If you say you’ve paid me, I’ll trust you. We’ve been doing business together for many years now, so I can afford to extend at least this much trust.”

      “Indeed. I look forward to hearing the good news, Mendez.”

      The holographic head soon disappeared as Felton canceled their communication. Now alone in his office, he leaned back and closed his eyes.

      Just a little longer. Yes, just a little bit longer now and one of his headaches would be gone for good.
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      The Drifgate National Airport was smaller than the one on Academy Island. As Anthony exited the plane with Brianna and Secilia, he immediately noticed how there were a lot fewer people coming and going, and how the terminal itself didn’t look anywhere close to being as big. There was also a distinct lack of demons at this airport. Almost every person he saw was a human, though he did notice one or two vampires loitering around.

      While the Americas did have plenty of demons residing within its borders, there was a lot more discrimination here than on Academy Island. Anthony assumed the reason for that was because of Academy Island’s purpose. As an island created for the sole purpose of researching magic and creating new magical technology, it was very demon-friendly. After all, demons were magical beings and therefore very useful when it came to creating new magical devices.

      “What should we do first?” asked Brianna as they walked through the terminal.

      “We should find a place to stay first,” Anthony said. “Preferably, that place should be close to where Marianne was last located.”

      “And then what?” Brianna asked. “Are we going to sweep through the entire city in our search for Marianne? I don’t think three people will be enough to search the whole city. Even if we had a hundred people, it would not be enough. Drifgate might be relatively small, but it still has a population of over two hundred thousand people, and it still spans a total of about one hundred square miles.”

      “You can just leave the tracking to me,” Secilia suddenly exclaimed as she jerked a thumb to herself. There was a big smile on her face. “Don’t forget that aside from being a genius inventor, I’m also a first-rate hacker. Drifgate belongs to the Dresdon Company, right? If that’s the case, I’m sure they’ll have information on Marianne.”

      “So you’re going to hack into the database of the third-largest corporation in the Americas?” Brianna looked at Secilia like she’d said something phenomenally stupid, her nose wrinkling. “You know how terrible of an idea that is, right? What if they catch you?”

      Secilia snorted. “That’s not something you need to worry about. I’ve hacked into the Academy Island Private Security Forces’ main server and didn’t get caught. Hacking into a corporation’s main server will be even easier.”

      “Well, you have confidence if nothing else,” Brianna muttered.

      “Not only am I confident, but I have the skills to back that confidence up,” Secilia said, her chest puffed up in pride.

      “That remains to be seen” Brianna replied coolly.

      Anthony didn’t speak as the two argued. It was light bickering and didn’t seem to contain any tension, which was good. While these two hadn’t been at each other’s throats lately, they didn’t really get along either; it was more like they were tolerating each other for his sake. Seeing them not arguing left him relieved.

      Like any airport, the Drifgate National Airport had several security checks. He, Brianna, and Secilia were forced to set their luggage into a scanner. Brianna’s music bag went first, followed by the carrying case Secilia had been holding, and Anthony’s small case with his truncheon went next.

      Anthony felt like needles were pricking his scalp as their bags were scanned. This security checkpoint was only their first hurdle, but it was also a big one. Their weapons were located inside of those bags. While Brianna had assured him there was no way the security of this airport would discover what they were carrying, it did not stop him from worrying.

      His worry was, fortunately, for nothing. The scanners didn’t detect anything wrong with their luggage, and they were allowed to move past the checkpoint.

      “These bags Custodes Daeminium uses are pretty amazing,” Secilia muttered as she held up her weapons case.

      “All of the luggage we use to carry weapons in is lined with mana stones that have magic formulas inscribed on them. The formulas confuse even the most advanced scanners into believing there is nothing unusual within the bags,” Brianna explained.

      “Impressive stuff,” Secilia whistled.

      “Let’s call for a taxi and have it take us to a hotel,” Anthony said, grabbing their hands and pulling them along. “We can figure out what to do once we have a place to sleep.”

      After exiting the terminal, Anthony hailed down a taxi and asked the driver to take them to a hotel that was two miles away from where Marianne was last sighted. He had to give directions based on the information Professor Incanscino had given them.

      All three of them sat in the backseat. They were a little squished together, with Anthony in the middle, but he didn’t mind. Being squished between two gorgeous women, having their soft, warm bodies pressed against him, was something he greatly appreciated. If it wasn’t sure to get him in trouble, he would have said this was something he could get used to.

      The driver, a young man who looked about twenty or twenty-two years of age, glared enviously at him from the rearview mirror.

      Anthony ignored him.

      While this wasn’t his first time traveling back to the Americas, the last two times he’d been there had not given him the chance to take in his settings. The first time was when Secilia had drugged and kidnapped him. The second was when he, Brianna, Secilia, and Brianna’s instructor, one Sarah Fortis Noel, had traveled to Nash and taken out Director Azrael of the now dismantled Nametech.

      Now that he wasn’t in a life and death situation or trying to kill someone, Anthony could see that the city they were currently was very small and kind of rustic. The buildings were much older than what he was used to. Some of them were tall, but most didn’t exceed five stories. The streets were not well-maintained either. They were in sore need of maintenance. Also…

      “There are a lot of militia members here,” Secilia said as she stared at a group of soldiers dressed in blue military fatigues walking down the sidewalk. Each one was carrying an assault rifle of some sort. Anthony didn’t know what kind, though.

      “Given their blue outfits, I believe they belong to Blue Blood,” Brianna told them. “They’re a private military force made up of vampires. I’ve heard they are owned and operated by a vampire named Emery Bluestone.”

      “They aren’t the only militia in Drifgate, right?” asked Anthony.

      “That’s right.” Brianna nodded once. “There are two other militias here that are vying for control over the city. The Pack and H.U.. The Pack is made entirely of therianthropes. The leader is… I believe it’s Valgerd Hisston. The H.U. is a human militia led by Francis Duvont. I don’t know much about them, other than their racist ideologies. Francis Duvont hates demons almost as much as the Sons of Liberty.”

      “You certainly know a lot about the militias here,” Secilia said.

      “Because unlike you, I made sure to study up on the place we were going,” Brianna shot back. “I didn’t want to travel somewhere dangerous and be caught unawares.”

      “I could have found out this information if I wanted to,” Secilia muttered. “You’re just a goodie toe shoes.”

      “What was that?!”

      “All right, you two. That’s enough. Please don’t fight. We came here for a reason, didn’t we?” Anthony looked back and forth between Brianna and Secilia. Both of them looked away when he met their respective gazes. “Let’s not argue right now. Brianna, it’s admirable that you made sure to study up on our location, but Secilia was also busy performing maintenance on our equipment. Secilia, don’t call Brianna a goodie toe shoes. Being diligent and making sure you are well-informed isn’t a bad thing.”

      “I… yes, you are right,” Brianna mumbled with a sigh. “I’m sorry. I don’t like it when people make fun of me for following protocol.”

      “I’m sorry too,” Secilia murmured. “I let my anger cloud my judgment. I think I’m just anxious. This is the first time I’ve done something like this.”

      “It’s my first time too.” Anthony smiled and placed a hand on Secilia’s leg. He wanted to rub it, but he settled for giving it a reassuring squeeze before slowly retracting his hand. “I’m also nervous.”

      “I know. Thanks.”

      Anthony and Secilia shared a smile. Brianna frowned at them both, then discreetly leaned into his side, so the two large swells of her chest could be felt against his arm. Perhaps as in instinctive response, Anthony slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her closer.

      The driver glared at him even more.

      The hotel they were driven to was not large by any means. About five stories in total, it was a building with a simple rectangular design and made from red bricks. It looked like something from the early 21st century. Hanging above the sliding door entrance was a sign that said Motel 6.

      The three of them entered the lobby and traveled to the front desk. There was no one in this lobby except for the man standing behind the reception counter. He was a plain man and looked incredibly bored as he leaned against the table. When they stopped in front of the desk, he looked up… and almost fell off his chair.

      Annoyance hit Anthony like a freight train as the man stood up and straightened, his eyes locked on the two beauties by Anthony’s side. Lust brimmed in this man’s eyes. He wasn’t even bothering to hide it, the bastard.

      “We want one hotel room,” Anthony said, directing the man’s attention to him. “We’ll probably be staying here for a few days.”

      The annoyance surging through his veins increased when he saw the loathing this man directed toward him. He understood it was because of his nature. Human men hated incubus. It was instinct. They just knew that he was a threat to their masculinity.

      Back when Anthony had actively refused his powers, being glared at by men didn’t bother him too much, but now it was something he actively disliked. He didn’t know why. Had he changed after accepting Brianna as his first bondmate? Was it something that happened slowly over the last three weeks? Anthony couldn’t pinpoint when he had changed exactly. In some ways, it felt like his change had happened over night.

      “Well?” asked Anthony, raising an eyebrow when the man didn’t say anything.

      The man twitched, then, in a condescending tone laced with anger, he said, “All of our rooms are booked.”

      That was obviously a lie.

      Anthony felt as if a red haze had been cast over him. This man was lying to him, and why? Because Anthony was an incubus and had two gorgeous women by his side. Jealousy. Lust. Greed. Perhaps it was a part of his incubus abilities, but he could feel the emotions wafting from this man like a rancid odor.

      Just as he was about to physically acost this man, Secilia stepped forward. She gave the man a flirtatious smile as she leaned over the counter. Because she was only wearing a spaghetti strap shirt, when she leaned over, it revealed a hint of her cleavage.

      “Are you sure all the hotel rooms are booked?” she asked, batting her eyes at this man.

      If Anthony weren’t so angry and possessive, he might have found the way this man’s eyes snapped over to Secilia’s and widened funny. As things stood, he did not want this man’s lustful eyes on Secilia. She was his! At the same time, he held himself back because he knew she was doing this for his sake.

      “Ah… let me… let me check,” the man mumbled as he sat back down and began typing on his keyboard. It wasn’t a holographic keyboard like the ones used on Academy Island. This one was a basic keyboard attached to a plain computer. “It looks like… I was wrong. There is… one room available.”

      “May we have it?” asked Secilia, her smile growing.

      “Ah… sure,” the man said, his cheeks flushing a dark red as he pretended to look away while discreetly eyeing Secilia chest and flat stomach.

      “Thank you,” Secilia said.

      Secilia was given the card to their room, while Brianna paid for it with a card given to her by Instructor Noel. Anthony didn’t know how much was on the card. Academy Island didn’t use cards. This had been given to them several days after they killed Director Azrael in case they ever needed to travel outside of Academy Island.

      Their room was located on the third floor. It wasn’t a penthouse suite. The room was about the size of Brianna’s bedroom. It had one king-sized bed sitting against one wall, a dresser with a basic holographic TV on the opposite wall, and a sliding door leading to a balcony at the end of the room opposite the entrance. There was also a door that led into a bathroom with a shower and toilet.

      “Haaa. That was annoying,” Secilia said as she wandered into the room, slipped out of her shoes, and flopped facefirst onto the bed. Her weapons case was still in her hands.

      “I don’t like the way that man was looking at you,” Anthony said as he also slipped his shoes off. Unlike Secilia, he didn’t head to the bed, but set the case with his truncheon on the dresser and moved over to a small table near the balcony door.

      “Feeling possessive?” asked Secilia, turning over to present Anthony with a grin.

      “Very.” He grinned back. “I was tempted to smash his head into the counter.”

      “Ha! You’ve really changed, Anthony. You would have never said something like that before. Has getting two gorgeous bondmates given you some confidence?”

      “Something like that.”

      “Well, I definitely can’t say I disapprove of this new you.”

      Brianna sighed at them as she also removed her shoes, set them off to the side, and walked into the room. She set her music case against the wall, then traveled to the bed. Perhaps because she and Secilia still weren’t on the best of terms, but she sat on the opposite side near the headboard. Placing her hands on her lap, she looked at them both.

      “Now that we’re here, we need to figure out what to do.”

      “You’re right.” Anthony nodded, but then he turned to Secilia. “What do you think?”

      “I think we should get some rest first.” Sitting up on the bed, Secilia raised her arms and stretched them out. Anthony was momentarily stunned when he saw the way her breasts jiggled and the slight hint of stomach that peeked out as her shirt rode up. “I don’t know about you two, but I’m tired.”

      “I think I have to agree with Secilia,” Brianna said, though she sounded begrudging. “If we are to find and rescue Marianne, we need to be at our best.”

      Anthony nodded. “You both make a good point. It’s already late, so the chances of finding her have decreased. We’ll get some sleep, then begin searching for her tomorrow.”

      With their decision now made, Anthony, Brianna, and Secilia took turns in the shower. It was nowhere near as sophisticated as the showers on Academy Island, but it got the job done.

      They did not shower together. That was a little disappointing, though Anthony understood why they couldn’t.

      After taking a shower, the three of them changed into their sleepwear. Anthony was merely wearing a pair of tight boxers that did little to cover the bulge between his legs. Secilia was also wearing something that looked more like sexy negligee than actual sleepwear. It was a translucent white gown. Since she had opted not to wear a bra, her breasts were visible beneath it. The only one among them who was dressed modestly was Brianna, who wore red pajamas several shades lighter than her hair.

      Crawling into bed, Anthony found himself lying between the two beauties.

      Brianna was on his right. Her cheeks were a little red, but that didn’t stop her from hugging his arm to her chest. The feeling of his arm sinking between two soft pillows was an extraordinary sensation he never tired of.

      On his other side was Secilia, who was a lot bolder than the redhead. She snuggled in close, nestling herself within his arm as she pressed her body into his torso, allowing him to feel the curve of her breasts and stomach as she rested her head on his shoulder. She also hooked a leg around his.

      As he laid there, a thought suddenly occurred to him. No, it wasn’t a thought. It was more of a… yes, it was a desire.

      “Hey, you two,” he decided to give voice to this thought. “Do you think we could—”

      “Absolutely not.”

      “Not in a million years.”

      Unfortunately, before he could finish, both girls immediately rebuked him.

      He sighed.

      So much for having a threesome.
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      The next morning found Anthony getting up bright and early. He woke up to discover that Secilia was not by his side, but Brianna was still sleeping. As he sat up, the young woman’s arm slid off his chest and fell onto his lap. She was a lot closer this morning than she had been last night. He guessed she snuggled closer sometime during the night.

      Secilia was already wide awake. She was sitting at the table, her personal computer already out as she typed away on the holographic keyboard. Lines of text that looked like unusual glyphs scrolled past the screen. He recognized the glyphs as some type of code, but he wasn’t well-versed in computer programming, so he didn’t actually know what any of those glyphs stood for.

      “Good morning, Anthony,” Secilia said without turning around. Her eyes were narrowed in concentration. “There’s some coffee over by the sink.”

      “Sink?”

      Anthony blinked several times, but then turned his head and discovered what she was talking about. A small counter embedded into the wall with a sink sat to his left. There was a small pot of coffee already prepared and two more cups, along with several packets of sugar and some plastic containers with cheap creamer.

      Carefully removing Brianna’s arm, he climbed out of bed and wandered over to the sink, grabbed several packets of sugar that he dumped into a mug, and then poured his coffee.

      “Wimp,” Secilia snorted. “Real men drink their coffee black.”

      “I guess that makes you a real man, then,” Anthony fired back.

      “Manlier than you.”

      “Say that when you aren’t screaming my name in bed.”

      Anthony wandered over to Secilia, took a sip of his coffee, then set the mug down and leaned over. He kissed her on the cheek, then rested his chin on her shoulder and looked at what she was doing.

      “What is this?”

      “I’m hacking into the Dresdon Company’s main server,” Secilia answered as her fingers flew over the keyboard. “Aaaaand… there. Heh. That was easier than I thought it would be. These American companies have really shitty security.”

      Just as she finished speaking, the many glyphs covering the monitor disappeared and what looked like a login screen replaced it. Secilia grinned as she activated a homemade program of hers, which somehow figured out the login username and password needed to access the company’s database. It didn’t take more than five seconds before she was scrolling through all the information this company had.

      “You never cease to amaze me,” Anthony breathed a sigh of admiration..

      “Flattery will get you everywhere.” Secilia beamed at him. “So be sure to flatter me a lot, okay?”

      “Yes, yes. I shall give you much flattering.” After a short moment, he switched gears. “What are you looking for?”

      “Right now I’m just looking to see if they have any information regarding Marianne,” Secilia answered as she opened a folder and began scrolling through several files. Most of them looked like reports. “Since the Dresdon Company operates out of this entire region, I figured they would have information regarding anything that happens here.”

      “Sounds solid. Let me know if you find anything.”

      “Will do.”

      Anthony moved away from Secilia, grabbed his coffee, and went back over to the bed. He took slow sips as he gazed at Brianna, who was still sleeping. She had low blood pressure in the mornings. While she could wake up quickly if the situation called for it and kept herself to a strict sleep schedule, she had a much harder time waking up than him or Secilia.

      At the moment, his first bondmate was lying on her side. Deep crimson locks splayed behind her like streams of fire. As the light hit her long tresses, causing them to sparkle like rubies, the woman shifted ever so slightly. There was a frown on her face as she groped in front of her as if searching for something. She settled down after another moment, her breathing evening out.

      Setting his coffee cup down, Anthony crawled onto the bed and moved up until he was hovering over Brianna. Her eyes were still closed. She had longer eyelashes than most girls, though they weren’t as long as his. Her lips were gently parted and tempted him to lean down and kiss them. The bedsheets had moved when she turned over, so he could see the rise and fall of her glorious chest.

      “Brianna, it’s time to wake up.”

      While Brianna did stirr at her name being called, she didn’t wake up, which didn’t surprise him.

      Lying down on his side, Anthony stroked Brianna’s cheek before leaning over and kissing her. He kissed her once, twice, three times before she released a soft sigh and opened her eyes.

      “Good morning,” she muttered with a sleepy smile.

      “Morning. You want coffee?”

      “Please.”

      Anthony gave her one more kiss before sliding off the bed and making her a cup of coffee. Like him, she couldn’t stand black coffee. Her preference was sweet. The sweeter the better. That was why he loaded her coffee with cream and sugar.

      While he was making her coffee, Brianna sat up in bed, stretching her arms above her head. Her hair was a mess. It stuck up everywhere like someone had rubbed a balloon over her head. He thought it made her look sexy. Something he loved doing was messing up her hair during sex so it had this look.

      “Thank you,” Brianna mumbled as she took the mug he offered in both hands. She seemed to enjoy the warmth of the mug because she just held it for several long seconds before taking a slow sip.

      “All right, you two,” Secilia suddenly said. “I think I found something.”

      While Brianna merely blinked like she didn’t know what the other woman was talking about, Anthony wandered over to Secilia. He placed a hand on the back of her chair. Leaning over, he stared at the monitor.

      “What did you find?” he asked.

      “Camera feedback.”

      Secilia pressed a button on her keyboard, which caused the video file she had opened to replay what appeared to be feedback from a surveillance camera. He couldn’t tell where this camera was. However, it was high up and offered something of a bird’s eye view of a street. Lots of people were walking past it.

      Anthony didn’t see anything unusual at first, and he was about to mention that, but then Secilia scrolled forward by what must have been several hours. The camera switched to night vision. There were no more people—at least, not at first.

      Anthony narrowed his eyes when he caught sight of someone running past the camera. Secilia paused it right there, then activated another program, which allowed her to zoom in on this figure.

      Young. That was the first thought Anthony had as he gazed at the silver-haired woman on the screen. Beautiful was the second word he thought of. Her unblemished face was perfectly symmetrical and featured a pair of stunning blue eyes that were glowing brightly in the camera’s lens. She had a small nose, full lips, and delicate features. It was the same face he had seen in the holographic image that Professor Incanscino showed them.

      “This is her, right?” asked Secilia.

      Anthony nodded. “That’s definitely Marianne.”

      Brianna came up to them and leaned over to get a better look. The coffee cup was still in her hands, but she seemed to have forgotten about it as she stared at the screen.

      “Where was this video filmed?” she asked.

      “There’s a security camera on East Main. The camera is attached to a bank run by the Dresdon Company. This video was the last one taken of Marianne. The time is from two days ago at around midnight, meaning it’s been two days since she was last seen. Hold on a moment.”

      Secilia closed the program she was using, then began playing the video again. Marianne’s figure darted out of the camera’s view. Then several other figures came flying in from the same direction. Secilia paused it once more.

      “These are the people who are chasing her,” she announced.
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The people who were chasing her were very familiar, as they should have been, seeing how he had seen them waltzing down the street like they owned the place just yesterday. They wore blue military fatigues. All of them had graceful figures, glowing eyes, and sharp fangs. Vampires of Blue Blood.

      “So it looks like the people after her are from Blue Blood.” Anthony rubbed his jaw.

      Brianna narrowed her eyes as she glared at the people frozen on the screen. “Where is their base located? Do you know?”

      “I don’t, but I can find out,” Secilia said.

      “Find out then,” said Brianna.

      Anthony looked at her. “Why do you want to find out where Blue Blood’s base is?”

      “Because…” Brianna nodded at the screen with her chin. “This video was taken two days ago, and it’s the last recording of Marianne that we have, which means she’s either found a really great place to hide, or…”

      “Or she’s been captured by Blue Blood.” Anthony realized where she was going with this and nodded. “Secilia?”

      “Hang on.” Secilia typed some more, biting her lower lip for several seconds before smirking. “Okay. I got it. It looks like they are located ten miles north of us, in a small urban district. Huh. It seems their base is actually just an apartment complex called Dresdon Apartments.”

      The screen changed from the video feed to a large map of the city, which looked like a network of grids and blocks. A small dot on the map showed where they were located. Several miles out was a building highlighted in orange. Anthony could only assume the building was this Dresdon Apartments, clearly owned by a certain conglomerate.

      “That name isn’t arrogant at all,” Anthony muttered.

      “Most large corporations are pretty arrogant,” Brianna said with a shrug.

      “How should we do this?” asked Secilia.

      Anthony looked back at the computer and thought for a moment. He crossed his arms, tapped his foot against the floor, and tried to think about out how they should go about rescuing Marianne.

      “There’s no guarantee Marianne is even there,” Brianna added. “I believe the first step should be to confirm whether or not they have actually captured her.”

      “And how will we do that?” asked Anthony.

      “You can just leave that to me,” Secilia exclaimed before Brianna could say anything. “Apartment complexes like this should also have surveillance cameras. This complex is owned by the Dresdon Company, and since I’m already hacked into their main server, it will be a simple matter to check.”

      Brianna looked at Secilia in shock. Perhaps she was surprised that this woman had already accomplished so much within the span of a few short hours. Anthony wasn’t as surprised. He was already well-aware of this woman’s hacking prowess.

      “Do it,” he said.

      “All right.” Secilia cracked her knuckles. “Let’s see what I can find.”

      Anthony found himself impressed as Secilia scoured through several folders in quick succession, eventually finding the one she wanted. It was a folder displaying all the recorded videos from two days ago to today, and it was only for the apartment complex that the Blue Blood militia lived in.

      After discovering the video folder, they went through each one. There were over one hundred cameras in the Dresdon Apartments. There were four in the main lobby, two for each stairwell, one for each hall, and twelve for the emergency stairwell in the back. There was also one that led into a back entrance, and another one inside of an elevator marked as staff only.

      It took about one hour to find what they wanted. Unfortunately, not even Secilia’s prodigious hacking skills could let her go through every video file and find the correct one in less time. They had to check each one.

      “There!” Secilia said in triumph. “This is them!”

      “You sure?” asked Brianna.

      “Positive. Just look.”

      The video was showing a van pulling up to the back of the apartment complex. As the van stopped, several people in blue military fatigues stepped out of the van. One of them went over to the back and opened the door. As they did, two more men came down, carrying a large sack between them.

      The sack was about the size of a human, and the way it bulged and was shaped showed that there was most definitely someone stuffed inside. It wasn’t moving. Whoever they had captured must have been unconscious or at least drugged to the point where they couldn’t move. As they continued watching, the Blue Blood members carried the sack through the back door. Secilia switched video feed to the one inside of the hallway, then the elevator. All of them showed the same thing, a group of people surrounding two more people carrying a large sack between them.

      “When was this video taken?” asked Anthony.

      “Yesterday,” Secilia answered. “It was taken yesterday about one hour before we arrived.”

      “Hmmm…”

      “Is she still there?” asked Brianna.

      “You saw it for yourself, didn’t you?” Secilia asked in return. “There hasn’t been a single person carrying anything like that since this video was recorded, and there are no videos of Marianne being led out of the apartment. That means she has to still be there.”

      Brianna was unable to refute those words. Anthony also agreed. Since there hadn’t been any indication of someone being dragged out in a bag or any videos of Marianne being led away from the apartments, she was most likely still inside of the complex.

      “Can you figure out which room number she is being held in?” asked Anthony.

      “Hold on.” Secilia typed a few more keys. “It looks like… ah, here’s the file. She was shoved into room number 303 and hasn’t come out.”

      “In that case, let’s come up with a plan to get inside,” Anthony said.

      The trio moved away from the table and sat down on the bed. Anthony sat near the headboard and crossed his legs as Brianna and Secilia formed a triangle with him. Secilia sat with her legs over the side. Brianna’s legs were crossed like his.

      “I think the first thing we should do is have Secilia find a vantage point to watch us from,” Brianna said. “Having someone who can give us long-range cover fire if we have to leave in a hurry will be invaluable, and she can keep an eye on any suspicious activity through the windows.”

      “My scope actually allows X-ray vision,” Secilia announced as she thrust out her chest. “So I will be able to do more than just look through windows.”

      “Even better,” Brianna said. “While Secilia is providing us with up-to-date information on Blue Blood’s movements, Anthony and I will sneak in from the back and try to reach Marianne’s room without getting caught. On the chance that we do get caught, we’ll be relying on you even more.”

      “Just leave it to me.” Secilia thumped a fist against her chest.

      As far as plans went, the one Brianna had come up with was pretty basic, but without knowing what sort of forces were arrayed against them, their numbers, the kind of equipment they had, and their skills, creating a more complex plan would doom them to failure. Simple plans were often more effective because they left them with room to improvise if something went wrong.

      And wasn’t there an old saying about how no plan survives first contact with the enemy?
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      A cold wind blew in from the east, buffeting Secilia’s hair as she rested atop a seven-story building. She wasn’t far from the ledge. A few steps and she’d plummet the however-many-hundred feet to the ground below. It was, quite fortunately, not cold enough that she felt like she was freezing, but at the same time, her skin still broke out in goosebumps. The reason was not the weather.

      She was staring down the sight of a large scope.

      Secilia had learned recently that there were four shooting positions for the sniper rifle: Prone, sitting, kneeling, and standing. Generally speaking, the closer a sniper was to the ground, the steadier they were, meaning the prone position was the most stable of all firing positions. That was why she was in a prone position despite using a bipod.

      The scope she used was one she had made herself. It was shaped like a rectangle and had a curve so she could comfortably fit it against her face. The soft rubber surrounding the scope kept her face from hurting, though she was still gonna have marks from pressing her face against it for so long. She hoped Adam wouldn’t joke about her looking like a raccoon after this mission was over.

      She didn’t have much.

      Hope, that is.

      Once she had fitted her face against the scope, the HUD flashed to life, not only showing her the lay of the land, but also revealing all kinds of information like distance to specific targets, wind speed, and the targeting reticle itself. People were displayed in either blue, green, or red. Blue for civilians. Green for friendlies. Red for enemies. She had also made some more recent modifications to allow the HUD to give her the trajectory her bullets would take when she fired them. It was something she had created to help hone her Foresight ability.

      It also had X-ray vision.

      At present, she was aiming her scope at a large apartment complex about six stories tall. It was made from red bricks and had about ten windows per side for each story. While it wasn’t the largest building present, it was, to her, one of the most important buildings around. The reason was because of who lived there.

      Pursing her lips, Secilia reached up the scope and pressed a small button on the side. While she couldn’t see it because her eyes were pressed against the scope, she knew that several complex magic formula had appeared along the outside, glowing a bright blue as they traveled from the barrel to her trigger. The walls of the building suddenly disappeared as if they weren’t there. Secilia, now looking at the building’s interior, could not help but grimace.

      “You two are not going to like this, but the place is swarming with vampires,” Secilia said into a communication device stuck inside of her ear.

      “How many?” asked Brianna, her voice crisp and clear.

      Secilia took a moment to do a quick headcount before she responded. “There’s definitely over a hundred.”

      “That is a lot.” That was Anthony. For reasons that bothered her, he didn’t sound concerned about the numbers arrayed against him. “We’ll be relying on you to watch our backs. Pick off anyone who try to sneak up on us.”

      “I… I will…”

      “… Are you nervous?”

      “N-no…”

      “It’s okay to be worried. I know you aren’t used to death and violence like me and Brianna. You killed Director Azrael, but that man was a monster who used you and killed your mom and brother. The rage you felt for him allowed you to overcome your reluctance to kill. However, there’s nothing like that here, nothing to block out the disgust that comes from taking another person’s life. If you don’t think you can kill them, then just keep us up to date on the movements of everyone inside.”

      Anthony’s words caused Secilia’s heart to feel at ease, making her shoulders unconsciously relax. Knowing that he understood how she felt, the worries inside of her heart which she hadn’t given voiced to, made her feel special, important. It also caused her to feel even more resolved.
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“Don’t you worry about that,” she said more confidently than before. “I won’t let you two go in there without backup.”

      “In that case, we will be counting on you,” Anthony said.

      “Can you see Marianne?” asked Brianna.

      “Give me a moment.”

      Secilia began sweeping her scope from side to side, observing the movements of the various people in the building. Several vampires were lounging around the stairs. A few more were in the various rooms. Most of them were just relaxing, like the pair inside of a room on the second-floor building who were playing video games, or the couple on the fourth floor who were having sex. As she continued checking the building, she finally found a room that was being guarded by two vampires, and inside of that room was…

      “I found her. Marianne is on the fourth floor and currently chained up in a bathtub.”

      “A bathtub? Is she okay?”

      “She’s alive. However, it looks like they have her partially submerged in water… and the water must be freezing because her entire body is shivering.”

      The girl in the tub was fortunately still dressed, so that meant they probably hadn’t violated her. Even so, there were several bruises on her face, cuts on her arms, legs, and even a larger cut that ran across her chest. The bathwater she was submerged in had long since been stained a light red. About the only good thing Secilia could see was that her eyes were open, though even her pupils were trembling in what seemed like fright or maybe pain.

      “It must be a type of purified water,” Brianna said. “A long time ago, humans used to think water was a vampire’s weakness. That isn’t quite true. However, if you purify water with holy spells that invoke the powers of gods, you can indeed create a water that is toxic to vampires. There are also a number of herbs that can be used to a similar effect. These vampires are most likely using herbs instead of holy water. It’s not as effective, but it will keep her body from healing.”

      As always, Brianna seemed to be a font of knowledge. Secilia had to admire how much the girl knew about Magic Catastrophes, demons, and other subjects related to her job as a member of Custodes Daemonium, but at the same time…

      “I didn’t need a lecture. Thanks.”

      “I was just trying to be helpful!”

      “Knock it off, you two. Secilia, don’t antagonize Brianna.”

      “Yes, dear,” Secilia muttered, a small smile curling her lips.
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      “Yes, dear.”

      Anthony twitched at the pet name Secilia had just called him. He knew she was calling him that because she thought it would annoy him. Sadly for him, she was right.

      “I swear… that woman is one of the rudest people I know,” Brianna muttered bitterly. Then, in an even quieter voice, added, “I was only trying to be helpful.”

      “That’s just how she is,” Anthony said with a smile.

      Brianna glared at him. “You’re very fond of her.”

      “Of course. I love her.” Anthony shrugged, slowly, and then glanced at the woman beside him. “I also love you.”

      Bright redness stained Brianna’s cheeks as she looked away. “Now isn’t the time for that.”

      She was right. Now was not the time for this kind of banter. Taking a deep breath, Anthony breathed in the polluted scent of the city, centering him, and then breathed out.

      He was ready.

      Anthony and Brianna were standing in an alley not far from the hotel that had become Blue Blood’s hideout, though he wasn’t sure if the word “hideout” was appropriate since they seemed to be advertising that this was their base. They could see the front lobby from where they were hiding. A pair of guards holding guns guarded the front door. No one was entering and no one was exiting, meaning the place was probably under lockdown. That was perfect since it meant all they needed to do was walk in.

      “Should we go through the front or the back?” asked Anthony.

      “Let’s go in through the front,” Brianna said as she stepped out of the alley, music case in hand. “Sneaking in won’t do any good. Vampires have incredible senses. The only reason we were able to get the drop on those vampires in Nash was because there were a lot of humans in that casino. There won’t be any humans inside here. They will sense us the moment we enter.”

      “Fair point,” Anthony agreed.

      He stepped out of the alley and followed Brianna across the street.

      The two guards spotted them right away and raised their guns, a pair of rifles, at him and Brianna.

      “Hold it! This place belongs to Blue Blood. If you don’t want to get rekt, then you’d better just—”

      That was as far as the vampire got before Brianna blitzed forward like she had springs on her feet. Her blade was a mere flash of light as she swung it in a downward stroke the cleaved through the vampire, gun and all. The wound was bad. It went straight through the man’s clavicle, destroyed his ribs, and sliced apart his internal organs. He was dead before he even hit the floor.

      “Holy—”

      The other vampire tried to fire on Brianna, but Anthony was there, bashing him in the face with his truncheon. He didn’t even use Physical Enhancement this time. Even so, a cracking sound echoed around him as the vampire’s neck snapped. His body jerked back, struck the ground hard, and twitched several times before going still.

      All around them, people who’d been giving the building a wide birth stopped, stared for several seconds, and then beat a hasty retreat. No one screamed, however. These people were probably used to violence.

      Anthony and Brianna paid no attention to the civilians as they entered the hotel through the front door, which led to a lobby currently occupied by several vampires. Anthony counted four in total. Two of them were sitting on a pair of chairs and looked like they were playing a card game, one was sitting on the receptionist counter, and the last one was drinking what seemed to be a blood packet.

      The vampires froze when he and Brianna walked in.

      He and Brianna did not freeze.

      Activating Physical Enhancement, Anthony rushed toward the pair sitting in the chairs. Blue lines glowed with otherworldly luminescence along his body like the circuits of a motherboard. Instantly, Anthony could feel his strength rising, feel his body becoming more durable, faster, stronger, better. There was no visible change to his physique. His muscles did not bulge. Veins did not pop out on his skin. Only the glowing blue lines appeared to signify his sudden rise in physical prowess.

      Now that his physical abilities were enhanced, Anthony’s speed received a dramatic increase, his body blurring as though he had become one with the wind.

      The vampire sitting on the chair to his left didn’t stand a chance. Anthony appeared within a blur of motion, his form wavering before their eyes like a ghost before fully solidifying. Before the vampire could even stand up, he struck him in the face with a truncheon. The loud sound of something hard and metallic meeting skull preceded the explosion of gore that followed. Blood, bones, and brain matter flew everywhere from the impact. Not only did the attack cause the vampire’s head to explode, but his body was also sent tumbling to the ground. It jerked and spasmed as though it was having seizures before going still.

      Anthony had already turned to the other vampire.

      By this point in time, the other vampire was able to scramble to his feet, but that only made him an easier target. Anthony darted forward and struck the man square in the chest. What happened this time was even more incredible. The man’s chest seemed to cave inward for a moment, then a hole suddenly appeared as the organs, ribs, muscle fibers, and spine exploded from his back. Like his companion, the attack was powerful enough that he was sent flying backward. He slammed into the wall, cracking it, then slid down.

      Anthony took in a deep breath, held it, and released it.

      Damn. That was pretty amazing, wasn’t it? He’d just defeated two vampires in less time than it took to blink. Even back when he was Lilith’s bondmate, his strength had not allowed him to kill a vampire that fast. He was so much stronger now than he was back then that it wasn’t even funny.

      Hadn’t he actually… become kind of a badass now?

      “Hey, Anthony! What are you doing?! Let’s hurry up!”

      Anthony’s thoughts ground to a halt as he turned around to find Brianna standing beside the door, looking annoyed that he was just standing there. He looked over at the two vampires Brianna had killed. One of them had been decapitated, but the other looked like he had been bisected. There was a long trail of blood leading from one body part to the other, as if Brianna had moved so fast the blood had been forced to travel along in her wake.

      He looked back at Brianna.

      Damn. His bondmate was even more badass than him!

      “Anthony! The vampires know we’re here! If we don’t hurry, we’re gonna have more trouble on our hands!” Brianna said, tapping her double-bladed sword against the ground.

      “Coming!” Anthony called out as he ran up to her.

      They traveled past the lobby and into a hallway. Just as Brianna had predicted, their presence had already been sensed. Two vampires were inside of the hallway and pointing a pair of submachine guns at them. The moment he and Brianna appeared, they opened fire.

      Anthony was about to dodge, but Brianna stepped in front of him and began spinning her sword so quickly all he could see were flickers of light. Strange sounds not unlike hailstones pelting a window echoed within the hall. He didn’t know what those sounds were… until he looked at Brianna’s feet and noticed the bullets dropping to the ground. He looked back at Brianna, whose face was a mask of concentration.

      Holy shit.

      She was blocking bullets with her sword.

      That was badass.

      While Anthony would have loved to simply admire how amazing his bondmate was, he could hear shouts coming from further down the hall, meaning more vampires would arrive soon.

      “Secilia, we could use some cover fire right about now!”

      “Don’t worry. I’ve got you, fam.”

      At that moment, four more vampires appeared in the hallway. They began shouting as soon as they saw Anthony and Brianna.

      “Who the fuck are these two?!”

      “I don’t know! They just appeared out of nowhere and attacked us!”

      “Who cares who they are?! Kill them!”

      The vampires who just entered pulled firearms from their own persons and prepared to take aim. Just then, before any of them could open fire, the sound of shattering brick echoed around them. Blood splattered against the wall and one of the vampires jerked as they were sent down, their body sprawling on the ground.

      There was a massive hole in his head.

      “What the—” another vampire tried to say, only to jerk as a large hole was blown through her torso. She stared at the gaping hole, then fell backward and hit the ground with a thump.

      The other vampires panicked.

      “Shit! They have a fucking sniper!”

      “Who the hell are these people?!”

      Because they were panicking about the sniper, the vampires had stopped shooting at them, which meant Anthony and Brianna had free rein to go wild.

      With Brianna in the lead, the two of them plowed into the remaining four vampires. Brianna was like a whirlwind, her blade spinning like the propellers of a helicopter. Each swing of her Geminius Sword removed something—an arm, a leg, a head. Screams echoed all around as she killed three vampires in less time than it took to blink.

      Anthony killed the other one. Before Brianna could attack him, Anthony had pulled out his truncheon and bashed the vampire on the head. With Physical Enhancement, the vampire didn’t stand a chance. His skull caved in, his spine collapsed, and his body was slammed into the floor like he’d been struck by a meteorite. Even the floor dented around his body.

      “Let’s keep going,” Brianna said. “We have to reach the fourth floor quickly.”

      “I’m right behind you.”

      Anthony and Brianna rushed down the hall and reached the elevator, which opened barely a second after they arrived. There were four more vampires inside. All four of them were armed to the teeth.

      While the Geminius Sword could easily cleave through all matter as though it was butter, doing so would break the elevator, and the last thing they needed was for the elevator to not work.

      That was why Anthony charged in before Brianna could react.

      His first attack was a simple straight jab that caught a vampire in the throat… and crushed his throat with shocking ease. The vampire began choking as he stumbled against the elevator wall. In the meantime, Anthony spun around and swung his truncheon, catching another vampire in the face. A loud scream issued from the vampire’s mouth as the entire right side of her face was torn, the bones shattered, and her muscle fibers exposed. She died seconds later.

      The other two were fast to react. Both of them had sharpened nails that looked like they could easily flay flesh from bones, which grew longer with every passing second. The one on Anthony’s left swung his right arm down. The attack struck Anthony in the back, causing him to grunt, but there was surprisingly no blood. What broke was not Anthony’s back but the vampire’s claws.

      Shocked beyond all belief, the vampire stared at his destroyed claws. It would be the last thing he saw before Anthony slammed the truncheon so hard into his throat that the long cylinder penetrated the front and extended out the back.

      Anthony yanked the truncheon out, causing blood to splatter everywhere, then spun around and swung the weapon upward from his left to the right, tearing through the last vampire’s jaw, face, and skull. The attack was so powerful that the vampire was lifted into the air, striking the ceiling, then landing on the ground in a broken heap.

      As Anthony took several deep breaths, Brianna stepped into the elevator. She looked around at the bodies, grimaced, and looked at him.

      “That was excessively violent.”

      He shrugged. “What else was I supposed to do?”

      Brianna didn’t say anything to refute him, but it wasn’t like she could. With a sigh, she helped him throw the bodies out of the elevator, pressed the button for the fourth floor, watched the elevator doors close, and stood beside Anthony.

      A moment of silence ensued.

      “The strength of your Physical Enhancement spell is ridiculous,” Brianna said at last.

      “You think so?” asked Anthony.

      “I know so.” Brianna furrowed her brow. “The more mana a person can pump into their body, the greater their physical abilities become after activating Physical Enhancement. You have enough mana now to be on par with a vampire noble. What’s more, your body is apparently able to hold a lot of manga. I shudder to think of how strong you’ll be after you bond with five more women.”

      Anthony didn’t say anything to that, not because he didn’t want to, but because the idea of finding five more women simply sounded daunting. He didn’t want to bond with just any woman. At the same time, the only woman right now he could imagine himself bonding with was his diminutive professor.

      And that probably wasn’t going to happen.

      “There will probably be a lot of vampires waiting to ambush us on the fourth floor,” Brianna said.

      “Probably,” Anthony agreed. Then he activated his communicator. “Secilia, we’re going to need more cover fire soon.” He waited for her to answer but got no response. “Secilia?” Still no response.

      Anthony swore and was just about to shout into the communicator when the elevator door opened and a hail of bullets met them.

      Anthony acted before his mind could even process what he was doing. He shoved Brianna behind him and activated Physical Enhancement to its limit, pushing his body well past the threshold. The vibrant blue lines began glowing even brighter, until they were so bright it was nearly impossible to look at them directly. He didn’t know if this would work. He was afraid he’d be pumped full of holes. However, it was the only thing he could think of doing.

      A strange sound like small ice shards pinging off a window echoed all around Anthony as he crossed his arms and covered his face. He felt dozens of tiny objects hitting his arms, legs, and torso, only to bounce off and fall to the floor. After a moment, the sounds and sensations stopped. Anthony lowered his arms.

      There was a moment of silence. Anthony looked at the vampires standing in the hallway. There were twelve of them. All of them were carrying firearms. Each one of them had a stupefied expression on their faces like they couldn’t understand what was happening.

      After gazing at the vampires, Anthony looked down at the objects littering the ground. He recognized them as bullets. They were standard bullets fired from normal guns. There was absolutely nothing special about them, save the fact that they looked like something had crushed them.

      Finally, he turned his gaze to Brianna.

      “Bri, I think I might be bulletproof,” he said with the gravity of someone who had just discovered a shocking universal law.

      “It… certainly seems that way, yes,” Brianna said with a slow nod. She looked like even she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

      A glint suddenly appeared in Anthony’s eyes as he turned around and looked at the vampires, who all took a step back. He took one step forward, and then burst into the hallway, catching the nearest vampire with his hand, lifting them, and slamming them into the floor. The vampire struggled for a moment, but Anthony squeezed and made the vampire’s skull caved in. His enemy only gave a few more jerks before his body went still.

      Anthony looked up at the vampires in front of him, smiled, and then proceeded to massacre them.
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      Marianne continued to shiver as she lay in the tub filled with water and herbs that kept her body from healing. Injuries such as these were not enough to kill her. However, the sharp pain searing her body as the chains grinding against her, aggravating her wounds, elicited whimpers of pain from her lips.

      It had only been a day since her capture, but she was already beginning to wish she was dead. Her body ached, her soul ached, and all thoughts on her reason for traveling had fled her. She wanted to go back home. She wanted to go back to her mother.

      Marianne knew a little about hardship. She understood suffering. Even so, she’d never personally suffered injustices like this before. It was true that her mother was the weakest of the Vampire Lords, but that did not mean just anyone could attack her. Unlike Vlad and Caine, her mother had formed strong relationships with the neighboring provinces and even had a semi-decent relationship with the Beast King of Russia. Maybe Caine and Vlad were stronger than her physically, but her mother had the backing of a lot more people.

      As thoughts of her mother flitted through her mind, loud shouting rang out from outside the bathroom. She couldn’t hear what they were saying. She tried to struggle a little, but it was no use. She was too tired. Her body was too sore. She could barely even think. Even her vision was beginning to grow dark. Just how long had she clung to consciousness anyway?

      Just then, a loud sound shattered the din of her mind. She blinked in shock as something crashed into the wall on her left. It looked like a person! That person disappeared after they fell to the floor. She couldn’t even raise her head to look at whoever had fallen. Seconds after that, a figure appeared in front of her. It was a person. A man.

      He was beautiful.

      His brown hair was messy, the kind of “just got out of bed and tousled my hair to fix it” look that a lot of men went for but few could pull off. It looked luxurious and soft like the finest silk money could buy. She just wanted to run her fingers through that hair.

      He had intense browns eyes that were currently laced with concern. Those eyes rocked her soul. She wondered if he was concerned for her. That was a pleasant thought. His eyes were dark and beautiful. The intensity within them made her body feel warm despite being soaked in cold water.

      His body was currently covered in fresh blood, making her wonder what had happened. Was he injured? She wanted to ask him if he was okay, but the moment this thought crossed her mind, a memory appeared. It was the memory of when she last saw her mother.

      This person was familiar to her.

      She knew him.

      Well, she knew of him.

      “Hey, are you okay?” asked the man. “Sorry. Dumb question. Hold on just a moment. I’ll undo those chains and get you out of here.”

      “Anthony…” she whispered.

      The last thing she saw before darkness claimed her was Anthony’s eyes widening in shock.
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      Anthony had no idea how long this girl had been suffering, but as Marianne passed out either from exhaustion, fear, or something else, he felt a red haze fall over his vision.

      He would never consider himself altruistic. Anthony wouldn’t help just anyone out of the goodness of his heart. Helping others was a form of self-satisfaction. It made him feel good when he helped people, which was why he sometimes offered others a hand, but he wouldn’t just help someone because he could.

      Yet seeing what happened to this poor girl made him angry.

      Inexplicably so.

      Thanks to Physical Enhancement, breaking the chains wrapped around this girl was easy. He grabbed them and then yanked. The chains snapped and shattered like they were made of ice. Now free, the girl's arms and legs began floating on the water.

      Anthony scooped the girl into his arms. He cradled her as one might their own child. She was soaking wet and freezing cold. As he held her to his chest, the front of his shirt and even his pants became thoroughly drenched in water, but there wasn’t much he could do about that. With the unconscious girl dangling in his grasp, he turned around and looked at Brianna.

      “I’ll be relying on you for protection, Bri.”

      “I know. Don’t worry. I won’t let a single vampire get past me.”

      Anthony nodded, then tried to reach Secilia one more time. “Secilia? Are you there?”

      No response.

      The lack of response shook Anthony to his core. He couldn’t figure out a single reason Secilia wouldn’t respond to him. She wasn’t dead. When he searched inside himself, he could still feel her there, but that was all he could feel. He couldn’t tell what her emotional state was. It was like a blank slate.

      The fact that all he could feel from her was darkness was what worried him the most. Had she been knocked unconscious? If so, then how? By who? The idea that someone had attacked her formed in the back of his mind and refused to let go.

      Shoving those thoughts aside because he knew they wouldn’t help right now, Anthony followed Brianna as she led him out of the bathroom, passed the bedroom, and into the hallway. They passed numerous broken bodies, destroyed furniture, and busted down walls. This was the result of Anthony going on a rampage after discovering normal bullets couldn’t hurt him anymore.

      They went back down to the first floor, though they took the stairs this time. Neither of them had any idea how many vampires were left. Even so, since they had accomplished their goals, there was no reason to remain there.

      No one was waiting to ambush them as they traveled through the hall. Unfortunately, the moment they arrived in the lobby, the pair was forced to stop as they found over a dozen vampires standing there, weapons in hand and pointed at them.

      In front of this group was a man who didn’t look a day over twenty, though Anthony knew he was probably much older. He had dark hair, pale skin, and glowing green eyes. Large canines extended from his upper lip. He was dressed in black slacks, a white shirt, and a casual business jacket. He was also holding a weapon that Anthony didn’t recognize.

      “You two sure made a huge mess of my place,” said the man standing in front of everyone else. “I don’t know who you idiots think you are, but I suggest you hand that girl back over to me. If you do, I’ll be sure to make your deaths painless.”

      Anthony narrowed his eyes. “Are you Emery Bluestone? The leader of Blue Blood?”

      “Who cares?” Emery—or who Anthony thought was Emery—spread his arms wide. “Who I am shouldn’t matter to someone who’s about to be dead. Now hand over the girl.”

      “I refuse,” Anthony said. At that moment, Brianna stepped forward, spun the Geminius Sword around, and adopted a sword stance with her feet spread shoulder-width apart.

      The members of Blue Blood seemed to recognize her weapon, for a lot of them stepped back in fear, and even Emery looked warily at the blade.

      “B-Boss… I think that’s the sword used by War Maidens of Custodes Daemonium!”

      “Shit! What is a member of that organization doing here?!”

      “This is not good. This is really not good. I’ve heard from several people that War Maidens of Custodes Daemonium are capable of defeating hordes of vampires within seconds. I feel like we’ve bitten off more than we can chew here.”

      “All of you shut up!” Emery screamed. “Who cares who this woman is?! She is stealing our valuable product! And I want her dead! Now kill her!”

      Product? These people saw Marianne as a product? As in something to be sold to a customer? Did that mean they were going to sell her on the black market?

      Slavery was not unusual in the Americas or even some of the more civilized countries in Europe. Anthony had also read that slavery was very common in Eurasia and certain parts of Africa. But reading about slavery second hand was completely different from this.

      Hearing how this man saw Marianne caused Anthony’s anger to spike, and he wasn’t the only one. Brianna’s lips were now drawn into a thin line. The blue lines along her body glowed even brighter seconds before she pushed off the ground and rushed forward before the vampires had time to react.

      Emery Bluestone was the first to fall. He tried to stumble back, but Brianna was already swinging her sword. The Geminius Sword sliced through his neck with ease, splitting up open, causing blood to spill out like a broken fountain. The man gurgled and fell backward, his body flopping like a fish out of water.

      The other vampires were a second too slow to react, which allowed Brianna to kill two more people before they opened fire.

      As screams rang through the air, everyone seemed to forget about Anthony, who backed away from the battle so he could protect Marianne in case someone tried something. Fortunately, no one did. Even if they remembered he was there, they had no chance to even aim at him thanks to Brianna.

      The redhead was fierce as she cut down the vampires in her way. She swung her blade, removing an arm, then leaped back as someone fired at her. The bullet meant for her penetrated the chest of a vampire instead. As the shot vampire went down, Brianna rotated in midair like a corkscrew and swung her sword, slicing through the gun that had been fired with ease. Not only did she slice through the gun, she even took a couple of fingers as payment. As the vampire screamed in shock and pain, Brianna killed him by relieving his head from his shoulders.

      Something Anthony noticed about Brianna’s fighting style was that it involved removing limbs. She mostly aimed for the arms and head, which he guessed was because they were easier to swing at with a double-bladed weapon than the legs. Her style was also accrobatic. Lots of jumping, leaping, and twirling was involved. It was graceful, deadly, and above all, beautiful.

      A beautiful dance of death.

      It did not take much time for her to defeat the vampires under Emery Bluestone’s command. The reason was not that they were weak, but because Brianna was so strong. The forces arrayed against them had been turned vampires, which were much stronger than a human, but weaker than Brianna when she was using Physical Enhancement. What’s more, she had the Geminius Sword, which allowed her to sever anything it cut at the molecular level with spatial magic.

      Two vampires tried to gang up on Brianna. They attacked from either side, neither realizing their death was at hand as Brianna spun on the balls of her feet and extended the Geminius Sword. The weapon bit into their chests. Blood sprayed from the wounds as they stumbled back, crying in pain, then Brianna took a step toward them and thrust her sword into the chest of one vampire. Her attack pierced his heart. The other vampire was killed when she removed the sword, spun, and cut his body in half from the waist.

      The vampires Brianna had yet to slaughter quickly fell into despair. It was clear on their faces, which were drained of blood, with wide eyes and lips twisted in a rictus of horror.

      However, one of them spotted Anthony in the back and seemed to have the idea to attack him. In that instant, the vampire rushed toward him as Brianna was dealing with the remaining three. He raised his clawed hand as though to gouge Anthony’s flesh from his face.

      Anthony activated Farsight. The vampire in front of him immediately became two, the bodies splitting apart as though performing osmosis. Two then became three. However, before three could become four, Anthony narrowed his eyes and focused his willpower and mana, channeling it into Farsight with laser point precision.

      The three figures immediately became two again. The first vampire, which was actually a projection of what his enemy would do .5 seconds into the future, brought his clawed his down. Anthony moved. After he moved, the real vampire’s attack sliced through the area where he had been standing.

      While the vampire was staring at the space in front of him with wide eyes, Anthony spun around and leaped into the air, activating Physical Enhancement as he launched a kick at the creature. His attack struck the vampire in the face. It was so strong that a loud cracking sound echoed around the room as the vampire’s neck twisted at an angle it wasn’t supposed to. The vampire spun around, tumbled to the ground, and remained there.

      Anthony landed back on his feet.

      It was not at all long before Brianna stood in the middle of a scene of bloody carnage, her breathing a tad heavy, shoulders shaking a little from exertion. With her crimson hair falling around her and her eyes narrowed, she looked like a war goddess who had descended from the heavens to smite her foes. Anthony didn’t like violence or anything. Even so, he could not help but find Brianna unbearably attractive at that moment.

      “That was really amazing.” Anthony stepped up to Brianna and smiled at her.

      She smiled back. “Thank you. Now… let’s hurry. I don’t know if there are any more vampires, but I’d rather not stick around to find out.”

      Anthony agreed, and together they left the apartment complex and raced back into the alley they had originally come from. There was no one on the street when they arrived. Maybe the people who’d seen what happened to the guards had warned everyone away, or maybe most people simply avoided this block because they knew Blue Blood operated out of this hotel. Either way, it made hiding in the alley across the street much easier.

      “Secilia?” Brianna said, activating her communicator. “We’ve rescued Marianne now. Come back down and meet us in the alley. Secilia?”

      No response.

      “She hasn’t been answering any of my calls either,” Anthony said in a worried voice.

      “Hold on,” Brianna said. “Wait right here. I’m going to check the building she was using to monitor us from.”

      “Mmm.”

      Anthony remained where he was as Brianna disappeared into the building that Secilia had been using as a vantage point to observe the Blue Blood base. It was the building on their left, which made up part of the alley. As he stood there, the vampire girl began sliding out of his grip because of how slick she was, but he hurried to readjust his hold on her, causing her legs to flop and one of her arms to fall from her chest.

      Since it looked like he might be there a while, Anthony used this moment to study the girl in his arms, noting her fine and noble features. The first and most obvious feature was her silver hair. It wasn’t white or any such dull shade. Pure and vibrantly silver, it was long enough to reach the middle of her back, and although it was currently soaking wet, it appeared softer than the finest silks.

      Her eyes were closed, so he couldn’t see what color they were. She had long eyelashes that were the same silver as her hair. Her fine eyebrows were similarly silver. Sitting between her eyes was an adorable button nose that gave her face a very young appearance. Soft and lush lips appeared underneath her nose, and she had a rounded chin that once more made her seem young. He wondered how old she was. Anthony had never asked Professor Incanscino for Marianne’s age since it hadn’t mattered at the time, but now…

      “Anthony?” Brianna’s voice came over the communicator, snapping him out of his thoughts.

      “What is it? Did you find her?”

      “No. She’s not here. The only thing here is her gun. It’s like she vanished.”

      Brianna’s words sent a cold chill into his heart, piercing it with a savage strength that threatened to topple him. He mastered himself by taking a slow breath.

      “She’s still alive,” he said in a whisper. “I can still feel her through the bond, though I’m not getting anything distinct.”

      “Can you find her through the bond?”

      Anthony shook his head even though he knew she couldn’t see it. “No. I can sense yours and her emotions to some degree, but I have yet to be able to locate you through it. I can only sense that she’s still alive.”

      There was a prolonged silence from Brianna, who was probably thinking about his words and coming up with a suitable response.

      “Let’s go back to our hotel room,” she said. “Once we get back, we can figure out a way to locate Secilia.”

      Anthony gritted his teeth as he agreed with her proposal. There was not much they could do right now. Even so, leaving when he knew Secilia was probably in danger, when she had likely been kidnapped by some unknown third party, made self-disgust well up inside of him.

      What good was all this power he now had if he couldn’t even protect the women he loved?
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      There was an awkward silence in the air as Anthony and Brianna sat in the back of a taxi. Of course, the reason for that was the driver. He kept staring at Anthony from the rearview window… or rather, he kept staring at the unconscious vampire woman resting on his lap. He was holding her tight, letting her head rest on his shoulder.

      After rescuing Marianne and finding out that Secilia was missing, Anthony and Brianna had decided to return to their hotel. They had no idea where Secilia was right now. Furthermore, they couldn’t do anything with Marianne there.

      They had changed Marianne’s clothes into something less uncomfortable. The once soaking wet girl was now dressed in a simple button-up blouse and leggings. She was also dry. Her body was still cold, but now that she wasn’t wet, they hoped she would wake up soon. Fortunately, the cuts on her body had stopped bleeding. So long as no one looked too closely, they wouldn’t see her injuries.

      The last thing they needed was people thinking they were torturing some poor, unfortunate girl.

      Marianne shifted on his lap suddenly, wiggling her butt against him as she snuggled deeper into his body. He thought she might be attempting to warm herself up with his body heat. She sniffed a few times after burying her face into his neck like she was smelling him. Anthony kept his hands around her waist to keep her from sliding off.

      Brianna pouted. “She seems comfortable.”

      “Sorry,” he said with a chagrined smile.

      “You don’t have to apologize. I’m not jealous.”

      “I never said you were.”

      “H-hmph.”

      They soon arrived at the hotel they were staying at. Brianna thanked the taxi driver and paid him a hefty sum as Anthony stepped out of the hovercar, shifting the woman in his grip until he was carrying her like a princess. Since she was still dead weight, she felt heavier than she should have.

      When they entered the hotel, the receptionist, who was the same man they spoke to when they first arrived, looked up from what he was doing. His eyes locked onto Marianne, going wide with shock.

      “I’m afraid our friend here had a little too much to drink,” Anthony said with an easy smile.

      “Uh… uh huh,” the man said.

      “We should let her lie down,” Brianna added as she moved ahead of Anthony.

      No longer paying attention to the receptionist, Anthony moved toward the elevator with Brianna, entered, and exited after reaching their floor. They were soon walking into their hotel room. After slipping off his shoes using his feet, Anthony wandered up to the bed and set Marianne down.

      He looked at her for a moment. Her silver hair was arrayed against the bed, haloing her body as each strand glimmered in the light. She didn’t have a large chest. Her body was lithe, with thin legs, arms, and a small waist. That said, her body carried a gracefulness to it that shone through even while she was unconscious.
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After resting her music case against the wall, Brianna sat down at the table, leaned back in her chair, and crossed her arms.

      “Now that we’re back, we need to figure out how to find Secilia,” she said.

      “I think I can find her using the bond now,” Anthony admitted. “It just might be a bit harder since she’s unconscious. I can normally feel her emotions loud and clear when I focus, but now, all I can feel is a slight connection telling me she’s alive.”

      Slowly nodding as she heard this, Brianna said, “Have you ever used the bond like that before?”

      Anthony shook his head. “I’ve only used it to occasionally check on you and Secilia before. It doesn’t give me your location, but it can give me a general idea of where you two are in relation to me.”

      “In that case…” Brianna furrowed her brow. “The question we need to ask ourselves now is: who could have taken Secilia and why?”

      “I don’t know about the who, but I think I have a good guess as to why.” When Brianna tilted her head at him in obvious confusion, he gave her a wry smile. “I’m certain whoever kidnapped Secilia knows I’m an incubus. They are probably going to contact us shortly, stating I should meet them alone if I want to see Secilia again. After that, I imagine they will try to kidnap me, or maybe they will attempt to kill me.”

      “That seems like a plausible theory, but now I’m wondering who these people are.” Brianna bit her juicy lower lip. “Could they be working for one of the powerful factions that found out your identity? If so, which faction?”

      There were numerous factions in this world who might want to kidnap Anthony for their own reasons. Selene Dracul was attempting to curry favor with him. Marianne had been on her way to Academy Island for the same reason. Thanks to his time as Lilith’s bondmate, Anthony had met many important political figures in the world today. For all he knew, the people after him could be related to one of the Succubus Queens.

      “I don’t know, but it doesn’t matter who they are working for.” Anthony felt a grim smile tugging at his lips. “They stole Secilia from me, so I’m not going to let them off. I’ll be sure to pry the information from their lips when I meet these people.” At that moment, a shifting noise came from the bed, and Anthony glanced over at Marianne. “For now, we should do something about this girl.”

      He sat down at the edge of the bed and gazed at the beautiful woman with silver hair and noble features.

      Brianna was also looking at the girl.

      “Since she’s a vampire, feeding her blood should help her recover faster.” Brianna stood up and made her way over to the bed, stopping next to him, her expression pensive. “That said, I don’t know what the blood of an incubus will do to a vampire.”

      “I guess we’re about to find out,” Anthony said as he slid off the bed and turned around to face the girl.

      “You’re going to feed her blood?”

      “Yes.”

      Brianna went silent as Anthony brought his forearm over to Marianne, letting it hover just above her mouth. Once more the girl began sniffing as though she could smell something delicious. Her cute nose wiggled as she lifted her head from the bed.

      “Vampires have an acute sense of smell,” Brianna said as she watched the girl open her mouth and bite down on Anthony’s arm. Blood gushed around her mouth as she sank her fangs into his flesh. “I was told by Instructor Noel that a vampire can smell blood from several dozen miles away and is able to differentiate between different people’s blood even when they are mixed together.”

      Anthony nodded as he watched Marianne drink his blood. She made some unusually cute noises that seemed at odds with what she was doing. As if just drinking his blood wasn’t enough, she reached out and grabbed his arm, bringing it closer to her mouth as she let her head fall back onto the pillows.

      “Doesn’t that hurt?” asked Brianna.

      “Hmm… yeah, a little,” Anthony admitted. “But it’s nowhere near as bad as falling from a ten-story building.”

      Anthony was, of course, referring to the time when he and Brianna had been fighting against Frederick Bloodstone. Brianna must have understood his reference because a wry smile tugged at her lips. She then turned back to look at the woman currently drinking his blood.

      As she continued sucking on his arm, the wounds on Marianne’s body began vanishing, one after another. The smaller cuts closed up quickly. Even the large cut on her chest, which he could just catch a glimpse of through her blouse, also sealed shut with a soft hiss.

      “I’m always impressed by a vampire’s regeneration ability.” Anthony watched as the wounds on her arms were healed. It was like watching a holographic recording playing in reverse. “So long as they have enough mana, they can heal any injuries no matter how grave. I’m guessing Marianne didn’t have much mana when we rescued her.”

      “Probably. Oh. It looks like she’s waking up.” Brianna gestured toward the woman.

      Turning his complete attention to Marianne, Anthony watched as her eyes slowly fluttered open. She had the most brilliant pair of blue eyes he had ever seen in his life. They glowed like incandescent balls of blue fire and had the beauty of precious gems. She blinked several times, still not fully aware of her situation. Her eyes went to the arm in her mouth, traveled up the arm to his shoulder, and then landed on his face.

      “Um… hello,” Anthony said uncertainly. “I’m sure you’re wondering what’s going on here. There’s a perfectly logical explanation for all this.”

      The girl’s eyes widened before she released his arm with a startled cry, rolled across the bed, and flew backward. Anthony and Brianna leaped to their feet as the girl flew to a corner of the room and pressed her back against the wall. She was several feet above the ground. Her hands and feet were pressed firmly onto the wall as she stuck there, somehow defying gravity.

      “W-who are you two?!” she demanded, her trembling voice betraying her fear. “W-what have you done to me?! Why… why am I here?! Um… where is… here?”

      Marianne finally seemed to realize her situation had changed from when she’d been kidnapped by Blue Blood. She turned her head, looking around the small hotel room, then locked her eyes onto him. The way she stared at Anthony like a puzzle piece made him take a step forward.

      “I’m sure you’re confused,” he said. “Let me do my best to explain everything. First, introductions. My name is—”

      “Anthony Amasius,” Marianne suddenly said.

      “Um… yes.” Anthony felt a jolt run down his spine. “How did you know?”

      “I… I’ve seen a picture of you.”

      Marianne released her hold on the wall and descended slowly like a feather floating to the ground. She hesitated, but then began walking over to him. Her steps were slow at first, but they seemed to gain a confident sway as she walked.

      “I… I was asked by my mother to travel to Academy Island because of you.”

      She stopped walking when she was just a few feet away. Giving him a once over, she looked him up and down, then turned her head. Her cheeks were stained a light shade of pink. He thought perhaps she might be embarrassed. She took several deep breaths, placed a hand on her chest, faced him once more, and then smiled.

      It felt like he was suddenly looking at a different person. A more confident person.

      “You are far more handsome in real life than you are in your photos.”

      “Oh. Well, thank you.” Anthony rubbed the back of his neck as blood rush to his cheeks.

      Brianna coughed into her hand, causing the two of them to look at her. She wore a stern frown. However, Anthony was certain that the frown was being used to mask her pout.

      “Don’t we have important matters to discuss?” she asked. “Like figuring out how to find and rescue Secilia?”

      “Secilia?” Marianne tilted her head.

      “One of my bondmates,” Anthony explained. “She was… she was kidnapped when we were rescuing you. I’m sorry. I’ll give you a more detailed explanation of what’s going on later, but for now, can I ask for a rain check? I’d like to get her back as soon as possible.”

      Marianne bit her lower lip, which Anthony probably would have found an intensely erotic action if he wasn’t so worried about Secilia. It was sad. However, he couldn’t enjoy anything right now knowing that one of his bondmates was in the hands of an unknown kidnapper.

      “That’s fine,” she said at last.

      “Thank you,” Anthony sighed.

      “So… how are you going to use your bond to find Secilia?” asked Brianna.

      Anthony didn’t answer her—not because he didn’t want to. The moment he opened his mouth, a soft beep alerted him to a message appearing in his inbox.

      He raised his wrist and activated his wristwatch, which caused a small screen to appear above it. Marianne gave a shocked exclamation. Anthony ignored her for now as he selected his inbox folder and opened the new message, his expression growing grim as he read it out loud.

      “We have your bondmate. If you want you don’t want her to die, head to this location at 10 pm. Come alone.”

      Along with the simple and to the point message was a map showing the location he was supposed to travel to, along with an image of Secilia, unconscious, bound in rope, and hanging from the ceiling. The ropes tightly bound her arms, wove around her breasts and legs, and looked like something an expert in shibari would do.

      A red haze was cast over his vision.

      “It’s currently 5 pm,” Brianna said. “We have five more hours before the appointed meeting time.”

      Anthony drew his lips into a thin line. Marianne was staring at him with curiosity, while Brianna looked at him expectantly like she was waiting for him to say something.

      He closed his eyes and reached out deep inside of himself, pulling up image after image of Secilia, using those images to reach the connection between him and her. The small space inside of his heart that was reserved for Secilia seemed to open like a blooming flower. He could feel her. Secilia’s mind was quiet. Anthony understood this meant she was not conscious. However, he could sense that she was close by. She was definitely within the city.

      “We’re not going to wait for the appointed time.” Anthony opened his eyes and stared at Brianna. “I have a general idea of where she is. We’re going to head over there right now and get her back.”

      Brianna didn’t ask how he knew where Secilia was located. She nodded once before grabbing her music case, putting the strap around her shoulder, and looking back at him.

      “I’m ready.”

      “Excuse me,” Marianne raised a hand. “Would you mind if I came with you?”

      Anthony and Brianna looked over at Marianne. Her cheeks lit up only briefly before the color was gone. Her eyes wavered just a little, but there was a determination in her gaze that made Anthony feel like he was looking at someone other than the girl he had just rescued.

      “I already planned on having you come with us,” Anthony said at last. “We went through all that trouble to rescue you, so it would be pointless if we let you stay by yourself and you got captured by another gang again.”

      An indignant expression flashed over Marianne’s face as she opened her mouth, but she paused halfway before saying whatever she wanted to say. After a moment of awkward silence, she slowly closed her mouth, swallowed, and nodded her head.

      “You are right. I would rather not be captured by someone else. Also…” Here, finally, the girl blushed again as she clasped her hands behind her back and drew circles on the floor with her left foot. “Thank you for rescuing me and, um, giving me your blood. I really appreciate it.”

      “Hmm…”

      Anthony studied Marianne as she looked down. He was getting some really mixed signals from this woman. Most vampires were impossibly arrogant, and this woman was not only a vampire, but also the daughter of a Vampire Warlord. Out of everyone he had met recently, she had the largest reason to be arrogant, but he could not sense even an ounce of arrogance within her. Perhaps what happened to her had caused that vampiric pride she possessed to shatter?

      “Okay then. Let’s go.”

      With Anthony leading the way, they went back down to the lobby. The receptionist from before watched them as they walked out. He seemed surprised to find the girl who’d been unconscious in Anthony’s arms awake, but they didn’t pay him too much attention as they left the hotel and hailed down a taxi.

      As they sat in the taxi in silence, Anthony looked out the window and thought about Secilia, currently in the grips of unknown assailants.

      Whoever had kidnapped her was going to pay dearly.
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      Mendez leaned back on a chair with his arms crossed and a stern frown on his face. He wasn’t alone. Five other people were sitting around with him. Like him, these five people were dressed in modified military uniforms.

      Their kevlar vests had been heavily modified to be lighter than the standard ones used by most militaries. These vests had magic formulas drawn all over them. Mendez did not know what these formulas meant. He was not a mage. All he knew was they offered him and his men more protection than if they wore standard kevlar vests.

      “Hey, Mendez. Don’t you think it’s about time you told us why we had to kidnap that girl?” asked a man on his left. He was a burly black man with arms thicker than Mendez’s head, veins throbbing along his forearms, and a buzz cut. With his masculine face and square features, he looked like one of those ex-military members who went rogue that Mendez sometimes saw in movies.

      The man was currently polishing a knife.

      “I agree with Dennis,” another man said. He sat on the couch, one leg propped up on the other. His hair was a bleached blond, his eyes were blue, and he had the typical tan of a man who spent most of his time outdoors. “You haven’t told us anything about this job, but you had us travel all the way to the Americas and kidnap some random girl. I’m curious. Who is she? Why did we have to kidnap her?”

      “I’m more interested in that sniper rifle she was using,” a man to his right said. “I’ve seen a lot of modified weapons in my time, but the modifications on this baby are some of the best I’ve ever seen.”

      The man who was talking about the sniper was of Asian descent. His eyes were a little slanted, he had a light tan, and he was not wearing a kevlar vest like Mendez. Instead, he just wore a plain white shirt that stretched taut against his large pectorals. While he was short and tinier than the others by a good half a foot, the muscles he was packing made it clear that someone shouldn’t underestimate him because of his height. Resting on his lap was the sniper in question. He had spent the last several hours checking it over.

      “The woman is unimportant,” Mendez said. “Our goal isn’t her but the man she is with.”

      “The man? Ah, you mean that pretty boy.” The one who spoke this time was a white man leaning against the wall with his arms crossed. “And why are we after him? I saw what he did to those Blue Blood members, but even though he’s a strong son of a bitch, you can tell from how uncoordinated he is that he’s a newbie when it comes to fighting. No offense, but this job seems like a waste of our talent.”

      “I’d be more concerned about that War Maiden with him,” the last member of the group said. “She’s a wielder of a Geminius Sword. Those things are top quality weapons used only by special members of Custodes Daemonium. Not only are they hard to use, but the magic used in their construction is a secret known only to the top brass of that organization. She’s obviously an important member of theirs. Don’t know why she’s with that boy.”

      “That boy’s name is Anthony Amasius, and he’s the one we’ve been ordered to kill,” Mendez said. “Let’s just leave it at that. It’s better if you don’t ask too many questions. It’s safer for people like us to not know the details of our job.”

      The other five members of his group went silent. They were all professionals, people who had taken on multiple jobs for a variety of people for an even larger variety of reasons, and they understood the importance of confidentiality. In some cases, the less they knew, the better.
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      The taxi they took traveled for about forty minutes in the direction Anthony indicated, but because he didn’t know exactly where Secilia was located, he couldn’t have the driver drop them off at the exact location. They ended up getting out when Anthony felt that Secilia was much closer. After that, the group of three walked until they reached a building that caught Anthony’s attention.

      “She’s in there,” he said with certainty.

      “Are you sure?” asked Brianna.

      “Positive.”

      The building in question was squat, with only two stories, but it was much wider and longer than the apartment complex they had rescued Marianne from. The front entrance had a large sliding glass door sitting underneath an overhang held up by columns. At the top floor was a green sign denoting this building as the Holiday Inn.

      “What’s the plan?” asked Brianna.

      “There is no plan.” Anthony shook his head. “I would like you two to wait here, while I find out which room they are in, go inside, and get Secilia.”

      Brianna frowned. “I’m not sure I like that idea. I should be going in with you.”

      “I normally wouldn’t mind having you come with me… but I want to do this myself.”

      “Why?”

      “Because…” Anthony paused, scratched his head, and began again. “Because I’m angry.”

      “That’s it?” Brianna gave him a flat stare.

      He stared right back. “That’s it.”

      Anthony couldn’t quite explain himself without sounding violent, but the truth was that this whole incident had pissed him off. Someone had kidnapped Secilia. His Secilia. They had taken her from him, and now he wanted to make them suffer. He didn’t want Brianna to do this. He wanted to do this, with his own two hands. The intensely violent urges he felt, the desire to make the people who took Secilia from him suffer a fate worse than death, was so strong that he was surprised he could remain so calm.

      “Well… all right.” Brianna sighed, relenting after staring into his eyes for several long minutes. “Just this once, I will not interfere. I guess we can consider this a test to see how much you’ve learned. I just have one question.”

      “Which is?” asked Anthony.

      “How are you going to find out which room they are in? You said before that your ability to sense us only gives you a general idea of our location.”

      Anthony frowned as he tried to come up with an answer to her question. It was true. He had relied on his ability to sense his bondmates’ presence to lead them to this location, but he still couldn’t tell exactly where she was. He just knew Secilia was somewhere in this building. Maybe if he got closer to her, he would be able to find out…

      “Um…” Marianne suddenly interrupted them. “I can… go find out for you.”

      “You can?” asked Anthony.

      Marianne nodded. “One of a vampire’s abilities is mind manipulation. We can hypnotize people and control their actions through mental suggestions. Stronger vampires like myself can even dominate the minds of our enemies, turn allies against each other, and cause them to feel so much fear they die from shock.” She paused, then in a much smaller voice, said, “Not that I’ve ever done anything like that before.”

      “If you can find out where Secilia is, I’ll be eternally grateful to you,” Anthony said.

      “O-okay.” Marianne’s cheeks turned bright red as she coughed into her hand. “Just wait right here. I’ll be back in just a minute.”

      Marianne hurried off toward the entrance, entered the lobby, and went straight up to the reception desk. She began speaking with the young woman sitting behind the counter. As she continued talking, the young woman she was speaking with seemed to become dazed, nodding along to everything Marianne said and then saying something back.

      “That girl,” Brianna began, causing his attention to shift from Marianne to her.

      “Marianne? What about her?” he asked.

      “She likes you.”

      “You mean she’s attracted to me.” He smiled. “We’ve only just met, so I doubt she can have feelings for me.”

      Brianna shook her head. “No, I’m pretty sure she does. Haven’t you heard of love at first sight?”

      “I have, but… can people actually fall in love with someone at first sight?”

      “I don’t see why they couldn’t.” Brianna shrugged, then looked expectantly at him. “What are you going to do about this?”

      “Nothing for now,” he said, running a hand through his hair. “At the moment, the only thing I want to do is rescue Secilia and get back to Academy Island. Once we are back home, I can decide what to do about Marianne. I need to learn more about her circumstances before making any rash decisions.”

      “That’s a good idea,” Brianna agreed.

      Marianne came out of the hotel a few minutes later, her face flushed with excitement. She looked like she was just barely containing herself.

      “I know where the kidnappers are,” she said in a rush. “I was asking the receptionist if anyone strange was staying here, and she said there was an odd group of six men who looked like they belonged to a militia. These guys only rented one room, left a few hours ago, and came back with a large briefcase. She said the men were very scary.”

      “While we don’t know for sure, that’s probably them,” Brianna said. “We should at least confirm it though.”

      “Did she tell you what room number they are staying at?” asked Anthony.

      “It’s room number one-fifty-six,” Marianne said.

      “One-fifty-six. Got it.” Anthony nodded. “You two stay here, please. I am going to take care of this by myself.”

      “Be careful,” Brianna told him.

      “I’ll do my best.”
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      While the appointed meeting with Anthony was still a few hours away, Mendez decided that it was time for them to go. They needed to scout out the location and prepare the trap before Anthony arrived. He had everyone begin packing away their weapons. All of them were being stored in cases lined with special materials that could fool most scanners.

      As they were working, Dennis suddenly asked a question. “What should we do with the girl? Should we take her with us?”

      Mendez paused as he was closing his case. He looked over at the bathroom door, then looked back at Dennis.

      “We probably should. It will make Anthony more cautious if we have that girl with us. He won’t make any rash moves for fear that we’ll hurt her.”

      “She must be pretty important to him than,” said the white man. “I’ll get her. Heh heh. She’s such a pretty thing. I hope I’ll be able to have a bit of fun before we dispose of her.”

      Mendez sighed. “You know our policy, Fred. We might be mercenaries, but we still have our code of honor. I’m not going to let you rape her.”

      “Fine. Fine. I was just kidding anyway,” Fred said with an airy wave of his hand.

      At that moment, someone began knocking on the door. Everyone stopped what they were doing as shock filled their faces. They glanced at the door, then at each other, and then the door again.

      “Do you suppose it’s whoever is supposed to clean this room?” asked the Asian man, Hideki Nao.

      “I don’t think so.” Mendez narrowed his eyes. “The lady who cleans these hotel rooms does so during the middle of the day. It’s evening now, so she should have already passed through here.” He looked at the blond man. “Axel, go see who it is. Be careful.”

      Axel nodded as he gripped a pistol in his hand, slowly walked up to the door, and stopped. He took a slow breath and placed both hands on the gun. His trigger finger was not inside of the trigger yet, but it rested lightly against it.

      “Who is it?” asked Axel.

      The answer he got was not what he had expected.

      “The person who’s going to kill you.”

      Axel’s eyes widened, but before he could even think of moving back, something crashed through the door. It was a hand! The hand plunged through the door and grabbed onto Axel’s throat. Before he could even consider removing the offending limb, Axel was yanked forward and his head crashed into the door. The hand let go, but Axel still had no time for reprieve; pain exploded inside his chest seconds later. He looked down at the hand now embedded into his chest. The last thing he saw was his own heart being ripped out.

      Mendez and the others were too shocked to do anything as Axel fell backward. He hit the ground with a dull thud. In the silence that followed, the door opened, and in walked the person they had been ordered to kill.

      “Hello,” Anthony said, his smile so bright and sunny that everyone present felt as if they’d been dropped into a freezing tundra. “My name is Anthony, and I will be your executioner today.”

      There was a moment of silence as this proclamation rang out like a death knell. Mendez felt as if his brain had short-circuited. His pupils dilated as he stared at Anthony’s face, then brought his gaze down toward the young man’s hand, which currently had a no longer beating heart grasped firmly within it.

      “Oh, shit,” Dennis suddenly said.

      That seemed to be the signal for Anthony. Blue lines suddenly began glowing on his skin. The pupils of his eyes went from dark brown to light blue in an instant. Mendez did not know what kind of magic this boy was using, but he knew not to underestimate him.

      “Our weapons! Get our weapons!” he shouted.

      Dennis was the closest to the weapon cases, and he moved quickly, diving for the nearest case.

      He didn’t make it.

      Before he could actually reach the cases with their weapons, Anthony appeared before him like a flash of lightning. His body just seemed to flicker before he was right there. With almost casual ease, Anthony kicked Dennis in the stomach, but Dennis’s body didn’t go flying as it should have. Mendez felt a moment of horrified fascination as Dennis’s body was split in half. Blood and entrails spilled out of the two halves, which landed on the floor with meaty thuds.

      “He… he just fucking killed Dennis with a kick!” Hideki said in shock.

      Unfortunately, this put him in the sights of Anthony.

      Once again, Anthony’s charge was so fast it almost looked like his body was flickering in and out of focus. He appeared before Hideki and punched the man in the face. Mendez felt sick as the loud crunching sound of bones shattering echoed around the room. More than the sound, however, what really made his gut clench was how Hideki’s face had caved in. His face was no longer recognizable as human. It was just this squashed mass of flesh with bones protruding from the surface.

      What made this whole scenario even more frightening was that Anthony had just killed all three people in less than sixty seconds.

      “Damn it! Hein! Lisander! Cover me!”

      While everyone was shocked, they were still professionals. As Mendez dove for the weapons cases, the two remaining members of his group attacked Anthony before he could launch himself at them. They teamed up on him, attacking from either side. They used teamwork to keep him from being able to attack either of them, completely forgoing defense to attack in tandem.

      While Anthony was unable to attack them, it was clear that he wasn’t bothered by their attacks either. A high kick to the face was blocked with a forearm. A punch to the torso was completely ignored. The attack bounced off his skin like it was made from something impenetrable.

      Hein screamed in shock as he grabbed his hand, which had been formed into a fist and was now deformed, like his fingers had been broken. He backed up several steps, but that was a bad idea. Now only Lisander was holding the line, and it soon became clear that one man could not match the strength of an incubus.

      Anthony raised his forearm to block Lisander’s punch. He didn’t just stop there. He rotated his wrist, grabbed the offending arm, and yanked Lisander forward. At first, it looked like he was going to punch the man’s face in, but then Anthony moved to the side, lowered his arm, and slashed it upward as though it was a blade.

      “AHHHH!!! AHHHHHH!!!”

      A loud scream tore from Lisander’s throat. Blood gushed from the stump where his arm had been. Anthony, with the forearm he’d just used his hand to chop off now in his grip, spun around and swung the arm like it was a baseball bat. His attack struck Hein, who had yet to fully recover. The man went down in shock.

      At this point, Mendez finally managed to fumble the case open and took out his pistol. It was a special custom model with anti-magic bullets. It was able to ignore any form of magical protection. Anthony looked like he was using some kind of physical enhancement spell, but spells like that might as well be paper before the power of these bullets.

      He took aim and fired. Yet just as he pulled the trigger, Anthony grabbed the still bleeding and screaming Lisander, using him as a shield. Bullet after bullet penetrated Lisander’s body. He was wearing the specialized kevlar vests, but since these bullets ignored magic, the protection didn’t do any good. Each round penetrated Lisander’s chest and torso, causing him to jerk back and forth like he was having epileptic seizures.

      Mendez stopped firing after the first three rounds, but the damage had already been done.

      Wearing a grim smile, Anthony kicked Lisander forward. The man soared through the air toward Mendez. He scrambled out of the way seconds before Lisander struck the ground. His mercenary companion twitched several times, but that was the only movement he made. A puddle of blood formed underneath him.

      Another scream echoed through the hotel room. Mendez looked up in time to see Hein doubling over Anthony’s fist, blood and bile spewing from his mouth as the attack forced everything up. With a grunt, Anthony put more strength into his attack, lifting Hein off the ground and sending him crashing into the ceiling. He hit the ceiling, which dented, then fell back to the floor.

      He didn’t get up.

      Mendez had faced many dangerous situations. He’d stared death in the face numerous times and come out on top. He’d faced down enemies that were stronger, faster, and more powerful than him without flinching. Vampires. Goblins. Therianthropes. You name it, he had fought it. However, for whatever reason, here, now, in the face of this young man who couldn’t be over twenty years old, Mendez felt fear, a cold front that traveled down his spine, chilled his blood, and made him regret ever taking this job.

      He fumbled with his gun.

      Anthony kicked the now dead Hein in the stomach, launching the corpse at Mendez, who couldn’t react in time and was knocked back. He groaned under the dead weight of his companion. Before he could push the corpse off him, Anthony stepped on it and pinned him down.

      “From the way you ordered these people around, I’m guessing you’re the one in charge?” Anthony asked, though he didn’t give Mendez time to answer. “I have a few questions that I’m hoping you’ll be willing to answer.”
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      Anthony frowned at the man underneath him. He was a tan man of maybe Mexican descent, with a small mustache and dark eyes. He was fit, obvious from the way his broad shoulders and powerful chest stretched out his shirt. It also looked like he had been trained in combat. In all honesty, if Anthony hadn’t hit him and his companions with a surprise attack while they were unarmed, he probably would have died or at least been seriously injured.

      But that was a moot point now.

      “What do you want to know?” the man asked. His accent carried a trace of his origins, though it was too subtle for Anthony to be sure of anything.

      “Who are you?” asked Anthony, still keeping this man pinned to the ground.

      “I go by many names.” The man shrugged. “However, the name I was born with is Mendez Fernandes. Ah, but I am not fond of my last name. Bad memories, you understand. So I’d prefer it if you just called me Mendez. That’ll make things easier on me.”

      Anthony frowned. “You seem awfully calm for a man who is being pinned down.”

      Mendez gave him a smirk that caused Anthony to feel a slight chill. “My young friend, I have been in many dangerous situations. Do you think the one I’ve found myself in now is any different from the hundreds of life and death struggles I have found myself in before?” He paused to glance at his dead comrades. “Though I’ll admit you caught me with my figurative pants down. That has never happened before.”

      “The woman you kidnapped, where is she?”

      Because of the chill running down his spine, Anthony applied more pressure to Mendez’s chest. The man groaned as a soft cracking noise echoed from his ribs. They weren’t broken, but Anthony could break them at any time if he wanted to.

      “She is… in the bathroom.” When Anthony’s face darkened, Mendez hurriedly continued. “Do not worry. She is unsullied. We currently have her tied up in there because we had no place to put her. This was just a temporary setup that we planned on abandoning in a few hours.”

      “Why set yourself up in a hotel?” asked Anthony.

      “Who would expect a group of kidnappers to be operating out of a hotel?” Mendez asked back.

      “Point.” Anthony had to concede that nobody would think a kidnapper, or kidnappers, would be hiding themselves in a public hotel. The very idea seemed idiotic. That was probably why it worked. “My next question then. Who hired you to kidnap Secilia and lure me out? What do they want?”

      “I am sorry, but I have a very strong confidentiality policy, so I cannot disclose any information regarding my clients to—ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! All right! I’ll tell you!” Anthony, who had been applying even more pressure to the man’s chest, eased up. Mendez took several gasping breaths as his left hand landed on the corpse of his dead companion. He absently stroked the man’s hair, which caused Anthony to curl his lip in disgust. “My client thinks you are becoming dangerous, so he sent me to kill you. As for his name… you’ll have to ask him if you ever see him.”

      Anthony’s eyes widened as his sense of danger went haywire. At that moment, Mendez pulled his right hand out from underneath his companion and threw something at Anthony. It was a small cylinder that couldn’t have been more than five inches long.

      And it was beeping.

      “Shit!”

      Physical Enhancement was still active, so Anthony used his magically fueled strength to leap backward a great distance, seconds before the object went off. Anthony expected this device to be an explosive. It wasn’t. The flashbang went off and light exploded in his eyes, forcing him to shut them. A loud shattering sound echoed to him from the other end of the room. When the light died down, Anthony warily opened his eyes and looked around.

      Mendez was gone.

      The window on the other side of the room was broken.

      Anthony stood there in shock for some time, but he eventually regained himself and headed for the bathroom door. Mendez had escaped. However, his goal in all this was never Mendez.

      The bathroom door was locked. Anthony used his magically enhanced strength to tear the door down, threw it away, and entered the bathroom.

      Just like Mendez had said, Secilia was tied up, the ropes binding her arms behind her back, her ankles to her wrists, and her breasts were also bound. He could see several ropes around her thighs and some were even digging into her crotch. It really did look like one of those men he killed had been a shibari expert.

      She was still unconscious.

      While the sight of Secilia bound like this was honestly arousing, he couldn’t feel any pleasure since he knew someone else had done this to her. He shunted aside his anger as he cut the ropes. Once her bindings were gone, her arms fell limply to her side and her legs fell off the toilet seat. He caught her legs as he knelt down and gently set them on the floor before reaching out to cup her face.

      “Secilia? Secilia?”

      No response.

      Anthony bit his lip as he realized Secilia was probably in a drug-induced unconscious state. In that case, it would not be possible to wake her up this way. There must be something he could do to wake her, though. He didn’t have any medicine on him. Maybe if he used… mana!

      He felt like slapping himself in the face. Of course. Mana was the source of energy used in magic, but it was so much more than that. Some people often called mana the source of life. While he didn’t know if that was true, he did know that mana could be used to manipulate life to some degree. Doctors who dealt with Magic Catastrophes manipulated mana to heal patients. There were also many magic branches like necromancy and mind arts that manipulated the life and death of people.

      This was one of the first lessons he’d been taught by Professor Incanscino.

      Leaning up, Anthony tilted Secilia’s head and pressed his lips against her. Since an incubus’s power came from the intimacy between him and his bondmates, physical contact was probably his best bet. He channeled mana through his lips, pushed the vast energy into Secilia, and tried to destroy the drug within her body.

      It was a lot harder than he thought it would be. With his mana inside of her, he could feel her body’s various systems. The circulatory system that circulated blood through the body; the digestive system that absorbed nutrients and removed waste; the endocrine system which influenced the body’s functions using hormones; the integumentary system, in other words, her skin, hair, nails, sweat, and other exocrine glands; her immune system and lymphatic system; her muscular system… he could sense them all.

      Because Anthony was studying to be a doctor, he knew about all of the various systems of the body, what they did, how they worked, and what sort of abnormalities could occur within them thanks to mana. Even so, he didn’t know what he was looking for right now. This was the first time he’d ever searched someone’s body by channeling his own mana through them like this.

      After what felt like hours of searching but was probably only a minute, he found something. There was a little black ball located inside of her hematopoietic system. This was the system that created the cells that traveled within a person’s blood. Whatever this black ball was, it was releasing a strange chemical that was entering her cells and traveling throughout her body.

      Anthony frowned as his mana surged. Out of instinct, he pushed his tongue inside of her pliant mouth as he channeled more mana into her body and used it to first destroy the black ball, then swept his mana through her body and systematically removed the miasma from each cell he could find.

      As he finished destroying the last bit of miasma, a pair of arms suddenly wrapped around his neck and two lean legs came up to lock around his waist. Secilia’s tongue began playing with his own. He was so startled by her suddenly waking up that he couldn’t do anything as she closed her mouth around his tongue and sucked on it.

      “Ha… ha… S-Secilia…” Anthony gasped as he pulled back.

      “Mmm. Morning.” Secilia gave him a sleepy smile as if she’d just woken up from a long nap, then leaned down and began kissing his neck. “You’re pretty horny, huh? I know you have a habit of waking me and Brianna up like this, but you really should learn some self-restraint.”

      “You’re one to talk!”

      Anthony bit back a moan when Secilia closed her teeth around the skin on his neck, suckling on it. His hands, which had been holding her head up, suddenly slid down her body, moved over to her back, and firmly gripped her ass. It was an instinctive reaction. He hadn’t meant to touch her butt. However, once his hands landed on her firm buttcheeks, he could not stop himself from squeezing them.

      When Secilia moaned into his ear, which she then proceeded to nibble on, Anthony felt his self-control slipping. He knew they really couldn’t afford to have sex right now. They were in the middle of a hotel room. There were corpses all over the floor in the room just outside. Brianna and Marianne were also waiting for them.

      Yet as Secilia’s hot body pressed against him, all resistance fled. He gripped her ass more firmly as he brought her body closer. He pulled her crotch against his, pushing the erection straining his pants against her own fabric-covered goods. Secilia released a wanton moan, a sound so lewd it sent his mind spiraling into a state of desire. Nothing else mattered anymore except pleasing his bondmate.

      With that in mind, Anthony pressed his lips to Secilia’s neck. A low and needy groan escaped the woman’s mouth as her lips parted. Her strong fingers with rough calluses from working on machine’s threaded through his hair, pulling him deeper into her. She tilted her head to grant him better access, and Anthony didn’t hesitate to take advantage.

      Their breathing had grown rough. Even though they hadn’t removed their clothes yet, both of them were breathing as if they’d run a marathon. Sweat was beginning to form on their skin. The sight of Secilia’s neck glistening with sweat was tantalizing, and Anthony couldn’t stop himself from pressing his tongue to her neck and licking it off.

      “Haaaa… hnnn… hnnn…”

      The amorous gasps Secilia let loose caused the furnace in his body to burn all the hotter. He wanted to hear her produce more of those amazing sounds, wanted to make her scream his name, wanted—

      “What are you two doing?” a voice suddenly asked.

      Anthony froze. All of his desires, the need to tear his bondmate’s clothes off and have his way with her, disappeared. Secilia must have felt the same way because she froze in his arms.

      Slowly turning their heads, Anthony and Secilia gazed at Brianna and Marianne as they stood in the doorway to the bathroom. Brianna’s cheeks were stained with color, but the expression on her face was deadpanned as she glared at them, arms crossed. On the other hand, Marianne was covering her face with her hands… not that it did much good since she was peeking at them from between her fingers.

      “Ah…” Anthony tried to say something, but his throat had closed up. He coughed once to clear it, then, in a much slower voice, said, “I can explain.”

      Brianna’s glare grew more intense. “You can explain once we are back at our hotel. We need to leave before anyone figures out what happened here.”

      “Right. You’re right. Sorry, Bri.”

      Brianna’s glare didn’t lessen, and Anthony lowered his head. He didn’t know why he felt so ashamed. However, as the redhead continued looking at him like he was worth less than dirt, he could not help but feel like he’d done something extremely wrong.

      “What’s got her panties bunched in a wad?” asked Secilia in a whisper.

      “No idea,” Anthony whispered back.

      “I heard that!” Brianna shouted.

      Anthony and Secilia both squeaked.
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      After escaping from that monster, Mendez fled to his escape hovercar, threw himself into the driver’s seat, and raced off without a second glance. His breathing was heavy. Each breath brought a sharp pain, like someone was stabbing a knife into his chest. He was used to pain, so that didn’t bother him much, but the feelings of terror cascading through his soul did.

      Mendez had seen and done many things in his life. He had faced death more than once and come out on top. However, that did not mean he wasn’t afraid of death. He was. Mercenaries didn’t survive long if they didn’t fear death. It was the fear of death that kept their senses sharp, and Mendez had a great fear of death.

      One could say it made his senses extra sharp.

      “Who the fuck was that freak?!”

      As he drove through the streets of Drifgate, he replayed the events of a few minutes ago in his head. That boy had blasted apart the door to his hotel room and killed his companions, highly-trained mercenaries, in less than thirty seconds. True, they didn’t have their weapons on them and they’d been caught with their metaphorical pants down, but all of them were skilled at hand-to-hand combat, and from what he had seen, that boy was just a brawler. His movements were refined and efficient, but a brawler was still a brawler.

      He shouldn’t have been able to kill those people.

      But he had.

      The boy had used Physical Enhancement to increase all of his physical abilities, but even with his strength, speed, and reflexes enhanced to the max, he should not have been able to do what he did. He should not have been that strong.

      “Just what the fuck is an incubus?” asked Mendez.

      He knew of the legends, of course. Everyone knew the stories of incubi, but hearing about it and seeing it were two different things. He simply could not equate that boy, who looked no different from an ordinary if abnormally attractive human, with such a legendary creature.

      As he got further away from the hotel, Mendez’s breathing evened out. This mission was a failure. It wasn’t the first time he had failed, but it was the first time he’d failed so miserably since becoming an independent mercenary.

      “I need to figure out what I should do now that I have failed,” he mumbled as he turned down a side street.

      The first thing he needed to do was disappear. Felton was not the kind of man who took failure lightly. Mendez was a liability now. He knew things he shouldn’t know, things that were dangerous for him to know, and he didn’t doubt that Felton would kill him to keep the information he had quiet. Staying alive was his first priority.

      At least he already had the first half of his payment. It would be enough to live off of for a good while. That said, he needed to get himself a new identity and he couldn’t afford to be seen anywhere near Academy Island for a good while.

      “What a mess,” he muttered bitterly as he made his way to the nearest city exit.
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      They made it back to their hotel room with little trouble. Now they were all sitting around inside of the room. Anthony sat on the bed, his shoes and socks gone, his hair damp from his recent shower. Secilia’s hair was also wet. While he was sitting against the headboard with his legs spread out, she was lying down and using his left thigh as a pillow.

      “You’re being awfully clingy right now,” he said.

      “What do you expect? I just got kidnapped.” Secilia shuddered for a moment, but it quickly left as she hugged his leg and nuzzled it with her face. “Let me have this moment, okay?”

      “I never said I minded,” Anthony muttered.

      “You had better not. If you were bothered by such a gorgeous woman clinging to you, I’d be worried you batted for the other team.”

      Anthony snorted, but he was the only one who seemed to find the humor in her words. Brianna and Marianne did not seem as amused. Well, Brianna was still frowning at them with that stern and straightforward look of hers, but Marianne had at least cracked an uncertain smile like she wasn’t sure if she should laugh or not.

      “Now isn’t the time for your banter. Our mission here might have been a success, but I think we should go over everything that happened again so we’re all on the same page,” Brianna said, ever the straightlaced young woman. “We might have rescued Marianne. However, given what happened during the rescue, it’s clear that we have another enemy somewhere out there. Whoever this person is targeted Secilia while she was vulnerable, and their purpose was obviously because they wanted to get to you.”

      Brianna was staring right at Anthony. He nodded.

      “When I was interrogating Mendez, he said that this ‘client’ felt I was becoming too dangerous. He was ordered to kill me. That said, he never told me who that person was. Something about confidentiality issues…”

      Secilia stroked Anthony’s inner thigh and hummed. “If the person who hired him thinks you’re becoming dangerous, doesn’t that mean whoever hired him is someone close to you?”

      “Or someone who knows about his existence and has a means of keeping tabs on him,” Brianna said. “News of Anthony being an incubus has spread pretty far by now. I wouldn’t be surprised if all the powerful international leaders know of him, but they wouldn’t know about his growing power.” As she said this, Brianna looked at Marianne. “Does your mom know anything about Anthony?”

      Marianne shook her head. “She doesn’t know anything except that Anthony is an incubus and that he was previously a human and Lilith’s bondmate.”

      “Your mom is Elizabeth Tepes, right?” asked Anthony. “The Vampire Warlord who controls most of Northern Europe?”

      “Yes.” Marianne nodded once.

      “I’m not surprised she knows I was Lilith’s bondmate then,” he said.

      Lilith was one of the four Succubus Queens—the title given to the four most powerful succubi in the entire world. Her social status was such that whenever she traveled to a new country, she would often get invited to various social functions like parties and diplomatic meetings. She was also called upon to intervene in disputes on occasion.

      Because of all that, Anthony had attended several social functions with her. He couldn’t remember if he’d ever met Elizabeth Tepes before. He was certain he had. However, Lilith had always been protective of Anthony and would often make sure the various factions surrounding them rarely had a chance to speak with him. His brothers had also protected him on Lilith’s orders.

      “The fact that Elizabeth Tepes only knows a little bit about Anthony beyond his existence can be taken as proof that no one outside of Academy Island knows more than that as well. She probably knows as much as she does because Lilith was an acquaintance of hers. It makes sense that she knows some of Anthony’s background. No one else should know that much. We also have to remember that whoever hired Mendez knew you were going to be here, which is something that I’m certain Lucretia Incanscino did her best to keep under wraps.” Brianna paused, then dropped the bomb she’d been holding. “Which means whoever hired those people is probably someone from Academy Island—someone who holds a very high rank and social standing at that.”

      “So… potentially, it could be someone from the Board of Directors,” Anthony said.

      “Or the CEO for one of the larger companies that has a great deal of influence on Academy Island.” Brianna shrugged.

      Those words caused the four of them to go silent. Anthony reached out and began stroking Secilia’s hair as he thought about the new danger lurking around them. Someone wanted him dead, and that someone was a high-ranking official with enough influence on Academy Island to know a great deal about him.

      “I’ll talk to Professor Incanscino about this,” Anthony said at last. “I’m sure she can help.”

      “Can you trust her?” asked Brianna. “I don’t mean to put Lucretia Incanscino in a bad light, but out of all the people who know about you, she obviously knows the most.”

      “I trust Professor Incanscino with my life,” Anthony stated. “She would never betray me, and she wouldn’t hire someone to capture me. She doesn’t need to.”

      Lucretia Incanscino was Anthony’s benefactor. She was the only reason he had been allowed to live on Academy Island, the one who gave him his previous apartment, and who was paying his younger brother’s hospital fees. Not only did she not have a reason to hire someone to kill him, but she also had to know that he’d give himself to her if she asked. She already used him for the occasional odd job.

      “If you feel that way, then I’ll retract my statement,” Brianna said. “In either event, we should shelve this discussion for now. There is something else we need to discuss.”

      At that, Anthony, Brianna, and Secilia all turned to Marianne, who froze on the spot. She looked at the three of them like a scared rabbit.

      “Ah… you mean me?”

      The first impression Marianne gave Anthony was that she was a delicate and easily frightened young woman. She seemed to shrink from their gazes, as though unable to withstand the force of so many people staring at her.

      “Lucretia Incanscino told us that you were on your way to Academy Island.” Brianna gave the vampire girl a look. “I can only think of one reason for you to travel there.”

      Marianne suddenly blushed and looked away. The fetching shade of red on her pale cheeks enhanced the allure of her beautiful face. Anthony felt his chest throb… just a little.

      “Ah… uh… yes, it is true that I came here because of Anthony.” She glanced at him, then quickly looked away.

      “Is your intention to seduce Anthony?” asked Brianna with narrowed eyes.

      “O-of course not!” Marianne waved her hands in front of her face. “I-I mean, it is true that I came with the intention of becoming his b-bondmate, but it was more like me, uh, offering myself to him. I’ve heard that an incubus needs several bondmates to unlock his full power.”

      “Did your mother put you up to this?” asked Brianna.

      Marianne was silent as she lowered her head.

      “Wow. I’m shocked your mother is making you become Anthony’s bondmate,” Secilia mumbled as her eyes drooped. “Isn’t that kinda… morally corrupt? I mean, who forces their daughter to bond with someone knowing it’s for life?”

      “Mother… Mother didn’t force me to do this,” Marianne admitted in a soft voice. “She said I could also just befriend him. Even having a small connection to Anthony would be a great boon to us.”

      Anthony didn’t need her to spell it out for him to know what her mother was thinking. An incubus was a powerful force that had not been seen in several hundred years. While incubi were feared because of the catastrophic destruction they often brought, the power they wielded, which could put them on par with any one of the great powers of the world, was enough to tempt anyone. As the weakest of the three Vampire Warlords, Elizabeth would want someone with that kind of power on her side.

      Brianna sighed as she uncrossed her arms. “Well, I suppose I cannot blame you or your mom for that way of thinking. However…” her eyes hardened. “I hope you don’t expect me to just let you become Anthony’s bondmate like that. It is true that he needs more bondmates, but I won’t let just anyone join his… his harem.” Her cheeks went red, but she shook her head as though driving away her embarrassment. “The only people I will let join are those who truly love Anthony and sincerely want to be his.”

      “Well said,” Secilia agreed, even as her hand moved up and began stroking his crotch. Anthony bit his lip to avoid groaning.

      “I understand,” Marianne said. She took several deep breaths like she was psyching herself up, and then her expression became cooler and more determined. It was a very dramatic change. “I will do my best to prove my sincerity to you.”

      Brianna couldn’t say anything to those words, though it was clear from the look on her face that she wasn’t sure she believed Marianne could sincerely want to be with him. It was because she’d been sent here by Elizabeth Tepes. This wasn’t something she wanted to do, but something she’d been ordered to do.

      “I think we should shelf any further discussions for later,” Anthony finally said. “We’ll take Marianne back to Academy Island with us since that was her original destination and talk with Professor Incanscino about setting her up with a place to live. Since she wants to prove her sincerity, I think it’s only fair that we give her a chance.”

      “That… fine,” Brianna said with a sigh. “I’ll agree to let her try and prove that she really wants to be with you.” Her eyes hardened as she stared at Secilia. “Since that’s out of the way, can I ask you to stop that?”

      “You can ask, but I won’t comply.” Secilia grinned as she continued rubbing the increasingly large bulge in Anthony’s pants. “You interrupted us when we were about to get it on. I’ve never done that when you and Anthony were fucking. It’s not fair of you to do this to me.”

      “This time and those times were completely different! We were in a hostage situation!” Brianna snapped in embarrassment.

      Secilia snickered, causing the redhead’s face to become as vibrant as her hair.

      Sensing an argument about to erupt, Anthony said, “Bri, would you mind giving Secilia and I some time alone please?”

      Brianna looked conflicted. She glanced back and forth between him and Secilia for several seconds, bit her lip, then sighed and slowly stood up.

      “I guess it’s only fair that I give you two some time alone,” she admitted. Before Secilia could let out a cheer, Brianna glared at them. “But! When we get back home, um… I would also like some time with Anthony. J-just to be fair to us both!”

      “Right. Right.” Secilia nodded. “When we get home, I’ll give you and Anthony some private time so you can shag all you want.”

      “Don’t call it shagging!” Brianna shouted.

      While Secilia was teasing Brianna, Anthony found his gaze focusing on Marianne. Maybe it was just him, but he could have sworn he saw the vampire girl staring at him with a look of wanton desire. The look only lasted for a short second before it was gone, though, so maybe he’d just imagined it.
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      Brianna and Marianne left. Now alone, Anthony and Secilia sat on the bed, facing each other.

      Secilia had removed most of her clothes and was only dressed in a lacy black bra and panties that looked like they were made of gauze. The slight translucency of the panties meant he could see her pussy lips and the trim patch of hair just above them.

      “Like what you see?” she asked with a smile.

      “You already know I do.” He shrugged.

      “Then why haven’t you ravished me yet? Do you need an invitation? I could give you one, but it’s not very manly to wait until you’ve been invited.”

      Anthony rolled his eyes. “Actually, I was thinking I wanted to try something different this time.”

      “Oh?” Secilia perked up. “So you aren’t interested in just normal sex now, huh? You want to try something kinky? You know I’m not opposed to kinky things, so lay it on me. What sort of lewd acts are you thinking of performing on me?”

      “I want to tie you up,” Anthony said, not hesitating now that he had her permission.

      Secilia’s eyes widened. “You mean like bondage?”

      “Yes.”

      “Hmm…” Secilia cupped her chin and looked thoughtful. “Do you have anything you can use to tie me up with?”

      “…”

      “… You don’t, do you?” Secilia asked.

      Anthony blushed. “Well, no. I mean, I have rope, but I think you need a specific kind of rope for bondage, something softer than standard rope to avoid chafing the skin.”

      Secilia gave Anthony a look that caused his entire body to feel flushed with embarrassment. He was certain that if he looked down at himself, he’d discover that his skin was bright red.

      “Since you don’t have anything to use for our little bondage play, I guess that means we’ll just need to have normal sex. Now lay down.”

      Secilia did not give Anthony time to say anything as she pushed him onto the bed. She turned around and swung one of her legs over him, then sat on his face. Her pussy lips were hidden behind her underwear, but he could see the way the cloth conformed to them.

      “Eat me,” she said. It was not a request, but a command.

      Anthony had no trouble obliging her.

      He did not remove Secilia’s undergarments—not that he could unless he wanted to rip them off—but pushed them to the side instead, exposing her vagina to the cool air. Her pussy lips looked as delicious now as they always did. Anthony leaned up and pressed his mouth to her lips. Her heady scent filled his nose as he extended his tongue and began eating her out just as she requested.

      “Haaa… Anthony… rougher… I’m not… not Brianna, you know? Mmm… aaaah… you can be rougher with me…”

      The moment she told him to be rougher, Anthony pushed his tongue past her outer labia, inner labia, and entered her vagina. The rigid walls of her pussy pulsed around his tongue. He didn’t remain there for long. After getting her wet, he retracted his tongue and pressed his fingers against her, pushing two of them inside.

      “Hnn… haaaa… haaaa… Anthony… r-rougher!”

      “So impatient,” Anthony muttered as he began pumping his fingers in and out of her pussy. The way her wet vaginal walls clamped around his fingers was pleasant. He wished it was his cock they were surrounding, but he knew that would be coming soon.

      While he pumped two fingers into her pussy, finding that slightly rough spot that he knew drove her wild, he pressed his tongue against her clit. It required a bit of work since his hands were in the way. However, the moment his tongue began fiddling with that bundle of nerves, Secilia’s entire body jerked like she’d been electrocuted.

      “Nggg! Hssa… mmmm… aaahn! Mmm! Anthony… that… keep... doing that—aaah!”

      Anthony had always been good with his tongue. Back when he was Lilith’s bondmate, he had been able to bring her to multiple orgasms with just foreplay, so it stood to reason that a human girl like Secilia would not last long. He didn’t know how much time had passed, but Secilia’s body shuddered and a flood of juices leaked from her pussy as she reached her first orgasm.

      “Haaa… haaaa…” Secilia’s hot and heavy breath hit his cock, causing it to twitch. “T-that was wonderful… but… haaa… it looks like… you’re quite hard now. It isn’t fair if I’m the only one experiencing pleasure… is it? Let me… mmaa… let me help you out with that…”

      Secilia didn’t wait for him to say something as she pressed the head of his dick to her lips, kissing it before opening her mouth wider and taking him inside. The warmth and wetness of her mouth felt like heaven, or maybe hell. He didn’t know. However, as her tongue wrapped around his head, he felt an indescribable sensation of pleasure that raced from his dick all the way to his brain.

      Anthony did not want to be the only one experiencing pleasure. Even though he’d already made her cum once, he pressed his tongue against her pussy and stimulated her clit with his thumb. He heard her moan around his dick, felt the vibrations sending shudders up and down his spine, and used the pleasure he felt to further fuel his desire to make her cum a second time.

      Secilia’s drool leaked from her lips and coated the rest of his dick, acting as lubrication that allowed her to wrap her fingers around his shaft and pump her hands up and down its length. She could not fit all of him inside of her mouth. Secilia also had a really bad gag reflex. However, the feeling of her tongue around his head and her hands pumping his cock was more than enough to send him into endless bliss.

      He came seconds after Secilia’s second orgasm. He tried not to let himself get distracted by the spurts of cum he shot into Secilia’s mouth and instead focused on lapping up all the juices she was leaking.

      Secilia released his still hard cock with a wet pop.

      “I’m always… impressed by you… even though I just made you cum, you’re still harder than a fucking diamond.”

      “Incubi have a lot of stamina,” Anthony said.

      “Mmm… makes me glad the man I gave myself to is an incubus.”

      Secilia moved forward, sliding across his chest and stomach, leaving a glistening trail in her wake, until her pussy came into contact with his cock. She rubbed her lips against his shaft, releasing a pleasure-filled hiss. From his position on the bed, all Anthony could see was her firm ass and back muscles contracting as she ground herself against him.

      “Haaa… haaaa… so warm… your dick is so hot it feels like I’m gonna get burned.”

      Raising her hips, Secilia lined his dick up with her entrance, then lowered herself, groaning as he filled her. She panted after bottoming out. Turning her head, she looked at him from the corner of her eyes and grinned.

      “You ready, cowboy?”

      “Given my position, I’m pretty sure I’m more like a mare right now,” Anthony muttered.

      “I’m glad you understand your role in all this. Now sit back and relax. Let me take the lead.”

      With those words, Secilia raised her hips, then slammed them down. She didn’t start slow or soft. She wasn’t Brianna, who preferred gentle loving. Her movements were quick, decisive, and powerful. Each downward thrust of her hips brought forth a loud slapping sound as her asscheeks struck his lower abdominals. More than the sounds, however, the feeling of her tight walls contracting against his cock brought him the greatest pleasure imaginable.

      “Ha! Ha! Ahn! Mmm! Haaa… so good… so… deep… ahn… it feels like… I’m about to lose my mind!”

      Secilia’s words made Anthony unable to just lay there and let her take charge. He sat up and, before she could notice his sudden actions, he slid his body back until he was leaning against the headboard, pulling her back into his chest, and grabbing a handful of her luscious tits.

      “A-Anthony! What are you—ahn!”

      He rolled her nipples between his fingers, working them over until they became hardened points. Her voice lost the ability to speak. All she could release now were wanton moans as she continuously moved her hips. Of course, even her hip motions had grown spastic. She couldn’t raise them anymore, but she rocked them back and forth.

      Anthony leaned down and pressed his lips to her neck, biting her until he left a shiny red love mark. Secilia released a strangled cry as drool leaked down from her mouth, trailed over her chin, and even down her collarbone and chest. Anthony wiped at the drool and smeared it against her tits to make them glisten and shine. However, he eventually let go of one of her breasts in favor of letting his hand travel down her stomach.

      His mouth still on her neck, Anthony was in the perfect position to see the way her breasts bounced and swung as they fucked. It was just the one on her left. Her other tit was held firmly within his grasp. His fingers were sinking into the bounty of her chest, which was softer than any pillow could ever hope to be. During that time, his other hand finally found her warm sex. He could feel his dick sliding in and out of her pussy as she rocked her hips, but he didn’t focus on that and instead found her clit.

      He pressed down.

      “Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Ahhhhnn!!”

      Secilia’s entire body suddenly shook and shuddered. Her pussy clamped down around his cock, squeezing the life out of him and causing his own orgasm. Hers must have been more powerful than normal because she began squirting around his dick. Her juices drenched his thighs and the bed.

      His dick was now flaccid as he pulled it from her cunt with a lewd popping sound, his cum spilling out and onto the bed. He and Secilia took several heavy breaths. The scent of sex hung in the air. Her back was sweaty and slick as it rubbed against his chest. Perhaps because she was exhausted, Secilia leaned her head back until it was resting against the headboard.

      “That… that was… good,” she gasped.

      “Mmm.” He agreed. “Ready for another round?”

      “G-give me a minute, please. I’m tired.”

      “I knew you were all talk.”

      “S-shut it.”

      As they lay there, a short silence grew between them. However, Anthony paused when he sensed something out of place.

      “Maybe I’m imagining things, but… is it just me, or do I hear three sets of heavy breathing?”

      At that moment, Secilia cocked her head to the side as though listening for something. She frowned. Another moment passed.

      “I don’t hear anything,” she said at last.

      “Guess it was my imagination,” he said. “Anyway, ready for round two?”

      “Didn’t I just say to let me rest a moment?!”
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      In the hallway just before the entrance to Anthony’s bedroom, numerous black bats flew out from the cracks in the door. They gathered together and formed the shape of a person, a woman, and then disappeared to reveal Marianne. She was breathing heavily. Her cheeks were flushed.

      “That… that was too close,” she murmured. “I can’t believe he almost noticed me.” She paused. Then she buried her face into her hands. Her ears were burning. “I can’t believe I actually spied on them while they were having sex.”

      Marianne had never been known for her boldness. The mask she wore in public aside, she was quite timid in her private life. Despite that, or perhaps because she didn’t want to just be that timid little girl who could only hide behind others, Marianna had just done something she never could have imagined herself doing.

      She leaned her back against the door, listening as Secilia’s lewd moans and ecstatic squeals echoed from the room beyond. Marianne closed her eyes and took a deep breath. What she wouldn’t give to be that girl right now…

      “Haaa…”

      Reaching between her legs, Marianne felt the flowing wetness from her sex. Her clit was pulsating from her orgasm. This one had been a lot more powerful than all of her other orgasms. She wondered if it was because she was in the presence of an incubus, or if maybe the thrill of masturbing while spying on a young couple was what did it? The thought alone made her blush.

      “I… I wonder if I’ll find myself in Secilia’s position eventually,” she said in a soft whisper. She took a few steps forward, then looked back at the door, where the sounds of two people engaged in a passionate round of lovemaking echoed back to her.

      Turning back around, Marianne began making her way back to Brianna, who was waiting for her to finish going to the restroom.
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      Anthony boarded the plane that would take him, Brianna, Marianne, and Secilia to Academy Island. There were already several passengers on board aside from them. A kid was coughing like he had whooping cough somewhere behind them. A young woman was blowing her nose on a filthy napkin. There were several vampires with glowing green eyes observing everyone; they looked like identical twins. So many different people, so many sights, sounds, and smells filled the plane.

      Anthony ignored all of it.

      His focus was on the three women standing together.

      “Look, I’ve known Anthony longer than either of you. That means I definitely deserve to sit next to him.”

      “The fact that you have known him longer means nothing. However, if you are going that route, then I think Marianne and I should sit next to him because we haven’t known him for that long.”

      “What kind of logic is that?!”

      “It’s better than your fallacious logic.”

      Brianna and Secilia were arguing, loudly. Anthony could only suffer in silence as the pair stared each other down like they were in an old western. Their arguments weren’t anything new since they argued a lot, but this was the first time they had argued over who would get to sit with him.

      Anthony was tempted to intervene—if for no other reason than because they were causing a scene, but his women were willful and didn’t always listen to him. He also thought they should solve their problems themselves. If he always intervened, then their issues would only be put on hold and not resolved.

      Sparks continued to fly between the two women. As this staredown continued, a vague and hazy image appeared behind Brianna. It looked like a feirce lying roaring defiantly. At the same time, something appeared behind Secilia as well, a dragon with gleaming brown scales, a massive wingspan, and glowing crimson eyes.

      Of course, all this was just inside of Anthony’s head.

      At least, he hoped this was all just a delusion conjured from his own mind.

      “It seems… there is only one way to solve this problem,” Brianna said at last.

      “Hmph. I should have suspected it would all come down to this.” Secilia wore a haughty look as she flashed Brianna a taunting grin. “Before we begin, I want you to know that I have never once lost at rock, paper, scissors in my entire life.”

      Brianna met Secilia’s haughty taunts with a bold smile. “What a coincidence. Neither have I.”

      “Um… I won’t lose to either of you,” Marianne said in her demure voice.

      This plane was one that featured three chairs to an aisle, which meant only two people could sit next to him. He was with three people. All of them had decided they were going to sit with him, even Marianne, whom he had only known for a few days. This was what had led to their particular predicament.

      “Do you three really have to do this?” he asked.

      “Yes,” Brianna said.

      “Of course,” added Secilia.

      “I don’t want to sit alone,” Marianne added her two cents.

      Anthony sighed again but didn’t say anything as the three women squared off… though he supposed it was technically more of a triangle off than a square off, but he was getting into silly semantics there. The point was that he backed off.

      “On three,” Brianna said as she tucked her fist into her chest. The other two girls nodded in agreement.

      By this point, their activities had been spotted by everyone. Anthony wondered if he should tell the girls they were drawing a crowd, but he didn’t have the heart to inform them of what their actions were doing to the people around them. That said, even if he didn’t want to make them embarrassed by letting them know, he couldn’t stop his own face from feeling like a furnace as he watched three women play a game of rock, paper, scissors over the right to sit next to him.

      It was ridiculous.

      Brianna began the countdown.

      “One…”

      “Two…”

      “Three!”

      At that exact moment, all three of them showed their hands. Brianna was rock. Marianne was paper. Secilia was… also paper.

      “W-what?” Brianna stared in shock at their hands, her eyes wide with an uncomprehending look like she couldn’t believe what just happened. “I… lost?”

      “Heh. Looks like it.” Secilia’s victory smirk was truly a sight for sore eyes—at least to Anthony. She often wore that smirk when she beat him in Virtual Reality Laser Tag, which they hadn’t been able to play in awhile. “Guess that means you’re sitting by yourself.”

      Brianna glared at Secilia as an odd wetness welled up within her eyes. The pout she wore was pretty fierce, like a squirrel who just had her acorns stolen, and it seemed as if she was seconds away from crying. Even so, despite how it looked like she might start bawling at any moment, Brianna sniffled and sucked her tears back in as she slunk over to a seat and slumped into it.

      Anthony felt really bad for her.

      He would make it up to her once they were back on Academy Island.

      “Hmph. Guess that means we’re sitting with Anthony,” Secilia said to Marianne, a grin on her face.

      “Yeah…”

      Unlike Secilia, who was completely and utterly remorseless, Marianne looked at Brianna with a complicated expression. She clearly felt bad for forcing Brianna to sit on her own. At the same time, she was also not willing to let her chance at sitting next to him slip by. He wondered if it was because of her desire to help her mother, or if she wanted to get closer to him.

      Anthony ended up sitting between Secilia and Marianne. Secilia had the window seat, while Marianne sat in the aisle chair.

      Several minutes passed after they determined who got to sit where, and the crowd that had been watching them shifted their gaze now that the show was over. It wasn’t long after the four of them sat down that the captain’s voice came over the speaker.

      “Hello, everyone. This is your captain speaking. We’re about to take off now. Our destination is Academy Island. For those of you who have never been there before, you may be in for a shock. For those who are returning, I hope you enjoy this flight. There are a few rules and regulations I need to speak with you about before we take off. Firstly…”

      Anthony stopped paying attention to the captain and looked around the airplane’s interior. A few more people were sitting now. He guessed they had been watching the epic battle of rock-paper-scissors. A few minutes passed, the captain finished his speech, and the plane began to move.

      It was at this time that something unusual happened.

      Marianne gripped his shirt in a vice grip. Her fingers clenched his shirt so hard that her already pale knuckles became nearly translucent. Shocking him even further, Marianne’s entire body seemed to be shaking.

      “Don’t tell me you're afraid of flying,” he said.

      Marianne turned her pale face to his and gave him a forced smile. “Is… is it that obvious?”

      The fact that she admitted it shocked him even more.

      “I’m pretty shocked. As a vampire, aren’t you blessed with the ability to fly? How can you be scared of heights?”

      “It’s not that I’m scared of heights. When I was younger, I used to love flying,” Marianne admitted. “Back home, I would always fly really high through the air… at least a couple hundred meters. One day when I was flying, a thunderstorm rolled in quicker than I anticipated. I got trapped inside of the thunderstorm and was shocked by several bolts of lightning.” Anthony felt the blood drain from his face. Marianne’s smile trembled. “I almost died that day. If it wasn’t for Mother rescuing me and giving me her own lifeblood…”

      “I… I see. Yes, I can certainly see why that would make you hate flying.”

      Anthony wasn’t quite able to withhold his grimace. However, even while grimacing, he decided to do something to help this woman. It had nothing to do with the fact that he thought she was cute. It certainly wasn’t because his incubus urges were acting up, telling him that he should make this woman his. Definitely not. He just wanted to do something nice for someone in need.

      He grabbed the hand clenching his shirt, slowly unpried Marianne’s fingers from the fabric, and then held her hand. Marianne looked at their now entwined hands in shock. A complicated expression flashed across her face like she didn’t know what expression to make. He didn’t know what to make of that. However, the look was gone as an expression of genuine gratitude appeared there, making him believe he had imagined it.

      “Thank you,” Marianne whispered.

      “You’re welcome,” he said.

      “What about me?” asked Secilia. “Aren’t you gonna hold my hand?”

      “Hmm… let me think about it,” Anthony hummed for a moment, then smiled. “How about no?”

      “What?! Why would you hold her hand and not mine?”

      “Because her hand is soft and pretty and doesn’t have calluses.”

      “Oh ho! Did you really just go there, Anthony? Really? It sounds a lot like you are asking me to kick your ass when we get back home.”

      “Hey, you can kick my ass any time you want. It’s always available to you.”

      “You’re a jerk.”

      “I am your jerk.”

      As they began bantering, Anthony reached out and grabbed Secilia’s hand. Behind them, Brianna’s teary gaze became even tearier as she glared spitefully at Secilia.
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      Anthony was woken up with a jolt as the plane landed. He glanced out the window to see land brushing by as the sound of a dull roar and squealing tires filled his ear, then noticed Secilia sleeping with her head on his shoulder. Another weight made him aware that Marianne was using his other shoulder as a pillow. When he turned around, he saw that not only was the girl still clutching his hand tightly, she was also drooling.

      On his shoulder.
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“Wake up, you two,” he said to them both.

      He was fortunate they were light sleepers; both Marianne and Secilia woke up easily, stretching and yawning. Anthony had to tear his gaze away from them. Secilia was his bondmate, so he was well aware that she had a luscious body, but when Marianne stretched her arms over her head, he found that while her chest was small, her flat stomach was magnificent and something he’d be tempted to take body shots off of.

      Well, he would if he drank alcohol.

      The airplane soon slowed to a stop and the captain began speaking. Alex ignored him as he turned his head to look at Brianna. She had stopped glaring at Secilia and her eyes were no longer teary, but she was definitely not happy about being forced to sit away from him.

      He was going to have to make it up to her.

      “This was my first time not being afraid of flying in several years,” Marianne murmured in surprise.

      “That’s good to hear,” Anthony said.

      “It’s thanks to you.” She smiled at him.

      “I didn’t do much.”

      “Check out Mr. Modesty over here,” Secilia taunted him with a grin.

      “I am very modest,” Anthony replied to her taunting with an imperious smile. “The king of modesty, in fact.”

      “Ha! Modest my ass!”

      Since they would be disembarking soon, the four of them—Brianna included—grabbed the luggage they had brought on board. Secilia had her sniper case, Anthony had a small case with his truncheon, and Brianna had her music case. Marianne was the only one who didn’t have anything. She used to, but it was lost during the hijacking of her first plane.

      “You two get along really well,” Marianne said as she observed the banter between Anthony and Secilia.

      “Of course we do,” Anthony said as if it was a matter of course.

      Secilia nodded as she added her two cents. “We are bondmates, after all.”

      Marianne had no response to their words other than to daintily raise a hand to her mouth and giggle. A little way over, Brianna began pouting again.

      As they exited the plane and boarding ramp and entered the terminal, Anthony glanced at all the people waiting around. Some looked like they were waiting for people to arrive. Others looked like they were waiting to board. Anthony continued walking alongside his companions, but then he stopped when his eyes landed on someone standing just a few yards away, a parasol in her hands and her expression blank.

      “Professor Incanscino,” he mumbled before grabbing the attention of the girls and hurrying over to his diminutive professor.

      He knew only a few days had passed, but it felt like a long time since he’d seen her. She was dressed the same as always. Her pure white lolita outfit made her look like an abnormally cute girl, like a human doll, but the sardonic look on her face, which was sharp and biting to the point where it felt like her gaze could pierce you, was definitely not something a kid could have.

      Her blond hair remained in her usual ringlets. They looked as immaculate as ever, with each ringlet catching the sunlight and reflecting it. Said hair framed her adorable face. Professor Incanscino had big blue eyes, a cute nose, and small lips that complemented her youthful features.

      As they got closer, the good professor seemed to get smaller. That was just a trick. An illusion brought about by her diminutive height. Professor Incnasicno barely topped four feet eleven inches, making her one of the shortest adult women Anthony had ever met.

      “You’ve returned,” Professor Incanscino said as she looked at the women behind him. “And I see you’ve brought a surprise. You must be Marianne Tepes. Your mother was very worried about you and asked that I inform her of your safety the moment you arrived.”

      “Mother was…?” Marianne’s eyes widened a bit before dimming. She shifted on her feet and looked away with an awkward air of insecurity. “I didn’t mean to worry her.”

      “Well, it’s not like any of this is your fault. She is the one who sent you to Academy Island. She should have known the Sons of Liberty would do everything in their power to kidnap the only daughter of Elizabeth Tepes. It’s honestly a miracle you escaped.” Professor Incanscino spun her parsol around with a light twirl, studying them with a bit of scrutiny before shrugging. “Anyway, we’re having accommodations prepared for you. You’ll be staying there during the duration of your time on Academy Island.”

      “Um…”

      With an uncertain and even somewhat nervous look on her face, Marianne moved closer to Anthony and grabbed his sleeve again. She didn’t say anything, but the meaning was clear.

      While Brianna and Secilia were used to this and took the girl’s actions in stride, Professor Incanscino narrowed her eyes and wore an almost indiscernible frown. Something about the expression on her face made Anthony feel cautious. At the same time, he felt a bit bad for this girl, so he decided to speak up on her behalf.

      “Would it be possible to get her a place to stay in my complex?” he asked.

      “How long do you think this girl is planning to stay here?” asked Professor Incanscino. “You live in an apartment, not a hotel… but, well, it seems like she wants to stay with you, so there’s not much to be done. Let’s shelf this discussion for later.” The small professor frowned again as she glanced at Marianne, then shifted her gaze away as she turned around. “Anyway, follow me, all of you. We have a lot to discuss.”

      Anthony, Brianna, Marianne, and Secilia caught up to the woman and followed behind her.

      “Hey, teach. Would it be okay if we could at least go home and sleep first?” asked Secilia. “You know… we kind of just finished getting out of a life and death situation, we’re all tired, and we could really use the rest.”

      “Is that so? Well, too bad.” Professor Incanscino was merciless in her rejection. “I need a full accounting of what happened during your time in Drifgate, so I’m afraid you can’t head home and sleep just yet.”

      While Secilia looked like she wanted to curse this short woman, no one else said anything and followed Professor Incanscino as she led them to a hovercar.

      Everyone boarded the hovercar. Brianna immediately nabbed the seat on Anthony’s right. While her cheeks were bright red at her own audaciousness, she refused to budge from that spot. Secilia seemed to recognize the girl’s mental state and opted to give the spot on Anthony’s left to Marianne.

      “Welcome back, Ms. Lucretia. Where would you like to go?” A somewhat mechanical female voice said.

      “Home,” Professor Incanscino replied.

      “Very well. Please be sure to buckle in. We are now heading for home.”

      All vehicles on Academy Island were automated. Many people assumed this was done out of convenience, but the truth was cars had become automated for safety. Now that cars could move through the air instead of being forced to travel on the ground, transportation had become a lot more dangerous, and very few people possessed the know-how to properly pilot something that could fly. Of course, Anthony’s cynical side also believed cars had become automated to give the government one more means of controlling people’s lives... but that was him being a conspiracy theorist.

      The hovercar lifted into the air on silent repulsors and took off, exiting the airport’s main terminal and traveling down a highway filled with numerous other hovercars.

      “Professor…” Anthony started as silence pervaded the air. “You mentioned something about the Sons of Liberty…”

      “Do you not know who they are?” asked Professor Incanscino as she crossed her left leg over her right and leaned back. “The Sons of Liberty are labeled as a humanitarian organization that helps displaced refugees of war and Magic Catastrophes. However, that’s only on the surface. They are actually a human supremacist group and terrorist organization. Their leader is a man named James Cross, who often comes across as a kind and grandfatherly old man.” Professor Incanscino stopped there, her brow furrowing. “This is something that only a few people truly know. The Sons of Liberty have numerous affiliate branches that do most of their dirty work. We’ve been able to demolish a few of their branches here on Academy Island, but we have never been able to prove that these branches belong to them.”

      “Then how do you know they belong to the Sons of Liberty?” asked Secilia. “I know of that group, and all they really seem to care about are helping those who have been affected by Magic Catastrophes and such. Their relief efforts are known all over the world. I can’t see an organization like that being a terrorist group.”

      “No,” Brianna suddenly said, shaking her head at Secilia. “They are a terrorist group. Custodes Daemonium has amassed a lot of evidence of their crimes.”

      “Then why haven’t you done anything about them?” asked Secilia.

      “Because all the evidence is circumstantial,” Professor Incanscino was the one who answered her. “There is plenty of evidence linking the Sons of Liberty to numerous crimes, but because the evidence cannot conclusively prove they are responsible, we haven’t been able to do anything about them.”

      “So it’s all conjecture then,” Secilia said with an airy wave of her hand. “It doesn’t sound like you really have any grounds to accuse them.”

      Brianna and Professor Incanscino both frowned at Secilia, but the fashionable young woman refused to back down. Marianne felt the tension between the three women and scooted closer to Anthony as if to protect herself.

      By this point, they had long left the airport and were now making their way through the city. Hovercars whizzed by on either side, visible through the windows.

      Anthony was not focused on the outside, however, but on the quiet vampire girl sitting so close their thighs were touching. He found it a little odd that she’d invade his personal space like this. At the same time, he thought she might be seeking comfort thanks to what happened to her.

      “You okay?” he asked.

      Marianne nodded. “I was just remembering my own encounter with the Sons of Liberty. Back when they hijacked the plane I was on, the person in charge of their group tried very hard to kidnap me. When I fought back, he tried to kill me. Both he and his men had incredibly advanced weapons that were at least ten or fifteen years ahead of what other nations have. They even fired anti-magic bullets that tore through the shields I put up.” She hugged herself and shivered. “If I hadn’t torn open a hole in the plane and jumped out, I’d have been dead.”

      Anthony was shocked by what she’d just said. Given how she hated flying, she must have been incredibly desperate to actually jump out of an airplane while it was still airborne. That also proved her resolve, however. Marianne was clearly a woman who, despite being demure and shy, had a very strong resolve. She couldn’t have survived in Drifgate for so long with Blue Blood and other militias after her otherwise.

      When they reached the Institution of Magical Sciences, the hovercar parked in an underground garage that was only available to members of the faculty. Professor Incanscino led the group to an elevator that took them to her opulent living space.

      “Now,” Professor Incanscino began as she leaned back on the couch and crossed her arms. “I would like you three to explain what happened while you were in Drifgate. Don’t leave anything out.”

      Anthony felt like there was some disparity as they sat on the couch. He was trapped between Brianna, Marianne, and Secilia, his body practically smooshed between the three girls—not that he was complaining. Meanwhile, Professor Incanscino was sitting by herself on the couch opposite them. She was also half his size. That couch looked awfully lonely to him.

      He, Brianna, and Secilia did their best to explain what happened from the time they arrived in Drifgate to when they left. Professor Incanscino didn’t speak throughout their story. Even though she didn’t say a word, her expression grew increasingly hazardous as they spoke, especially when they got to the part about how Secilia had been kidnapped by mercenaries.

      “And you have no idea who these people were or what they wanted?” asked Professor Incanscino.

      Anthony shook his head. “The man calling himself Mendez said they were hired to kill me, but we don’t know who hired them or why that person wanted me dead. And that Mendez guy used a flashbang to escape before I could get anything more useful out of him.”

      “What I’m concerned about is that this Mendez knew Anthony was in Drifgate,” Brianna said. “The only person who should have known where we went is you. What’s more, he understood enough about incubi to not face Anthony in a confrontation and instead tried to coerce him into giving himself up by kidnapping Secilia. If it weren’t because he had miscalculated how Anthony would react, we might not have survived.”

      A moment of silence elapsed between everyone. Professor Incanscino bit her thumbnail as her brow furrowed in thought. No one spoke as they watched her, waiting for the woman to come to a conclusion.

      Finally, she spoke.

      “It wouldn’t be that hard to find out where you went,” she said at last. “You used a public airplane. Anyone could hack into the airport’s servers and discover which plane you took. However, only the Academy Island Board of Directors and several of the more influential international figures like Elizabeth Tepes and the Beast King know of you, which narrows down the list of potential suspects.” She narrowed her baby blue eyes. “I suspect whoever hired that mercenary group is someone with incredibly high standing.”

      “Do you think it’s someone who belongs to Academy Island?” asked Secilia.

      Professor Incanscino grimaced. “I don’t want to believe it could be someone in the upper echelons of Academy Island, but we can’t deny the possibility either. Someone on the Board of Directors may have let something slip. In which case, it is possible that even more people than I realize know of your existence. It could also be someone on the Board of Directors.”

      “You really think it might be someone on the Board of Directors?” Anthony bit the inside of his cheek. The idea of having someone from the Board of Directors, the governing body of Academy Island, as his enemy was not a pleasant one.

      “I don’t want to, but we have to at least consider the possibility that one of them was responsible for this,” Professor Incanscino admitted with a sigh. “Honestly… when I first took you in, I never realized you would cause me so much trouble.”

      “Sorry,” Anthony said with a slight shrug. “It’s not like I mean to cause trouble.”

      “I somehow don’t believe you.” Professor Incanscino closed her eyes and remained like that for several seconds. When she opened them, her expression was once again composed. “Anyway, you four can leave. Marianne, since you are so intent on living next to Anthony, you can share Brianna’s apartment. I’m sure that is what you want anyway, and it will save me the hassle of finding you a place to live.”

      “I understand.” Marianne, who had been quiet up to this point, bowed to Professor Incanscino. “Thank you very much for all your help.”

      “You are welcome. Now get out of here.”
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      Anthony remembered hearing someone once say “It’s good to be home” in a movie he saw a long time ago. He couldn’t remember the name of that movie, but at the moment, he felt like he understood that term better than anyone.

      Technically speaking, he was in Brianna’s home, but they had been living together for a while now. He had long since gotten rid of his old apartment. They had given it back to Professor Incanscino, who sold the apartment to someone else. Anthony didn’t know who since they were never home. It was probably some middle-class worker.

      After arriving home, Anthony immediately started making dinner. That meant heating several pre-packaged meals from Kitsune Kitchens. No one among them could cook. However, before he could place the first package in a microwave, Marianne stopped him.

      “Um… if you’d like, I can make food for everyone.”

      “You know how to cook?” he asked in shock.

      Marianne appeared a little shy as she nodded. “I like cooking. I used to have the maids teach me how to cook, so I know how to make all kinds of dishes.”

      “I vote we let her cook,” Secilia suddenly announced from her place on the couch. “I’m sick of eating packaged meals.”

      Anthony didn’t need to think very long to make a decision. “If you can cook something for us, that would be great. Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome.” Marianne’s relieved smile caused his chest to throb. “It’s the least I can do for my savor.”

      Since it looked like he wasn’t needed in the kitchen, Anthony put the packaged meals back in the fridge and went over to the couch, where Brianna and Secilia were quietly sitting. They weren’t talking to each other. He had the distinct feeling that Brianna was mad at the other girl. Was she still upset about not being allowed to sit with him on the plane?

      Before the hour was up, a delectable scent wafted from the kitchen, which caused all three of their stomachs to rumble. The smell was so good that Anthony was certain drool had escaped his mouth. He wiped at it just in case.

      When Marianne said that she could cook, he had assumed she meant she could make simple meals. He did not expect her to be capable of creating the most delectable smelling food he’d ever seen. She asked him to help her set the table and bring out the food. What she made was simply whatever had been in the fridge, which was admittedly not much. She had cooked ground beef with onions and various herbs and spices, loaded them into lettuce wraps, and even created some kind of tangy sauce.

      While the meal was simple, it tasted great. Secilia complimented Marianne to the heavens on her cooking, stating it was almost a godlike ability. Marianne blushed as she accepted the compliment with a smile.

      When dinner was finished, Anthony and Brianna did the dishes. Anthony would wash them and Brianna would dry. During this time, Anthony decided to bring up a topic that he wanted to for a while now.

      “Hey, Bri. We haven’t done anything couples do, have we?”

      “N-no, we haven’t,” Brianna admitted with flushed cheeks.

      He nodded and continued. “In that case, would you like to go on a date with me this weekend?”

      “A date?” Brianna’s back spine straightened. “Us?”

      “Yes. Us.”

      Brianna was quiet for a moment. Anthony didn’t say anything as he washed another plate and handed it to Brianna, who absently washed it. He hoped asking her on a date would settle her current bad mood.

      “S-say we do go on a date? Where would we go?” she asked.

      “Hmm…” Anthony thought about that for a moment. Where should they go on their date? Not the aquarium. He had already taken Secilia there, and it was bad form to take two women on the same date. “How about the amusement park?”

      “Amusement park?” Brianna tilted her head.

      “It’s a park with a lot of rides and attractions,” Anthony said. “The amusement park I’m talking about is called West Academy Amusement Park. It’s the only amusement park on the whole island.”

      “I’ve never been to an amusement park before,” Brianna admitted.

      “Then this will be a good experience for you,” Anthony said.

      “Well… I guess.” Brianna looked at him out of the corner of her eye, then looked away. “Well, anyway… I suppose I would not mind if we go on this date.”

      “I promise you won’t regret it.”

      As he spoke, Anthony reached out and touched her hand. In response, Brianna turned her hand over to grab his, squeezing it tight. She smiled lightly, her mood greatly improved from this simple conversation and contact.

      “Someone gag me,” Secilia said as she made retching sounds, completely ruining the moment.
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      When Felton received the news that Anthony and his harem had returned to Academy Island, he knew that Mendez had failed. It was a little surprising. Mendez might have been a human with no powers of his own, but he was a professional who had survived countless life and death struggles against powerful demons. His failure was definitely unexpected.

      Sitting alone in his office, Felton pondered this matter to himself.

      “Mendez has probably already disappeared,” he murmured, stroking his chin. “The account I deposited the first half of his payment into has been closed and all the money was taken out. He’s alive, that much I know. I doubt I’ll be able to track him right away. Hmph. He’ll appear eventually, and I will take care of him when he does. The more important matter is…”

      Felton stared at the holographic screen of his monitor, which was showing an image of Anthony, Brianna, Marianne, and Secilia. His eyes flashed for a moment as hatred filled his vision with red. He only let that hatred consume him for a few seconds, then forcefully shoved those feelings into the deepest recesses of his mind.

      Closing the image, he pulled up another application. This one was a communication application. He activated a defense program that alerted him to when someone was trying to hack into his network, then called the only person he had a line to on this application.

      “Felton?” The voice of an aged man who sounded like a doting grandfather came from the other end. “It has been some time since you and I last spoke. Is everything going well on Academy Island?”

      “As well as can be expected, considering this entire island is festering with filth,” Felton replied.

      “Hmm. I understand how you feel. I’m currently touring Europe right now, and it’s disgusting to see how much of this land is under the control of those filthy demons… but never mind that. I suspect you have a reason for calling me beyond griping about our respective troubles.”

      “You are correct.” Felton paused. “Have you heard about the incubus living on Academy Island?”

      “I have indeed. I never would have imagined that another incubus could appear. This world is full of unpleasant surprises.”

      Felton nodded even though he knew the man talking to him couldn’t see it. “I recently tried to dispose of him, but he managed to escape my grasp and is now back on Academy Island.”

      “And you would like to use my resources to get rid of him? You realize that our plans for the peace treaty signing are underway. We cannot under any circumstances make a move against even one person during this time, lest someone discover our activities and move to prevent it. If you want the incubus dead, I’m afraid you’ll have to wait a little while longer.”

      “I’m fine with waiting, but I actually had an idea about how to dispose of him during the peace conference.”

      “Oh?”

      Felton placed a hand on the desk and tapped his finger against it. His desk was made from some of the most expensive wood in the entire world, was polished to a bright gleam, and reflected his visage as though it was a mirror.

      “The peace conference is happening here on Academy Island. All the most prominent figures in the world will be attending to watch the signing between the human nations and the demon nations. Your plan to disrupt the signing and kill the nation leaders will be the perfect chance to also kill Anthony Amasius. We can kill him during the terror that will happen when the leaders are killed and no one will be the wiser.”

      “Hmm…”

      Felton did not speak as the man on the communication line hummed in thought. He incessantly tapped his finger against the desk some more.

      “It is not impossible, but there is a great risk in dividing our forces like we’ll have to do, especially if the, eh, rumors about his strength are to be believed. We also cannot forget that he has a very powerful benefactor.”

      “Hmph! Lucretia Incanscino might be powerful, but she isn’t all-knowing.” Felton snorted dismissively. “She will have her hands full dealing with the terrorist attack on the peace conference. I doubt she’ll have time to protect him.”

      “Perhaps. Let us discuss this some more when the peace conference draws closer. May the light of humanity shine upon you.”

      “I understand. May the light of humanity shine upon you.”

      The communication ended, and Felton leaned back in his chair, folded his arms over his chest, and once more began glaring at the holographic image of Anthony and his harem.

      “Just wait. Soon, I will rid this world of you and all the other abominations that profane it,” Felton mumbled in a voice filled with spite.
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      When Anthony woke up that morning, he found himself distinctly aware of the two bodies next to him. One was sleeping on his left, hugging his arm, which was currently nestled between a pair of amazingly soft pillows. That incredible fluffiness was something he recognized instinctively as Brianna’s. Secilia’s chest was slightly smaller.

      The other person was lying on top of him.

      Anthony felt as if someone had dumped a tub of water onto his head—ice water that had been directly flown here from the north pole.

      Ever since Secilia became his bondmate, she and Brianna had made one thing irrevocably clear to him: He would never sleep with them at the same time. Brianna tolerated Secilia’s presence and was willing to accept her because he loved her. However, she had not forgotten that Secilia had also kidnapped him. It didn’t matter to her that it had been done under the order of Secilia’s former employee, or that Director Azrael had been blackmailing her with her mom’s life. All that mattered was that Anthony had trusted her and she had betrayed that trust.

      Of course, he didn’t think Brianna would agree to share a bed with him and another woman anyway. She liked their one-on-one intimacy. She was also very straightlaced and proper. While Secilia could probably be convinced, and might even suggest it if the mood struck her, it was not possible for Brianna to ever agree to something like this.

      So, then, just who was in his bed aside from him and Brianna?

      A part of Anthony dreaded finding the answer, but he would admit that another part of him was excited.

      Slowly, cautiously, as though afraid there was an infernal monster hiding underneath the covers, he grabbed the bedsheets and lifted them.

      The person his actions revealed froze. A look of surprise flashed across her face, but she quickly mastered that expression and adopted an expression filled with so much confidence Anthony thought she was a different person.

      “Good morning, Anthony.”

      Vivid blue eyes that seemed to glow in the dark stared out from underneath parted silver bangs. The woman before him was a beauty that could steal a person’s breath, rob them of their senses, and invite calamity to all who gazed upon her. A small nose. Soft pink lips. Skin purer than freshly fallen snow. There was an embarrassed blush on her face, but that only made her more enchanting.

      Her lithe body rested casually against his chest like an indulgent cat. He could see their legs tangled together beneath the sheets. Because of how she was propping herself up, he could catch a glimpse of her cleavage as her nightgown hung low… not that it meant much since she didn’t have a very large chest. He wasn’t sure what size she was, but he would guess that she was around a B-cup.

      Maybe.

      “Marianne?” Anthony blinked as he tried to come to terms with this strange reality. “What… are you doing down there?”

      Anthony thought his confusion was natural. He and Marianne were not that close. It had only been one day since they had returned to Academy Island, and the vampire was currently residing with him, Brianna, and Secilia. That was not enough time to build a relationship.

      Also, and perhaps this was just him, but he could have sworn she was much shyer than this. More demure. He didn’t remember her acting this confident back in Drifgate, that’s for sure.

      “Well…” Marianne stretched out that word as she crawled up his chest. There was a smile on her face, but he noticed it was trembling. “I woke up last night after having a nightmare. It was so scary that I couldn’t go back to sleep. In desperation, I came into your room and tried to wake you up, but you were sound asleep. Since that was the case, I decided to just crawl in bed with you.” Her glowing eyes pierced his own and a sharp fang glinted in the low light as she peeled her lips back to reveal a tantalizing smile that looked… off, like she was forcing herself. “Let me tell you, this was the best sleep I’ve ever had. You truly do make a great pillow. By the way, do you always have morning wood, or are you just happy to see me?”

      Anthony felt a little out of sorts from Marianne’s manner of speaking. It was a lot different than he had become used to.

      Those thoughts left him when something soft wrapped around his erect penis. He sucked in a deep breath and looked down. Those vivid blues continued to stare at him, not allowing him to look past them, but he knew that his dick was currently being stroked by a delicate and soft hand.

      “What… are you doing? Why are you… acting this way?”

      It was harder to get those words out than it should have been, but Anthony was an incubus, a creature that survived by bonding with women and having sex with them. His libido was abnormally high. Having a gorgeous woman stroke his cock required all of his self-control to resist.

      He did so by reminding himself that Brianna was right next to him.

      “Acting this way?” Marianne’s expression slipped once more, but it only lasted for a second before the confidence came right back. “Ah. You mean, why am I being so much more forward than before? Hmmm… how should I put this? I guess the best way to say is that… oh, yes! Let’s just say… I sometimes need to be strong, so I put on a different face every so often.”

      “A… a different… face?” Anthony mumbled as he tried to figure out what that meant. “So… what… you have a split personality?”

      “Mmm… I suppose we can go with that for now.” Marianne wore a grin that he hadn’t seen on the normally demure girl before. She pressed a finger to her bottom lip as though thinking about something. “I know. How about you call me Mary whenever I am like this?”

      “Uh…”

      “You can also call me Kitty, if you want.”

      “I think I’ll stick with Marianne if that’s okay with you.”

      “Suit yourself.” Marianne shrugged, then grinned as she continued stroking his dick, which was now beginning to twitch. Her blush was growing, having spread from her cheeks to the rest of her face. Her breathing had grown heavy and her arms were trembling. “By the way, do you always sleep in the nude?”

      “… Yes.”

      “Good to know. I wonder if maybe I should also begin sleeping naked… I… er… what I mean is… it’s like… you know…”

      This had to be the strangest situation Anthony had ever been in. He couldn’t understand what was going on. However, as he lay there, staring at the vampire girl who was absently giving him a handjob while blushing up a storm, something odd happened. The vampire girl came to a standstill. She stopped stroking his dick, her eyes became less foggy, and her lips tremble even more. By this point, the blush that had been steadily growing since the start of this unusual conversation had spread from her face to her neck and the roots of her hair.

      Marianne looked at him.

      He looked back.

      She looked away.

      “Uh…”

      Anthony tried to say something, tried to open his mouth, but the moment he did, Marianne leaped out from underneath the bedsheets and landed on the floor. Even though she looked terrified out of her mind, she still had the grace to land on her feet.

      “I-I’m sorry! I thought I could do this! But I really can’t! This is too embarrassing!” she shouted before turning on her heel and rushing toward the door.

      Unfortunately, she was moving faster than the door could open and crashed face-first into it. She stumbled back, placed a hand against her face, then slinked out of the door once it opened. The door closed behind her. Silence reigned.

      “What the hell just happened?” Anthony wondered out loud.

      “That’s what I would like to know,” a voice said to his left.

      Anthony turned his head to find Brianna staring at him with a strange look in her eyes, one he couldn’t quite place, but it kind of made him feel like he was being dunked into a vat of ice.

      “Um… hello, dear. Did you sleep well?”

      “…”

      The blank stare Brianna gave him was worth more than a thousand words.
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      Anthony was still thinking about Marianne’s unusual actions even after arriving at school. She had been acting so forward, but it felt like she had been pushing herself, and he simply couldn’t understand what her purpose was.

      Did she have split personality syndrome? He had heard of people with split personalities and multiple personality disorder, but Marianne’s shift from devious minx to a demure young woman didn’t feel natural, and it didn’t look like she had separate personalities… at least, he didn’t think so. Maybe he was wrong? Was that how all people with multiple personalities acted?

      “You seem to be thinking some deep thoughts. Is something on your mind?”

      Anthony jerked his head up as the smooth and seductive voice entered his ears. He stared at Selene as she leaned over, grinning at him.

      That day, Selene had chosen to wear black pants that were so tight he wondered how she fit into them. They conformed to the shape of her butt and thighs like they had been painted on, allowing him to see every crack and crevice of her shapely hips and small tush. Her shirt also bordered on the obscene. It was a low cut top with a plunging neckline that went all the way down to her navel. Unlike Marianne, who was relatively flat, Selene had more than enough volume. The two swells peeking out from behind the fabric were practically spilling out of her clothing.

      “I have a lot on my mind, actually,” Anthony said with an uncertain smile. He knew who this woman really was and why she had come here. That made him wary.

      Selene sat down beside him, placed an elbow on the table, and leaned her head on her hand. Her eyes did not leave his face the entire time. Those glowing red orbs were unlike anything he had ever seen and seemed to pierce his soul with a single glance.

      Was she waiting for him to say something?

      “It’s nothing much.” He shrugged. “A friend I know is going through some… issues. I was wondering what I can do to help them.”

      “A friend, hmm?” Selene seemed to find his words amusing. “You seem to cherish your friends a lot. Tell me, am I a friend as well? If I was going through some issues, would you be trying to think of a way to help me?”

      Anthony felt a chill crawl down his spine, though he did his best to pretend her words didn’t bother him. There was something about this lady that made him feel like he was being electrocuted by a lightning spell.

      “Well… we haven’t really known each other that long, so it’s hard to say,” Anthony replied.

      “What a diplomatic answer.”

      The words were sharper than a blade yet conveyed a deep sense of amusement as if Selene could see exactly what he was thinking. It must have been those eyes. Her eyes were the color of blood and disconcerting to look at. They made him feel like he was drowning in a pool of blood.

      Before he could say anything else, Professor Incanscino came in and class began.

      The professor’s lecture that day covered B-rank Magic Catastrophes, which had the potential to be a lot deadlier than any of the lower-ranked ones. B-rank Magic Catastrophes were categorized into two separate types: Individual and Group. Individual B-rank Magic Catastrophes were ones that only affected a single person, while group Magic Catastrophes affected multiple people at once. Consequently, a human being turned into a ghoul by a vampire was considered a B-rank Magic Catastrophe.

      As he listened to his teacher’s lecture, Anthony thought about his brother, currently still in a coma. He’d been visiting Calvin less and less, though not for lack of trying. His schedule had been getting much busier. That said, he should definitely take some time to go see him. Maybe he should even go sometime today?

      Before that, however, he wanted to speak with Professor Incanscino.

      When class ended, Anthony went down to the lectern and waited for his professor to notice him. Selene frowned slightly. Even so, she didn’t remain standing behind him and instead walked outside.

      Professor Incanscino turned to him with a bland expression.

      “Is there something I can help you with, Mr. Amasius?”

      “I had a question. When someone has multiple personality disorder, do the different personalities often vary wildly in how they act and hold themselves? Also, can the other personalities randomly switch places with them?”

      “Hmm?” Professor Incanscino must not have expected his question because she took a long time to respond. “Multiple Personality Disorder, also known as Dissociative Identity Disorder, is characterized by at least two distinct and relatively enduring personality traits. It’s accompanied by memory gaps beyond what can be explained by ordinary forgetfulness. A lot of people get confused about this, but Dissociative Identity Disorder is characterized by fragmentation or splintering of identity, rather than proliferation or growth of separate personalities.”

      As he listened to Professor Incanscino speak, Anthony found himself biting the inside of his lip. It didn’t sound like this was Marianne’s problem. She had been perfectly aware of what was going on around her and didn’t appear to have any memory issues.

      When she finished, he compiled his thoughts together.

      “You mentioned memory problems. It sounds like… when someone has Dissociative Identity Disorder, they do not have any memories of what they were doing when their secondary personality takes over,” he said each word slowly.

      “That is correct,” Professor Incanscino said with a nod. Her brow furrowed just a little. “Why are you asking about this?”

      “Just something strange that happened this morning with Marianne made me wonder if she might have multiple personalities.”

      “Oh?” Professor Incanscino suddenly looked more interested. “What happened this morning?”

      “N-nothing major,” Anthony mumbled, his cheeks burning.

      “Heh. So even you can still blush, huh? I didn’t think you had any shame left now that you’ve turned into such a lecherous beast.”

      “That is an incredibly rude thing to say about your student.”

      Professor Incanscino’s words gave Anthony a lot to think about. Did Marianne have multiple personalities? He wasn’t sure, but he decided it couldn’t hurt to observe her a bit more.

      He left the lecture hall to find Selene waiting for him. She smiled when he emerged from the room.

      “Finished talking to the professor?”

      “Yeah.”

      “It sounds like your friend might have multiple personalities.”

      Anthony was startled. “You heard all that, huh?”

      “Of course. You shouldn’t underestimate the hearing of a vampire.” Selene looked quite proud as she thrust out her massive chest, which jiggled within the confines of her shirt. “We might not have hearing comparable to a therianthrope, but our senses are still leagues above a human’s.”

      Anthony was, of course, well aware of this.

      “Anyway,” Selene continued as they began walking to Building Number Two, “I wanted to ask if you were doing anything this weekend?”

      “This weekend?” Anthony blinked. “I am actually.”

      “Oh?” Selene narrowed her eyes as a subtle frown crossed her lips. “What are you doing?”

      “I’m taking my girlfriend on a date,” Anthony answered. “We’ve been dating for over a month, but we haven’t really done anything couples are supposed to do. I thought it would be nice if we could finally do something together.”

      “Oh. Girlfriend, huh? I see. So you are going on a date. How nice.”

      Anthony looked at Selene as she muttered those words. She didn’t sound bitter, but… maybe it was just his imagination, but she seemed displeased by his answer. Of course, if she was here to seduce him, then her displeasure would make sense.

      “Selene?”

      “It’s nothing.” Selene warded him off by waving a hand in the air. “Anyway, I have some stuff to take care of, so I will see you later.”

      “Hmm.”

      Anthony watched as Selene suddenly turned around and walked in the opposite direction they had been going. As he watched her leave, he couldn’t help but feel a slight chill run down his spine.
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      The door to his—Brianna’s—apartment slid open after he used the access code programmed into his wristwatch to unlock it. He and Secilia stepped into the apartment. As the door slid closed behind them, they knelt to take off their shoes, pausing when they noticed how different the space was from when they had left it that morning.

      “What the…”

      The entire apartment looked like someone had run through it with mass amounts of polish. Everything was sparkly clean. The tiles in the kitchen were sparkling and reflected light like a mirror, the carpet had been thoroughly vacuumed, the appliance shone as if someone had polished them, and even the walls were spotless. There wasn’t a smudge to be found.

      “What happened here?” asked Secilia, shock permeating her face.

      “Ah!”

      A soft voice suddenly rang out, causing them to look in the direction of the hall. Standing there with an apron wrapped around her body, a small vacuum cleaner in one hand and a cloth in the other, was none other than Marianne. She stared at them in surprise. It only lasted for a moment before she shuffled into the room, grabbed the hem of her skirt, and gave them a curtsy.
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“W-welcome home, you two. Um… I hope you had a good day.”

      “As good as can be expected,” Secilia said, recovering quickly and taking off her shoes. She put the shoes aside and stepped into the living room proper. “It seems you had a productive day.”

      “Hm. I did,” Marianne agreed.

      Anthony took a little longer to get over his surprise, but he still slipped out of his shoes and put them on the shoe rack. He continued observing Marianne, which seemed to make her shy, to the point where she tried to hide her face in her hair.

      “Did you clean the whole apartment?” he asked.

      Marianne nodded and, not looking at him, said, “I like cleaning.”

      So Marianne could cook and liked cleaning? That was something he had not expected. Given her status as a vampire princess and the daughter of the only two remaining Vampire Warlords, he would have expected her to be haughty, arrogant, and demanding. In other words, he expected someone like Selene. This girl was destroying all of his preconceived notions of how a vampire princess should act.

      Brianna arrived home several hours after he and Secilia did. Marianne had already finished preparing dinner by that time. The delicious scent of stewed beef wafted through the air as Anthony set

      the table and carried the food out. Marianne had tried to stop him, saying she would do it, but he didn’t feel right making her do all the work.

      “Smells good,” Brianna said as she walked into the living room after slipping out of her shoes. “Is that… dinner?”

      “Um. I made a beef stew,” Marianne said.

      “Where did you get the ingredients?” asked Brianna.

      “I went shopping after everyone left.” Upon saying this, Marianne’s shoulders slouched as if she was trying to make herself smaller. “Was that… not okay?”

      “It’s fine,” Brianna said. “I’m just surprised you went out on your own. I also didn’t realize you had money.”

      “I gave her the monthly stipend I receive from Professor Incanscino,” Anthony admitted. “I figured she wouldn’t have any money on her, so I thought she could use this to buy clothes for herself. I never imagined she would use that money to buy food instead.”

      “I-I’m very sorry!” Marianne apologized.

      “Sorry? For what?”

      “Um, for not buying clothes,” Marianne mumbled.

      Anthony and Brianna shared a look between them, but they didn’t say anything. Both of them had recognized that Marianne seemed to take their words harshly, assuming they were accusing her of wrongdoing.

      Dinner that night was delicious. The four of them sat around the dinner table and ate Marianne’s beef stew. Not only was the meat melt-in-your-mouth tender, the mildness of the vegetables complimented the bold flavor of the beef, which was enhanced with red wine and beef stock to bring out the umami of the meat. A slight acidity could also be tasted in the food, probably thanks to the wine.

      After dinner, Brianna had to do her homework, so she sat at the table while Anthony and Secilia cleaned the dishes. Marianne was sitting on the couch. It looked like she was trying not to squirm as she glanced every so often at him and his partner in cleaning.

      “It’s so nice being able to eat actually delicious food.” Secilia sighed in pleasure as she finished washing a plate and handed it to Anthony so he could dry it.

      “Yeah, it is.”

      “It’s way better than those packaged meals you always eat.”

      “Hey! I happen to like those packaged meals, though I will admit Marianne’s cooking tastes a lot better.”

      “Hmph. You can’t even compare to the two. Also, you should consider learning how to cook. A good husband should be able to make his wife a delicious meal.”

      “If we ever get married, I’ll consider taking cooking lessons. However, since I am not your husband right now, there is no need for me to learn.”

      The banter continued for quite a while. It was easy and light, a routine he and Secilia fell into often. They could talk for hours just trading shots at each other.

      “By the way, have you noticed anything odd about Marianne?” asked Secilia as she handed off the last plate to him.

      “You noticed it too, huh?” Anthony began drying the plate as he looked at Marianne, still sitting on the couch. She seemed to notice his eyes on her. Her head turned up and their eyes locked, but then she blushed bright red and looked away. “I have noticed something odd about her. She was trying very hard to act differently than she normally does earlier this morning. I thought she might have Dissociative Identity Disorder, but…”

      “Oh? Did she have an issue like that?” asked Secilia, now looking at him curiously.

      Anthony gave her an odd look. “Is that not what you were talking about?”

      Secilia shook her head. “Of course not. I was talking about how, despite being a vampire, Marianne is flat as a board. Most vampires are busty, you know? I’ve never seen one who looks like she’s barely large enough to wear a training bra. Hey! Do you think that rumor about how a woman’s breasts can grow bigger if you rub them is true? Wanna try it out on her?”

      “…”

      Smack!

      “Ouch. If you’re going to smack me, at least smack my ass instead.”

      “Back to work, you perverted homonculus.”
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      West Academy Island Amusement Park was not located on Academy Island itself but on a small island about one kilometer from the main island. To reach it, people had to take a hoverboat.

      It was early in the afternoon when Anthony and Brianna reached the pier, bought their tickets, and climbed aboard a hoverboat that would take them to the island. Brianna was wearing tight-fitting jeans, a white shirt, and a jacket. As always, she was carrying her music.

      “Did you really have to bring the Geminius Sword?” asked Anthony as the hoverboat suddenly lifted into the air and began traveling away from the pier. The light breeze that picked up caused his button-up shirt to rustle. He had decided to dress in casual but nice clothes for this date; slacks, a collared shirt, and a white undershirt beneath it.

      “Of course I do.” Brianna frowned at him like he’d asked her the dumbest question in the world. “Even if we’re going on a… a date, it is still important to make sure we can protect ourselves. You never know what might happen. What if we go out together without bringing a single weapon and get attacked?”

      “I’m pretty sure we’re strong enough to fend for ourselves even without weapons,” Anthony sighed, but he didn’t press the issue any further. Given how often they ran into trouble, he really couldn’t blame her for thinking this way.

      The hoverboat traveled across the waters at a leisurely pace, neither slow nor fast, as if giving everyone time to relax before they went wild at the amusement park.

      Anthony took a moment to gaze at the cloudless sky. Clear blue and beautiful, the weather was perfect for going outside. It made him glad he had decided to take Brianna to the amusement park instead of a place where they would be indoors.

      Standing beside him, Brianna placed her hands on the railing and leaned forward as if to get a better look at their surroundings. Her eyes sparkled like a pair of gemstones. The bright smile on her face, which made her appear her age, was something he rarely saw. It made him feel like his decision to take her out was the right one.

      “Is that the island?” she asked, pointing to something in the distance.

      “Yes.” Anthony squinted his eyes as a small island slowly came into view. “West Academy Island Amusement Park is built on a manmade island. I heard it was originally going to be a museum for old artifacts that were excavated a few years ago, but they suddenly changed it and made this amusement park.”

      “Hmm. I wonder what kind of artifacts they dug up,” Brianna murmured.

      “Who knows. They were stolen several years ago, from what I understand.”

      It took about fifteen or so minutes to reach the island. After which, he and Brianna disembarked alongside the others and made their way to the main gate, which looked like a giant tower from ancient times… if one discounted the machines people used to check themselves in and the colorful neon signboards.

      Anthony and Brianna both pulled up their tickets, which appeared on holographic screens above their wristwatches, and held them out for the ticket scanner. A soft beep was issued from the scanners, and they were free to move on through.

      West Academy Island Amusement Park was even bigger than Anthony expected. As he looked around, he saw thousands of people enjoying the day with their friends or family. A gaggle of schoolgirls flitted across his vision. A father and mother held hands with their son as they wandered off. There were people dressed in costumes, holographic displays, and, of course, all kinds of rides.

      “That’s a really tall roller coaster,” Brianna muttered.

      The object she was staring at was easily the biggest attraction of this theme park. Towering over everything else, the roller coaster was the most intimidating attraction present, something so colossal and dangerous-looking that Brianna’s eyes had become pinpricks as she stared at it.

      “It’s called ‘The Colossus’,” Anthony informed her. “It’s supposed to be the fastest roller coaster ever created. I hear it can travel 260 miles per hour.”

      Brianna gulped. “People actually… ride that thing?”

      “Yup. You wanna try?”

      “M-maybe later…”

      Since they had a full day ahead of them, neither were in a hurry to try every ride available. Anthony took Brianna’s hand and led her on a tour of the park, trying out all of the various attractions that weren’t necessarily roller coasters. There was the House of Mirrors, VR laser tag, several slow rides like the magrail that went all around the park, and a couple of rides meant mostly for kids.

      Brianna seemed to enjoy the non-ride attractions the most. She had fun at the Magician’s Castle, which was a castle that had been built to look like a gothic cathedral from the late 13th to 14th century. Anthony had followed her as she climbed upstairs, walked through massive hallways, and traveled down into a surprisingly realistic remake of the catacombs people used to find in old buildings. He thought this attraction might have been the original museum before they changed this island into an amusement park.

      They did, of course, try the bigger and more dangerous-looking rides, but of course, Brianna screamed her head off. By the end of each ride, the poor girl would fall onto her hands and knees, looking ready to vomit.

      “You okay?” Anthony asked as he rubbed Brianna’s back.

      “N-no…” Brianna looked green in the face as she heaved in deep, gasping breaths. “B-but I will be. Just… give me a moment… please…”

      “Why don’t we find a place to sit then?”

      Anthony helped Brianna off the ground and allowed her to lean against him as he directed her toward a park bench. He set her down. Then he sat down beside her. Silence reigned as Brianna closed her eyes and took several deep breaths.

      “Are you feeling better now?” asked Anthony.

      “Much better,” Brianna said in a soft voice. “Sorry about this. I know you wanted to ride some of the bigger roller coasters, but I… I’m just not a fan of them.”

      “It’s fine, though I am a little surprised.” Brianna opened her eyes to stare at him, but he had his gaze locked on the people walking past them. “As a War Maiden, you have an incredible sense of grace, balance, and hand to eye coordination. You’ve experienced things that would churn people’s blood and even jumped off a moving plane. It’s kind of shocking that you’d get sick riding on a roller coaster.”

      “You can’t really compare what I do to a roller coaster,” Brianna said with just a hint of wryness.

      “I guess not.” He scratched at his chin. “Well, since it’s about time mid-afternoon, how about we grab some lunch?”

      “I don’t know if I can hold food down yet. Can we please wait until my stomach settles?”

      “Oh… yeah, that’s probably a good idea.”

      With the knowledge that Brianna could not deal with roller coasters in mind, Anthony and Brianna avoided those for the rest of the day, instead choosing to spend it at the various sites. They played games, traveled through the haunted house, and even got to ride several trained animals that were part of an attraction.

      “Are you sure this thing is safe to ride?” asked Brianna as she stared at the giant beast.

      Said beast was an elephant. According to the man in charge of this attraction, it was an animal that had been brought over from Africa and was nearing extinction. This particular elephant had been raised in captivity and thus it was well-trained, or so the man said.

      “It is perfectly safe. Just climb aboard,” the attraction owner said.

      “Come on, Bri.”

      Anthony grabbed Brianna’s hand and walked up the stair being used to help people mount the elephant. He climbed on first, then pulled the still reluctant Brianna onto the elephant with him. A red rug was being used as a saddle underneath them. It was surprisingly soft and helped ease any discomfort he might have felt if they’d been sitting on this thing bareback. There must be magic in it, he concluded.

      “Oh... this isn’t so bad,” Brianna muttered as the elephant began moving. They didn’t need to do anything, so they just held onto the reins and let the elephant travel around in a circle.

      “See that? You were worrying over nothing.”

      “I guess so. I just... do not like riding on something that has a mind of its own.”

      “You ride on me all the time.”

      “Pervert! You know what I meant!”

      While her words sounded harsh, the bright smile she wore let Anthony know she did not harbor any bad feelings over his crass words.

      They didn’t end their day until the sun was beginning to set.

      “That was fun,” Brianna admitted as they rode the hoverboat back to Academy Island.

      Anthony smiled as he wrapped an arm around Brianna’s shoulder. “It was. We should do this again sometime.”

      “Hmm.”

      Brianna leaned into him, seemingly at peace with his intimate actions. He was surprised to find that she wasn’t blushing like she normally did. Perhaps she was tired.

      “So… I was thinking,” he began again, making Brianna open her eyes. “It would be a shame to end our date right now, and you know, it's getting kind of hard to be intimate with you at home. I feel like we can’t do anything without Secilia and Marianne hearing us.”

      It would be awkward to have sex now that they had three people living with them, one of whom he hadn’t bonded to yet. He also still remembered when he woke up and discovered Marianne in his bed. What if she walked in on him when they were having sex? What would she say? What would he say?

      Brianna’s cheeks finally turned red. She looked down. The way her hair fell over her eyes as if to hide her embarrassment made his heart skip a beat.

      “You want to… get a hotel room, is that what you are saying?” she asked in a soft voice.

      “Yes. Though we don’t have to if you aren’t comfortable with the idea,” he added.

      “I… I think it’s fine,” Brianna said, her voice still soft as she stuttered out a reply. “Do you have a hotel in mind?”

      Anthony nodded. “I have a few. There’s a district with a lot of hotels that we can go to. It’s not even that far from our apartment.”

      After getting off the hoverboat, they traveled to the nearest maglev station and rode it to a district that appeared much gaudier than what either of them was used to. The numerous tall buildings loomed over them. Many of these buildings had neon signs hanging from them. From the names like Love Motel 6 and Heart Throb Hotel, it was clear these were all hotels specifically meant for people who wanted to spend a night of passion together.

      Brianna, embarrassed to even be seen in such a place, had already buried her face in his torso as he led her through the street. He was looking for a specific building. There was one hotel that had caught his eyes because of how clean it was. If only he could find it…

      Anthony stopped walking all of a sudden as something inside of his stomach suddenly shook.

      “Anthony?” Brianna asked suddenly when he stopped walking.

      The shaking in his stomach soon spread to his extremities as an intense surge of unpleasant sensations washed over him. He felt both hot and cold, like one half of his body had been dunked in lava and the other half had become frozen solid. His entire body shook and spasmed as pain hit him like never before.

      “Anthony!”

      He fell to his knees as the shaking grew more intense. He could no longer feel his hands. He didn’t know what that meant, but the numbness in his body was slowly but surely spreading. Gasping breaths escaped his lungs as he tried to take in oxygen, but each breath he took felt like hot pokers stabbing into him. He’d never felt this terrible before.

      “Anthony! What’s wrong?! What’s going on?! Answer me!”

      Anthony wished he could answer Brianna, who was at his side and kneeling next to him, but he didn’t have the strength. His arms and legs had already given out. He couldn’t raise them even if he wanted to.

      Just then, a figure walked out from the darkness. They were dressed in a cloak. It was impossible to tell whether they were a man or a woman. The cloak was so large it covered all of their features, but Anthony knew this person. He had vague recollections of someone sneaking into his apartment and shoving something down his throat with their tongue.

      “It’s about time,” the cloaked figure said. It was a woman’s voice. “You don’t know how long I was waiting for that poison to kick in. You’re more resilient than I thought. I was about ready to give up hope.”

      “You’re the person who snuck into our apartment the other day!” Brianna shouted, eyes narrowed fiercely. “What do you mean poison? Did you poison Anthony?!”

      “Now, now,” the person said, their voice amused. “There’s no need to get upset. I did indeed poison Anthony, but that was only because I’m in a hurry and he doesn’t seem interested in me.”

      Anthony was struggling to retain his consciousness, but it was a lot more difficult than it sounded. The poison in his body was like needles of fire and ice stabbing into him. One second hot. One second cold.

      “Who are you?” asked Brianna. “What do you want?”

      The figure standing before them raised their hands. The sleeves of their cloak fell back, revealing dainty and delicate hands with long, elegant fingers. Reaching up to their hood, the figure pulled the hood back, revealing a face that Brianna didn’t recognize, but Anthony did.
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“Se… lene…” he mumbled, though even saying that one word took all of his strength.

      “Hello, Anthony.” Selene smiled at him, though it was not the least bit friendly. “I’m sorry for poisoning you like this, but don’t worry, once you agree to my conditions, I will be more than happy to administer the antidote.”

      The world was beginning to turn hazy. Everything was getting blurry, but he still managed to raise his head and look at the woman.

      “What… do you… want… from me?”

      Selene looked surprised by something, but then that amused smile of hers appeared as she took a step forward. Brianna readied herself for a fight. She opened her music case, pulled out the Geminius Sword, and set herself in a combat stance, feet spread shoulder-width apart and blade aimed at the woman. However, it was clear from how Selene ignored her that she had no intention of fighting.

      “I want you to help me kill someone,” Selene said in a voice so chilly it could have frozen over hell.

      
        
        To be Continued...

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Thank you for reading!

          

        

      

    

    
      I want to thank everyone who read Incubus 3.  I hope you enjoyed it immensely.

      I know how important your time is, but if you liked this story and have a quick minute, please consider writing a review on Amazon. Books live and die by their reviews. I hope if you enjoyed this book, you will help it reach more readers and live a little longer.

      Amazon is sadly not very reliable about letting readers know when an author has a new book out. You can still follow me, but your best bet to learn when I have a new book is to sign up for my mailing list.

      Join my mailing list!

      Don’t worry. I hate spam as much as the next guy. I’ll only send out newsletters to announce the release of my next book, when I’m hosting giveaways, and when something that is actually news worthy happens.

      If you enjoy sarcasm, NSFW artwork, and all things erotic, you can follow me on Twitter.

      My Facebook Page is another place where you can find me. I try to post less often on there, so you won’t get sarcastic posts and nude artwork, but you’ll get important stuff like cover reveals, light novel illustrations, WIPs, and the occasional glimpse into what I am writing.

      And finally, you can find me on the Harem Lit and Harem Gamelit groups. If you are a fan of harem stories in general, I highly recommend joining these groups as well. You’ll feel right at home.

      Once again, thank you immensely for reading my books. Your support is immeasurable.
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      Well… that escalated quickly.

      Incubus volume 3 is now finished, and while not everything went like I thought it would, I’m somewhat satisfied with most of this volume. If you enjoyed the read, I’d like to ask you to please leave a review. They are the lifeblood of authors and books. Books without reviews die fast in this industry, and that, unfortunately, means authors will follow soon after, fading into obscurity, never to write again. If you’d like me to afford all my artists, editors, and proofreaders, I hope you’ll do me a solid and write a review.

      Now, then, as promised, I introduced my vampire princess in this volume. I’ve actually introduced two, but we’re only going to talk about one.

      Marianne.

      Marianne Tepes is a mass of contradictions, a vampire princess who wants to present a confident, strong front before others but is secretly meek and submissive. She gets easily embarrassed and is very shy. That said, while she might not always be able to successfully wear her public mask, she’s a very good cook, likes to clean, and is helpful around the house. Following traditional anime tropes, that makes her prime waifu material. I honestly think she’s very cute, and I hope you all feel the same way.

      You’ll notice this volume has a prologue but no epilogue. This is a two-volume arc. It’ll probably be one of the only two volume arcs of the series. I prefer this one to have volumes with a beginning, middle, and end, but I couldn’t get that in this part of the story.

      Before I go, I’d like to thank several people who made this novel possible.

      To my artist Orendi Laran. Thank you so much for working with me on this series. I’m very grateful to have such a skilled artist bring my characters to life. Orendi Laran does an amazing job and I hope to keep working with them well into the future.

      I’d also like to thank Abby for helping clean up my grammar and spelling. I’ll admit, my writing can be a mess. I’m sure that even now, some people will be going through my manuscript and pointing out mistakes, but there are less of them now than there would be otherwise thanks to her help.

      And finally, I want to thank you readers for buying, reading, and hopefully reviewing this book. Your continued support means everything to make. I plan to keep working hard so you can have more entertaining stories to read.

      I hope you’ll all join me in the next volume, which is going to be packed with so much babes, battles, and booty that your head will spin!

      
        
        ~Brandon Varnell
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