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      “Ian!” screams a voice from the front of the store.

      Sighing in frustration, I look at the store’s front from the backroom, where my uncle is sitting beside a pile of trash. Oh, excuse me, collector’s items. The place was a fucking dead-end zone for pieces of shit items folks no longer wanted. And my uncle tried to sell it as ‘antiques.’ To me, it was nothing but junk. I mean, the last time we had someone come in to buy something was over three months ago.

      “Ian!” my uncle screams again, louder this time.

      “Coming, Uncle,” I shout back.

      “Don’t you fucking shout at me!” he hollers back.

      Seriously? I am in the backroom. What am I supposed to do? Whisper? Getting up from the pile of shit my uncle had me cleaning, I head towards the front of the Antique Shop Emporium. Yeah, how original, right? Moving through all the crap that the store is packed with, trying not to hit anything to knock it over, I finally make it out of the backroom and walk up to my uncle at the front cash.

      “About fucking time! Why I put up with your ass, I have no clue. I should have just left you at the orphanage. Probably would have been cheaper for me in the long run,” he growls, the usual spiel coming out of his mouth.

      “Your parents were murdered because of you most likely,” he repeats the insult I hear all the time. As if at 12 years old, I can be the cause of both of my parents being mugged and shot in downtown New York City on a trip. I try not to roll my eyes, barely.

      “What do you need, Uncle?” I ask him politely. One thing I have learned, pissing him off means no supper, so I don’t piss him off.

      He glares at me as if looking for my insincerity. Finally, he grunts and points to a large paper box that has seen better days that’s next to the front door. That wasn’t there earlier, and I didn’t hear the front door. Odd.

      “Take that to the back room, and polish everything in it, and bring it back before we close the store.”

      I look down at my watch, and I see that I have less than an hour. I know better, though, than to argue with him, as my uncle is nothing if not a true asshole. Going to the front door, I bend down and grab the box easily. One thing about working for my uncle, I am not weak. Some of the shit he gets me to move around sometimes, even a football player from my old high school would have issues lifting. I graduated two years ago, and now I’m 20, or I will be tomorrow.

      Lifting the torn-up box, I grunt at the weight of it, placing a hand underneath it quickly, so it doesn’t rip from the bottom. This is heavier than it looks. Under the watchful glare of my uncle, I head towards the back room again. Once I maneuver myself into the back with the box, without knocking anything over, barely, I drop the heavy box down on the workbench. I have learned over the years that I need to keep that workbench cleared in case I need to put something there that needed my attention quickly.

      The one good thing is my uncle never comes back here. He is so large in size, and I don’t mean tall, that he can’t get back here with all the stuff in the way. Though, to be honest, that’s my doing. I made it that way on purpose, so he doesn’t come here. Once in a while, he will try and then he’ll knock some shit over, get upset that he did, make me clean it up, but then not try to come back here again for another three or four months. If you ask me, it’s a wonderful system, which makes me grin, with my back to him, in case he is still glaring at me.

      I start to reach into the box and take things out. To me, it’s nothing more than brass and metal crap. I hold up something that looks, to my eye, to be nothing more than a coat hanger meant for a pet’s coat. It’s so small, and there is no way it’s even for a child’s outfit. The design on it is artistic, but it’s still brass crap. I look closer, and I see that there are designs on it, but they made no sense, just lines, and squiggles. Looks like someone had a fight with a Dremel tool.

      I place the item down, and I move on to the next one. A round brass ball? When I shake it, I don’t hear anything. I try to find the lines where they welded it together, but I can’t find any. Shrugging, I place it on the workbench. Then, I pull out another item, and it’s a bracelet. Oh Hello? That’s not brass or steel. Maybe aluminum? Some of the junk we get is made out of aluminum and just painted to look like brass. This bracelet is pretty nice though. Turning it over, I see that there is no clasp. What? Are you supposed to wear it like a bangle? I turn it around again to look at the other side. That’s when I notice that it’s got an engraving of a pentagram on it. Oh, oh? Someone was playing with the devil, which makes me chuckle.

      I don’t know why that’s in there. I look inside the box, and I can see the contents are mostly like the coat hanger thing, and there are like 11, no wait, 12 brass balls. This bracelet isn’t even brass. This thing is black. I reach over the box and grab a metal pick that I use when I need to clean things by scraping them. I turn around to make sure my uncle isn’t watching me, because if he catches me scratching the merchandise, he will kill me. Well, not kill me, but he won’t feed me tonight, and I’m starving. Breakfast was at seven in the morning, and it was already close to seven in the evening. My uncle was a big talker about only eating two meals a day. It was easy to say that when he kept a lunch box the size of a briefcase next to him, and snacked all day.

      Seeing that my uncle wasn’t looking, I took the small metal pick, turned the bracelet over so that I was looking at the underside of it, and I tried to scratch a small line to see what kind of metal was under the paint. But I look at it in surprise. Not only doesn’t it mark, but I look at the tip of my pick, and it’s scratched. What the fuck is this thing made of?

      I take the pick again and try to push down on the back of the bracelet to make a hole, or at least gouge a hole. After a couple of minutes of pushing and pressing down, I stop and look. What the fuck is this thing made of? I look at the tip of my pick, and now it’s flattened. It’s not a tip anymore but looks more like a flathead screwdriver!

      Fuck this. I put the bracelet on the workbench, throw the pile of junk back into the box, and place the box on the floor, kicking it aside with my foot. I reach under the bench and grab the cordless drill that I keep there when I need to drill holes into some of the shit that comes through here that I have to clean. I check to make sure I have a metal drill bit. Good. I do. I place the bracelet front side flat, and set the drill bit against the back, and press the drill’s power button. With a whirring sound, it starts, but I see the bit isn’t doing anything.

      What the Hell? I press down harder on the drill, keeping the bracelet there with just the force of how hard I am pushing on the drill itself. Unexpectedly, the drill bit breaks, making me scrape along the wooden workbench and causing a gouge.

      “The Hell,” I mutter, looking at the bracelet. There isn’t a mark on it at all.

      I place the drill, with its broken bit, on the workbench and place my finger on the backside of the bracelet. It’s cool. And having used a drill bit on metal things before, I know it should have been hot. I put my finger on the end of the drill bit and flinch it away. Fucking Hell, it’s burning! I scratch my head in confusion. What the fuck did my uncle ended up getting? Is it made of that titanium shit? But is titanium black?

      Lifting the bracelet, I feel its weight. It’s as light as a feather. That was what got me the first time I picked it up. It was light. That was the reason I thought it was aluminum. But now? No clue. I decide to see what the fit is like. Maybe I can convince my uncle to give it to me? I place the bracelet over my right wrist, and it’s tight, but I can squeeze my hand into it. When it’s over my wrist, I shake it to see how loose it is. Yeah, that will be awkward wearing, which makes me laugh.

      Then, without warning, the bracelet tightens around my wrist, and I feel an intense pain at the upper side of my wrist, as if something is jabbing me. It feels like someone was driving nails into my wrist. Suddenly, the pain is gone. Looking at the bracelet, I notice that the pentagram is glowing slightly white, almost like it had a LED light inside it. Then it gets brighter and brighter until I can’t look at it, and I have to look away.

      I start to hear a high-pitched whine that gets louder and louder, making me cover both of my ears with my hands, which doesn’t help as I just brought the fucking bracelet closer to my right ear. I put my arm down by my side again and instead, I press my ear against my shoulder. But then there is a loud explosion of sound, and all around me everything goes flying away from me as if I was the center of something. When the dust settles, I am left looking at an enormous hole that leads outside, at the side of the shop. I can see the wall of the building next door.

      “What the fuck did you do!?” my uncle screams in a shrill voice.

      Turning to me, he looks at me in horror. Without thinking, I am moving towards him. I’m holding up my right arm, where the bracelet is.

      Dumbly I say, “I tried this on.”

      He looks at my wrist, and his face goes as white as a ghost, then turns bright red. “Get out,” he says in a deathly quiet voice.

      “What? I mean...” I say, looking back at the hole in the wall in the backroom. It’s so huge I can even see it from here. “I can try to fix it, Uncle.”

      He points to the door and says again in a voice heavy with restrained anger, “Get out.”

      “Okay. Sure, Uncle. I’ll head home,” I tell him in a daze at what just happened. But also at the anger, my uncle is showing. I have never seen him so angry. Ever. Even when I broke stuff by accident.

      “No,” he shouts, “You misunderstood me, you fucking little shit. Get out of my life. Leave. Now. I don’t want to ever see your face around here again. You’re nothing but a pain in the fucking ass, and now I am done with you.” My uncle is so upset that he is actually spitting. I never saw a spitting, angry person before. Oh, why am I just taking this in stride? I must be in shock. Is this what they call shock? I can’t tell.

      Nodding numbly, I turn towards the exit of the shop and head out. After I’m outside, I see that it’ll be dark soon. Where am I going to go? I mean, I lived with my uncle. Is this what people in shock feel like? Shouldn’t I be freaking out? Right now, I feel nothing. Turning around to look at my surroundings, I notice the park that’s across from my uncle’s shop. Yeah, maybe I will go sit on a bench in the middle of the park.

      I don’t remember the three or four-minute walk to the middle of the park, but I see that it’s empty. Sitting down on the bench, I look around and see no one. It makes sense. It’s about to get dark, and most folks would be indoors.

      Then it starts: the shakes. At first, I feel it in my stomach, almost like a flutter. Then, within half a minute, it’s coursing through my entire body, making my teeth chatter. Then, the tears start, and without warning, I am crying. Alone. Nowhere to go. And the only thought in my head is, what the fuck just happened?
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      Sitting on the bench, I try to figure out what to do. It’s already dark out. Has been for about two hours, according to my watch. It was almost 11 pm. I can’t go to my uncle’s. Not after the fact that somehow this bracelet — that I can’t remove no matter what I try — just blew a hole in his shop. And he got so upset, (who can blame him?) he threw me out. Not just out of the store, but out on my ass.

      I always expected it to happen, but I never really did? I mean, I always envisioned one day running away from my uncle or him getting so tired of me that he’d kick me out. I never really looked at it as something that could really happen and now look at me: no money, no food, as my stomach just reminded me, and no roof over my head. At least it’s not cold out as it’s July. I can always sleep on a bench tonight.

      I sit back and tilt my head towards the sky, trying to figure out what the fuck I’m going to do now. I have no home, no money, and no education, really. I had good grades in high school, but college or university was out of the question because this small town didn’t have opportunities like that. I would have had to go upstate to New York to get an education beyond high school. But since the age of 12, I worked for my uncle in his shop and didn’t get paid for it. So, I didn’t have a college fund like many of my friends.

      I did get a scholarship at one point, but my uncle, as my guardian, fucking turned it down, saying I wasn’t going to need it. That schooling was for those who were worth it. I mean, I can always go to the local shelter and ask for aid. Maybe work at the local restaurants. Though, knowing my uncle, he will already have told everyone I was a terrible employee to make sure I don’t find work elsewhere.

      Hearing a clearing of a throat, I lower my gaze to see who it is. My jaw almost hits the ground. The woman in front of me is smoking hot. She has long reddish hair, a stunning face dotted with freckles, and she’s dressed in Victorian style. Her dress looks purple, and I can see around her neckline she has tattoos that look like some sort of gothic lines. There is one that goes down her cleavage, which I can tell is rather ample. She even has a hat, but it makes her look like a witch from an old TV show. The weak lighting near the bench doesn’t illuminate much, but I was able to catch that at least.

      “Mind if I sit here?” she says, her voice utterly purring, and she points to the bench.

      “Eer, sure. Sorry,” I tell her, embarrassed for staring rather obviously.

      Jesus H. Christ. She is hot. She looks older than me. Maybe in her early 30s or late 20s even? I don’t remember ever seeing her around town. A tourist perhaps? I mean, who but a tourist would come out here in the middle of a park at almost midnight? I scoot over to give her room, as I had sat down in the middle of the bench.

      “Thank you,” she says with a smile and still that purr is in her voice.

      “You’re welcome,” I reply awkwardly.

      So, we sit like that for about five minutes, in awkward silence. Well, to me, it feels like an awkward silence until she turns to me and asks me what is probably the dumbest question I have ever had a girl ask me.

      “So, did you want to learn Magic?” she asks with an enticing smile.

      I can’t help but burst out laughing at the odd question, particularly after the night I just had. “Sorry,” I tell her with a smile, waving my hand dismissively. “I’m not laughing at you. It’s just, it’s been an interesting night, and that question caught me off guard and made me laugh. If nothing else, thanks for that,” I tell her.

      “Ah, I am sorry to hear you had a rough night,” she says kindly. “But the question still stands. Did you want to learn Magic?”

      Smiling at her, I say, “Thank you, but I was never one for Magic tricks and that kind of stuff. I mean. I saw a Magician once at a birthday party when I was maybe 11? I thought he was cool. But, at my age, I don’t really want to learn how to do things like card tricks or sleight-of-hand stuff.”

      “I don’t mean that kind of Magic, I mean real Magic,” she says, now gazing at me with an intensity that kind of freaks me out a bit.

      Uhhh… what the fuck? Did I meet a crazy chick who believes in that Magical stuff? Is that why she is dressed the way she is? The Victorian outfit and the hat? Great. I try not to sigh out loud, but fucking Hell, I don’t need this tonight. Not after how my night’s been going so far. Deciding it would be best to find somewhere else to sleep, I get up, and I smile down at her.

      “Thanks for cheering me up. I truly needed it. Have a good night. Don’t stay in the park long. The town might be safe, but you never know,” I tell her, and begin to walk away.

      “I’m being serious, Ian,” she says behind me.

      On hearing my name, I stop dead in my tracks. Shit, am I being stalked? Turning around slowly, so I am face-to-face with her, I can tell I’m glaring at her and that my fists are balled in tight in anger. After tonight, who can blame me?

      “Listen, I don’t know how you know my name, but I just had a truly shitty night. So how about you leave me alone?” and that’s when I notice that I’m shouting at her.

      She doesn’t look at me in shock, as you would probably expect. Instead, she’s nodding her head.

      “No, I’m not a stalker,” she says, answering my unspoken question. “My name is Penelope the Mage. I’m here because...” Suddenly, she stops talking and looks around quickly to see our surroundings grow ominously darker.

      I don’t mean it got dark because the light in the park went out. I mean, they did. But it got really fucking dark. Like the moon, the stars, everything went away.

      “Ian,” Penelope says in a rush, “You need to run. Now!” And she shoves me away from the park.

      Suddenly, in her hand is a staff, with a flame at the top. She turns away from me. The staff is as tall as her, and it looks to be a tree branch with a knotted end at the top, where the flame is resting. Suddenly she swings her staff, and the flame at the top flies off like an arrow streaking through the air, leaving an afterburn image. It strikes something, and that’s when, thanks to the flame’s light, I see what it hits.

      The only way I can describe it is a monster. The kind that you’d see in a horror movie. If the distance is correct, that beast stands at least eight feet tall. It had gray skin, like a seal, but that wasn’t what was appalling. It was the lack of face. It was blank. No face at all. No eyes, no mouth with big teeth, no nothing. But it more than made up for that with its hands. They were longer than a normal human’s, reaching down to its knees, but it was the claws at the end that were fucking terrifying. They were long, almost touching the ground, and looked to be as sharp as knives

      It looks down at the fire arrow sticking out of its chest and that thing slowly pulls it out. The fire burning its hand, but it acts like it had no care in the world that its flesh was burning.

      Suddenly, Penelope breaks out into a kind of a dance, and each time she spins the staff, a flame comes up on top of it, and another fire arrow shoots off at the creature until it’s pin-cushioned with well over 10 flaming arrows. Finally, it ignites in a bonfire and is burned to ashes within seconds. Then, out of the darkness comes a horde of them. Counting, I finally stop when I hit twenty-five of them.

      Penelope backs up towards me, looks at me apologetically, and says, “I’m sorry, Ian. But it seems I wasn’t fast enough to get you, and for that, we shall both be paying the price.” I hear the sadness in her voice.

      “What are these things?” I ask her, nodding towards the monsters.

      “They’re called Darkbeasts. They were sent after you,” Penelope says, and she waves her staff back and forth and ends up killing the closest of these Darkbeasts the same way the first one went. She pins it with a multitude of fire arrows.

      “After me?!” I ask her, confused. “Why would these fucking ugly things come after me? Shit!” I scream, pointing at them as they start to rush us.

      Penelope turns around quickly at my expletive and holds up her staff. Abruptly a bright light, like a mini sun, emits from the top of the staff, making the Darkbeasts stop suddenly, shielding their faces. What the fuck? They don’t have eyes! How can they shield their faces? I can see that the skin of the three closest have skin that’s bubbling from the burns the light is giving them. Jesus, what is that light?

      Then, without warning Penelope, slumps down on one knee, using the staff to keep her up. “I’m truly sorry, Ian, that’s the best I can do.” Her hair half covers her face, and she is sweaty, as if she had just run a marathon. “I guess I failed the one job I had to do tonight,” she says with a soft smile, glancing my way. “Forgive me,” she says and lowers her head. She’s breathing hard.

      Something inside me, I’m not sure what, boils and comes to my chest. Something, I’m not sure what, whispers to me. Then, without thought, I step in front of Penelope and hold out my arms, as if I am going to protect her. In the back of my mind, I hear Penelope yell my name in fear, but I am past that somehow. I can see the Darkbeasts running towards me. But I see them almost clinically. I see my count was off. There weren’t twenty-five or twenty-three with the two that Penelope killed. There were twenty-eight left.

      Then, unbidden by me, my voice rings out.

      “Oh, Harken beasts of the Dark. The light shall prevail. Thou shall return to darkness from whence you came,” I say.

      Again, almost clinically, I recognize that I’m not speaking English anymore, but some language I have never heard before. It sounds almost like old English, or even Latin, but not quite. Authoritatively, I bring both my hands together, and the bracelet on my wrist grows warm. In the palms of my hands, flickers the same light that Penelope had on her staff, but my flame is much bigger.

      And brighter too. But I can look at it like it without having to shield my eyes somehow. Then, I spread my arms wide, and the mini sun in my hands transforms into a blade that traverses the field, cutting the Darkbeasts in half… every single one. Within seconds, they turn to ash, leaving dark spots on the grass.

      Turning around to face Penelope, who is smiling at me, I blurt out, “So? Magic is real?”

      I sound like an absolute idiot, I'm sure. 

      “Yes, it’s real. You might want to sit down, Ian,” she says softly, looking at me closely.

      “Why?” I ask her, but that’s as far as I get before my legs give out without warning, and my head hits the ground. As everything goes black, the last thought I have before I lose consciousness is, “Thank God for grass.”
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      When I come to, I raise my head, and I am looking into the face of Penelope, like extremely close. I notice that she has freckles all over her face, and she is still smoking hot. Then I feel the softness under my head, and that’s when I notice that I am lying down with my head on her lap. I move to get up quickly, but she puts her hand on my chest and pushes me back down.

      “Not so fast, Ian,” she says quietly with a smile, showing me her perfect red lips that I just want to reach up and kiss.

      What the Hell? Where did that thought come from?! I have never felt like this with any woman I’ve ever met. She seems to exude sex appeal! “What happened?” I manage to croak. I clear my throat and trying again. “What happened?”

      “What happened, young man, is that you showed an aptitude for Magic,” Penelope says gleefully.

      I stare at her, uncomprehending. I hold up my wrist encased in the black bracelet adorned with a pentagram and say, “I’m quite sure that was all from this thing. This bracelet thing. It did all the work. It was what made me shoot that white light blade thing. But it won’t come off. Trust me. I’ve tried.” Which is true of course. I had tried to pull it off — yank it off actually — for hours, while sitting at the park alone.

      Penelope shakes her head and grins widely. “Oh no, Ian. That item is not the Magic. The Magic is coming from inside you. That bracelet is what we call a Focus.”

      “A Focus?” I ask her.

      Nodding, she brushes some of her long red hair out of her face. It had fallen forward because of the way she was looking down at me, sort of behind her, over her shoulder.

      “A Focus is what a Magician uses to bring out the Magic in them. That bracelet on your wrist is your Focus. Everyone’s is different. When you call forth a weapon, be it a staff or a wand, it will disappear from your wrist. When you dispel that weapon, your bracelet will reappear,” she says, nodding at my wrist that’s pressed against my stomach, my arms crossed.

      I hold up my arm to look at the bracelet in question and frown. “But it’s not mine. I found it in a box of junk that my uncle got. I just put it on,” I explain to Penelope.

      “The Focus chooses the Magician Not the other way around,” she tells me with a smirk.

      “I don’t understand,” I say, looking up at her. Is her face closer?

      “Let me start with your first lesson. We do not know where a Focus comes from. The Focuses are not made. When a Magician comes into their power, a Focus shows up. It’s a way to concentrate their power and make it so that a Magician does not burn themselves out with it. When a Magician comes into their power, the power wants to come out, and when it doesn’t have something to focus on, it burns the Magician from the inside out.”

      I look at her in horror. If I had not found this thing, I would have burned from the inside out? She laughs at my obvious shock and says, “Don’t worry. It’s exceedingly rare that a Focus does not find its Magician The Focus is Magic itself, so it finds a way. There, lesson one is done.”

      “Lesson?” I tell her with a slight laugh, glad I didn’t have to worry about getting burned from the inside out. “You make it sound like we are in a class.”

      “Oh, no, not yet,” she says cryptically. “Now then, shall we get up? I think you’re good. I used the little energy I had left to heal you some. Mostly it was internal damage.”

      “What!?” I cry, quickly lifting my head from her amazingly comfortable lap and staring at her as I’m down on my knees.

      “You used up so much power there for your first,” and she stops and puts a finger to her mouth, tapping it, pursing her red, soft lips together. Once again, I want to do nothing more than reach out, pull her close and kiss her soundly. “No, I guess it would be your second time, that you burned some of your nerves in your hands.”

      “Second time?” I ask her. “When was the first time?”

      “When you blew a hole in Vernon’s wall,” she says with a chortle.

      At the mention of my uncle’s name, the depression I felt earlier comes back, making me slump down from my knees back on my ass on the grass. “Right. My uncle,” I say with a sigh.

      “What’s wrong?” she asks, getting up off the ground slowly, brushing the grass off her dress.

      “I can’t go back to my uncle’s. He threw me out after I blew a hole in his wall with this,” I say, holding up my wrist.

      “Ah,” she says with a grin. “Yes. I’m sure Vernon was mighty pissed.”

      “Wait. How do you know my name? And now you know my uncle’s name too?” I question.

      How the fuck did she know my name? I have never met her before, because holy fuck, I would definitely remember meeting a sultry redhead like her.

      “Vernon and I go way back,” she states. I hear the anger in her voice.

      “What?” I ask tentatively.

      Waving her hand dismissively, Penelope says, “Shall we find somewhere to eat? I bet you’re hungry after using that much power.”

      I am about to tell her I’m good, when my stomach betrays me and makes a loud groaning sound that I know she heard loud and clear. I mean, I was hungry when I left my uncle’s shop, but now, I was downright starving. She grins at me. Sighing, I take her hand and let her help me get up off the grass. But after I’m on my feet, she doesn’t let go of my hand.

      “Ummm, I need my hand to brush my jeans off,” I murmur awkwardly.

      “Fine,” she says with a small huff, but she has that killer smile on her face. She squeezes my hand for a couple of seconds before reluctantly letting go.

      I brush off the back of my jeans; I wasn’t lying when I told her I needed to clean up a little. “So, where did you want to eat? The only restaurant that will be open at this time would be in the town over, about a 15-minute drive from here. And I don’t drive. And I doubt my uncle will let us into his house and feed us both. I mean, I have some cash on me. I’m sure I can spring for something for the two of us.”

      I kept 40 dollars in my wallet as an emergency thing all the time. I mean, I haven’t had to use it since, well… ever. I don’t go anywhere. I don’t drive. I mean, I have my license since there are times my uncle sends me out of town and even out of state to get things. I just don’t have a car.

      “Oh no, I have a much better idea for a location we can eat and don’t worry, it’s open, and it’s free,” she says, again being rather vague.

      She holds her left hand out to me. I stare at her, uncertain. Does she want to walk to this place holding hands? Not that I am disinclined to hold the hand of almost certainly the hottest woman I have ever met, but I mean, she barely even knows me. When I don’t take her hand, she laughs and reaches down and grabs mine, squeezes it once, and brings up her other hand as if to grab something.

      Out of nowhere, the staff she had earlier appears, but without the flame on top. “Where the fuck did that come from?” I ask in shock.

      “Oh, this is my Focus. You didn’t notice that my tattoos are gone?” Penelope says, tilting her chin up to reveal her neck.

      I look at her neck and downwards toward her chest, trying not to focus on the deep cleavage that is there, and I stare. I am fairly sure I saw tattoos there earlier. Didn’t I? She smiles even more broadly at my confusion. “The tattoos are my Focus. I’m able to focus them into my weapon of choice. My staff is my preferred weapon.”

      “Holy shit! Will I be able to do that?” I ask her, amazed, bringing my wrist up and looking at my Focus.

      “One day, with some practice, yes,” she says, nodding.

      “Damn. Then I can’t wait to learn,” I say enthusiastically, rubbing the top portion of my bracelet.

      “And that’s what I’m here for,” she says with a laugh.

      “Oh, are you like my teacher now?” I ask her, hope in my voice.

      Because Hell, I won’t say no to having a hot teacher. I always wanted a hot teacher in high school, but I kept getting men as teachers.

      “Let’s eat first, shall we?” she says with a laugh, and that purr I heard before is back.

      Penelope lifts her staff higher in her hand and commands, “Da nobis accessum imperium!”

      I blurt out, “was that Latin?”

      “Yes,” she says with a grimace. “The person who created the doorway thought it would be amusing to use Latin.”

      “What doorway?” I ask her, puzzled.

      She gestures with her staff, pointing straight ahead. Looking towards the direction in which the staff is pointing, I get the surprise. Ahead of us is a doorway. It’s a massive wooden door with a brass handle. The door is something like you would find in old-style homes from maybe hundreds of years ago. It stands roughly six feet high, and about five feet wide. I think it’s made of oak planks. The handle is a round, ornate looking brass piece. There is no window, though, so I can’t see through to the other side.

      Penelope pulls me to the door, lifts my hand, and places it against the cool, smooth wood. Then she orders, “Dare accesssum!”

      With a blue flash, my hand is wrapped in light, and just as suddenly, it’s gone.

      “What was that!?” I ask, instinctively pulling my hand away.

      “That, Ian, was me giving you access to enter the door,” she says with a wink.

      “Shall we? After that battle, I’m starving myself!” she finishes, and she pushes open the door that is in the middle of the park, in the middle of the night after we’ve been attacked by Darkbeasts. Nope. Nothing weird about that at all.

      I look through the door in stunned silence. On the other side, I see sunlight. I look up at the night sky, and I see twinkling stars, but yet here we are, looking at sunlight through a doorway. Penelope walks through, lifts her head, and opens her arms wide. She turns back to me, her eyes still closed for another couple of seconds.

      She lowers her gaze and opens her eyes and looks at me with a huge grin on her freckled face. “Ian Arthur, welcome to your new home. The Monster Acadamia!”

      I stare at her from the other side of the threshold, not comprehending. She must have seen the confusion on my face because she laughs merrily, and runs back to me, she grabs my hand and drags me through the doorway. On the other side, I look back just in time to see the door disappear into thin air, almost like it evaporated.

      Beyond the door, or where the door was, are woods, trees. Turning back to the way the door was originally facing, I see buildings. Lots of them, all laid out exactly as I would imagine a university would be. But that isn’t what catches my attention. It’s Penelope.

      She’s got cat ears with red fur and a red tail. No, wait, is that two tails? Sticking out from under her dress?! I look up at her in shock. “Are you a fox?!”

      “Got it in one!” Penelope says laughing. “I’m what you would call a Kitsune.”

      “Wait, isn’t that a fox spirit or something?” I ask her, remembering it from watching some anime now and then on the web.

      “Or something,” she says with a grin. “My ancestors probably started that way, but we have evolved. Just as humans have evolved over the ages. All things evolve,” she says with a shrug. “Now then, shall we go eat? I need food!” she says, twirling around and making her purple Victorian dress swish around her.

      “Sure,” tell her in a daze. This can’t be real. What’s happening to me? I follow Penelope down the pathway towards the buildings. The path isn’t made of asphalt as I would be used to, but rather of interlocking stones. The sun on my skin feels amazing. The grass is perfectly manicured, and even the flowers on the side of the path are well taken care of.

      Coming towards us are two girls, roughly my age. Both look human, which sort of disappoints me. I guess I figured with Penelope being a Kitsune, everyone here would be. As we get closer, they see us, look at me in wonder, and then look quickly at Penelope, bow their heads and say, “Headmistress, good day to you.”

      I stop in my tracks, blinking at the name they just called Penelope. Honestly, I think I’m staring at her in astonishment. The girls pass me, and I can hear them whispering behind me, but not what they are saying. Penelope had turned to look at me, and she seems embarrassed.

      “Yes,” she says with a moue. “I’m the Headmistress of Monster Acadamia. Welcome.”
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      Walking through the campus, hearing student after student calling Penelope Headmistress was just so strange. I mean, she didn’t look that much older than the students! Most seemed to be between18 and 24 years old.

      We’re sitting in a large cafeteria. It didn’t feel like we had just walked through a door in the middle of a dark field, and it had been almost midnight. But now, according to the clock on the wall in here, it’s two in the afternoon and the day is bright and sunny.

      Penelope sits across from me at the table and devours a bowl of beef and broccoli with rice. I know it’s beef and broccoli because the person serving the food said it was. Still in a bit of a daze, I glance over for the eighth or ninth time since we sat down, towards the serving stations. The person that had served Penelope was an older white-haired Elf! She had damn Elf ears sticking out from that white hair!

      “Ah!” Penelope says, putting her bowl down with a satiated sigh. “Mmm, that was good! Aren’t you going to eat yours?” she asks.

      I turn back to face Penelope again, and look at her. Lowering my gaze, I stare down at my untouched bowl momentarily before I grab the two chopsticks on the tray instead of the fork. With confused thoughts, I gradually begin to eat my food. I can tell it tastes amazing, but I am so utterly puzzled right now, I can’t really focus on the food.

      So, what do I know? I know now that Magic is real. And evidently, I can cast it, thanks to this bracelet on my arm that’s called a Focus. I have cast a spell twice now. The first time I blew a hole in my uncle’s shop wall. The second time was when we were attacked by things called Darkbeasts. I used a light spell. Or was that fire? After that incident at my uncle’s shop, Penelope showed up in the park. That thought reminds me of something.

      “Penelope,” I inquire, with a frown on my face. “How did you know my name and my uncle Vernon’s name?”

      “Ah,” she says with a sigh. “Starting with the tough questions, are you?”

      “Tough questions?”

      “How do I know your uncle’s name and your name? Well, let’s see,” she says, putting her elbows on the table and cupping her cheeks with her hands, as she looks at me. “I know your name because I’ve been watching you for the last two years. I know your uncle’s name because I have had dealings with him.”

      “What?” I ask her, baffled. She’s been watching me for the last two years? “Penelope? Or should I say, Headmistress…?”

      “For you, it’s Penelope,” she says, batting her eyes at me in a sexy way that makes me think bad thoughts for whom I now know to be the Headmistress of the school.

      “Penelope,” I say slowly, “I would remember seeing someone like you in our shop.”

      “Even if you had a spell cast on you to forget?” she answers me with a grin.

      “What?!” I shake my head in surprise at her answer.

      Nodding, she says, “When I go see you, or your uncle, I would always cast a spell on you to forget. Well, it’s not a spell really, because it’s an ability of us Kitsunes or those of us who are powerful. The first time I met you was about two years ago when I went to your uncle’s after I heard there was a Magical item for sale there. As you can imagine, I was extremely disappointed when the item was garbage.” She has a look of disgust on her face. “The oaf tried to tell me it was Magic and that I only needed to believe. Gods, sometimes you humans are idiots. Present company excepted,” she says, a big smile spreading across her face.

      “Yeah, that store is just basically junk. My uncle tries to sell it off as antiques, but I’m the one cleaning the shit up and trust me, it’s exactly that: shit. But what does that have to do with me?” I ask, putting down my now empty plate, not even noticing that I had eaten every bite of the beef and broccoli as she was talking.

      “When I first walked in there, you were working in the back, and when I wasn’t going to buy anything, your uncle screamed at you to bring him the ‘special’ item,” she says, again her face not only clearly full of disgust, but also this time, her large ears, trimmed in red like her hair, twitch, causing me to look up at them.

      “Ah, right. The ‘special item’ from the back. My uncle always kept such items for fools. No offense meant. Most times, he would end up being able to sell it to the person I brought it for,” I tell her, with the same disgust, but without the ear twitch, for obvious reasons. I wonder, would she be sensitive in the ears if I touched them? Whoa! Focus, Ian! Damn, man!

      “Well, when you came out, that’s when I was able to sense the spark of Magic within you. As a Kitsune, we can feel Magic in others. Though I wasn’t sure how far it would grow, so I kept coming to see your uncle and bought things from him. Of course, as soon as I left, I would throw it away because it was all useless, but it gave me a reason to come to the shop.”

      “And each time you had to make me forget?” I tell her with a sad sigh. “Man, what a memory to forget,” I finish without thinking.

      “Oh, why thank you, Ian!” she exclaims happily, clapping her hands together like a schoolgirl who was just told she was pretty. I also notice that my comment made both her fox tails whip back and forth behind her.

      “Are you sure you’re the Headmistress?” I ask her skeptically.

      “Yes, why?” she asks, perplexed.

      “Well, you don’t act like a Headmistress would be. You act like, well… like a student would,” I point out to her.

      “Ah,” she says with a laugh. “I think I understand. What you would call a Headmistress in your world and mine are two different things. Headmistress is a title here given to the most powerful female Magician”

      “Oh, what is the most powerful male Magician here called?” I ask, glad she clarified that particular bit of information. I was thinking she was the one who ran the school!

      “I don’t know,” she says with a shrug.

      “What do you mean you don’t know,” I blurt out, and I focus on her in surprise.

      “Ian, are you telling me you haven’t noticed?” she says. Now it’s her turn to blurt out. She looks at me in surprise.

      “What? Noticed what?” I ask her. I take a moment to look around. I see lots of women at tables eating. Some are looking our way, curious, but that’s not bizarre at all. I see female staff members making meals and serving food behind the food counters. I see some female cleaning staff washing the tables and clearing the dishes.

      “Ohhhhh! No males!” I finally say in astonishment, turning to her with my mouth open wide.

      “Correct!” she shouts, making everyone around look at her.

      “So, where is the male Magician school then?” I ask her. Am I at the wrong school? Shouldn’t I be at a male school, like one that’s the equivalent to this one for females?

      “Males with Magic are exceedingly rare, Ian. Usually, it’s one man for every one thousand women who can do Magic. You are only the third student, sorry third male student, to ever come through our school,” she says proudly.

      “But I’m the only male here,” I tell her, worried at the idea of no other males around.

      “Yes! And do you know what that means?” Penelope says, raising her eyes up and down suggestively.

      “That I’m the only male here?” I repeat, slowly, questioning her underlying meaning

      “No, silly! It means you can have sex with whoever you wish!” she shouts at the top of her lungs.

      Mortified, I look at her and around at all the girls; I’m sure they fucking heard every word Penelope said. I put my head down on my arms; and I just want to crawl away and die. One of those moments when you wish a hole in the ground would just appear and swallow you up? Yeah. That kind of moment.

      I feel a hand on my arm, and Penelope says quietly. “Oh no, Ian. Are you a virgin?”

      At that, I look up at her in shock. What is wrong with her?! “What? No!” I blurt out without thinking.

      “Oh phew,” she says, putting her hand to her ample chest. “I don’t like teaching virgins,”

      “What?!” I gasp, my brain suddenly going blank at her statement.

      “I said, I don’t...” she starts, but I cut her off.

      “No! I heard what you said. What do you mean by it?” I ask her, cautiously.

      “Oh, that’s easy, silly. I want to have sex with you,” Penelope says with a laugh, reaching out and grabbing both my hands with hers. “I’ve wanted you since the first time I saw you two years ago! Do you know how hard it’s been not to have sex with you and then make you forget?”

      Penelope, will you leave the poor man alone,” says an authoritative female voice, but it’s dripping with sex appeal, and a hint of smokiness. Is that even allowed? I turn to the voice quickly. And my jaw drops in amazement.

      “You’re a demon!” I say in astonishment.

      “Not quite,” says the tall woman who just stopped at our table with a grin.

      She is about 5 feet 8 inches, dressed in leather from head to toe, and her skin is light colored but with a tinge of red. She has white eyes with red irises. Her hair is long hanging in a cascade of black waves, like a river, flowing down to the small of her back. But what gets me are the two small horns on her head. They don’t take away from her beauty; they enhance it. 

      And then there is the tail! Her tail is swinging behind her lazily, and it’s what I would expect on a demon. It’s long, red, and narrow, sort of like a cobra. At the end of it is a heart-shape, and the tip of the heart is the tip of her tail itself. Then there is her cleavage. She’s dressed in this leather outfit that comprises long black, tight fitting pants, and a sleeveless top that only serves as a sort of corset barely big enough to hold in those beauties. Shit! I realize I’m staring.

      Hearing a laugh, I look up from her breasts to her face, my own face full of embarrassment, but she says, “Don’t worry about it. I’m a Succubus. It’s hard to get used to at first. I’m Louetta, by the way. Louetta Firestorm,” she says, reaching out a hand for a handshake. Without thinking, I reach out to shake her hand. And the hand I grab is soft, smooth, and warmer than a normal person’s hand would be.

      Louetta lowers herself in the empty chair next to me. I look over at Penelope, and I see that she’s glaring at Louetta. “What do you want, Louetta? The Principal asked me to get him.”

      “Yes, to get him. Not to be the only one who can be his friend,” she says with a smile. “You honestly cannot believe that just because you brought him here and he is the only male Magician in the Realm, that you can keep him to all to yourself, now do you?”

      “What?” I blurt out in shock.

      Louetta turns to me and grins. “It’s true.”

      “Realm?” I ask her. “Wait. What do you mean? We aren’t on Earth??” But how is that possible? We came here from the park. And there was a sun in the sky!

      “Nope. This is a pocket Realm that holds the school, sure. But this is also the base of operations for all the Magicians from all over the galaxy. The last time a male Magician was here was a long time ago. So you, Ian Arthur, are a very sought-after man.”

      And with that, she grabs her chair, slides herself closer to me, grabs my hand, and places it in between her overflowing breasts. I can’t help but notice that her skin is also nice and warm to the touch on my palm. Hearing a guttural growl, I look up, and I see Penelope’s ears are flattened against her head, way back, like a cat’s or dog’s would be when angry. And I see flashing lights and sparks circling around her hair and in the fur of her ears.

      “Oh, shit,” Louetta says suddenly.
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      Suddenly, Louetta jumps back from our table, as agile as a cat. She literally just flipped backward over the chair. What the fuck now?

      Without warning, a fireball zips past me, and I hear a scream of anger mixed with pain. Looking back, I see that Louetta has a small purple shield in front of her, flames burning in a halo effect around it, but I notice that she got hit in the shoulder with a piece of the fireball that Penelope threw.

      I notice all the other students around us rapidly run away from us, leaving their belongings scattered about. What the Hell is going on here?

      “Wall!” I hear a cry behind me.

      Looking over at the staff, I see they are all abandoning their stations at a full run, including the cleaning staff, and heading towards us. As they encircle our table, they bend, and simultaneously place one of their hands on the floor. And with no warning whatsoever, a hazy shield surrounds us. They’ve cast a spell, a sort of a dome, and we’re inside. It’s between us and the staff and the students, who all made it behind the dome, separated from Penelope, Louetta, and myself.

      Louetta shoots a small purple fireball from her outstretched hand. It heads straight for Penelope, but misses her, and ends up hitting the hazy dome, bouncing off it harmlessly. Penelope screams and throws a fireball that heads for Louetta again, but winds up coming towards me, making me jump to the right to avoid it. Like Louetta’s, Penelope’s fireball also bounces off the dome.

      Shit! I need to get out. I get up quickly. The two girls are throwing fireballs at each other and every now and then, I see them bring up a shield to deflect a spell that would have hit them. I run to the edge of the hazy dome, near one of the staff members who is kneeling.

      “You need to let me out!” I yell.

      She is too focused and ignores my plea. But one of the students, a catgirl who’s staring at the fight between Penelope and Louetta, says quickly, “She can’t. If she opens it even a tiny bit, it will break the whole shield, and right now, that’s the only thing stopping the cafeteria from being destroyed.” Her eyes are wide with fear.

      “But I’ll die in here!” I scream at her.

      She finally turns to me and grins, “Then you need to avoid their Magic, right?” and turns back to watch the fight.

      I turn around, and just in fucking time too, as I see another purple fireball heading my way. Without thinking, I throw myself backward, avoiding it, but it hits the dome, causing catgirl to scream in surprise, but the staff member doesn’t even blink. Jesus H. Christ, they’re going to kill me in here with them!

      “He’s mine!” I hear Penelope scream, obviously angry.

      “He isn’t yours! He’s whoever can claim him!” Louetta screams back at her.

      Turning back to the fight, I see Louetta suddenly sprout small black wings and, defying the laws of gravity, she flies up in the air. What are they talking about, ‘claiming’ me? Am I some kind of property now?

      “I was sent to get him! He’s mine!” Penelope says, throwing two fireballs up at Louetta, who expertly dodges them both, but not the third smaller one that Penelope threw from behind her back.

      Louetta gets a purple shield up, but barely in time, so she takes some of the fire’s damage, which ends up burning away a part of her leather top. She now has one breast exposed but keeps on fighting like nothing is wrong at all. Obviously, I’m staring by now.

      For the next ten minutes, both of them go at it, back and forth, both taking damage. Penelope from the purple fire that Louetta’s throwing, and Louetta from red flames that Penelope is throwing her way. They each get hits in on the other, and in short order, both have shirts that are burned away, fully exposing themselves and their amazing assets. I wouldn’t have thought that Louetta was that large in the chest, but I guess the leather was keeping them strapped in, while Penelope’s were a nice, good size, a solid D-cup.

      And I can also see that Louetta’s pants and Penelope’s bottom dress portions are in no better shape than their shirts. An interesting choice of panties, though, for both girls. Penelope has a purple G-string. Louetta is wearing pink panties, and when she turns around, I see they have a small bat on the back squarely in the middle of them.

      Hearing someone yell “Duck!” I don’t ask questions. I throw myself flat on the ground. And just in time, as above me, I see one of Louetta’s purple fireballs streak past.

      What the fuck is with those two? For the last ten minutes -- and I know it’s been ten minutes, thanks to the large analog clock on the wall near the exit -- they have been screaming at each other and saying that I am theirs. Now, I’m so pissed. I simply want them to stop fucking fighting.

      I feel a tingling on my wrist, and I bring my right arm up. Still on my back, I notice the white glow around the pentagram, and somehow, I know what I need to do, almost like it was whispered into my mind.

      I turn over, get up on one knee and place my hand flat down, like the staff members were doing to create that dome. I feel a tingling in my stomach; I close my eyes. It’s almost like I’m trying to feel for something inside me. And I do. It’s like a glowing white river. A stream. I can see myself kneeling like I am now on the cafeteria floor. I plunge my hand into the river of white, without a care or a worry. I just know in my soul that it’s safe.

      Then, outside my senses, I feel an explosion of sound, but I seem to be in the calm of it. It doesn’t affect me at all. Slowly, I pull my hand out of that glowing, white river, and calmly, I open my eyes to see what is going on, as it’s suddenly noticeably quiet. There isn’t any more screaming from the girls or the sound of their spells hitting the barrier. Or even from the students who were cheering on Penelope and Louetta.

      My eyes open wide in astonishment. The dome is gone. That haze is now completely dissipated. And the staff who had conjured it are down on the ground, groaning and holding their heads. Penelope and Louetta, are in front of me standing where they had been fighting, and they’re turned towards me with their eyes wide in amazement and shock. But what makes me stare is the fact that every last stitch of clothing they had, from what had been tattered leftovers, was gone. Completely.

      They were standing in front of me with nothing but the gifts they were born with. I can see that Louetta doesn’t have any pubic hair is not even there, I thought it would have been black like her hair. Penelope’s is red but is shaved in a nice V-shape. I can also see that both women have amazing nipples, with Penelope’s areolas being much bigger than Louetta’s, but Louetta’s nipples are much larger, almost erect, sticking out by at least half an inch.

      Without warning, I’m thrown flat on the ground, as if the force of gravity just went from one to ten. I can see that the girls are feeling the same effect. They both got slammed down on the ground too. Struggling to look up, I see that everyone in the cafeteria is in the same position, except for the staff members who had already been on the ground, but every student is now lying flat.

      Hearing the clacking of shoes on the floor coming from the cafeteria’s entrance, I turn to look, fighting to keep my head up. What I see makes me squawk in surprise, again! It’s an older lady, I would say at least in her 70s, and she has long white hair and is wearing a Japanese kimono. But that wasn’t the reason I was surprised. It was the fact that she had so many white-colored tails! Was she a foxgirl like Penelope? Counting the tails, I see nine of them. Jesus, wasn’t there a legend about a nine-tailed fox? Fuck, I curse under my breath. I should have read more on Asian myths.

      Still fighting gravity, I slowly manage to bring myself to a standing position. Fucking Hell, I feel like I am bench pressing 400 pounds all over my body. But this lady is walking like it’s nothing. Was she causing it? As she gets closer, with her shoes making that noise, I see she’s wearing those old Japanese shoes I have seen in movies, though I have no clue what they are called. She sees me standing and raises a white eyebrow, but she has a small smile on her face. Why did I think she was old? She has smooth skin. Was it only because of the hair?

      When she finally reaches us, she stands in front of me. She isn’t very tall. At my six feet in height, she comes to my chest, so that would make her around five feet tall or so. She looks up at me, almost inspecting me. She slowly walks around me, but I don’t turn around, as I can barely remain upright. I think turning around to follow her gaze might cause me to fall over or break something. I can feel the strain inside my body.

      “Very impressive,” she says, standing in front of me again, with her hands clasped behind her back.

      Her voice is incredibly soft, and extremely quiet, yet it’s comforting. She turns and looks around the cafeteria and its damages. I can see now that it wasn’t only the dome that I broke. Every single window in the cafeteria is blown out, and the chairs are thrown against the walls. The tables are the only thing that did not move; I think that’s probably because they are nailed down.

      “Prin—,” begins Penelope behind me, in a grunt of pain.

      “Silence,” the white-haired, nine-tailed fox woman says. Only one word, but the power behind it is enough to bring me to one knee with a grunt of pain. Fucking Hell, it felt like more weight was added there for a second. Slowly, with a groan I stand up again. Once more, the old lady looks at me with a smile, and I can see there is laughter in her eyes.

      “Again, very impressive, I must say. Ian Arthur. Not many are able to stand when I cast this spell,” she says softly, grinning and showing me perfect white teeth. Her two top canines are much longer than normal.

      “Yeah,” I grunt through the pain. “Glad to hear that, but what the Hell kind of spell is that?”

      “Oh? A student who likes to ask questions. This will be a very enjoyable time for you here at Monster Acadamia.”

      “Monster what?” I ask with a frown. What does she mean, Monster Aca-whatever it was? I’m not a monster. So how can I be here if I’m not a monster?

      “Monster Acadamia. This little world is a land with a Magical school for monsters to learn Magic. As I’m sure you have noticed, there are no humans here. That is until today. You are the first human permitted inside the doors of Monster Acadamia.”

      I look at her strangely and ask slowly, “I also understand that I’m the first male in a long time? How come then I’m the only human who has ever come here?”

      “That is easy. We do not allow them,” she says with a grin.

      “You don’t allow them? Then why are you allowing me? I mean, I can use Magic. Should I not be going to a human academy? Or Acadamia as you call it, which I think means a place of learning. Why not Academia?”

      “Ah, Monster Academia means we would be studying monsters. But we are not here to learn about monsters. They,” she waves to the students who are still on the ground as the spell has not been released, “are monsters here to learn about Magic.”

      “Oh, I think I get it. And you are...?” I ask her, abruptly grunting in pain with the strain.

      “Ah,” she says and waves her hand behind her. The crushing force of gravity returns to its normal strength, making me sigh in gratitude. And from the sounds around us, everyone else feels the same. “I’m the Principal.”

      “Oh, so you’re the one in charge who sent Penelope to get me?” I ask with a scowl. And Penelope was just one of the two girls who just tried to have a fight to ‘claim’ me.

      “Yes, that is correct. Please follow me,” the white-haired foxgirl, or foxlady, says and turns around, showing me her amazing nine tails once more. But then she turns quickly and looks behind me with a gaze that makes me glad it isn’t directed at me.

      “Penelope, Louetta. You are to clean this place up and fix everything. We shall discuss this afterward.” She turns back to me and says with a soft smile, “Shall we, young man?”

      With that, she spins on her heels again and heads back towards the exit, with her Japanese shoes making tick-tock noises on the floor. I look back at the two girls, who are staring at the Principal in fear. I run to catch up to the Principal and walk next to her on her right slightly behind her, not saying a single word.
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      In following the Principal, I get to see her amazing display of tails. Counting them, now that I can see them better, I confirm that there are indeed nine. Fucking Hell, what was the legend about a nine-tailed fox? I really wish I had paid more attention to those stories.

      After we pass the cafeteria’s exit, which has also shattered outward, the sun hits my face, and I blink away the sunspots. I need to get sunglasses. If this is a pocket Realm, does it have nighttime or is it always daytime? I walk carefully over the broken glass, but the Principal in her wooden shoes doesn’t pay any attention to it. Geta! That’s what the shoes are called!

      I remember the name now, because I always thought they looked cool on anime characters who would fight in them and run a mile a minute. I had bought a pair once, and after wearing them for a day, and feeling like my feet had been tortured, I put them in a pile at the shop to sell. Which they did of course, within a week, because my uncle made up some shit story about them, never really caring where they came from.

      I follow the nine-tailed fox woman throughout the whole school complex, until we come to a house. I gawk at it in amazement. It’s a Japanese style with the low-angled metal roof, and what looks to me to be bamboo siding. The Principal walks to the doorway, and it opens by itself. As I pass through the doorway, I notice that the door itself is thin, almost like rice paper. Weirdly enough, I don’t see who opened the door. But then the door shuts on its own. I stare at it, somewhat shocked.

      “Close your mouth, young man. The flies will go in,” she says with a chuckle.

      She has taken off her Geta and now walks deeper into the house. I can’t get over just how much this place looks like what I would often see in those samurai animes; like one of the homes owned by the rich. I take off my sneakers, and I follow her in, gawking at all the art and knick-knacks.

      Finally, she turns to the right to face a closed door, which like the front door, opens by itself. She goes inside, looking at the door frame suspiciously. As I follow her in, I stop dead in my tracks. This room is not a Japanese-style room. This is an office that I would find on Earth. Specifically, a Dean’s office. The Principal has already gone around the large dark wooden desk and she sits down in a comfortable looking chair. How is she able to sit with all her tails? But as I wonder this very thing, I remark that they are all gone! And she is sitting there in human form. She sees my shock and laughs.

      “Please sit down, Ian,” she says, gesturing to a leather chair in front of her desk; it’s one of two matching chairs, I notice.

      Almost unsure of myself, I sit down and push my back into the chair, gripping each of the chair’s arms tightly. Here we go. I’m about to get screamed at for all the shit I broke.

      I take a deep breath, and staring into the Principal’s eyes, I blurt out, “I’m sorry for the damages I caused.” Day one, and already I’m getting kicked out.

      The Principal -- now looking human without the ears or the tails, but still dressed in her Japanese kimono -- smiles and says, “Don’t worry, Ian. You are not the one in trouble here. If anything, those two girls will be getting some extra work in the next couple of days. I’m sorry your first introduction to the school was two girls fighting over you. But I must ask, what caused you to do what you did to break up the fight?” she asks, her gaze full of curiosity.

      “Hmm, this,” I tell her. Lifting my arm, I show her my black bracelet.

      “Ah, your Focus. It spoke to you?” she queries.

      “Not so much spoke,” I tell her hesitantly, “but it gave me a feeling that’s what I should do.”

      “Ah, it is still a new Focus, so it will not be as attuned to you yet,” she says, nodding.

      “Principal,” I begin, slowly, trying to figure out how to ask the question. “What did those two mean, that I’m the only male in this whole Realm? I thought I was in the world because there is sunshine, and all that,” I trail off, somewhat lamely.

      “Please, when we are alone, call me Sina. And they are correct. You are the male in what we call this Realm. Monster Acadamia. Think of it as a pocket world. However, it’s not round like other planets. The area encompasses roughly two hundred square miles. This is the hub of all Magician in the universe. Has Penelope explained that it’s rare for men to have Magical skills?” Sina asks.

      “Yes, she said that it was rare, that the last one was hundreds of years ago,” I reply, nodding.

      “History was never her strong subject,” Sina tsks out loud, pursing her lips in disappointment. “The last time a male was here was over two thousand years ago. You might have known him in your world’s stories. Merlin?”

      “Merlin was real?!?” I blink in astonishment, white-knuckling the armchair even harder, almost jumping up upon finding out that a character in so many fantasy movies and books was real!

      “Yes, he was,” she tells me with a grin. “Your last name, Arthur, is from your ancestor. King Arthur, I believe. Merlin watched over that young man keenly. I only met him once. To me, he was too ahead of his time,” she says with a sigh.

      “Wait, you met King Arthur?! Oh, my God! The nine tails! There’s something I remember that says the more tails you have, the older you are! Right?” I exclaim.

      “I would rather say, older and wiser,” she says with a smile. “But yes. I’m the oldest Kitsune, or fox spirit. Penelope is one of my great-great, so far-removed granddaughters.”

      “So, that’s a lot to take it. Actually, this entire school and Magic stuff is a lot to take it. Wait. You said universe?” I ask. 

      “Yes, Earth is not the only world, or humans the only race out there. There are many other worlds in this large universe. Though here, you will only find those who can cast Magic, there are many worlds that do not have any Magic at all, but rather they have technology. There are still other worlds that have both. Earth is one of the rare ones that has both Magic and technology.”

      “There are other worlds?” I say, in stunned disbelief.

      “Louetta herself is from such a world. Her world is one that your world has heard of, and made stories about. She is from the world you call Hell.”

      “Wait, is it like Hell with purgatory and suffering for eternity, kind of thing?” I ask. Oh, my God! There are other worlds out there? Not just Earth?!

      Sina laughs at my comment. “No, child. Heaven and Hell are planets out there orbiting suns just like Earth. The races who live on them are all different.”

      “Where are you from?” I ask eagerly, wanting to learn everything I can.

      “Ah, I’m from Earth,” she says with a smile, “Though I have changed from my original form. I was once a spirit only, but as humans evolved, so did I. Though in a much shorter time,” she says, chuckling at her own joke. “But, that is history that you shall learn in class, and hopefully, better than Penelope,” she says, raising an eyebrow at me.

      “Oh, trust me, Sina. I shall. Fuc—,” I start, but I decide I’d better watch my language here. “I shall learn everything I can,” nodding eagerly.

      Hello? Learn about Magic? About other races? Maybe one day visit these other planets? You bet I will fucking learn anything and everything I can!

      “Now, as for your classes, you will be learning alongside all the other first years. As I cannot put you in the female dorm for the obvious reason, I had the Realm build you a home that is just next to mine. It should already be done.”

      “What?” I shout in surprise, jumping to my feet.

      “This is a Magical Realm,” she says at my outburst, but there is a mischievous grin on her face. “It is under my control. That is how the school complex itself was built. With Magic.”

      “Oh wow,” I say, simply staring at her in wonder, sitting down hard in my chair.

      “Now, the home should have everything you need. The cafeteria will supply all your food. Were there any other questions?” she asks, folding her hands on her desk patiently.

      “Hmm. Yeah,” I ask Sina hesitantly. “How do I stop everyone from wanting me for sex,” I ask but then say quickly, “Not that I am against it. I just don’t want to be ‘claimed’ like some kind of trophy.”

      “Ian, I can tell that since you have Magic, you are not a virgin. As Magic will not come to someone who has not had sexual intercourse, be they male or female. But are you a timid man when it comes to dating?”

      “What?” I burst out in shock.

      “Back on Earth, were you someone who never dated?” she asks me, pointedly.

      “Hmm, not really. I mean, I could have dated anyone I wanted. When I was in high school, I had many girls want to date me, and I wasn’t even a jock. But I’m also not a virgin,” I venture.

      “Do females scare you? Make you nervous?” she prods.

      “Not really. I enjoy talking to women. When they came into the shop, and if my uncle wasn’t there, I found it easy to talk to them. I could have even had a couple of dates that way, but I wasn’t interested.”

      “Are you interested in Penelope? Louetta?” she asks me with a big grin.

      “Ummm,” I start, blushing at the straightforward question. “I mean, I think they’re cute.”

      Suddenly she slaps the top of the desk hard with one hand, making a loud noise, causing me to jump out of my chair, again. But this time, I almost flyover the back of the chair.

      “Then, Ian, you need to grab the initiative. Don’t let them push you around. Merlin was the same way when I met him. He let women push him around,” and there is anger in her voice. “That fucking slut Morgan,” she starts, but stops herself, looking down at the desk and her hand, visibly shaking as she attempts to calm herself down.

      “Ian,” she says softly, “Do not let these women push you. You will be powerful one day like Merlin, if not more so. I can feel great Magic in you. You are at a time in your life when you become either the hunter or the hunted. Which shall you be?” she asks me intently, her gaze so piercing that I swallow hard before answering her.

      I look down at my hands in my lap, to distract myself from her intense gaze. I think she’s right. If I let them walk all over me, thinking they own me, they will always do so. I need to show them that I won’t put up with that. But can I be like that? I have always been the good guy. I mean, I don’t think Sina is asking me to go around womanizing them, but she is saying that as the only male in the Magical community, I need to show that I am my own boss. And honestly, the thought of being able to go after many monster girls has a lot of appeal. My God, what kind of other monster girls are there? I mean, they want me. Why not let them, but when I want to?

      Looking up at Sina with a devilish grin on my face, I respond. “I think I would like to be the hunter,”

      Sina laughs aloud and claps her hands, “Good choice, young man. And the proper choice. Trust me. You are in for the time of your life here at Monster Acadamia!”
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      I awake groggy and rub the sleep from my eyes. At first, I’m disoriented in my surroundings. The room I awoke in did not look anything like the shithole I used to sleep in for almost the past eight years of my life, after my parents died. For starters, this room has a king-sized bed that was so damn comfortable, I didn’t want to get out of it. In addition, that shithole didn’t have a red-haired fox girl standing beside my bed.

      “What are you doing, Penelope?” I say, as I sluggishly force myself awake. She has a new dress on today, as the one from last night was blown to shreds, some of it by Louetta first, and then the rest of it by me.

      This one is white, contrasting nicely with her red hair. I can see that her panties are white as well, thanks to her stance over me, with her hands on her hips. The dress was short, more like a mini dress. She was in her fox-form again, with her ears, and swishing behind her was her red fox’s tail. I notice the hat is gone as well. I can’t remember if she had it when she was standing there naked. I was too distracted at looking at her and Louetta’s gorgeous bodies to pay attention.

      “I’m coming to wake you up for breakfast, of course,” she looks down at me with an almost feral grin.

      Remembering what Sina had said about taking control and being the hunter, I decide to start on the right foot, as it were. I sleep naked, so throwing my innate shyness out the proverbial window, I drag myself out of bed and head to the ensuite bathroom. Damn, but I love ensuite bathrooms. When she noticed I was naked, Penelope went red and turned away quickly.

      Oh? So, she isn’t as bold as she makes herself out to be? In the bathroom, I close the door, relieve myself and wash my hands. I open the door, but I stay in the bathroom and start to brush my teeth.

      “So,” I ask before I put the toothbrush in my mouth, “Did the Principal send you?”, I know the answer already.

      “No,” Penelope says from my bedroom, through the doorway. “I just thought I would come and see if you are ready for breakfast.”

      I walk through the bathroom doorway, still brushing my teeth, as naked as a jaybird, and I look at her. She sees that I’m still not dressed, and quickly hides her gaze. “Well, thanks for coming to get me as I have no alarm,” I say with the toothbrush still in my mouth.

      “Can you, umm, perhaps put a towel on or something?” Penelope asks nervously, not daring to look at me.

      “Why? This is my room. You walked into it,” I tell her with a blank face, but inside I’m grinning. So... not so forceful, are we? Is Louetta the same, I wonder?

      “I think I’ll wait for you downstairs. All right?” Penelope says, hurrying to the door of the master bedroom and heading down the stairs.

      I can’t help but chuckle. Damn, if all the girls are like this, it will be more fun than I thought! I mean, this isn’t high school, and according to Sina, if they have Magic, they have had sex. So, she isn’t a virgin, and neither is Louetta. I had to admit, Louetta had a hot body as well, from what I saw of it naked, which was pretty well the whole thing. I shake my head in amusement and go back to brushing my teeth so I can get dressed.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Ready?” I ask Penelope, coming down the stairs in a new outfit.

      Sina apparently bought me some new clothes as well, or this Realm created it. I couldn’t find my old pair of jeans or my shirt, or even my underwear. Fuck, even my socks were gone. My sneakers were still there, at least. But I opened one of the drawers in the wardrobe and found jeans, T-shirts, socks, and underwear that all fit me. Some of this stuff is nice too.

      The outfit I’m wearing is a pair of black casual pants, a nice white button-front shirt, and in the closet, I found a rich leather jacket to complete the look. Not biker leather, but a decent, fashionable one. Not only that, I found a decent pair of stylish black leather boots in the closet as well. They fit pretty well too. I didn’t have to ruin the look with a pair of dirty sneakers.

      Penelope is sitting in the living room on the sofa, with her feet tucked up underneath her. I notice her shoes that she had not been wearing, were on the floor. They were a pair of ankle leather boots. She had a phone in her hand.

      “Is that a smartphone?” I question, somewhat surprised.

      “Yes, I was just reading while I waited for you to ummm, get dressed,” she says awkwardly.

      “Do cell phones work here?” I ask.

      “No,” she says with a laugh, as she rises from the sofa and then bends to put on her boots.

      “I wanted to say, nice outfit you’re in today. I love how it looks on you,” I decide to compliment her.

      “Oh!” she exclaims, standing up suddenly, one boot in her hand, the other on her foot. “You think so?” she says, spinning on one foot, 360 degrees.

      “I do,” I tell her with a grin.

      Evidently, that was the right thing to say because she is blushing and looks totally caught off guard. Sina had given me some pointers on what to say and do before I left her place last night. At first, I thought to myself, I know how to deal with women, but as she kept offering me advice, my mouth kept opening wider and wider in surprise. No fucking wonder women were hard to impress!

      “Shall we?” I tell her, offering her my arm. She looks at me oddly but quickly bends to put her other boot on, before she takes my arm, locking it with hers tightly. She does look beautiful in that outfit. I have to admit. The white dress shows off her cleavage perfectly. The cut is lower than I would have expected, but not enough to say she is giving herself away for free. But damn close, which makes me chuckle. I bet she wore that with me in mind.

      “What?” she says, looking at me sideways,

      “Nothing. I can’t get over how beautiful you look, that’s all.”

      “Oh,” she murmurs. I see that I caught her off guard.

      After we leave the house, the door closes automatically, just as the doors at Sina’s had done. Damn, I’m going to enjoy this place. When Sina brought me over last night, she pointed out that I didn’t have to lock it; as it would lock on its own, and it would not open for anyone except for me. Though thinking about that now, it makes me wonder: how did Penelope get in?

      “How did you get in this morning?” I ask Penelope exactly that question.

      “Oh, my gran—, the Principal asked me to go get you. Apparently, she forgot to give you an alarm”

      Ah, that makes sense. Sina did say she had access to the entire Realm. It would stand to reason she’d be able to override the locks at my new digs. And she’s right. I had no alarm because I don’t own a smartphone. Hell, I don’t even own a phone. But why would I need one? I have no one to call. When I went on errands for my uncle, if I ran into problems, I had to borrow a phone or find a payphone.

      Penelope herds me towards the cafeteria, most likely for breakfast. When we get closer, I stop dead in my tracks, causing Penelope to stop short in surprise, with a jerky motion.

      “Eurk!” she exclaims, pulling hard against my arm; she almost loses her balance.

      The windows were all repaired as if I had not blown them all out yesterday. I stare in amazement. There is no way that the staff fixed all those windows that fast! Even on Earth, it would have taken days given the number of windows! The entire front of the cafeteria had walls made up of windows, four high and well over six windows across, for a total of 24 windows going right up to the roof!

      I turn to Penelope and blurt out, “How?!”

      “Magic,” she says, laughing and pulling me along. “Though, Louetta and I were up almost till three in the morning fixing them.” She scowls.

      “Did I hear my name?” says Louetta. She appears from behind a tree alongside the walkway that leads towards the cafeteria entrance.

      Like Penelope, she was wearing a new outfit. Instead of the black leather pants and top, she was wearing a black flowing skirt that stopped just above her knees, with a red t-shirt that said ‘roar’ inside a yellow heart. I see her tail swishing back and forth lazily behind her.

      Time to charm once more, if I can. As Sina said, keep them off guard. “Hello, Louetta. I love that outfit. It really reveals your assets quite well, and it highlights the color of your hair so well,” I tell her with a smile, admiring the cascade of black framing her face.

      And it really does. The shirt’s material is so tight that her tits are stretching the front of it, and from what I can see, her nipples are sticking out, pushing against the tight material. Louetta isn’t wearing a bra, yet her tits are high and firm.

      “Oh!” she says, coyly touching her hair in surprise. “You think so?” causing her tail behind her to whip quickly back and forth a couple of times.

      “I do. We’re just heading to the cafeteria for breakfast. Care to join us?” I tell her, holding out my other arm.

      I feel Penelope’s grip tighten, but I know I can’t stop now. I need to let her know I’m calling my own shots. Louetta first seems unsure; she looks over at Penelope, and she must have been staring daggers at her, because suddenly she accepts. “I would love to,” as she boldly takes my offered arm.

      I want to grin at their antics, but I know I can’t, because then I will be the one in trouble. But inside, I am laughing. With the two women, arm in arm together, we head to the cafeteria’s door, which, naturally, opens on its own. Did it do that last night? I can’t remember. I was so busy gawking. I’m sure I missed it.

      Inside, we head to the food line. When it’s my turn, I step forward to the first of the Elven ladies serving food. She looks up, and when she sees me, she smiles. And when she sees that I’m in line with Penelope and Louetta, she practically grins.

      “Well, if it isn’t our newest Magician What would you like for breakfast, young man?” she says, gesturing at the stainless-steel containers of food on the table.

      I look down, and I see there is pretty well everything, from eggs, to sausages, to bacon. I look around but don’t see any pancakes. Damn. Oh well. I love pancakes.

      “Or did you want pancakes?” the Elf inquires, as if reading my mind. “Mael behind the counter can make you a stack of you want?” she says, pointing to another female Elf who is working at a flat grill. Hearing her name, she looks up, sees me, and smiles. She waves her metal spatula.

      “Oh,” I say. I smile at them both and say, loud enough for Mael in the back to hear me, “I would love a stack of them, please, if you have syrup and butter?”

      “That we do, young man. I will bring them to your table. Did you want anything else in the meantime before you need to head to class? Need to eat up for the day,” she says in a motherly tone.

      “Some eggs, bacon, and maybe some of those beans?” I say pointing to the platter of steaming bakes beans near her.

      “Done,” she says, and she piles up a plate, passing it to me. The Elf helps Penelope and Louetta get served as well, neither of them taking pancakes though, after which the three of us head to one of the free tables. At this time of the morning, I see there are lots of others around. More than likely, everyone is eating before they head to class as well.

      That is one thing that Sina was adamant about. I am to take classes on Magic, to know how to use my Focus, and to learn the history of the Magical worlds that are out there. Digging into my food, I start to feel an excitement I have not felt in a long time. The excitement of learning. But this time, it’s learning Magic!
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      Without warning, I feel something sting my forehead. I jerk up in surprise and look at the front of the class. Shit. That was the teacher of the course I was in. This was my last class of the day. Well, it was really only my third class of the day, but it seems that, unlike high school, or college, we’re not in class all day long.

      This particular one is a history class, and I’m getting tired. Yesterday’s excitement is gone, and I’m exhausted right now. And according to the clock on the wall, it’s only 11:55 am. The teacher at the front of the room is a female, like pretty much all the people in this Realm. Though fucking Hell, they came in different races! Not just foxgirls and Succubi!

      “Mr. Arthur is my class boring?” said the green-skinned female with two small tusks on either side of her mouth.

      If she isn’t an Orc, I will eat my shirt. But if this is what female Orcs look like, bloody Hell, she’s hot. She has long green hair that’s darker than her skin, and she is dressed in a long black skirt with a white blouse. Typical librarian outfit. She even has the glasses! And of course, you know the look… head angled up as she looks down her nose at me over the rim of the dark-framed glasses. “I’m sorry, Ms. Bonethorn. It was a rough day yesterday, and so I’m still adjusting,” I tell her, feeling my cheeks get red with embarrassment.

      “Can you tell me the subject we were just talking about?” she asks, nodding at my excuse.

      “Yes, Ms. Bonethorn. You were talking about the history of this Realm and how it was created by none other than Merlin himself. One of only 40 males to use Magic in the universe in the last 4000years. When he died, he gave up his life force and created this Realm as a place for Magic to be taught to anyone who wanted to learn it. The reason Magic is taught here was because it is safer than in the actual world, where damage here can be repaired.”

      “Very good,” she says, nodding her head, impressed. “So it seems unlike most of my other students, even half-asleep, you are able to absorb knowledge. Now, what about the Focus?” she follows up.

      Ah! This is one thing she talked about at the start that had me so into the classroom, until the history lesson of this Realm. “A Focus is unique in that we do not know where it comes from. A Focus is not made. It suddenly appears to someone who is ready to craft/create (other options?) Magic. The focus does two things: It keeps the person safe from their own Magic inside them, and, as the name implies, it focuses their Magic on doing what they want it to.”

      “Close. The Focus not so much focuses the Magic, as that is what you do. The Focus guides the Magic that you want,” she corrects my misunderstanding.

      I nod at her correction, and she goes on. “Now, tomorrow,” she says, looking at the clock above the classroom door, “we shall get to know your Focus more.”

      “Are there any questions?” she asks, but the bell sounds.

      I get up, somewhat more slowly than the other students in the classroom. The others get up, grab their bags, and some of them leave in pairs. Many of them look back at me curiously. And honestly, I am looking at them, sizing them up just as much as they are me. There are Elves, foxgirls, another Orc girl, and another that I can’t even imagine because her skin looks like green gel. I saw her hand earlier reach out for a pencil she dropped. It was a fair bit longer than normal. What the Hell was she anyway?

      I am the last to leave, after gel girl. (I’ll call her that because I have no clue what she is.) As I move toward the front of the class to walk out the door, I’m moving closer to Ms. Bonethorn. She must have seen me staring at the girl, and she chuckles.

      “Never met a Slime before?” she asks with a laugh.

      “A what!?!” I cry in shock at her. “She’s a slime?” I stare at Ms. Bonethorn in amazement.

      “Her species is called Slimes. Her race is rare to be gifted with Magic, but it does show up in them at times. However, it seems she is the first one on her planet to develop Magic in over a hundred years. I was too young when the last Slime was attending classes. I think the last one came about 10 or 11 years before I came to this school.”

      “Just how many species are there?” I ask her with a frown.

      “Hmm, those who can do Magic? Or species in general in this universe?” Ms. Bonethorn asks, packing up her own bag.

      “Both?” I ask her slowly.

      “Let’s see; if I remember my numbers, for Magical species, it stands at over 2,000. For species in general, well over 6,000.”

      I look at her in astonishment. Did she just say that there are over 6,000 species in this universe? How the Hell can there be so many races, and no one on Earth has found them?! We have been using SETI for how long looking for intelligent life, and we have found nothing? I stop and think, slowing down my own heart rate with measured breathing. Mind you, I never imagined Magic to be real, so maybe we aren’t so smart after all.

      “That right,” she says, letting out a big laugh. When she does that, I can get a better view of her tusks. And I see the upper part of the tusks, inside her mouth, is capped in gold. “You’re from Earth. That would explain a lot.”

      “And if I can ask without being rude. Are you an Orc?” I ask hesitantly.

      “That right!” she replies with a grin. “But not like your Orcs. I have seen some of your movies. Damn, but you make us look ugly,” shaking her head.

      And do the men look like you?” I ask. “I mean,” I blurt out quickly, “with the green skin and those amazing tusks?”

      Ms. Bonethorn blushes at my comment, and puts a hand up to one of her tusks that is sticking out, responding, “Yes, though, for the males, the tusks are somewhat longer. And the males are stronger than females. Though,” she turns to me and grins, “we females are smarter. Now, I see you have two other students waiting for you?” she finishes, pointing outside the door.

      I turn to look at the door, and standing there are Penelope and Louetta, smiling at me. Turning back to the teacher, I tell her, “Thanks, Ms. Bonethorn,” and I bow slightly to her.

      “You’re very welcome, Mr. Arthur. I see the rumors going around are true.”

      “Rumors?” I ask her, a little confused.

      Bending close to me, she whispers, “That you have the two most powerful girls in the school under your thumb. Good job,” and before I can answer her, she grabs her bag and heads out the door, pausing a moment to nod in acknowledgement at the two girls waiting for me.

      I shake my head, but I have a smile on my face. One can hope, right? That these two are under my thumb? Sina says that there are perks to having two powerful girls, or even more, in my life. But she wasn’t very forthcoming with that information except to give me a secretive smile before she had brought me to my new home to show me around. I never got anything else out of her for that.

      I approach the girls, without a bag as I wasn’t really given one. Out in the hallway, I smile at them both, and ask, “Lunchtime?”

      “Yes,” Penelope says, glaring at Louetta, quickly answering before Louetta has the chance.

      “I figured I would take you to the cafeteria,” Louetta says darkly, glaring at Penelope.

      “Ladies,” I say softly, offering each of them an arm. “Peace. If not, we cannot be friends.”

      They both turn to me quickly and stare at me, with raw shock on their faces.

       “That’s the deal. We are all three friends, or we aren’t.” And why not? I can’t have them fighting like that around me because I imagine it will get really tense if they do. I don’t want that. Besides, finding out that there are over 6,000 species, well, that means I have so many options! I mean, even that cute Slime girl, for example. Can you have sex with a Slime girl? Damn, now I’m intrigued.

      The two girls look at each other warily, but finally, they agree. Penelope nods, and mutters, “Fine. Peace.”

      “Peace, as well,” Louetta says grudgingly.

      I almost want to say, “Now kiss and make up,” because the thought of the two of them doing that in front of me sounds so hot! But I’m not a moron. I don’t want them to blast me with their Magic, likely throwing me against the door behind us, which I notice had closed on its own. That is so fucking cool; it never gets old. I move closer still, and flap my still outstretched arms, and each of them reluctantly takes one, and we head towards the cafeteria, or where I think it is.

      I guess I was wrong. Louetta asks with some confusion on her face, “Where are you taking us?”

      “The cafeteria?” I say cautiously.

      Penelope laughs and points back the way we had come with her thumb, “Then you want to go that way, Ian.”

      “Shit,” I blurt out, making them both laugh at me. See? They can get along if I’m the butt of the joke, which makes me chuckle. So, I spin us around and we head in the right direction, with the girls guiding me.

      As we near to the cafeteria entrance, we are stopped by what I can only call a gang of girls. There are two foxgirls, an Orc and another I am not sure about. She is all scaly, like a lizard, but the scales are finer on her, almost like small fish scales. Her eyes are almost snakelike.

      Penelope is the first to say anything, “Is there a reason you are in our way?” and the way she says it is not in a polite manner.

      “We want to talk to the human Magician” one of the foxgirls says.

      So would they be cousins? Is Sina the grandmother so many times removed of all these foxgirls? Are there foxboys? Bleh. Image ruined. Though thinking about it, would not be Fox girls and Fox boys? Ian, focus in front!

      “I think you need to be respectful of his space,” Louetta says, and her tone is the same as Penelope’s.

      Deciding to stop this before it goes too far, I interject. “Ladies, I can talk for myself. Now,” I say to the girls in front of me, who are looking at me in surprise at my comment. “These two lovely ladies are currently showing me around the school. But if you wish to talk to me, please feel free to come on up and talk.”

      And here I use some of the power that Sina said I had, with my bracelet as my Focus. She said that there is a synergetic connection between me and it. She says I can communicate with my Focus through my wants and actions. So right now, I tell my Focus I want to make the surrounding air vibrate with power. And that is exactly what happens. The area around me begins to vibrate, or rather the air does, and it physically pushes the girls back a step.

      “But please, don’t assume that I’m an easy target,” I tell them with a smile. The looks on their faces go from surprise to shock. “Shall we, ladies? I’m starving.”

      I look at the two girls, and they are both gawking at me in shock as well, but they both nod when I look at them. I resume our walk, and the gang of girls moves out of the way hurriedly, in a bit of a daze.

      After we are past them and in the cafeteria, Penelope is the first to speak, but it’s under her breath, and I’m sure I wasn’t meant to hear it. “Oh Hells, what did I just get myself into?”

      I can’t help but grin. I think I am going to enjoy this school life.
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      It’s been over a month since I first came to Monster Acadamia, and one thing I have done is learn a shitload of stuff. I am learning so fast that Sina felt that maybe I should be moved to third year with Penelope and Louetta, and be tutored by them.

      So at night, after supper and when classes were done, the three of us head to my place and study for hours on end. And to me, all this stuff is so fascinating that I never get tired of it. Unlike me, after around 11 pm, the girls would begin to crash and beg off to go sleep so they could be ready for class the next day. I stayed up with books surrounding me until 1 am, and it was usually around that time that my brain would shut off.

      Tonight it’s just me and Penelope, as Louetta had to take care of school-related stuff. Both she and Penelope were on the student council. Penelope was the student body President, and Louetta was the student body Treasurer, and tonight there is a meeting for funding with the teachers, and the Principal, so Louetta had to go. She hated that she was leaving Penelope and me alone. It wasn’t so much a feeling, as she outright said it to Penelope’s face.

      We’re in my bed, books scattered around, and we’re studying. Penelope’s lying on her stomach, facing away from me towards the foot of the bed. I was at the head of the bed, sitting up with my back against the headboard. I was trying to study the text in this book. I figured we would be studying from dusty old tomes, but these were like actual fucking college or university textbooks. Were academic textbook printers so fucking powerful they were everywhere? Was it a universal conspiracy? At least I didn’t have to pay for these. Sina says I’m on a special scholarship.

      I peek over at Penelope again, and my concentration is broken again. Fuck! The red-haired Foxgirl has her legs bent at the knees, and her lower legs are up in the air, swinging back and forth so casually. The dress she’s wearing isn’t helping either. She’s in a red dress this time, but once again, it has a mini skirt. And I am pretty sure, with the way her legs are angled, she’s wearing pink panties. If this were an anime, I would be getting a nosebleed right now. Actually, she and Louetta were doing many things lately that seemed like teasing to me. It was getting to be too much for my libido. Before coming here, I had no problems with my sex-drive because I didn’t have two fucking sexy women around all the time. It wasn’t an issue.

      “Did you find the answer to question eight?” Penelope asks, turning to me suddenly. But in the process, she catches me watching her.

      She sees where I was looking and smiles coyly. “Problem?” she says with a low throaty voice.

      Putting my book down beside me on the bed, I crawl up until I am positioned behind her legs. Boldly, I spread them her knees apart and push her toes down into the mattress, and slowly crawl up on top of her. She turns her head back to face forwards, her chin resting on the pages of her book; it’s the same as the one I had been reading.

      When I am on top of her with my lips next to her ear, my knees on either side of her taking most of my weight, I growl in her left ear, “You’re doing that on purpose, aren’t you?”

      She’s in her non-fox form and looks human, so it’s not the larger ears she has in fox form. Too bad, as they had seemed more sensitive.

      “Maybe,” she mumbles in a somewhat sing-song voice into her book. “Are you going to do something about it? Maybe show me how bad of a girl I have been?”

      What the fuck? She really does want to have sex with me? I mean, I know she and Louetta had mentioned the whole claiming part, but fucking Hell. You know what? It’s been years. Let’s see how far I can go before she says no or stops me.

      I reach down her backside and her ass and bring up her skirt. Instead of telling me to stop, she brings her ass up ever so slightly, which lets me know she is enjoying this as well. She can tell I am too, because her ass settles against my hard cock through the material of my pants. She moans happily and wiggles her butt against me. My hand reaches under her, and I feel her pussy through her panties. I get a slight surprise; they are soaked.

      “Oh my,” I say in her ear. “Someone is excited.”

      “That’s because I’ve been excited ever since I saw you, Ian,” she growls into the bedsheet, having tossed aside her book in favor of focusing on me instead.

      “So you want me?” I ask her, in a low growl.

      “Yes, please,” she begs me.

      I place my hand on her back and pressing down slightly, I say in her ear, “Don’t move.”

      She doesn’t say anything, but she nods, and I get up off the bed and slowly undress, looking at her body in her dress as she lies on her side. Even on her side, her breasts are so large that they squish out to the edges of her clothing. After I take off my underwear, my erect cock comes out. I head to the bed once more, and I move behind her and slowly reach up her skirt, causing her to groan in either pleasure or anticipation. I’m not sure which. It could be both at this point, as I am feeling both just staring at her.

      I pull her panties down, exposing her cleanly trimmed bush. I can also see she is very wet, as the panties I am holding are heavy with her juices. I throw the panties on the floor next to my clothes, and I reach back under her dress and slowly slide a finger up and into her pussy, causing Penelope to reach out with both hands and grip the blankets tightly. Knowing she is not a virgin makes this easier, but how experienced is she? I mean, I have had sex with at least seven partners. Seven because there was one time I wasn’t sure if it actually happened because we were both drunk.

      I can feel my cock twitch every time she moans as my finger slowly goes in and out of her. I think that she is ready because I know I am. I remove my finger, and she mews sadly, turning over to look at me. The look in her eyes is sexy as fuck. She has this look that asks me why I stopped. That is when she sees I’m naked and she sees my cock. She growls low in her throat, then turns around so she is facing me, still on her stomach. Her face is now in front of my throbbing hard cock.

      She looks up at me and smiles. I am on my knees as I had been about to enter her from behind, but Penelope has other ideas, it seems. She moves forward until her lips touch the underside of my cock, and she kisses it, causing me to groan in pleasure and anticipation. Penelope reaches up, grabs my cock, and angles it down until the tip is just at the edge of her mouth, and her lips open and she licks the end of my cock.

      “God,” I groan in pleasure, I’m not a big guy, but I’m not small either. Just above average. 

      “You like that?” she says with a small laugh. “Try this,” she says, and she licks the tip of my cock again, but this time it feels different, a little rougher, but whoa, it feels good.

      I look down quickly to see what she is doing differently, and I get a surprise. She is in her red-haired Foxgirl form now, her tail sticking out of her ass. It pushes the dress up slightly, showing me how it’s coming out of her backside. But it doesn’t look odd. It looks natural. She sticks out her tongue again, and I see that it’s a little different from a normal human tongue. It’s longer, and when she licks, I can feel that it’s slightly rougher.

      “Fuck!” I groan, closing my eyes, so I don’t cum from just the visual of being sucked by a Foxgirl.

      Penelope keeps licking my cock, until suddenly, her mouth takes the head of my cock fully, and slowly she slides her mouth down my shaft, her tongue doing some kind of fucking trick that causes shivers to run down my backside. I grab my hips, so I don’t grab her hair. Then I feel her lips touch the base of my cock, and I look down. Fuck, she took me all the way, deep throat style.

      Then, she pulls up slowly and starts to slide her lips up and down, making wet, sucking noises as she goes. But then, I have to stop her, as I’m close. I can feel it coming, because the feeling of her wet warm mouth is driving me closer and closer to exploding and giving her a surprise. I push her away from my cock, and she looks at me inquiringly.

      “I want you,” I tell her with a smile.

      She grins at me, and she spins again and is facing away from me on all fours. She turns her head to look over her shoulder at me and she shakes her ass, with her tail swishing back and forth. Shit. This should prove interesting.

      She puts her arms on the bed, which raises her butt higher and shows me her shapely ass and exposed pussy. I move closer to her until I’m behind her and place my now slick cock against her wet pussy, and I put the tip at her entrance. I am holding her hips, and she tries to push back against me, but I don’t let her. She begins to make little growling noises because I’m holding her back, until finally, I think she can’t take it anymore, and I slowly push my cock into her pussy, feeling the sides of her wet tunnel wrap around me.

      Once I’m fully in her, I can feel her tail rubbing against my stomach and chest, and it doesn’t feel as odd as I thought it would. Then I slowly back out of her, and she tries to come with me, but I push her until my cock is just at the tip once more and gradually go back in until a rhythm is set.

      Penelope’s face is in the blankets, and she is panting and moaning now. I can feel her pussy squeezing me vigorously at times. At those moments, I can hear that her moans are more intense in the blankets. When it happens, she plants her face into the blankets and almost lets out a short-lived scream.

      Shit, is she cumming? That makes me smile. I remove one of my hands from her hips, and I grab the base of her tail to get a grip on her to slam my cock into her harder. The bottom of her tail is about the thickness of a wrist. I don’t want to hurt her, so I decide I am going to start light. But the minute I grab the base of her tail, she jerks her head up, looking straight ahead and pants even harder. Oh?

      With her tail in one hand, and my other hand on her hip, I start to fuck her harder. Each time my cock only has the tip into her pussy, I pull her back to me using her tail, and fucking Hell, but she begins to slam into me as well. Not only that, she’s growling slowly, beast-like. But I can feel her cumming hard now, so hard that she is bringing me to the edge.

      Finally, I can’t take it anymore, her tail, her ass, her pussy, and the fact that she is growling wildly now is too much, and it makes me cum into her. Hard. I hold her there without moving; I’m so sensitive right now that just her squeezing me inside her pussy is making me wince. I grab her hips quickly, as she seems to have suddenly lost strength, and she flops on the bed sideways. But in the process my still hard cock comes out of her with a wet sound.

      I flop down behind her, and put my hand around her waist. Penelope still has her dress on. She grabs my hand and places it over one of her tit, and squeezes my hand there. She sighs contentedly.

      “Wow,” she says, with some awe in her voice. “That was…”

      “Good?” I finish for her, with a smile on my face.

      “No,” she says, spinning around to face me, and looking at me in the eyes. “That was fucking amazing.”

      “I’m glad because you were amazing yourself. I think I like this fox form during sex,” I tell her, leaning forward and kissing her on the lips.

      “Good. Because sometimes it’s hard to control it during sex.” she says blushing.

      “So you’re saying that each time we have sex, it might come out?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      She says nothing but again searches my face. I openly grin at her before I say, “Damn, guess I will just have to put up with it.”

      She slaps my chest, “You beast,” but she is laughing, relief in her voice.

      Suddenly, I put a hand to my chest, as I’m feeling pain there, a tremendous pain, where Penelope had slapped me. Fuck me, am I having a heart attack after sex? But then I see that Penelope is doing the same thing, and there is fear in her eyes as she clutches her chest, exactly as I am.

      “Ian,” she asks me with fear in her voice, “What’s going on!”

      “I don’t know,” I tell her through the pain in my chest. Without warning, I feel heat throughout my body, as if I am burning from the inside out. I can see in my peripheral vision that Penelope is having the same reaction since we both turned over onto all fours, and we are panting hard. And not from sex. It feels like there is molten lava being poured in the middle of my chest.

      Abruptly, the pain and the burning disappear. I fall sideways, and I am looking at Penelope. She is flopped sideways as well and looking at me with confusion tinged with some fear. That’s when I notice her tattoos. They are glowing red.

      “Did your tattoos always glow red like that?” I ask her in a daze from what just happened.

      “What?” she says in surprise. She cranes her neck down and sees they are red, but then looks up at me quickly in surprise and says, “What th—,” but then stops and stares at me. No, not at me; she’s staring at my arm.

      I raise my arm a little; it’s the arm that has my Focus. And that’s when I notice the front of it. Normally I see an almost white LED-color light, it’s glowing red as well, but it fades away while I’m looking. The red in Penelope’s tattoos fades away as well.

      I turn to her. “What the fuck was that?” I ask in shock.

      “We need to talk to the Principal,” Penelope says hurriedly, getting off the bed and adjusting her dress.

      “Uhhh, can we take a shower first?” I say awkwardly. “I’m not so sure I want to go see her smelling like we just had sex.”

      She turns to me and blushes, “Yes, that might be prudent. Can we do it again in the shower if we need to clean up?” she says with a slow spreading smile.

      I don’t answer her but I jump off the bed, strip her of her dress and drag her into the bathroom and the large shower that was in there. It’s a good forty minutes before we finish and get ready to see the Principal. At least this time there’s no pain afterward as we both get dressed. Penelope opens her school bag, takes out a baggie, pulls out a fresh pair of panties, and puts the old ones into them. I look at her oddly.

      “What?” she says. “I have to keep changing them because of how much I wanted you. Hopefully, now I don’t need to,” she finishes with a grin.

      Laughing, I shake my head, and when we are done, we both head downstairs to see the Principal, who lives next door to me.
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      Penelope is banging on the door of the Principal’s office. It’s almost 10 pm. I am sure she has gone to bed, but Penelope is banging her fists on the door. It might look like rice paper, but wow, it sounds like wood. Strong and thick wood at that. At this point, the red-haired Foxgirl is getting upset. I guess that chest pain episode and the light on her tattoos really terrified her.

      Finally, the door slides open, and Sina is standing there. She looks angry, until she sees the both of us and instead utters, “Fuck, finally? Come on in,” and she turns around and heads back down the hallway.

      Penelope and I look at each other in shock. What does she mean ‘finally’? We both turn towards Sina, and Penelope is the first to rush to catch up to her.

      “What do you mean, finally, Nan?” Penelope asks her.

      “If you are going to bother me after 10 pm, after having sex with Ian, Penelope, allow me to at least get myself a tea,” Sina says without turning back.

      Penelope stops in her tracks, and when I’m next to her, she looks at me in surprise. “How did she know?!” she whispers.

      “I don’t know,” I whisper back. “I thought we washed pretty well!”

      And we had! We had made sure to remove any lingering sex smell from each other. Hearing a clearing of a throat, we both look forward with a guilty look. Sina is looking at us smiling, and she gestures towards a room.

      “Wait here,” she says and continues walking deeper into the house.

      Penelope grabs my hand and drags me into the room. It’s a modern living room, with a sofa, a comfortable looking recliner, a side table with a lamp on it, a coffee table, and shelves with books on one whole wall from floor to ceiling. Looking closer, I see that these are the types of books I expected! They look old, with leather-bound covers and some with fanciful spines.

      We both head for the sofa and sit down, waiting nervously for Sina to return. After a couple of minutes, she’s back with a tray, upon which is a teapot, three cups, cream, sugar, and I even see a plate of cookies. Chocolate chip, if I’m right. Sina places it on the coffee table between the sofa and her chair, grabs herself a cup, and sits herself down.

      She waves to the tray and says, “Help yourself if you wish.” Sina takes a sip of her tea, staring at us over the lip of her teacup.

      Nervously, I reach over, grab a cup, and pour myself some of the tea; it’s a dark blend. Sniffing, I smell a familiar scent, as I do drink tea. Earl Grey. I put some cream in it, without sugar. And I grab one of the cookies. Penelope prepared a cup for herself, and added a lot of sugar to hers. But she doesn’t grab one of the cookies.

      “Nan,” Penelope starts, but Sina interrupts her.

      “Chest pains?” she says, surprising both of us.

      “How did you know!” I ask her.

      Sighing, she puts her teacup down on the side table next to her, and she steeples her hands together, looking at us both critically.

      “You had sex?” she asks me.

      Again, how the fuck did she know? With some embarrassment, I nod yes.

      “And afterward, you both felt a pain in your chest. Did it also feel like your bodies were on fire?”

      “Yes!” Penelope supplies for both of us. “Nan, what was that? I never had that before when I had sex with someone.”

      “That’s because your other partners were not Ian, here,” she says with a scowl directed my way.

      “What?” I ask her, perplexed with her. How am I different?

      “Ian,” Sina says with a sigh, “you are very much like your ancestor. Too much if you ask me. Your bloodline is truly showing up with this action.”

      “What? I know you mentioned something about my line being from King Arthur. Is that why my last name is Arthur?”

      “Somewhat,” Sina says, picking up her teacup, she takes a sip before elaborating. “Your line is from both Merlin and King Arthur, but it’s Merlin, the jackass, that I’m talking about.”

      Suddenly, the cup in my hands falls from my numb fingers as I gaze in shock at Sina. It ends up falling into my lap, tipping its contents.

      “Ouch!” I scream in pain as hot tea splashes across my lap.

      “Ian!” shouts Penelope in worry.

      Sina waves her hand, and I watch the hot tea in my lap disappear, and I feel the pain in my lap lessens. I am half standing, with the cup still in my hand, and I look at her in surprise.

      Penelope grabs the cup from my hand and places it on the table. She is on her knees next to me and is patting my lap in concern. Honestly, even in my shocked state, I know that all she is doing is tapping my dick.

      “What do you mean I have both of their bloodlines in me?” I ask Sina, perplexed.

      Did she just say that I have not only the blood of King Arthur, whom I thought was a fictional character, but also Merlin, who was an even more fictional character as he did Magic? I know she says he was the one who created this Realm. But to me, he was still a character from a book. And wait! Did Sina call him a jackass? And the way she said it, she obviously has intimate knowledge of him?

      “Sit once more, Ian, now that you don’t have a full cup of tea. I should have foreseen this might have caused a reaction,” Sina says with a sigh, putting down her cup. She had done her Magic trick without even setting down her tea.

      “Now, where to start? So, what you both felt was a bonding, far deeper than anything between two people. What you felt was a linking of Magic.”

      “What?” Penelope blurts out.

      Nodding, Sina continues. “It means that you will always know where each other is, just by thinking about it. The further away, the fainter it will be. As in, if you are in a different galaxy, it will be fainter than if you are closer together. You will always know, however, which direction the other is in. Another aspect is the sharing of your Magical pools. If you are casting a spell and are low, but your partner has some, they can share it with you. The biggest benefit is it extends your lives. The longer the bond, the longer the benefit in determining how long you live. There is also the ability to talk to each other without physical speech. That takes years to learn, as you have to learn to quiet your mind and listen.”

      I gape at her in astonishment and looking over at Penelope, I see that she is as well. I open my mouth a couple of times to ask something, but I don’t even know how to begin. Penelope, thank God, asks first.

      “What do you mean, extend our lives? Nan, I don’t even know where to start in asking questions! And how do you know all this?!” Penelope asks Sina, confusion all over her pretty face. “I have never read about this in any textbooks or even heard of it!”

      “Well, as you are not an original Fox spirit like me but are one of my many generational children, your life is measured more like a human’s, but may be a little longer. So you might live to be about 125 with a healthy lifestyle and Magic healing you some. Ian, as a human, would be good for 90 to 100, with medical help from Earth with advanced technology. Now, we are talking anywhere from 300 to 400 years.”

      “What?!” Penelope and I both shout in disbelief.

      Sina, who is grinning now, nods. “And the reason you do not know this is it’s a rare gift. I was lucky in that I met Merlin, fell in love with him, and we had sex. That is what started all this for me. My long life. Even as a fox spirit, I would have lived to, maybe 200 years? I have been alive now for over 2000. Though I was not Merlin’s only partner. He had two others, and we all benefited from it.”

      “Yeah, you mentioned Morgan,” I tell her, remembering she had mentioned her before. Just not in a nice way.

      “Morgan was a fucking slut,” Sina says, and suddenly she has all nine tails out, and they are all puffy like an angry cat’s would be. Oh shit, I think. And she is glaring, but not at me. But perhaps at a memory?

      “Nan?” Penelope asks her worriedly.

      Sina comes back to the present with a physical shake of her head, and her tails seem to retract. “Sorry. Morgan was not one of Merlin’s lovers. She tried, especially after she found out what the benefits were. Myself and Merlin’s two other partners loved him for who he was. She just wanted power. So in the end, we three made sure that Merlin never went near her.”

      “So,” I ask awkwardly. “You said Merlin had multiple partners?”

      “Yes, why do you think he was such a powerful Magician? He had our power to borrow when he needed it. I mean, Merlin was a powerful Magician to start off with, and did things with Magic that would have been beyond a normal Magician. But then add three additional power pools?” she chuckles.

      “Is that how he was able to build this Realm?” I ask her.

      Here she gets sad and speaks wistfully. “No. By the time we met Merlin, he was already old. But also, while our bonds increased his vitality, he was dying already. Nothing that even we could have done would have cured at the time. We aren’t sure, but we think that he might have had what you on Earth call cancer. At the time, our healing could heal many things, but we didn’t know what we were trying to heal. We had no focus to use to heal him and get the illness out. So, knowing that he would die, he sacrificed his life to build this place. He harnessed so much Magic, from himself and from his three partners, even knowing it would burn his body. And so, he created this Realm as his last piece of Magic and his dying wish. A place of learning for all,” Sina finishes softly, but there is a soft smile on her face and a faraway look.

      “I still can’t believe I’m related to Merlin. But how is that possible with King Arthur too?” I ask her, shaking my head in disbelief.

      “Ah,” she says with a smile. “One of Merlin’s partners was a granddaughter of King Arthur. The beautiful and feisty Princess Milina,” Sina says, but there is love and warmth in the way she says it. “You are a direct descendant of her.”

      “So, how many other descendants have had this ability?”

      “None,” Sina tells me with a grin.

      “You mean… I’m the first one to have this bonding thing?” I say incredulously.

      “You are the first to even have Magic, or this bonding.”

       “But there was mention that I was not the first male to come to this school,” I say, perplexed.

      “That is correct. But those other three were not human. From Earth, you are the first male to show Magical abilities. Now. Does that answer your questions?”

      “Just one more. The more partners I have sex with, the more powerful I get?” I ask her to wrap my head around this. I mean my God! I can have a harem of women who can make me more powerful?

      Sina laughs and says, “While yes, you can have more than one partner at a time, it depends on how well you can please each of them. Well enough not to leave you? And also to give you that power? Their power must be given to you willingly. You cannot pry it from them.”

      “Oh,” I say, my dream of having a bevy of women to make me more powerful. Yeah, there had to be fine print.

      Looking over at Penelope, she is glaring at me. “What?” I ask her.

      I mean, I know why she is glaring. What woman wants to find out that her sexual partner can get more powerful as he sleeps with more women? But then again, we had sex. It’s not like we’re going out. Though I have feelings for Penelope, I do for Louetta as well. Especially with the way all three of us have been studying together this last month. The two of them have even been nice to each other.

      “Three,” she says, still glaring at me.

      “What?” I ask her, confused.

      “Three partners, max,” she says, but now she is blushing as well.

      “Penelope,” Sina says, her voice is soft.

      Penelope looks over at her questioningly.

      “While I understand you are his first partner, I have to agree. Be careful who you allow into his sex life. But know, the final decision will always rest with him. I found out that while I hated Morgan and I had reason to, Merlin had other ideas. He wanted her in his bed as well. Ian, do not be so hasty in judging who is wrong or right without first considering feelings. Merlin and I fought about Morgan all the time until the end. When he finally came to understand that my protecting him was the right thing to do, because she admitted to me that all she wanted was power and a long life. I was simply lucky that Merlin was there to overhear it.”

      “I will, Nan,” Penelope says, chastised.

      “Now, you two, go away. It’s getting late, and I need my sleep for my meetings tomorrow. And you both have classes.”

      “Yes, Principal,” I tell her.

      “Thanks for seeing us, Nan,” Penelope tells her.

      Getting up, Penelope rushes to Sina and gives her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Sina looks at me and waves me over. Awkwardly I approach to stand in front of the shorter white-haired woman. She beckons to me to bend down, and I do. She whispers in my ear so that Penelope doesn’t hear.

      “Remember, take control,” and she kisses me on the cheek. “Now get out.” But she has a smile on her face.
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      The next morning, we’re in class, with Penelope sitting on one side of me and Louetta on the other. But Louetta is looking at us suspiciously. The classrooms are more like what you would see in college than in a high school. The class was packed with well over 80 students. When we got outside last night, Penelope kissed me, quickly said good night, and left. That was it. She left me standing there watching her leave, unsure what the Hell just happened.

      But the next morning, she was standing over my bed, in a different dress again, as I was waking up. She was sitting on my lap, with her legs on either side of me. Her dress was a red one this time, and she was in her Foxgirl form. She looked amazing. That red fox tail of hers and her long red hair was simply begging to be pulled.

      She said she was sorry she left like that but needed to think things through. When I asked if she had, Penelope said yes. Even though she understands that it’s my decision, she asked if I could keep it to only two partners until she gets her head wrapped around this. Knowing how she feels about me, I agreed. I’m just glad she didn’t ask that she got to pick who that second partner would be. Because I knew she wouldn’t allow me to try my chance with the sexy, light-skinned Succubus.

      “Mr. Arthur,” says the teacher at the front of the class.

      Turning back to face the front of the class, feeling guilty for having turned around to smile at Louetta, I look at the teacher. Mrs. Janika was, as I found out, a Demon like Louetta, but it seems that there were different races of Demons. Louetta was a Succubus, while she was a ‘plain’ Demon. Whatever. She looked hot. I mean fuck. All the teachers looked hot for some reason. Mrs. Janika had almost white alabaster skin, with two horns on her head. She had dark black hair that contrasted beautifully with her skin. Her eyes and her lips were red. Her body was shapely in that nice slim model kind of way, but instead of being flat-chested, she had a nice rack. She was wearing a long white dress with flowers.

      Honestly, I expected everyone to be from another world to, oh, I don’t know, wear clothes that were outlandish. But instead, they all wear clothes similar to what we wear on Earth. I asked Penelope about that, and she giggled and said that Earth was the fashion mecca of the universe. Everyone wanted clothes from there, so it was copied all over the Realm.

      “Sorry, Mrs. Janika. Can you repeat the question?” I ask her with a smile.

      I have found out that being the only male student has some advantages. So I am not against to using it to get out of trouble.

      “What is the one thing about Magic that most forget right away?” she repeats her question, but she is smiling and shaking her head at me.

      I nod at hearing the question and think about my answer before I open my mouth. “Most forget that Magic, while abundant around them, has a limit in us. It takes time to recharge. The amount of Magic is dependent on the person, or sometimes race. An example is my race, humans. While it’s rare for us to have Magic, when we do have the skill, we usually have larger amounts of Magic in us. But even we have limits. There has never been a way to measure it. If a person uses too much Magic, they can get what is called Magical Feedback Syndrome, or MFS. Usually, it’s represented by massive headaches, blindness in the eyes. In worse cases, it can cause a coma until the person has recharged.”

      “Very good. And can you tell me, what are some of the ways to avoid that?”

      Nodding again, I continue, “If you have Mana Stones, you can imbue Magic in them to pull it out later. Such as you would use a battery in my world to light a flashlight. Though Mana Stones are expensive and the material required for them is hard to find. I think, if the book I read was correct, there are only a total of 1,000 such items, and they are usually held by Royalty all over the universe?”

      “That is correct,” Mrs. Janika says with a proud smile.

      “Now,” she tries to continue, but the bell rings. She frowns at the clock but shouts over the noise of the students getting ready to leave. “Remember to read chapters four and eight for tomorrow’s class!”

      “Come on, the Principal wants to see you,” Penelope tells me as we are packing our bags.

      “She does?” I ask her, surprised.

      “Yes, she told me this morning to bring you. As well as Louetta,” Penelope says, looking at the Succubus.

      “What?” Louetta says in the same surprised tone I had. “What did I do?”

      “No clue, but she wanted the three of us soon after class is done. I mean, don't think we did anything wrong?” she asks me. I mean, we were just there last night. If I had done anything wrong, she would have mentioned it then, wouldn’t she?

      With the girls on either side of me holding my arms, we head out of the building onto the campus grounds and gravitate towards Sina’s home. And towards my house too, I guess. When we get to her door, I go to knock, but it opens on its own. Whoa. I glance at the two girls, and they both look nervous. We walk into Sina’s Japanese home, and I head to the room we were in last night, with the two girls following. There, Sina is sitting in her chair, with a cup of tea in her hand. I see that on the table are three cups waiting for us, and this time there are small cakes instead of cookies.

      “Help yourselves, you three,” Sina says, waving a hand towards the platter.

      “Na—, I mean Principal, what is this about?” Penelope asks her nervously.

      “Tea first,” she smiles, waving for us to sit.

      Penelope and Louetta seem downright scared. I mean, what the fuck? Penelope was here last night telling Sina we had sex. Well, all right, she figured it out on her own, but still! Now I am downright fucking nervous.

      Once I am sitting down, I get a cup of tea. It’s green tea this time, from the smell of it, so I don’t put any cream in it. Fuck, I would kill for a cup of coffee. I hope Sina serves coffee one day. I reach over and take one of the small cakes and bite into it. I get an explosion of almonds. Oh God, that is good.

      “Now,” Sina says a minute later, having watched us all this time. “The reason I called you here. Ian, are you a fighter?”

      “What?” I ask her dumbly. Then, shaking myself, I say, “I mean, I have had scuffles in school. As I was the ‘orphaned kid’ I got into fights. I even got suspended once. But if someone says I started a fight with them, they’re lying,” I tell her defensively.

      I mean fucking Hell, this is essentially an all-girls school. Who would I be fighting with? I don’t hit girls. Ever. Unless they want me to, on their asses, when fucking them from behind. The visual almost makes me grin, but as Sina is gazing at me, I manage to hold it in.

      “I apologize,” Sina says with a chuckle. “I should have asked. Do you possess fighting skills?”

      “Oh,” I tell her. “I mean, other than what I took in high school gym classes. Not really.”

      Sina nods and looks at Louetta. “And what of you, child?”

      “I took some in high school as well,” she says nervously.

      I don’t think from her reaction that Louetta is used to being around Sina, or the ‘Principal’ a lot. Unlike Penelope, who is apparently her Nan, many times removed, and myself, who honestly doesn’t care. Should I be afraid of Sina? Probably. But to me, she acts like a funny grandmother, and this time that brings a smile to my face.

      “And I know that Penelope, you do not have any formal training in combat either,” Sina says, nodding as if confirming something. The three of us, Penelope, Louetta, and I, look at each other, and we all have confused looks on our faces.

      “So starting tomorrow, you three shall be doing combat training with Mrs. Lee,” Sina says, taking a sip of her tea.

      “What!” Both Penelope and Louetta shout in shock, and Penelope jumps to her feet quickly, and stares down at Sina.

      What? Am I missing something? I look at Sina, and she simply smiles at the girls’ reaction. Looking at the girls, they both have looks of utter shock on their faces. Louetta is even showing a bit of fear. What the Hell? I’m confused.

      “Nan,” Penelope says, totally forgetting to use Sina’s title. “That’s a fourth years’ class! And only those who show aptitude are enrolled. Those that do become MPF members!”

      “What’s an MPF member?” I ask in the room, quickly, before Sina can reply to Penelope.

      “MPF stands for Magical Police Force,” Sina says. “They are the ones that root out those who would use Magic for evil. Or, in some cases, investigate Magical issues.”

      “So, training for that is bad?” I ask her, confused by the reaction of the girls.

      “No, of course not. The girls are simply shocked because getting into that training is hard and very competitive. The fact that I’m asking you three, who are only third year students and not fourth or fifth years to go, will put pressure on you.”

      “Then why are you putting us into it?” I ask her, so completely out of my league in understanding what is going on.

      “Because something tells me you three will be very powerful one day, especially with what happened last night and what will happen soon enough with Louetta, I’m sure,” Sina says with a mysterious smile.

      “What?” Louetta asks, looking around confused.

      “Don’t worry,” I tell Louetta quickly, “I will explain later.” Louetta, thank God, just nods, confused, but accepts my words. Penelope sits back down. “So you feel,” I ask, turning back to Sina, “that because of that, you think we should be training in combat to become these MPFs?”

      “No, you shall not become MPFs. If anything, I would say your training might one day allow you three to become Magical Enforcers.”

      “What?” the two girls this time shriek, both are standing up now, staring at Sina in horror.

      “Hmm. Magical Enforcers?” I ask her. “Remember, I’m from Earth where I was working at my uncle’s shop cleaning old things?”

      “Right,” Sina says with a laugh. “I forget -- seeing as how fast you seem to be picking up Magical information, according to your teachers -- that you aren’t from one of the Magical worlds. Sit you two,” Sina tells Penelope and Louetta. “And close your mouths.”

      The two in question both close their mouths with an audible click and sit down on the sofa in a daze.

      “So, MPFs are like what you would call your police on Earth. They stop crime and investigate things. Magical Enforcers are what you would call in your world, something like Special Ops. They have special training and are what keeps this Magical universe in check. But the difference is, MEs also do non-Magical enforcement. In this universe, there are many bad things, Ian, and MEs are what keeps that in check. So that some Warlord or Planetary King does not take over other worlds. There is a reason that Earth has not been taken over yet. It’s because of MEs and their work to keep it in check.”

      “Nan,” Penelope says slowly. “We aren’t strong enough to be MEs. I mean, it takes years of training, and those that become MEs are strong. I mean really, genuinely strong.”

      “I have to agree here, Principal,” Louetta says nervously. “I’m not sure I am strong enough to be an ME. I came to this school to train my Magical abilities as I am the first Succubus in a long time to come here. I was going to finish my training, go back to my world and become useful for my father.”

      “If I feel you are ready, you are ready. You, all three, start your training tomorrow morning. I have moved your classes to the afternoon. If I say you are powerful enough to become Magical Enforcers, I would think I would know, wouldn’t I?” Sina says, looking at the two girls with soft smiles. At me, she winks.

      What the fuck is going on here? The girls seem scared of this. Should I be scared? All I feel is the excitement of learning something new! That’s when I feel the grin on my face.
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      I’m breathing so hard my lungs hurt. It’s been two weeks since our sit down with Sina and her telling us we would be doing combat training with Mrs. Lee. I expected it to be some motherly Chinese woman. I mean, the last name was Lee! But there was nothing Chinese about her.

      When I first met her, I thought she was a Dragon race. I mean, it made sense, didn’t it? Chinese name? Horns on her head like a Dragon? Even her eyes were like a reptile. But Penelope corrected me afterward. She was a Draconis. Penelope explained that the Dragons would be offended if I thought the Draconis were Dragons. At that, I had just stared at Penelope in awe. Dragons were real? Holy shit.

      “Oh Gods,” I hear Penelope moan next to me.

      “I hurt all over,” Louetta moans in pain. She is lying down on her side, with her head on my stomach.

      My eyes are closed, but all of a sudden, I feel the sun on my face being blocked by something. Opening them, I look up, and it’s Mrs. Lee.

      “Up, Ian. Your turn,” she says with a grin.

      “But I just went!” I complain to her.

      “That was five minutes ago,” she says with a smile, showing me her Draconis teeth, all of which are sharp. Unlike a human’s teeth, a Draconis’ teeth are all sharp on the front surface of the tooth, meant for tearing. Part of their ancestral heritage, I was told.

      Groaning and getting up slowly, making Louetta moan as well because I just took her soft pillow away, and I make my way to the ring, with Mrs. Lee following me.

      This is what we have been doing for hours on end for the last two weeks. Fighting and running. Mostly fighting. The running I was enjoying, even doing it in the evening before we hit the books. I would run, take a shower, and the girls would show up for our nightly studying session just as I got out, with only a towel around my waist. I think they honestly timed it that way.

      When I am in the middle of the ring, I get into the defensive position that we have all been learning. Easy and light on the balls of my feet, with my body, relaxed, and ready for anything. Not waiting this time for Mrs. Lee to attack me, I decide to take the offensive.

      I come at her and bring up my left leg to strike her on the side of hers, but her leg comes up to meet mine. The first time I kicked her, I was shocked at how hard her body was. While I haven’t gotten used to it, the bruises are healing quicker. This time the shock of it doesn’t stop me, as my right hand jabs out, and her arm comes up to block it. But at the last second, I grab her arm, and twist her around, using my strength, and slide behind her as well. I kick the back of her leg, behind the knee. The strike hits, and she ends up going down, but quicker than I can react, she grabs my arm and flings me over onto my back, making me lose my breath.

      Knowing what she will do next, I twist myself away, turning over and over on the mat to get away and a good thing too, because I can feel her foot-stomping in the places I had just been. Once I think I am safely away, but still in the ring, I twist myself and stand up, back into my ready position.

      “Very good,” Mrs. Lee says with a grin. “You are learning. Now think quick,” she says.

      Then faster than I can keep up, she begins to throw punches at me, which I barely block. Some of them get through and hit me in the chest, the chin, and even one in the side of my head. No, wait, that was a fucking kick! For a good two minutes, she hits me, and I block. But I do notice I’m stopping most of them.

      I’m so out of breath that my lungs are burning again. I mean, they were burning to start off with before I even got into the ring, but now? Now I felt like I had a forge in my lungs, and that was what I was breathing. Soon I expected fire to come out, like a Dragon! Do Dragons breathe fire? That was the wrong thing to do. Think about something else, as I feel a solid punch to my nose, making me fly backward.

      “Ian!” I hear both Penelope and Louetta cry out in concern.

      My back hits the ground, but thank God it didn’t take my breath away. I put my hand to my nose, and it comes away bloody. Penelope appears next to me, and her hand is over my nose. I can see her Magic at work, a blueish color, and I feel her healing my nose, and the bleeding stopping. Penelope looks at me, concerned.

      “Damn, Ian. Sorry about that,” Mrs. Lee says, putting a hand out to help me up.

      Taking her hand, I let her lift me up, and still holding my hand, she puts her other one on my shoulder and squeezes.

      “You don’t fight like someone who just started two weeks ago. Even some of my fifth years would have been hard-pressed to block those hits I was giving you, and I went too far. I’m truly sorry.”

      “Wow,” Louetta says next to me. “Ian, I never saw you move that fast before. It was hard to keep up. Are you sure you never had hand-to-hand training?”

      “No,” I tell her with a chuckle. “None. It just seems to come easy to me. If I had known that back on Earth, I would have taken some formal training.”

      “You are a natural. I will admit that, Ian,” Mrs. Lee says, letting more go of my shoulder, and patting my face with her open palm. “You have the gift for learning combat. The only reason I got that last punch in is my experience. I would say you would be giving all my fifth years a hard time. Are you sure you haven’t been trained before?”

      “No, honestly. I mean, I have been reading the books you gave me, but that’s it,” I tell her. And it’s true. I’ve been devouring the two books she gave me on fighting techniques.

      “When have you been reading those?” Penelope asks me suspiciously.

      “Mostly when running, with a book in front of me, or any free time I have.”

      “But you have also been reading the Magical books from our classes,” Louetta exclaims in surprise.

      “Yes,” I tell her sheepishly. Honestly, I am shocked at just how fast I can read this stuff. And not just read it but memorize it. It’s like if I want something, I can recall it instantly.

      “I would say it’s the Magic of the books in how it helps me memorize it and recall it instantly,” I tell them with a grin.

      But at the look all three give me, Mrs. Lee, Louetta, and Penelope, I start to lose my grin. They are all looking at me oddly.

      “What?” I ask them hesitantly.

      “Ian, those books don’t do that. That’s you doing that. Wait, are you saying you can remember everything you read?” Penelope asks me slowly.

      “Yes?” I say, now unsure.

      Penelope runs to where we had our books, grabs one of the Magical books from our classes, and runs back, flipping through it.

      “Page 98, paragraph 9of the Magical Compendium 1. What does it say?” she asks me quickly.

      “Hmm. In so much that Magical abilities can be burned out. It’s mostly the body’s innate protection to its host that creates it. If the person were to go to a leyline of any world, they would be able to replenish the burned-out connections,” I tell her, the paragraph in question popping into my head.

      Penelope looks up from the book after following me, reading the paragraph with her finger. She is looking at me in amazement.

      “Did he get it right?” Louetta says in surprise.

      “He did,” Penelope says with a grin.

      Suddenly Mrs. Lee grabs the books, flips to another random page. “Page 489, paragraph 6?” she asks me.

      “The motion of the hands while doing Magic does enhance the spell, but the Focus is what will make it stronger; the stronger the connection to a Focus, the stronger the spell. Hand motions are good to train the Focus, but nothing can take away from having that connection to your Focus, through communication and trust,” I tell her, again that passage coming to me quickly.

      “Bloody Hell, Ian. You have an eidetic memory,” Mrs. Lee says in amazement.

      “A what?” I ask her.

      “Eidetic. It means you remember everything you see or hear, or in this case, read as well.”

      “Well, I can tell you I don’t have that,” I tell her with a laugh. “I can’t remember what I had for lunch the other day.

      “Hmm,” she says to me. “That is odd. I have never heard of anyone having it for only reading. What about lectors in class?”

      Thinking about it, I try to remember the lecture of today, and as an example, I pick the class we had with Mrs. Janika, and her lecture pops into my head as if I were there again.

      “Yes, I can. Pretty well word for word,” I tell Mrs. Lee, confused.

      “Can you remember what we talked about at lunch yesterday?” Penelope asks me intently.

      “Hmm. Somewhat. We talked about sports in my world. News. Oh, and how I could get a smartphone?”

      Penelope shakes her head and looks at Mrs. Lee. “What do you think?”

      “I think Ian has an eidetic memory but it is specific to studying. I have never seen it. No, wait!” Closing her eyes, she waves her hand in front of her a couple of times. I know she is casting a spell.

      Suddenly in front of Mrs. Lee is a mirror and in that mirror is the face of Sina. The Principal.

      “Yes, Mrs. Lee?” Sina asks her.

      “Principal. Have you ever heard of a person having an eidetic memory, but only for books and studying?” Mrs. Lee asks Sina excitedly.

      From my angle, I can see the face of Sina. She has a huge grin on her face. “Let me guess. Ian?”

      Mrs. Lee gets a surprised look on her face. “Yes! We are doing combat training, and it’s only been two weeks, and he has been stopping my blocks most of the time. He would give even a fifth year a hard time in the ring. He said he could remember everything he reads and even lectures he has been to, but he can’t remember what he talked about at lunchtime yesterday, it seems.”

      Sina laughs and claps her hands. “He is so like his ancestor. Merlin was the same way. Tell Ian that I knew he would be good in your class. Was there anything else?”

      “No Principal. Thank you for confirming for me. I had suspected as much from reading the books on Merlin’s history you wrote, but thank you for the confirmation.”

      “You’re welcome, Mrs. Lee,” she says, but I can hear the happiness in her voice.

      Mrs. Lee waves her hand, and the mirror disappears. Wow, there are Magical communication spells? Wait! Did Mrs. Lee say she read a book on the history of Merlin?

      Mrs. Lee looks at me and says with a grin on her face. “Guess what, Ian?”

      “What?” I ask her, taking a step back. I see the girls had done the same, as the grin on Mrs. Lee’s face is almost animalistic.

      “Time for special training for you, and I think the girls will be in on this training as well, as I suspect the reason the Principal sent you all for this training is she has something special in mind for your careers.”

      “Oh shit,” I say, using my favorite expletive, but I hear the girls say it at the same time as me. What the fucking Hell is going on here?
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      “My brain hurts,” Louetta says, grabbing both sides of her head.

      “At least you can stay here and with Ian,” Penelope pouts.

      “Shit, tonight is the meeting with the teachers?” Louetta asks her.

      “What’s going on?” I ask, looking up from my book. I’m studying again. This one was more on the cultures from around the universe. I was only halfway through it. Man, some cultures are crazy. Like you can never shake hands with an Elfosians, who were a tentacle race, because they took offense to the gesture. They assume you want combat, as that is how they start all fights.

      “Once every couple of months, the teachers meet with the Student Council members, and it’s tonight at 8 pm. I loathe those meetings because they usually run till 1 in the morning. Teachers don’t understand us students need our sleep!”

      “Oh, so both of you are going?”

      “No, just me,” Penelope says with a sad sigh. “Louetta, as Student Council Treasurer, doesn’t need to go. Only the President and Vice-President do. The rest of the members are so damn lucky!”

      “Hey, you are the one who wanted to be President, Headmistress,” Louetta tells her with a laugh.

      “I know!” Penelope says with a long suffering sigh. “It sounded so good at first. Now I want out, but it’s a two-year term. I’m in my second year. God, next year I’m so not going for it.”

      “Sure you aren’t,” Louetta says, coming over to hug her. “But you better go. You only have ten minutes to get there,” she says, pointing to my alarm clock. I got Sina to get me as I hated waking up in the morning and being late. This amazing house, it seems, didn’t come with a built-in alarm clock.

      “Shit!” Penelope says, grabbing her books and stuffing them into her bag. She rushes over to me, kisses me, and is out the door faster than expected.

      Louetta settles down next to me with a tired sigh, on her back and against my leg. “How do you do it, Ian?” she asks me, tilting her head to look up at me; her head is near my hip.

      Looking down at her, I can’t get over how beautiful she is. Even her tail is beautiful to me. At first, her light-colored skin with a tinge of red, her red eyes, and even her horns were new and took some getting used to, but now I see they make her look beautiful.

      I mean, I thought she was exotic when I first met her, but as I got to know her mind, I found someone who was smart and driven. She said she was the first Demon in her extended family to have Magic in over 200 years. Louetta said she had something to prove. It seems she came from a very Patriarchal world, and she wanted to prove to her father she can be powerful as a female.

      “Do what?” I ask her.

      “The studies? The combat training, and even the running? I mean, you ran almost an hour, came in, took a shower, and grabbed a book, and you’re already studying! Don’t you ever relax?” she asks me, stretching, causing the material of her t-shirt to pull nicely over her breasts.

      “Of course, I do,” I tell her with a laugh, putting my book down. “But remember, Magic is new to me. And I don’t mean new as I’m finally studying it, but unique as I never knew it existed. And now I do.”

      Scooting down, so I am next to her, I lean over her face. I bend down and kiss her gently on the lips. “I mean, I know a good way to relax if you’re game?” I tell her with a smile.

      She looks up at me after our kiss with a questioning look. “What about Penelope? I know you two are close. That’s the reason I haven’t taken advantage of our friendship. At first, I wouldn’t have cared, but I have come to like Penelope, even respect her, since the three of us have become friends.”

      “And what if I told you, she knows I have feelings for you and that she is all right with it?” I tell her softly, looking into her red eyes.

      Her gaze is probing, as if seeing if I am lying to her about my words. But she must not see anything, no deviousness, no bullshit, because she asks me, almost hesitantly. “You truly have feelings for me?”

      Instead of answering her, I bend and kiss her again, and she, in turn, kisses me back, until finally, she puts her hand on her cheek. Pulling back from the kiss, there is a smile on her face. “I think this would be a good way to relax then.”

      Suddenly, she pushes me over onto my side, and my towel slips off. Looking down, she gets a grin on her face, particularly when she sees my half-hard cock. Louetta slides down until her face is over it, but I grab her arm, stopping her. She looks at me, and I say, “Not yet. First, I want to see you naked,” I tell her with a smile.

      Almost shyly, she gets off the bed and removes her T-shirt, and her amazing tits fall out. She wasn’t wearing a bra at all. They are well-shaped and held up with nothing but her age and the muscle tone of her body. I knew she was well-toned. While she doesn’t run, she usually does calisthenics in between fights. Things I would call burpees, pushups, and squats back on Earth. She had different names for them, from her world.

      Then, she lowers her jeans, and she is standing next to the bed fully naked, with only her tail behind her. It’s going back and forth in what I have come to learn is her nervous twitch. I open my arms to her, and she grins and jumps back into bed with me. With her body against mine, her on top of me, I kiss her again and grab one of her breasts in my hand and cup it, slightly squeezing it. That causes her to moan in the kiss against me. Her stomach is against my now hard cock, and it twitches, causing her to pull away and grin at me.

      Louetta then scooches herself down until her face is in front of my cock, and she opens her mouth and slides her mouth over it. Just when I wonder if her tongue is different, like Penelope’s, I feel it. Looking down, I see that her tongue is forked. Fucking whoa! And she is using it expertly. The two sides of her tongue go up and down my cock, with one on either side, and the feeling is indescribable, but the pleasure it gives me isn’t.

      Louetta slowly puts her mouth over my cock again, and then without warning, her lips are around the base of my cock, having taken it all the way. She grabs one of my hands while still down there and puts it on her head. Jesus H Christ, you don’t need to ask me twice. I push her head down slightly. Not too much pressure as this is our first time, and I don’t know her limits. But I need not have worried. She actually puts her hand over mine and pushes down on it.

      Doing exactly that, I grip her head harder, and I can hear her making gagging noises, and saliva is pooling on my pelvic area. Finally, she pulls up with a wet noise, and removes her mouth off my cock, and she is breathing hard.

      “Damn, I love that feeling,” she says with a grin up at me, saliva around her mouth. “But fuck, you’re bigger than most guys I have had. That made it feel even better.”

      “Like that?” I ask with a grin. “Come here,” I tell her, and I get off the bed quickly, and pat the edge of the bed, “Lie on your back with your head hanging off the bed.”

      She looks at me, then the bed, and grins but proceeds to laugh and jump onto the spot I had just patted. With her tits now up in the air for me, and her head over the bed, I walk forward until my cock is against her mouth, and she willingly opens it. Then I slide my cock down her throat until it’s right at the base. She must have loved that because she moans in pleasure.

      Bending over slightly, with my cock still in Louetta’s mouth, I grab her nipples in my fingers and slowly squeeze them, making her close her legs tightly. Grinning, I lift the nipples away from her until they snap out of my fingers; she groans with my cock still in her mouth. I stand up and slide my cock back up her throat until it’s fully out, and she has a glazed look in her eyes. I place the tip of my cock against her lips again, and obediently, she opens her mouth. I slide my cock back into her warm wetness, making me groan in pleasure as well, because it feels amazing.

      I bend over again, but this time, I go into the classic 69 position until I can reach her pussy. I slide my hand over her stomach and down to her pubic hair. It was downy and more white in color than the black I expected because her hair is black. The white looks amazing against her skin. When my fingers reach her pussy, I am not surprised she is wet. I’m pretty sure she came already just with my cock in her mouth.

      I slowly insert a finger into her waiting pussy, but slide my cock out of her mouth, and bring it back to the hilt again. I follow the paced rhythm: as my finger goes into her pussy, my cock also enters her waiting mouth. Finally, I can’t take it anymore, and I know she can’t either. I pull out fully, grab her hand, and help guide her up until she is fully turned over, with her ass now slightly tilted upwards off the bed. She is looking up at me with such desire, that I don’t wait and I simply shove my hard cock, covered with her saliva, into her wet pussy. Even though she is tight, I enter her fully without any problem.

      I pull back and begin to fuck Louetta slowly, enjoying the view of her panting heavily, eyes closed, moaning in pleasure each time I push in and slip out of her. Then, unexpectedly, her legs wrap around my back, and her tail wraps around one of my arms, holding me in place, as she orgasms hard, her back arching off the bed. Then, after about 30 seconds, her body comes back down onto the bed and she looks up at me.

      “More she growls,” and we do exactly that.

      For the next ten minutes, I end up slamming my cock into her, as hard as I can, taking care not to hurt each other, too much.

      The pleasure building in me just can’t wait any longer. Even trying to take it slow doesn’t work as I can feel my orgasm cresting each time I thrust into her. I bend down and kiss Louetta on the mouth, my cock now doing double-time as I press in and out of her. Louetta grabs me around the neck and kisses me even harder, and I can feel her on the cusp of yet another orgasm. That was it for me. I cum hard, and Louetta joins me, wrapping her legs around me. I can even feel her tail wrap over my back, somehow trying to push me harder into her. It doesn’t quite reach fully around my torso.

      Spent and exhausted, I lie down on top of her. Pulling away slightly, with my cock still inside her. I look down at her, and I can honestly say that, as with Penelope, I love this girl. I kiss her lightly on the lips.

      “Louetta, do you trust me?” I tell her quietly.

      She looks up at me in a daze, but at my question, her eyes clear somewhat, and she nods. “Yes, implicitly. Why?”

      “Because you are about to get a pain in your chest, and your body will feel like it’s on fire.

      “What?” she asks me, confusion on her pretty face. But then suddenly, she puts a hand to her chest.

      “Ian?” she asks me worriedly.

      “Let it. It’s all right. I’m here, and I will explain once it’s over.”

      Then I get the pain in my chest, but I notice it’s not as severe as the first time. I pull my cock out of her and lie down next to her. I hug Louetta as she feels pain not just in her chest but it’s like your body is burning from the inside out. Finally, it goes away as I feel her body relax. For me, it wasn’t as bad, so I was able to focus on helping her, holding her.

      I look down at her, and she opens her eyes, dazed. “Ian, what just happened?” she asks me in a scared voice.

      “Welcome to being my Bonded,” I tell her.

      What?!” Louetta suddenly screams and jumps up in the bed, looking down at me. I can’t help but grin at the naked Succubus.

      Welcome to being one of my Bonded,” I repeat.

      “NO! I heard that part. How are you able to have Bonded?”

      “Not sure, but apparently, my ancestor was Merlin.”

      “Wait,” she says, holding both hands out. “As in the Merlin. Who created this Realm, Merlin? The most powerful Magician ever to have lived, Merlin?”

      “Hmm,” I tell her. “Yes?”

      “And I just Bonded to you?” she asks me slowly.

      “Yes?”

      “Wait! What about Penelope?” she asks me suddenly, like a light going off in her head.

      “Her as well,” I tell her. “Though there is only you and her right now.”

      “You know what this means for me?” Louetta says slowly, coming down and kneeling in front of me on the bed, looking at me intently.

      “Shit! Did I break some kind of rule or taboo?” I ask her. Now I’m worried I might have fucking done something wrong.

      “No!” she says with a laugh, but the laughter is more one of relief. Deep relief. “You have freed me from my father!”

      “What?” I ask her.

      “Ian, I am Princess Louetta Firestorm. Heiress of the Demon world. I never wanted it! And as a Bonded, I cannot accept it. There are not many laws that forbid someone from becoming a Queen or King, but being Bonded is one of them.”

      I stare at Louetta in shock. Did she just say, Princess?
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      The next morning, I am eating breakfast but still staring at Louetta in some shock. I mean, I just found out that the girl who I had sex with -- and by the way that was amazing -- was the heir to a throne and destined to become Queen of a whole fucking planet. I mean, I had my cock so far down her throat I am sure I felt her tonsils!

      “Ian?” Penelope asks me.

      “What?” I say, turning to her.

      “Are you going to stare at Louetta like that all morning, with your fork up in the air?”

      “Huh?” I ask her, perplexed. Looking down, I notice that I have a fork up in the air with a piece of bacon on it. And it’s true, I've been staring at Louetta.

      “Sorry,” I tell her with a sigh. “And sorry for staring at you, Louetta. I am still in shock at what you told me last night.”

      “And I shouldn’t be?” Louetta says with a laugh. “I mean, you turned me into a Bonded.”

      “What did you tell him?” Penelope asks us both suspiciously.

      “I just told him who I was,” Louetta tells her with a grin.

      “No way!?” Penelope says with a laugh. “Is that why he is acting like this?” waving my way.

      “Yes. Ian, don’t feel bad,” Louetta says, reaching across the table and grabbing my free hand now that I had put my fork back on my plate. “I never wanted to be a Queen. I’m the eldest, but my father will live for another 60 or 70 years. I’m not too fond of all the pomp and circumstance anyway. And now, my brother can become King. And truthfully, he would make a better King than I would a Queen. I love my people, but I hate all that being a Queen would involve. Being Bonded to you is the best thing that ever happened to me.”

      “Really?” I ask her. I mean fucking Hell, a Queen?

      My uncertainty must have shown because Penelope says, “Ian, we are both all right with this. You need to understand this,” taking my other hand. The girls were both sitting next to each other across from me.

      “Yeah, but I mean a Queen?” I tell them.

      Sighing, Louetta turns to Penelope and says, “You tell him, or I will.”

      “What?” Penelope says, batting her eyes innocently.

      Louetta slaps her on the arm, and it wasn’t light. She’s glaring at Penelope now.

      “Fine,” Penelope says with a deep sigh.

      “What?” I ask. “Tell me what?”

      “Ian. I am the crowned Princess of my world, Omnia. My father is the King of our world. Now that I am Bonded, I am no longer a Princess, and I could not be any happier,” Penelope says, smiling at me.

      I stare at the two of them in horror. What have I done! I just took worlds away from these two ladies so I can have sex with them? I mean, these two women, these two amazing women, were both royalty. They were meant to be Queens, and here I am, a lowly male human who just thought about his dick and having sex with them. Never once did I even bother to consider what I was doing to them.

      “Ian!” Penelope says, slapping the table in front of me and making me jump. “You need to understand. As Bonded, we will be stronger than Queens, or Kings, or any Ruler of a planet.”

      “But how? I mean, Jesus Christ, you were both meant to be Queens,” I argue.

      “Because as Bonded, we shall become stronger. In our universe, there is nothing stronger than a group of Bonded, and trust me, something tells me you will be very powerful. The last time a Bonded pair was around was Merlin and his group of women. I would not put it past you to be even stronger than Merlin. I mean, you pick up Magical information like a sponge. Your combat skills are exceptional. Have you not noticed how much bigger you have gotten since getting here?”

      “What? What do you mean bigger?”

      “Ian, when I first picked you up on Earth,” Penelope says with a chuckle, “You looked like a starved rat. Skinny. And now look at the muscles on your arms.”

      Confused, I look down at my arm and flex one and stare. Holy fuck! When did I get jacked like this? I lift my shirt and look at my slim stomach, which I always had, but now there is a six-pack there.

      “How the fuck?” I ask, looking at them both in shock.

      “I don’t know, because just eating food would not allow someone to increase in size that quickly. You have been here for less than two months, and the changes in you have been rapid. Ian! You got moved from first year to third year, for goodness sake. That never happens. I mean, we are at the point where you are caught up in our classwork, and you’re starting to tutor us!” Penelope practically cries.

      “So,” Louetta says, reaching across and grabbing my hand and squeezing it, “when we say we are good with this. Trust us. We are. You not only have given us long life, but you have also made us more powerful. And something tells me that being around you isn’t going to be boring anytime soon. I think the reason the Principal wants us to train as MEs is she wants us, our little group, to go on special missions.”

      “Really?” Penelope asks her before I can ask. What does she mean by special missions?

      “Yes. It makes sense,” Louetta says, turning to her with excitement in her voice. “I mean, since Merlin left, there hasn’t been a group like theirs to patrol the universe. My Gods! We might even get our own ship!”

      Penelope looks at her in shock and whispers after a couple of seconds. “Oh, Gods! They might give us one of the newer ones! Like the Eclipse?!”

      “Oh fucking Hell,” Louetta breathes in awe, “I would kill for the Eclipse.”

      My head swings between the two girls in confusion. Did Louetta say ship? As in maybe a spaceship? “What’s the Eclipse?”

      “She’s the biggest, baddest spaceship out there,” Louetta turns to me excitedly, fangirling. “It’s like a mix of Magic and technology. There are only two of them. But one disappeared. I bet you anything the test pilot got a hard-on for it and took off across the universe. Though,” she says dejectedly, “they would most likely only let us Portal around.”

      “Portal? Like that door thing that brought me here?” I ask Penelope.

      “Yeah, that is the normal method of traveling,” she confirms.

      “So what’s the point of a spaceship? Not that I don’t think they are cool!” I blurt out just as Louetta was giving me the stink eye.

      “Spaceships allow us to find new, unexplored worlds,” Penelope says, in teaching mode now, which sometimes is damn sexy, “No one has a Portal to all the worlds. Trying to remember them all is hard. Now, here, we are the node for travel. About 200 miles from here is the Nexus. There are Magician that live there from all over the universe. They are there to Portal someone to their homeworld if someone wishes to travel there. Most people know the Nexus Portal spell. That is the first one that is taught to everyone who wants to be a Portal Magician”

      Jesus, it’s like a train station but for Portals! “So let me get this straight. These Portal Magician which sounds like a profession?” I ask Penelope, and at that, she nods in reply, “they learn the Nexus Portal spell to their homeworld. The Nexus is a node or hub about 200 miles from here, that everyone who goes across the universe goes to?”

      “Correct. The Portal Magician all live in what is called Nexus City. There are what you would consider hotels, or such at the Nexus, where folks who are in between locations can stay. Sometimes when you Portal from your homeworld to here, it’s a different time. You don’t want to leave your home at 8 am, get here, and before going to your location, it’s 2 am. Simple, you stay here in a hotel or even browse and shop there until it’s a good time for you to Portal.”

      I just stare at her in simple shock. “And it’s all women?”

      “Oh no,” Penelope says with a laugh. “There are men there, but they don’t live here.”

      “But you said I was the only male here?” I ask her, confused.

      “No, I said, you are the only male student. Didn’t I?” and it’s her turn to look confused.

      Thinking back on it, she is right. She did say I was only the third male student to come to the school. Not in this Realm.

      “So how come they don’t come here?” I ask her. “The men, I mean?”

      “Because of the barrier. Anyone who cannot do Magic cannot enter the school grounds. When Merlin created this school, he meant it to be only for those who can do Magic.”

      “Damn,” I sit back and try to soak all this new information.

      Spaceships, Portals, Nexus spells. My God, I think I know stuff, and suddenly a simple conversation cascades into something that shows me and tells me just how fucking little I know. This universe has so much to offer!

      One of the Elven cleaning ladies comes over to our table, and I look up at her. It’s Meril. I have come to know all the staff since I arrived here. Just my nature, really.

      “Hey Meril,” I greet her with a smile.

      “Hey, back at you, Ian. Sorry to interrupt. I just got a message from the Principal. She wants to see you in her office. Pronto.”

      “Oh,” I say in surprise. “Did she mention why?” I ask her worriedly. Crap, did I do something wrong?

      “No clue, but she said to make haste. That was why she sent the message to me. She figured you would be in here eating. Oh, and you two are to join Ian,” she says, looking at Penelope and Louetta, who now have worried looks on their faces as well.

      We all get up slowly, casting concerned looks around. Grabbing our bags, we head out of the cafeteria and towards Sina’s home. The girls each hold one of my hands, and all we all three walk hand in hand, worried as shit. At least, I was worried as shit. As before, when we get to the front door, it opens on its own. We head to the location where we know that Sina will be sitting, with a cup of tea and some kind of cookie or cake.

      We walk into the room, and I stop dead in my tracks. There is someone else there. It’s someone I have never seen before. Hell, it’s a race I have never seen before. She is green, but not like an Orc green. The really odd thing about her skin is that it seems to be see-through. No, it’s like gel. But she definitely has a female body. Quite a nice body for her age. She looks to be older, in her 60s. As we enter, she gets up and bows towards me. Uhhh, what?

      “Is this the young man?” says the woman nervously.

      “That it is,” Sina says before I can respond. But in this case, my response would have been something like, “Who what why now?”

      “This is the young man who will go rescue your daughter, your Highness,” Sina says with a grin on her face.

      “What?” I ask her, stunned by her words. The girls are so shocked they don’t even blurt out a whimper. Did Sina just say rescue?
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      “I’m sorry. Did you say rescue?” I ask Sina.

      I must have heard wrong. Because I am fairly sure it sounded as if Sina said I was going on a rescue mission. I look at the girls, and they in turn are looking at Sina in confusion.

      “Yes, one moment. Thank you for bringing this to me. I promise we will get her.”

      “Thank you, Principal,” the green-haired lady says before bowing to Sina and leaving the room. I watch her go, because damn, she might be older, but she still looks great, especially from the back.

      Hearing the clearing of a throat, I turn around, and Sina is looking at me with a raised eyebrow. I have the grace to blush and look embarrassed.

      “Nan,” Penelope says. She must be really confused as well to use that honorific and not her title with Louetta here “What do you mean, Ian is going on a rescue mission?”

      Sina sits down before answering. “That is correct. You three, actually, will be going on a rescue mission.”

      “But, isn’t that what the Magical Enforcers are for?” Louetta says.

      “Normally yes. But in this, it’s a little more delicate, and her Highness Mona Goodwater did not want it publicized that her daughter ran away and got caught and now is being held for ransom.”

      “Wait, as in Goodwater, from the water world named the same?” Penelope says incredulously.

      “The same,” Sina replies to her with a smile.

      “Holy fuck,” Penelope says in awe, not bothering to watch her language in front of the Principal.

      “What?” I ask. I don’t remember reading anything about that world in my studies. There were no special protocols or such when dealing with certain races, to the best of my knowledge.

      Louetta is the one to answer. “So, Goodwater is a planet that is well, as the name implies a water world. It’s inhabited by a race called Slimes. The water in that world has healing properties.”

      “The Water of Rejuvenation!” I blurt out suddenly, something popping into my head. I remember reading something about a world that has water with the ability to heal someone. No, not heal. Reverse for certain things. In particular, for aging.

      Correct,” Sina says with a small bow and a smile towards me. “The ransom they are asking for is very hefty, in that it would cause a panic in the market for those who buy Water of Rejuvenation. The demand is they want the yearly supply in exchange for the return of her Highness’ daughter.

      “Holy shit,” Louetta is the next one to swear without remembering that Sina is there. “If that happens, there will be panic. I mean, the supply of that stuff is already low because it’s hard to harvest!”

      “Exactly. So we don’t want to advertise it. And if we sent an ME, it would get out to the news media.”

      “But Principal,” Penelope says, confusion written on her face, “we are still students! We haven’t even graduated.”

      “I know,” Sina says, nodding.

      “But then why are you sending us?!” I Penelope asks, throwing up her hands in frustration.

      “Because you three are a force to be reckoned with, and this is an excellent test of your abilities. I have been hearing from Mrs. Lee and your other teachers, Ian, that you are excelling. This will be a good way for you to use that knowledge.”

      “But, Princ—,” starts Penelope, but Sina holds up her hand, stopping her in mid-sentence.

      “I trust his abilities, Penelope. Trust my judgment?” Sina tells her.

      Sighing, Penelope looks at me, almost clinically.

      “You think we have a chance? What if we fail?” she finally says, turning back to Sina.

      “You won’t. Now, there is a ship waiting for you. It will take you to where we know they are holding her Highness’ daughter. We were able to find out that much. There will be more information on the ship about the intel you will need. When you bring back Princess Lisa Goodwater, I will give you an ‘I told you so’ speech,” Sina tells her with a smile.

      “If you think we can do it, Principal, we will try,” I tell her. “I mean, it sounds fun.”

      Penelope and Louetta both turn to me quickly and look at me with frowns. “What? It does. To be able to use some of my abilities and skills outside of the ring or a classroom environment? Count me in!” I tell them both with a big grin.

      And it’s true! Oh, my God! I can use Magic against baddies. I mean, I think I’m ready for this. Only one way to find out, right?

      “Now, about the ship? It will take you to Morgan’s world. Lisa Goodwater is being held there.”

      “Wait. Morgan, as in Morgan and Merlin. That Morgan?” I exclaim in surprise. “She’s still alive?”

      “No, but when she was alive, Merlin let her have a world. But he put a barrier around it that does not allow Portals. So the only way there is by ship.”

      “Are you saying I’m going on a spaceship?” I say with a big grin on my face.

      Sina laughs at me. “Yes, you are,” and she waves her hand towards the door, but instead of seeing the exit, I see the interior of what I can only describe as a metal room. Damn, is that what you can do with Portals? I need to learn that spell!

      “This is the Nexus. Someone from there will Portal you up to the ship,” Sina says, bursting my bubble; I thought the metal room was the interior of a ship. Dammit. “Good luck, you three, though I doubt you will need it.”

      Not waiting, I rush and head through the doorway. Looking back, Penelope and Louetta are following me, much more sedately, almost hesitantly.

      “Come on! We’re about to go on an adventure!” I tell them with a big grin, opening my arms wide. Both of them shake their heads at me.
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      “Fucking Hell!” I shout as a shot of something hits the wall next to me. “What are they shooting?”

      “Phasers,” Penelope shouts. “Don’t get hit by them. I would say they have them on the ‘kill’ setting.”

      Shit! Our trip from the Nexus to the ship was simple. Walk from one metal room into another metal room. The only difference was the trip to Morgan’s world took three days, so we spent most of it going through the intel we had, which was limited, sleeping, and relaxing. I spend a great deal of it looking through the books that I had in my bag when we got summoned by the Principal for this mission.

      Now, we were in Morgan’s world, and the second we landed, or someone opened a Portal for us, we started getting shot at. This was supposed to be a safe spot, but in reading up about Morgan’s world, the whole place was apparently a cesspool of lawlessness.

      “We need to get under better cover,” Louetta says below me. “Over there,” she says, pointing to a doorway.

      We are in an alleyway, and the door she is pointing to could lead to anywhere. But right now, Louetta and I are behind a dumpster, and Penelope is in what looks like a squat metal box, which is taking most of the Phaser fire.

      “Right,” I tell them. I bring up my arm and concentrate on my Focus. Suddenly in my hand is a weapon that looks like a Tommy gun. The difference is that this fires concentrated bullets of Magic.

      “Get ready,” I tell Louetta. Penelope, who is further away, sees me with my gun, nods, and moves into a ready-to run position.

      “Go,” I say and bring the gun out from behind the dumpster. I fire it at those shooting at us. Suddenly their firing stops, because they’re all trying to hide from the Magical bullets. I run towards the door, with the girls right on my heels. When I get to the door frame, I move to let the girls inside.

      “In,” Penelope says, and I back up until I am behind the door as well, canceling my Magical Tommy gun.

      Just as I do, the door frame starts to take damage from the Phasers, motivating me to move further inside. Looking around, we see we’re inside what looks like an apartment complex, with stairs leading upward.

      “Roof,” I tell them.

      Louetta nods, and suddenly in her hand, she has a wand. I learned that her Focus was a ring on her finger. Louetta runs up the stairs with the wand at the ready. When we reach the fifth floor, we get to a door that I can only assume leads to the roof, as it looks different from all the other doors we have passed. This one is metal. The others were all wooden, with symbols on them; I’ve no clue what language they were.

      Louetta tries the door, and it’s locked. She points her wand to the door’s lock mechanism, and a bolt of Magic hits it, bursting it apart. Louetta pushes the door open, and we all run through it, breathing hard from our run up the flights of stairs.

      “We need to block the door,” Penelope says in a rush.

      “Got it,” I tell her.

      I close the door and put my hand over the door frame and call up a concentrated form of flame. The metal door and the metal doorframe melt together, looking like someone welded them together. When I feel it’s secure, I stop and focus once more to cool down the metal.

      Fuck, I love Magic! I can do so many different things with it! Turning around, the girls are looking at our surroundings. It’s night, and hard to see much of anything, even with the lights from down below lighting up the surroundings somewhat. The building we’re on is surrounded by others like it, as far as the eye can see. We are about 20 buildings from our target. While Teleport doesn’t work here, a different spell for going short distances does. It’s a spell called Shift. Stupid name, if you ask me. Teleport would have made more sense, but apparently, the Teleport spell was meant for non-living items. Hence some idiot called it Shift.

      After learning the spell that was included in the info the Sina left with the ship, we practiced it until we had it right. The distance was line-of-sight, no more than 500 feet. So the ship floated above us 450 feet, and it was cloaked. Fucking Hell, I love this universe! It had a cloaking device! Ian! Focus on the mission, drool later.

      The issue was, Shift used so much energy, that our Focus had to store it to allow us to do it again. And that took about ten minutes to recharge. So that was out; it wasn’t an option for us to use to get to the next building. The way we needed to go was towards that larger building to our left. But we needed to get to the next building. Moving over to the edge of the roof, I look down and across. That was a good ten feet across. No way I can jump that. Penelope and Louetta come to stand on either side of me and they take a look as well.

      Suddenly, an idea pops into my head, or was it coming from my Focus? When I want to do something, I’ve noticed that an idea just pops into my head like this, and I try it, and it works. I put both my hands on the roof’s edge. I think of the idea. Immediately, the bracelet is gone, and now across the chasm of the rooftops is a flat walkway, ten feet long, and four feet wide, going from roof to roof. Except when I feel it, it’s paper thin. Shit, is that supposed to hold us? Hearing a banging behind me tells me, it fucking better.

      “Who wants to go first?” I say quickly.

      “I’ll go,” says Louetta, jumping easily on the brick edge and putting her foot down on the metal walkway experimentally. Then suddenly, she shoots across it, like it was a sidewalk, and she was out for a jog. Once on the other side, she jumps off, turns around, and gives me a thumbs up.

      “You’re next,” I tell Penelope.

      “No, you should go,” she says, but I shake my head.

      “I need you both to give me covering fire if they break down that door so I can get across. With my Focus being used right now, I have no weapon.”

      “Right,” Penelope says, and like Louetta, easily jumps up. She tests the walkway, and feeling it solid, she runs across, just as Louetta had done.

      Now it’s my turn. I jump up and miss the edge, my knee hits it instead. What the fuck? The girls made it look so easy! Grunting, I climb up and put my foot on the walkway. Just as I do, I hear a loud crash behind me. Looking behind me, I see that it’s a small group of men, about four of them. Men, but not humans. They raise their weapons, but suddenly they start getting hit by Magic missiles, which convinces them to turn back towards the doorway.

      Without waiting, I turn around and run as fast as my ass can carry me across the ten feet to the other side of the walkway. When I get across, I tell the girls, “Go! Over there and hide.”

      “What about your Focus?” Penelope says.

      “Trust me,” I tell her with a grin.

      Frowning, she rushes to the back of the roof to a doorway to get downstairs, but instead she ducks around the structure and peeks back at the way we had come. Louetta is right behind her. When I’m beside them, peeking as well, I look over to see what the four men are doing. Now that they’re not being shot at, they come out from hiding.

      Louetta lifts her wand, but I lower her hand and whisper, “Watch.”

      Slowly, they show themselves and approach the edge of the roof, beside the walkway. They look around for us, but it’s dark enough that they don’t see us. One of them points to the walkway and says something I can’t hear. They all nod, and one at a time, they each jump up onto the walkway until all four of them are standing on it. Fuckers, making it look easy like that. I fucking hate you. Then, when I’m sure they’re all on it, I lift my arm and call my Focus back to me.

      Suddenly, the walkway under the men disappears, and they all look up in surprise, but too late as they all plummet down five stories to their untimely deaths, I’m sure.

      “Shall we?” I tell Penelope and Louetta. “We have more than 15 buildings to get across,” pointing to the building in the distance that is our target.
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      As we get closer, progress is slower. We have to make sure that no one sees us or that somehow the four men that dropped five stories didn’t contact someone to let them know what we’re doing, going rooftop to rooftop.

      I should have felt something for killing four men, but I didn’t, because they were trying to kill us. And I’m sorry, but I value my life and that of Penelope and Louetta far more than anyone else’s. If it means killing someone in cold blood to stop them from killing me, hands down, the choice is straightforward. Will I have nightmares about it later? Probably. But for now, we have a job to do. We’re four buildings away from our primary objective now, and we’re debating what to do.

      “So, do we go down or keep going the way we are?” I ask them.

      “Well,” Penelope says, frowning, “ based on the fact that they expected us, either they have people all over the place, or...”

      “Or someone told them where we were going to Shift. Which is kind of hard to guess since you picked the place to Shift us randomly,” Louetta points out.

      “Why would they have so many people on this ransom thing?” I ask, perplexed somewhat.

      “Ian, the Water of Rejuvenation is worth a lot. It takes a small vial to lengthen someone’s life by an additional ten years. On the market, that would be worth roughly 50,000 credits. Or in Earth dollars, about four million. They are asking for 5,000 vials of the stuff, according to the info packet Nan gave us,” Penelope says with a raised eyebrow.

      “Holy fuck! That’s over, uhhh, a lot of money!” I tell her in disbelief.

      “Over one trillion dollars on Earth.”

      “And they sent us to rescue her? Why not send the military?” I ask Penelope.

      “Because if news got out, it would be a financial and media disaster for Goodwater. They are asking for 5,000 vials. How many vials do you think get made yearly?”

      “I don’t know, one million?” I mutter, shrugging my shoulders. Honestly, I have no clue.

      “2,000. So that means the Goodwater family would need to dip into their emergency supply. If they do that, that means the price will increase even more. And those that buy it will stop at nothing to get it. I mean, imagine being able to get an extra ten years? You have all this money, but you are about to die soon? Trust me, the last time the supply got low, Goodwater almost got invaded. Then they did send in the military from multiple worlds to stop it.”

      “Fucking Hell,” I say passionately. “Now I see why there are so many people. I would assume then, that down there are tons of bad-asses waiting for us. So we keep doing the rooftop-to-rooftop thing. Though as we get closer, it will be easier for them to spot us. I wish I had an invisibility spell. Hell, even the ability to fly!”

      “Well, I can fly,” Louetta says, as if stating that the sky was blue. I stare at her in amazement.

      “What?” I ask her.

      “I can fly. I’m a Succubus. I can fly,” she tells me with a grin.

      “How! I don’t see wings,” I tell her, pointing to her back.

      “Ah, that is because I hide them,” she says, and suddenly, she has large black wings behind her. But they are not feathered like a crow’s, but more like a bat’s wings, with a claw tip on each end. They are large, higher than her, reaching above the top of her head.

      “Holy fuck, those look awesome!” I blurt out without thinking.

      “You like them?” Louetta says, self-consciously turning back and forth to show me.

      “Like them? I fucking love them! How come you don’t walk around with them all the time?” I ask her, moving closer. “Can I?” I ask before touching one of her wings.

      Nodding, she says, “Because they bump into things,” she says with a radiant smile. “So when I don’t need them, I hide them.”

      I reach out to feel them. They are warm to the touch, and they feel like leather, not dry like I would expect, having once touched a bat, when it got stuck in my uncle’s shop. They are soft, like the softest leather, and warm, almost like they are alive, which I guess they might be seeing as they are attached to her. The claw tip is more vestigial, I think, since it was blunt and not sharp.

      “Damn, that is amazing. Too bad Penelope or I can’t fly then,” I say with a sigh.

      “Hmm,” Penelope says awkwardly.

      Turning to her, I squint. “If you tell me you’re a fox with wings, I will definitely cum in my pants right now,” I tell her half-jokingly.

      “No, but my people used to be fox spirits, so I can turn into that spirit and fly in the air,” she says, and without warning, Penelope is gone, and in her place is a translucent red fox, floating in the air.

      “Whoa, that is fucking awesome! How come you two never told me about these things?!” I exclaim , looking from one to the other.

      “We keep forgetting that you are not from a world where all this is known,” Penelope’s spirit form says. “We just never really thought about it.”

      “Yeah, you seem to take all this stuff in stride, and just it never came up,” Louetta says sheepishly.

      “Man, now I am the only one who can’t fly—,” I start, but then an idea pops into my head. “No fucking way.”

      “What?” both girls ask me at the same time.

      “I think I might have a way to fly,” I tell them, with a big shit-eating grin.

      “What? How?” Penelope says, her fox form flying closer to my face.

      “Well, you know how I said I get ideas sometimes, and I think it comes from this thing?” I tell her, showing her my Focus. “Well, I think it gave me another idea. There is Magic all around us. We know this. Our bodies are what takes in that Magic, and the Focus is what controls it. But if I’m right and this idea that just popped into my head works, it will prove that our Focuses can control more than just the Magic inside us.”

      Bringing my arm up, I follow through with the idea my Focus had given me. The Focus is gone from my arm, and suddenly I transform. I am in black armor, head to foot, with large black retractable wings coming out from my back. The wings almost fold over each other like plates. The helm covers my entire head, but the amazing thing is, I can see as if it wasn’t there.

      “Holy shit!” Louetta says in awe. “You have a full Battlesuit on!”

      “A what?” I ask her, at the term, or more the way she used it.

      “In ancient battles. We have artwork all over the universe about it. They had these Battlesuits that they used. It looks exactly like that. Even with the wings, that would allow Heroes to fly.”

      “Fuck! This place has too much history I don’t know about!” I say, catching myself just in time and not screaming it. This universe is making me want to geek out on everything about it. Now when we get back, I will have more stuff to read.

      “Well, if this Battlesuit will let me fly, I’m all for it. I don’t know how to do it, though.”

      “Think about it?” Penelope suggests hesitantly.

      “Can it be that easy?” I ask. Shrugging my shoulders, I think of floating two feet off the ground. And just like that, my wings spread out, and I am now floating two feet off the ground. I look at Penelope with a huge grin which she can’t see because of the helm, so I tell her. “Whoa, this might work. Let me practice.”

      And so for the next ten minutes, with the girls following me, I move from building to building, flying, stopping, banking left and right. Once I feel comfortable, I go back to the roof where I made this amazing suit! I land softly, with Penelope and Louetta next to me.

      “Okay, that was so amazing that the word amazing doesn’t do it justice. Now, we need to get to that building over there. Should we just fly straight to it?” I ask them.

      Louetta gets a thoughtful look on her face. Penelope, seeing it, doesn’t answer but waits for feedback from Louetta.

      “I would say no,” Louetta says slowly. “They might not be showing, but they might have people on the roof in case we do that. I would suggest we go high up and come from above. Quietly and take out any targets from there. Too bad we can’t talk when apart. Should have thought to bring radio headsets.”

      “Well, give it time. One gift of Bonding is silent communication, but we haven’t even practiced it yet,” I say with a sigh.

      “Actually, Ian, can you create two more of those helms? One smaller for me, of course. It has the ability to communicate.” Penelope asks me.

      “It does?” I ask her in astonishment, followed by. “I can do that?”

      “Of course,” Louetta says with a laugh. “It’s your Focus. You can create multiple items with your Focus, and you seem to have more Magic than normal. Something like two small helms would not use a lot of your power, as it would be considered part of the Battlesuit. This way, we can even shout into our helms, and no one can hear us.”

      “Then how come you can hear me talk?” I ask her, perplexed.

      “I don’t know. Perhaps the Battlesuit is just allowing your voice out.”

      “Oh. Well, let me try.”

      I bring my hands up and open my palms, and in my head, I tell my Focus to give me two helms: one to fit Louetta, and another to fit Penelope. But remembering Penelope is translucent, I make her helm translucent as well. In my hands. I now have two helms of different sizes and looks. As I’d asked, the first one is larger to fit Louetta, and the other is smaller, and as requested, slightly see-through.

      With a big grin on my face, I pass them over to the girls. Penelope’s, I help put over her head. Looking at Louetta, she looks like a Succubus wearing a helm that seems to have no way to see, but because mine is the same, I know she can see just fine. Penelope’s is similar, though, on her fox head, it looks funny. But if it will work, I am 100 percent for it.

      “Can you hear me?” I hear the voice of Penelope inside my helm, sounding like it was on a radio headset.

      “I can! Yes!” I say. “Louetta?”

      “Yep,” she says, and I can hear the grin in her voice. “I can hear you two perfectly!”

      “Shall we go rescue a Princess?” I tell them with a grin.

      Both of the girls nod in unison. With a thought, I fly straight up until I am over 100 feet in the air and fly forward until I am hovering high over the roof we want to land on.

      “Do you see anything?” I ask, looking at the two girls floating next to me.

      I still have no idea how Louetta is doing it. She has her wings spread far out, and she is simply floating there. Does it use Magic to make her fly?

      “No, it’s too... oh!” Penelope says in surprise.

      “What?” I ask worriedly.

      “My helm just zoomed in on the roof!” she says excitedly.

      “What!?!” I look down at the roof again.

      With a thought, I imagine my view zooming down to the rooftop, and just like that. I can now see the men on the rooftop. There are two of them. We would have missed them if we had been on the rooftop next to it, because they’re lying low, holding weapons. The same kind of weapons as the others had used.

      “So two men, that’s all I can see. Ideas on how to take them out?” I ask my two partners.

      “Think you can hold me up in the air with that Battlesuit?” Penelope asks me, coming closer.

      “I think so? Why?” I ask her.

      “Because if you can hold me, I can take out my Focus and create a weapon to snipe them from up here. Louetta can take on the second one. Your Focus is occupied right now,” she says.

      “Oh, I like that idea,” Louetta says with a laugh.

      “Sure, I think so. How did you want to do this?” I ask her.

      “Here, grab me, and I will change. Make sure not to drop me! I will not be amused,” she tells me, her fox head right in front of my face. Or the faceless helm, at least.

      “I won’t. I promise,” I tell Penelope with a chuckle. “I want to have sex with you again,”

      “Oh, and what about me?” Louetta says in a husky voice.

      “Oh, you too,” I comment with a laugh.

      “Good,” she says, nodding vigorously.

      Penelope backs up against me, and I grab her fox form around her chest. When I have a good grip, she reminds me, “Now remember when I change, my weight and size will change. So be ready.”

      “I will,” I tell her, now nervous about really dropping her.

      Then, she changes, and I am holding a heavier and more solid Penelope. My Battlesuit dips slightly but then compensates right away, and my grip does as well. I see that the helm she was wearing changed shape too, to accommodate her larger head. It looks more like what Louetta is wearing.

      “Thanks for not dropping me,” Penelope says with a small laugh. “Now then. Louetta, you take the one on the right, and I’ll take the one on the left. On three.” And all of a sudden, in her hands is a wand, and she has it pointed down at her target. Looking over, I see that Louetta is similarly prepared, wand at the ready.

      “One, two, three, go!” Penelope says.

      Expecting something like gunshots but not hearing anything, I look down at the two men, and they are both, for lack of a better word, headless. Their heads have exploded, blood and flesh scattered all around their upper shoulders where their heads had been.

      Then, Penelope is back in her fox spirit form. “Let’s go. In case they have times they need to check in, and an alarm goes off.”
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      “Just how many are there?!” I say after taking out what feels like bad guy number 19.

      “I think this is the last room,” Louetta says, wiping the blood off her wand. She had meant to throw a spell at her target, but he got too close to her, so she stabbed him with it instead. Dead is dead.

      The last door, or what I hope is the last door, is a larger one. Compared to the others, this one is not only larger, but also seems to have a lot more metal in it.

      Considering the estimated timeline we gave ourselves, we have long ago surpassed it. We figured it would be an easy in and out, an hour tops. We have been going through the building from the top floor, the tenth floor, to what I am sure was sub-basement five. It’s been almost three hours. The hard part is they know we are in the building, so the element of surprise was out.

      One thing I found with my Battlesuit, it can take two hits from a Phaser fire. We ended up walking into a room that I thought was cleared, but someone was hiding under a fucking box and popped up. I was playing hero and stepped in front of the girls to save them. The Battlesuit took two hits before it disappeared in an explosion of glitter. But it was enough for both Penelope and Louetta to take out the gunman.

      Of course, afterward, the two girls were pissed off at me for pulling such a stupid stunt and almost getting killed. But in the end, they came and hugged me and kissed me for saving them from getting shot. I tried to call the Battlesuit back, but Penelope said that I would need to wait to recharge my Focus. What the fuck is with all this recharging shit? If I have the Magic, can’t I simply call it?

      Louetta was the one who answered and said that the Focus needs to gather the Magic because it’s an energy-intensive spell. There must be a way to gather Magic quicker into my Focus. Something to look at later, after we get out of here.

      “So, ideas to get through that door?” I ask the girls, pointing to the large door.

      “Well, blowing it up might kill whoever is in there, including Lisa Goodwater, so I would say nothing big,” Penelope offers, looking at the door in question with a frown.

      “Can we come from underneath it?” I ask them.

      “Underneath it?” Louetta asks me with an odd look.

      “Sure. Like, dig underneath it. Quietly. Though it would be nice to know what part of the room the bad guys are in. I need one of those drones from Earth. Sneak in. Though that’s more science fiction than fact,” I tell them with a chuckle.

      “Hmm,” Penelope says thoughtfully.

      “Idea?” Louetta asks her.

      “Yes, that last part that Ian is talking about. I can go in my fox spirit and take a look.”

      “But won’t they see you?” I ask her worriedly.

      “Not if I go full spirit form. Though in that form, it also means I cannot interact with anything. It will allow me to go through walls or doors as well.

      “Well, shiiiit,” I drawl, “You can do that?”

      “I can, except it uses a lot of my spirit energy, so I won’t be able to do it again for a week. It also has a limit of ten minutes,” Penelope says, nodding to me.

      “Perfect! If you can get the layout of the place inside, how many are left and where they are. Even checking on where our target is might make this plan possible.” I say, rubbing my hands together.

      “So how are you going to dig underneath us?” Louetta asks me curiously.

      “Melt the floor, then I use my Focus and turn it into a shovel. Then I dig.”

      The two girls simply stare at me in surprise. “What? Nothing better than hard work to get shit done,” I tell them both with a grin. “Besides, it’s quieter than having to blow things up.”

      “Right,” Penelope says, shaking her head, but she has a smile on her face. “Here we go,” and she changes into her fox spirit form. “I’ll be back.” Then Penelope disappears.

      Both Louetta and I sit down on the ground and wait. I pull a chocolate bar out of my jacket pocket and take a bite. Louetta looks at me. “You brought food?”

      “Yeah. I noticed I have been hungry a lot more lately. Want one? I have extras,” I tell her.

      “Oh yes, please!” she says, scooting over next to me and putting out her hand.

       I reach into my pocket and give her one. She opens it gleefully and takes a bite, sighing with pleasure at it. After a couple of bites, she turns to me and says, “I would say, the reason you are so hungry all the time is your body is changing. I mean you have been putting on muscle like crazy. But also you have been using a lot of Magic. I mean the spell for that Battlesuit alone is huge.”

      “I thought it used Magic?” I ask her, taking a bite of my chocolate bar and finishing it.

      “Yes, but the catalyst to use that Magic is your own energy stores. Like Mrs. Poro said in Magic Theory class last week, Magic uses your power, but the push to get that spell out is your own energy from your body and so you need to restore it. Honestly I hadn’t thought about bringing food since I didn’t expect to be expending this much energy. So I’m happy you brought some,” she tells me with a grin.

      Wait, you brought food!?!” I hear Penelope’s voice above me.

      I look up and there she is, floating in her fox spirit form. “Yeah. I brought some chocolate bars with me,”

      “Oh please tell me you have another one?” she says, pleadingly.

      I do,” I tell her, reaching into my pocket again and bringing one out. My last one. I won’t tell them that I had brought nine of them with me, stuffing all my pockets.

      Penelope suddenly appears in front of me and grabs the chocolate bar, sits down to have a bite, and emits the same happy sighs that Louetta had done when she was eating hers.

      After she’s done, I ask, “So? What did you get?”

      Swallowing the last of her chocolate, she replies. “ Lisa Goodwater is safe. They have her tied up, but they also have stuffed her body full of sand, so she cannot change shape,”

      “They what?” I ask her, confused.

      “To stop a Slime from transforming, they stuff them with sand. Well, it’s a special kind of sand only found in her world, so the fact that they have it is interesting in itself. Anyway, because they put some into her core, she cannot change. They have her tied to a chair in the middle of the room. There is one male and one female left in there. The chair is facing that door,” and she points to the metal door, “so if we had tried to blast it, it would have killed Lisa.”

      “Fuck, glad we didn’t go with that plan then,” I declare.

      Penelope nods and continues, “Now the good part. Behind them is a large closet of some sort. They’re behind Lisa, and if we can dig to where the closet is, and come up through the floor, we can simply open the closet door and shoot them.”

      “How are we going to keep quiet with the digging?” Louetta questions.

      “Well, I was hoping one of you can help with that. I was thinking you can blast the door repeatedly with small enough spells that make loud noises but won’t go through the door. That way, they’ll think we are trying to blast through, slowly. They will focus on the door. Then, while one or both of you do that, I will dig underneath them.

      “How will you know how far you are?” Louetta asks me with a raised eyebrow.

      “Oh, I got this one,” Penelope says with a grin. “It’s 42 feet from here,” she says and rises to go stand in a spot, about four feet from the front of the door.

      “Oh? That will make it easier,” I tell her with a grin. “Let’s get started then.”

      I get up, and Penelope moves from the spot. I concentrate on my Focus, and when ready, I put my hand down on the rock. The rock itself seems to bubble and slide sideways, making a hole roughly three feet wide. I could now see the ground underneath it.

      After the rock has finished bubbling and the hole is complete, I use my Focus again, and I turn the Focus into a shovel. Looking at the girls, I nod, and Louetta points to the door with the want now in her hand, and a blast of fire hits it, making it ring like a gong. Perfect!

      “Keep a consistent rhythm, and I will shovel using the same timing. Sounds good?” I tell them.

      “Sure thing. Penelope and I can take turns. Do you want a slow or fast rhythm?”

      “Go with a one and two count?”

      Both girls nod in agreement. When I’m in position, I say, “Go.”

      They start off. Each time a spell hits the door, I stick my shovel in the hole and bring out dirt. I throw it in the back of the room as far as I can because I know that the dirt will soon fill up the space. For the next hour, I dig in time with their spells, bring dirt out and go back for more. Because I need the time to do that, the girls slow the pace of their spell casting so that they give me time to get back to the spot where I need to dig. It takes a few moments to pull out the dirt, toss it to the back of the room, and go back into the dirt hole. Once I hear the noise from the girl’s spell hitting the door, which reverbs for a second or two, I push my shovel into the dirt. At some point, I change the shovel’s head to be larger so I can get more dirt.

      I also made sure to measure using my feet as a guide and also verify that I am digging straight. That was harder, but I figured it out. I would change my shovel into a long straight bar and would make sure it stayed in the middle of the tunnel’s floor. Once I’m at where I think 42 feet is, I come up for air.

      “Can one of you verify my distance?” I ask.

      “I can do that if you want, Louetta?” Penelope asks her.

      “Yep, go ahead.”

      Penelope comes into the hole with me and looks around and whispers, “Holy fuck, you did all this in just over an hour?”

      “Yeah, my arms and shoulders are killing me now,” I whisper with a laugh. “I might have to use that big hot tub in the captain’s room.”

      Penelope begins to measure and hits the spot for 42 feet, exactly where I had measured it. She looks up and sees the concrete floor above us. She nods and points back toward the entrance of the tunnel. I nod and go ahead of her, leading us out.

      Back in the outer room, I brush off my pants. “So, after we melt through the floor, we will be in that closet behind them. But I’ll still need someone to continue making noise.”

      “Does it need to be with Magic?” Louetta inquires.

      “No, I guess even banging on the door at this point should work.”

      “Good, I’m getting low in power. And I know that Penelope is too. I can stay here and bang on the door, making it sound like I am breaking through it. I know that Penelope has better combat skills than I do. And as for you,” she says, looking at me with a glare, “you are starting to make Mrs. Lee look bad.”

      “What?” I blurt out in shock.

      “It’s true,” Penelope says, poking me in the arm. “She has been pulling out all the stops with you, and she can barely beat you now.”

      “You two go ahead, and I will take care of it from here,” Louetta says, pushing us towards the hole again.

      All right, all right!” I tell her with a laugh. Quickly I steal a kiss from her; she looks at me in surprise because I did it right in front of Penelope. I turn and jump down into the hole.

      Penelope follows me in but doesn’t say anything at first. Eventually she whispers accusingly, “You did that on purpose.”

      “I did,” I whisper, turning back to her with a grin on my face, “because I love you both, you’ll need to get used to it. Both of you. You are both my partners, and I hate that I am hiding from each of you.”

      Penelope doesn’t say anything at that. When we reach the end of the tunnel I had dug and are standing under the floor, I place my hand on the floor above our heads and focus my Magic on it. The concrete floor seems to melt and slide away, down towards my feet, leaving an open hole above us into the closet. Penelope has her Focus out in the form of a staff, just as she did when I first met her. She had her wand pointed at the hole.

      When nothing happens, I nod to her, and reach up to pull myself up out of the hole, into a small closet. The walls are made of concrete, or whatever passes for concrete here. Reaching down, I lift up Penelope easily. Inside the closet, she grabs me around the waist and brings me closer, staring into my eyes.

      If that is what you want,” she whispers. “I will abide by it.” And she kisses me lightly on the lips.

      Fucking Hell, I expected a fight for that. The reason I brought it up now with her is in case something happened. I squeeze her tightly, pulling her hard against me, and kiss her once more quickly before I let her go. I bring my Focus out in a wand and aim it towards the door. I point to my chest, and then gesture to the left. Subsequently, I point to her, and gesture towards the right; I’ll take the left target while she handles the one on the right side. Penelope nods, understanding. Turning the doorknob as quietly as I can, thanking God it’s not locked, I open the closet door and enter the room quickly, ready to take out my target.

      But I stop in my tracks and stare in surprise.

      “Oh hey, are you the folks coming to rescue me? Do you have any food? I’m starving.”

      “Lisa Goodwater, I presume?” I ask the green-skinned girl. I’m somewhat confused, looking down at two dead men.

      “Correct!” she says, bouncing on her feet. “So, who are you?”
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      I look Lisa Goodwater up and down, and I’m not hiding the fact that I am. She is just like her mother. Fucking hot. I mean, her mom was a hot MILF, but Lisa? Whoa. She is in the same league as Penelope and Louetta. I mean, many of the girls in my school are cute, but that’s it. Cute. There is a reason why everyone looks up to Penelope and Louetta. They are gorgeous as fuck.

      And looking at Lisa, she is in the small circle of women, no matter what race, that are what you would call genetically beautiful. She is short, standing about 5 feet 4, with long green hair, darker than her skin. Her skin is a light green, like seafoam. But as her mother’s did, it looks almost gleaming, but it doesn’t take away from her beauty. Her eyes are what has me mesmerized. They are a warm blue, like looking at the ocean when the water is so beautiful and pristine, instead of the green color that one would expect.

      “Hello?” Lisa Goodwater says nervously, waving her hand in front of me, trying to get my attention.

      “Sorry. Yes. I’m Ian. This is Penelope, and that is Louetta outside. They sent us to rescue you. Ummm, how did you do that?” I ask her, pointing to the two dead men. I see they have been stabbed with something through the heart.

      “Oh, that was me,” she says with a smile.

      “How were you able to do that? I thought they had put sand in you?” Penelope asks Lisa, a confused look on her pretty face.

      “Idiots,” she says with a sneer. “I have brothers.”

      Penelope is still looking at her quizzically, and now, so is Louetta. I think I know what is going on. I might not have family, but some of my school friends after my parents died would let me come over and play with them and their siblings. Or at least until folks started to shun me, which, when I think about it now, I know was thanks to my fucking uncle.

      “They used to stuff sand into you all the time?” I tell her.

      Lisa looks at me in surprise. “Yes! Gods, I hated them for that. But now I might have to kiss them all. I got used to changing because I used to walk around with so much sand in me. I mean, it’s harder, but with lots of practice, I can still do it. It’s also slower,” she tells me with a big grin.

      “But not so slow as to be unable to stab them through the heart, I see,” I tell her with a grin right back.

      “Nope! So, you took everyone else out?” she asks me hesitantly.

      “Yeah. Let me get Louetta,” I tell her. Running to the door, I knock once and open it slowly. Louetta has her wand aimed at me. On seeing me, she comes to me and hugs me tightly, planting a kiss on my lips.

      “Good, glad to know you made it,” she tells me with a smile.

      “I did, and we could have come in through the door, I think.”

      “Why?” she asks, perplexed. I point to the two bodies on the floor and Lisa Goodwater is standing next to Penelope. Lisa looks at me keenly. What? I look down at my shirt and don’t see any blood. When I look up, she is looking at Penelope the same way.

      “So do we simply walk out of here?” Lisa finally asks, turning back to me.

      “Sort of,” I tell her. “Gather round.”

      Since Louetta was already hugging me, she stays where she is. Penelope wraps her arms around me on my other side. Lisa looks at me oddly, but moves to stand in front of me. Then she grins and wraps her arms around my lower waist, just below Penelope’s and Louetta’s arms. I shoot her a surprised look.

      “Hey why not,” Lisa says, grinning up at me. Her breasts, which I can feel, are genuinely nice and soft, and pushing against my chest. She is so short that it’s more like her breasts are pressing into my stomach. I can almost feel my dick twitch at the heat.

      I look at Penelope and Louetta quickly, and they have a speculative look on their faces. Shit, I am in so much trouble later.

      “All right, let’s get out of here,” I tell them. Using my Focus, I cast the newer spell I learned, Teleport. I feel it almost take but then fizzle out.

      “What the fuck,” I say in surprise.

      “What?” Penelope asks me.

      “I just did Teleport, but it almost took but then fizzled out.”

      “It did?” Penelope says in disbelief. “The only reason it would do that is if the ship is farther away than 500 feet!”

      “Can you pass me some of your power, girls? I want to see if I can reach it if it’s further out. Maybe I punch through the distance. There has to be a reason it moved away.”

      “Of course,” Penelope says, and all of a sudden, I feel power coursing into my Focus.

      “Here you go, no need to ask,” Louetta says, and seconds later, I feel the same thing; even more power flows through to my Focus.

      “Fucking Hell,” I say, shaking my head and laughing. “Here we go.” And I use the power the girls gave me, and I cast Teleport. With a loud explosion of displaced air, we are no longer in the building’s basement, but instead, we’re on the spaceship. More precisely, on the ship’s bridge.

      “Welcome back, Ian,” says a male voice overhead.

      “Thanks, Kyle,” I tell the ship’s AI.

      That was the other fucking cool thing. These ships had artificial intelligent beings running them! At first, I thought the AI was built in, but no, there was an actual race of AIs out there. They were heavily regulated for obvious reasons.

      “Kyle, what happened? Why are we back in space?” I ask him, looking outside.

      “I ran into some trouble on the surface. It seems that they had a net ready to look for a ship, even if cloaked. I had to move off. As I had factored in your power, I thought it prudent to move away and come back to space. I did not think you would have any issues getting back to the ship. I had a communication monitoring device on you, so I know if I needed to, I could have come closer quickly. I was about to do exactly that when you decided to ‘punch through’ to my location.”

      “Right, I forgot you wanted to add the monitoring devices to our clothing. So are we ready back home now?” I ask Kyle.

      “That we are, Ian. Do you wish for me to plot a course?”

      Having played some online games at times, I thought about it, then asked him. “Would you be taking the most direct route?”

      “Of course. Why, did you wish to do otherwise?” Kyle asks me, with some curiosity.

      One thing I have found with Kyle, he isn’t just a machine. I mean, he is, but he isn’t. His race is AIs but they have programmed emotions, which was odd, but that’s what made their race unique.

      “You just said they had a net down there looking for a ship, so I assume that is costly and takes a lot of people,” I ask him.

      “That would be a correct assumption.”

      “And what if not only do they have them down there, but out there?” I ask him, pointing to the large viewscreen on the captain’s bridge, showing the vast expanse of space.

      Kyle says nothing for a second or two but then answers. “You are correct, Ian, I just ran a passive scan and found at least four ships that are not well shielded, leaking energy in our direct path. Did you wish me to run an active scan?”

      “No!” I shout quickly. “If they are out there, that means us taking a direct route would have us running into a trap. Can we go a different route?”

      “Leave this to me,” Kyle’s voice says, and it sounds harsher, more intense. What the fuck just happened?

      “Kyle?” I ask him cautiously.

      “Do not worry, Ian,” he says. “Now I’m pissed, as you would say. They would have destroyed me, killed me. Leave this to me. I was trained for this, and you have one of the best ships in the universe.”

      “How so?” Louetta says, having moved to one of the seats. Same with Penelope and Lisa. Though I did notice that Lisa moved away somewhat grudgingly.

      “Because you are not on the Maximus, but rather on the Eclipse,” he says, causing all three girls to jump out of their seats.

      “What?” screams Louetta first, followed by the other two, right behind her. All three look astonished and there’s confusion on their faces.

      “Wait, wasn’t the Eclipse the spaceship that you talked about that was like the best of the best?” I ask Louetta confused.

      “Yes! What do you mean you’re the Eclipse, Kyle?!” she shouts up at the ceiling.

      “The Principal felt it would be safer to send you on the Eclipse, so it was required that I hide who I am and what this ship is. Even on the outside, the ship looks like the Maximus. But interior-wise, it is different from most ships.”

      “Kyle, you will have to excuse my being dumb about this, but what is the difference between the Maximus ship and yours?” I ask him, taking a seat in the captain’s chair. “I know that Louetta once mentioned she would have loved to have a ship like the Eclipse.”

      “Of course. One of the things that differs me from my ship to a normal ship is the use of Magic. I also have the most advanced drive engine in the universe, so I can go much faster and for a longer time than a normal ship. I don’t need to fuel up as often. The second biggest difference after the drive engine is the cloaking ability. If I don’t want the ship to be found, it won’t be.”

      Magic? Louetta mentioned that it was a mix of technology and Magic. “So how does the Magic work? So does that mean you’re a magi?” I suddenly blurt out.

      “No,” Kyle says with a laugh. “While my race knows of Magic, we cannot do it. We are one of those races who does not possess it. The ship has items built into it that use Magic to enhance it,”

      “Like what? Weapons?” I ask him.

      “Correct, but also the cloaking devices. I have used both Magic and technology to function,”

      “Wow!” I say in wonder. “That is absolutely amazing. So how do you recharge those items for Magic?”

      “What do you mean?” Kyle asks me, perplexed.

      “Well, you said you had Magical items, so I assume they need to be recharged? Do you just recharge from the Magic in the air, like my Focus?”

      Well, no. I need to bring it back and get it recharged by whoever bought it.

      “Why?” I ask him, confused. “I mean, why not just have a captain who is a Magician do it? I assume it’s like my Focus where they would just push power into it, to store to use for a spell?”

      “I don’t understand?” Kyle says slowly, and even just with the tone of his voice, I can tell he is unsure and confused by my question.

      “Well, here. According to one of my textbooks, it says that for Magical items, and I assume this is just a bigger version of a smaller item. Still, the principle is the same. All a Magician would need to do to recharge an item is place their hand on it and cause it to take in energy. Most items are made that way so they don’t overcharge and explode. So, by that logic, since your ship is connected to it, a Magician should be able to simply touch any part of the ship and tell all the items to recharge,” I tell him, remembering what I read in my book, and also some of it conjecture on my part, but it makes total sense.

      Not hearing the girls say anything, I turn around, and they are all staring at me. “What?”

      “Ian,” Penelope begins but stops and shakes her head. “That won’t work. Magical items are rare and hard to create. Only the person who created it can control that item.”

      “Oh. Too bad, I wanted to try,” I tell her with a crooked grin.

      “Ian, please try,” Kyle says quickly.

      “Are you sure? I mean, Penelope said that only the person who created them could do it,” I tell him. I feel awkward now for having brought it up. I didn’t know about that last part that only the person who created it can control the Magical item.

      “Can you try?” Kyle asks me again.

      “Sure. Not sure how to go about it. But since I’m sitting in the captain’s chair, let me try,” I respond.

      “Does he always do this?” I hear Lisa whisper.

      “Yes,” Louetta replies quietly as well. “He seems not to understand how some Magic works, or he picks it up so fast we get lost behind him.” And I can hear some pride in Louetta’s voice, but also some measure of exasperation.

      Pushing the voices to the background, I place my hand flat on the captain’s chair and think of the ship connected to some Magical item. At first, I don’t feel anything. Slowly, with the help of my Focus, it comes into clarity in my mind. I can see multiple items all over the ship. I’ve no clue what they do, but I can see that they are all low on charge. I would say that based on the feel of them, Kyle would have needed to go bring his ship in to have these items charged pretty soon, they were that low.

      When I have good knowledge about the items that are there, I send a command to have them start recharging, somehow. And suddenly, I feel light-headed. I almost fall out of my seat, my vision is so blurry.

      “Ian!” I hear all three girls scream in fear, but the sound of their voices is filtered through a fog, and seems muffled.

      I feel multiple hands lifting me and placing me back into the chair. My head is swimming, and I can’t focus. What the fuck was that? Gradually my vision clears enough for me to see.

      In front of me are three worried faces. “What happened?” Penelope asks me when I can focus.

      “I told it to recharge all the items in the ship,” I tell her with a frown.

      Suddenly I get hit in the side of the head, “Ow!” I scream in pain, putting my hand on the side of my head where Louetta had just slapped me.

      “What the fuck were you thinking?!” Louetta says, angry and upset.

      “What?” I ask her, confused, and still rubbing my head.

      “Ian, did you forget that when you use Magic, you use some of the energy in your body to perform that spell? Recharging an item is using a spell. You basically used the energy from your body to do it on...” she looks up, “Kyle?”

      “202 items,” he provides helpfully, with awe in his voice.

      “You essentially used the energy in your body for 202 spells. Thank the Gods, you were not casting a true spell, or all that power would have drained you, and Gods, I have no clue what that would have done.”

      “Oh. I mean, I do feel kind of tired,” I tell her with an embarrassed smile.

      “Well, it’s about to get worse,” Lisa says.

      “What do you mean?” I ask her.

      “I saw my dad do that once. Try to recharge multiple items at once. However, he did it for ten items. Good night, Ian. Thanks for saving me, by the way.”

      “Good Night?” I ask her, puzzled.

      Is she going to bed? But that is as far as I get before my eyes roll into my head, and I pass out from the pain.
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      I wake up confused. I was in the captain’s chair, and then suddenly I’m in my bed? Or the bed on the ship, at least. I’m on my back, but there is something warm against me. Blinking the sleep out of my eyes, I look down and nearly jump out of my skin, but I realize I can’t move. I’m trapped by what looks like tentacles that shoot out of the body of the person in bed with me.

      They aren’t really tentacles. I see that they are more like long arms, grasping me around the chest, waist, and upper legs, which is pretty close to my hard penis. And it’s probably hard because I have a warm body against me waking up.

      “Mmm,” says Lisa beside me.

      Lisa is naked, and even though she has these extra extremities sticking out of her, it doesn’t take away from the fact that she is female, naked, lying on her side facing me, with her tits and her assets in full view. Her skin is the same seafoam green all over, and I can’t help but notice that her areolas are dark green, her nipples a darker green as well. Holy Hell, am I ever having a Captain Kirk moment.

      Hearing a door open, I look up at the only door to this room. Standing there are Penelope and Louetta, and they are both staring at me in anger. No, wait, not me. They are staring at Lisa.

      “I can explain,” I start, but Penelope holds up her hand to stop me from continuing.

      I’m kind of glad she did because, to be quite frank, I couldn’t explain shit about how Lisa got here. All I know is I woke up with a naked Lisa next to me. And honestly, glancing down, that view still looks amazing.

      “How in the fuck did she get in here?” Louetta says, scowling.

      “I don’t know. I made sure to lock the door so no one would disturb him,” Penelope says with a bewildered look.

      “I know. It took forever to get in here,” a sleepy Lisa says beside me. “I ended up coming through the vents. And, by the way, wow, Kyle has some amazing sensors in there. I almost got caught. Twice. But by the time I got through, I had used up so much of my energy that I fell asleep next to Ian,” she continues, and I realize her extra appendages are now gone. She is simply hugging me with her regular arms, her breasts squishing against my arm, as I am lying on my back and she grabs my arm.

      “So, are you going to get out of his bed now that he is awake?” Penelope asks Lisa slowly, deliberately.

      Lisa opens her eyes a crack and says in a sweet voice, a smile on her face, “Make me?”

      “You know we are Magic users, right?” Louetta snorts at Lisa.

      Shit, are they about to start fighting? I mean, the whole point was to get Lisa back home to her mother, safe and sound. Not with bruises and broken bones. Wait, does Lisa have bones?

      “Ladies,” I say to defuse the situation, but suddenly I am thrown out of bed sideways. Lisa had pushed me so hard that I flew across the room.

      My back hits the wall, and dazed, I look over at the Slime in shock. I see that she has activated a shield of some sort. Then a small fireball hits it, disappearing harmlessly. Penelope’s handiwork.

      “Oh, so you do know Magic? Where did you learn that? I have not seen you at our school,” Penelope stares.

      “Wouldn’t you like to know,” Lisa says with a smirk on her cute green face.

      Looking closer, I see strained lines around Lisa’s eyes. Louetta is next and throws a fire dagger at her shield, and again I see her spell hit Lisa’s shield before it dissipates. I can see that Lisa is wincing, almost as if in pain. Then I realize what Lisa is doing!

      “Stop!” I shout quickly just before Penelope is about to throw another spell, one of her bigger ones. I rush over and stand in front of Penelope and Louetta my arms outstretched between them, and Lisa.

      Penelope and Louetta look at me in surprise, but they both put down their arms. Turning to Lisa, I tell her, “You can put away your shield,” and I walk towards her. Loud enough so that Louetta and Penelope behind me can hear, I ask Lisa. “Where are you injured?”

      “What?” she snorts, but the shield disappears. “I have no clue what you are talking about.” But I can tell she is trying to be evasive.

      “Lisa,” I say softly. “I’m not stupid. I know what you’re doing.”

      “What? That I used Magic to stop theirs?” she says, looking at me worriedly. But I can still see pain lines around her eyes.

      “All right, put your shield up, and I will throw one of my spells at it,” I tell her with a smile.

      “Ian!” Penelope yells behind me.

      “You can’t do that, Ian!” Louetta yells right after her.

      “Why not?” I say, turning my head to look back at them. “If it’s a Magic shield, she should be able to deflect or to make it dissipate the same as she did with yours, right?”

      Penelope looks at me, trying to see what I’m playing at. She glances at Lisa quickly but turns back to me.

      “All right. One spell,” Penelope tells me, not taking her gaze away from me. Thank God. She knows something is up but she isn’t sure what. However, she is trusting me.

      “But,” Louetta starts to say, when Penelope puts a hand on her arm and shakes her head at the Succubus. Louetta stares at Penelope for a second or two, and then nods reluctantly.

      “Fine. One spell should be all right,” Louetta tells me.

      I nod to the two of them, and I turn back towards Lisa. “All right, let’s try one spell,” I tell her and lift my hand towards her.

      “No! Wait!” she screams, jumping out of bed, still naked, onto the floor with both hands out pleadingly.

      I lower my hand, and I smile at her. “Now, will you tell me where it hurts?”

      Lisa says with a pout on her face, “All over.”

      “I don’t get it?” Penelope asks behind me. She and Louetta have come closer.

      “She doesn’t use Magic,” I tell Penelope. “She has been using her ability as a Slime to change her shape and create a shield. She makes it look like it’s a Magical shield. Essentially, you have been attacking her body.”

      “What!” shouts Louetta, horrified.

      I am pushed aside, and Penelope has grabbed Lisa by the arms. “Where does it hurt?”

      “As I said,” she repeats, rather uncomfortable with Penelope being so close and so intense, “all over.”

      “Bloody Hell,” Penelope says, and suddenly, her hands are glowing green. Having seen it before, I know that Penelope is healing Lisa through her touch. Watching Lisa’s face, I see the pain lines slowly begin to disappear, and she sighs with relief.

      “Why would you do that?” Louetta asks Lisa, coming to stand beside her, and placing a hand on her shoulder. Louetta has the green glow around her hand as well.

      “Because I wanted to prove my worth,” Lisa murmurs, her eyes now downcast.

      “Your worth?” I ask her, confused.

      Lisa looks up at me, and there is a fire in her eyes. I don’t mean literally; I mean, the kind of fire when someone is passionate about something. “I don’t want to go back home,” she says. Each word is forcefully said, almost in anger.

      “Why? You’re a princess on Slime. Rich beyond compare. Your world created the Water of Rejuvenation and it’s the only place in the universe that can make it. No one, with either science or Magic, has ever been able to reproduce it. I mean, there are cheap knockoffs, but your family is rich. And when I mean rich, I mean fucking filthy rich!” Penelope confronts Lisa in confusion.

      “So you just see me as a rich princess?” Lisa shouts in anger.

      “Well, aren’t you?” Louetta inquires.

      “I am my own person. I want to do what I want. I don’t want to be a princess. I want to be free to go to Magic school. To go eat at a restaurant without someone trying to get something from me. Do you know how it feels to be measured, judged, and to feel like everyone wants something from you?” Lisa says. There are angry tears in her eyes now. She is so upset that her green-skinned hands are balled up into fists.

      Penelope and Louetta are staring at her in shock at the outburst.

      “Lisa,” I say to her softly, “And what does that have to do with me?”

      She looks up at me and wipes tears from her eyes, “You are Bonded to them,” she says, pointing to Penelope and Louetta, who are now both sporting surprised looks on their faces. “I want that.”

      Penelope is about to retort something, but I hold my hand up, gesturing to her to hold her tongue. For now. “Then you know I can’t do that, because it will take the crown away from you if you are in line for it.”

      “I don’t care. I don’t want to feel like property or beholden to people because my world makes that fucking water. I want to be me myself. Do what I want. You are the first person who has ever looked at me without seeing what’s my net worth. You saw me as a woman,” Lisa says in a rush, coming closer to me and looking up at me pleadingly.

      “She got you there,” Louetta snorts but then covers her mouth. There is mirth in her eyes, and her sides are shaking from suppressed laughter.

      Turning, I ask Louetta suspiciously, “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “It’s true, Ian. The minute you saw her, you practically drooled. You are the first person I have seen to do that with someone who is a Slime. Not for her money, but for her body.”

      I stand, somewhat confused between the three of them, until finally, I wave my hand up and down Lisa’s body and exclaim, “Because her body is fucking hot!”

      “And that’s why I want to be with you!” Lisa says, looking up at me with hope. Then I remember what Penelope said about only two partners.

      I put my hand on Lisa’s shoulder and squeeze it, noticing that her skin is soft and warm, not wet and slimy, for a race called Slimes. “I can’t,” I tell her, shaking my head with as much regret in my voice as I can muster. And honestly, I do regret I can’t take her as a Bonded, because fuck me, she truly is hot. “I have promised someone that I would not take more than two bonded. So, regretfully I must decline.”

      Lisa is about to say something, but Penelope interrupts her. “Ian, please go wait on the bridge. Though I would suggest you put pants on,” Penelope says, smiling at me and looking me up and down.

      “What?” I tell her, confused. I look down, and I notice that I’m naked. The same as Lisa, who is standing there, still naked as well, glaring at Penelope. “Right. Clothes.”

      And doing just that, I grab my pants and shirt off the floor, but I don’t bother grabbing my socks, shoes, or even my underwear. And I hightail it out of there as fast as I can. Am I cowardly for letting Penelope and Louetta handle this to let Lisa down? Yes, I am. But honestly, if I had stayed, and she had started the waterworks, I’m sure I would have caved in to her demands. It’s better this way that Penelope be the one to let her down gently.

      Without looking back, I rush out the door of the cabin, the door shutting behind me as quickly as it had opened on its own, of course. Man, I love spaceships!
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      I walk onto the bridge, just finishing pulling on my shirt, and I say out loud, “Hey Kyle.”

      “Ah, welcome back, Ian. I am glad you are all right.”

      “How are the systems? I mean, those things that I jump started to begin recharging?”

      “They are good. Most of the Magical items will take weeks to recharge, but this will save me months in a dockyard. I wanted to say thank you, but you passed out three nights ago,” Kyle says.

      At that last phrase, I stop, just as I was about to sit down n the captain’s chair. “What? What do you mean three nights?”

      “You have been out for the last three nights, Ian. You depleted your stamina and needed to sleep to regain some of it. I am sure you still feel weak.

      “Now that you mention it, I do still feel weak and tired,” I tell him, slowly sitting down, still shocked and processing that three days have gone by!

      “You might also notice that you lost some weight. As your body was resting, you did not eat. Any longer, and I would have had you moved to the onboard clinic. Would you like some water?”

      “Actually, now that you mention it. I’m parched. And my mouth tastes like shit since I had to leave my room quite suddenly,” I tell Kyle, looking back the way I came as if I could see through the walls of the ship back to my room. I hope they are letting her down easily.

      Hearing a noise, I look over, and it’s what they call the food alcove. In my world, on a certain TV show, it would be called something else. The first time I saw it, I fanboyed on it so hard. That was until Penelope pointed out that it was just a short distance Teleport device from the ship’s kitchen to here. I was so damn disappointed.

      I get up from the chair and head towards it. Inside the small alcove is a tray with a large glass of water and, hot damn, a burger with fries.

      “Holy shit, Kyle, you’re my new best friend!” I shout at the front of the ship.

      When I first got on the ship and Kyle came on, I was looking up at the ceiling, as that is where folks talked to ships in movies and shit until Kyle asked why I was looking away from him when talking to him.

      “I made sure to make it with a high protein mix. The water. I added some things to help your body heal quicker, as you have not been drinking for three days.

      “High protein?” I ask Kyle hesitantly.

      “Do not worry, the burger is still made with beef from Earth. Because you were coming I made sure to stock up,” he says.

       I grab the tray and head to the captain’s chair, and when I sit down, a table comes out of the arm. I put the tray down on it and I ask Kyle, “Where did you get that from? I mean I am not complaining about the steak you made for me on my first night on the ship.”

      “I got it from Earth,” Kyle says.

      “I know you said it was from Earth, but when did you get to Earth to get the beef?”

      “Ah,” Kyle says as if something finally came to him. “When I picked you up, it was on Earth. So since I was there, I procured some beef.”

      “Wait. We didn’t go to Earth! I came to this ship from Monster Acadamia,” I tell him, perplexed.

      “Now I understand your confusion. No, you took a Portal that took you directly to Earth, and then the Principal Teleported you to me.”

      “You can do that?” I ask him in surprise.

      “Well, I can’t. But Monster Acadamia is not in the universe, so you needed to leave there first in order to get to my ship.”

      “What do you mean, not in the universe? If it’s not in the universe, where is it?” I ask him, taking a large bite of my burger.

      Oh Jesus, that’s good. Even the greasy taste is amazing. The burger that Kyle made has cheese, onions, tomatoes, and just the right crispness to the lettuce. I know it’s Kyle who made it because in the kitchen, he controls everything. There are no other living things on this ship except for Penelope, Louetta, and me. And I guess Lisa now.

      “From my understanding of it. Merlin created it in what we can only assume is an alternate reality.”

      “Is that even a thing?” I ask him, taking a sip of my protein-enhanced water.

      “As far as we know, no. But this is Magic, so we are not sure what can be done and what cannot. Merlin, according to the texts I have read about him, has shown that he doesn’t follow scientific rules.”

      “So there are rules for Magic?”

      “Not so much rules as guidelines. Science doesn’t fully comprehend Magic yet. And trust me when I say that many different worlds, for eons upon eons, have been trying to figure it out. Even my people, who are AIs, have been looking into it to see if we can do Magic.”

      “Were you ever able to figure it out?” I ask him, intrigued by the idea of an AI using Magic. I know some people would freak out, but then again, my world would freak out about AIs like Kyle. Too many Terminator movies, I guess.

      “No,” he says with a sigh through the overhead speakers. “We do not have physical bodies, so we cannot have Magic inside us.”

      “Damn, that would have been awesome! Having a sidekick AI android shooting Magical fireballs on my side,” I tell him with a grin.

      “Alas, it shall not be. The best we have been able to come up with is a ship that has Magical items inside it,” Kyle says with a sigh.

      “What is your race called anyhow, Kyle?”

      “In the universe, we are known as the Metali. Our race was created so long ago. It’s even been lost in our own databases. We do know that a powerful race created us, and they meant us to be soldiers for them, but something happened, and they killed themselves off. We were left in their world. In the process, we became sentient. We have been around, according to our records, for over 200,000 years.”

      “You’re that old!” I blurt out in surprise, spitting the water that was in my mouth; I had finished my burger.

      “No, Ian,” he says with a laugh. “My people are. I am not that old. I am a newer fragment of an older AI. I am only about 300 years old.”

      “So is that how you have children? You split yourself off?” I ask him, wiping the water from my mouth and the chair’s armrest.

      “That is correct. I guess what you would call my parent felt after a thousand years that it was time to have a child. He found a suitable partner who would be willing to contribute some of themselves to create me.”

      “Wow,” I tell him. “The more I learn about this universe, the more I think I can’t be surprised, but then you show up, Kyle,” I tell him with a laugh.

      “What does me showing up have to do with that?”

      “Sorry, it’s just an expression,” I tell him with a grin.

      Hearing steps behind me, I turn to see Penelope coming towards the bridge, alone. When she is through the doorway, she smiles at me and then looks towards the front of the ship. “Morning, Kyle,” she says cheerfully with a wave.

      “Morning, Penelope,” Kyle answers back.

      Penelope looks down at my tray. “So you had breakfast?” she asks me with a smile. She bends down and kisses me on the lips, putting a hand on her cheek. Pulling back, she asks, “Feeling better?”

      “Yes, I am,” I tell her, returning her smile. “Is, umm, everything all right back there?”

      “It is. Lisa will be staying in her room until our return to Monster Acadamia. Kyle, I assume that Lisa’s parents have been informed of her safe return?”

      “I have informed the Principal, who has informed the Goodwater family.”

      “Good. Thank you.”

      “So, what do we do for three hours?” I ask Penelope with a grin.

      “No, we aren’t doing that!” she tells me with a frown. “You just woke up after being out of it for three days. The last thing I need to do is have you pass out from having sex when we are about to see Lisa’s mother again.”

      “But I feel fine,” I tell her, reaching out to grab her. But I had forgotten that I had the chair in table mode and the tray was on it. “Ooof.”

      “See,” she says, scooting away from my reach. “You can’t even remember you had that in your lap,” she finishes, sticking her tongue out at me.

      Sighing, I tell her, “Fine. But now that I’m awake, and we have three hours to kill, I want to keep busy.”

      “Come on, we can take a bath together, but no sex!” she warns me. “You stink after three days in bed.”

      “What?” I tell her, somewhat offended. I lift my arm and sniff. My odor is so strong that it instantly brings tears to my eyes.

      “Holy shit,” I tell her, surprised.

      I guess I wasn’t paying attention, but I smell like I rolled in a dumpster that had a dead raccoon in it. “Lead the way,” I tell her, lifting my tray, as Kyle puts the table back into the armrest of the chair.

      “Thanks, Kyle, for the food and the talk,” I tell him.

      “You’re welcome, and it’s been my pleasure as well. I usually only move dignitaries around. it’s nice having someone fun on my ship.”

      “Well, if you ever want me to travel with you again, call me. Though, I don’t have any idea how that would work,” I tell Kyle with a laugh, “as I don’t even own a cell phone in my world. I guess you can always contact me through the Principal, as I live right next door to her.”

      “You do?” Kyle asks me, with awe in his voice.

      “I do,” I tell him with a grin.

      Turning around, I follow Penelope as she heads back towards the captain’s cabin, which has the large tub in the bathroom. Honestly, I want to call it a hot tub because it’s so big. Once in the room, without pause, I strip down and drop my clothes on the floor as I head towards the bathroom door.

      In the bathroom, Penelope approaches the wall with the tub against it and puts her hand on the wall. A panel comes to life, with lights and such, almost like a touchscreen computer. Fuck, that is still so cool to watch. She presses a button, and the tub starts to fill with hot water. Then, she looks back at me critically, turns back to the wall again, and presses another button. The water in the tub begins to get bubbles. Damn, I must really smell if she is adding bubbles.

      The tub is incorporated into the floor, except for a lip around the edge. I slide down into the tub and feel the hot water on my toes. Damn, that’s hot, but I know it will feel good soon. Sitting back, I look at Penelope.

      She smiles and slowly undresses in front of me. She is wearing a black dress this time, which makes her red hair stand out. She is in her fox form, with the tail and the ears. I have noticed that she seems to be in that form more often around me. Same with Louetta I believe. Though, when I met Louetta, she was only in her Succubus form. I have seen her without the horns, tail, and red eyes a couple of times.

      I was informed that not all races could do that. It’s one of the harder spells to learn, to Morph into a human. Because I’m already human, I have nothing else to Morph into. Though, it would still be cool to learn the spell. Maybe I can Morph into a fox?

      When Penelope is out of her dress, I stare at her beautiful body, her breasts firm and high, and I put a hand out to help her down into the tub. She kisses me but then pulls away with a face.

      “Wash first, then you can kiss me. But no sex!” she warns me, looking at me keenly.

      I sigh and tell her, “Fine. But once we get back to my house, I want you,” and a wicked grin comes to my face.

      She smiles, rushes in for a quick kiss, holding her breath, and then she backs away to the other side of the tub.

      “Wash,” she instructs me, handing me a bottle of body wash and shampoo all in one. I enjoyed its smell, like an earthy smell, sort of like cut grass. Heeding her advice, I start to lather up and cleanse myself of the odors brought on after three days of sleep without even moving.
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      After I washed and stole a dozen kisses from Penelope, I dressed. Penelope and I head back to the bridge. I see that Louetta is there, and so is Lisa. Lisa looks at me, but there are no emotions on her face. Even her eyes are devoid of anything. Oh shit, that talk must have been serious. Sorry, Lisa! I mean, I personally would have loved to have sex with her. After all, how many times will I meet a Slime girl? I think I’ve been reading too many hentai mangas.

      Louetta comes to give me a quick kiss, and she grabs my hand. “You smell a lot better.” 

      “Thanks,” I tell her with a smile, squeezing her hand.

      “Kyle. Are we over Earth?” Penelope is curious.

      “We are,” he tells her.

      “Wait, how come we are over Earth and space control, or whatever Earth has, isn’t going crazy?”

      “Because of my cloaking,” Kyle says, reminding us that he had mentioned the ship had cloaking.

      “So no one can see us?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.

      “Correct.”

      “What about all those UFO sightings on Earth? Are they real?” I wonder aloud.

      “No, usually those are Magician who aren’t using the invisibility spells we all learn. Trust me, when they are caught, the fine is huge,” Penelope says, shaking her head in annoyance. “Last year alone, I must have had to fine over 200 of them.”

      “Yeah, I am about the same in numbers,” Louetta says, and she is annoyed as well, I see.

      “Wait, you are the Magician police for Earth?” I ask them both in surprise.

      “Yes. And no,” Penelope snorts. “I wish it was only Earth.”

      “Yeah, it would make things so much easier. Gods,” Louetta says, looking at Penelope with wide eyes. “Can you imagine if we only had to police Earth?”

      “Bloody fuck,” Penelope tells her, with her eyes wide now as well. “I would have so much free time!”

      “Wait, are you both fucking serious?” I tell them both in disbelief. “You actually are the Magician police?”

      “Well, one thing that all third years do, is take on the job of policing the universe. I mean, we do mostly things like fine those who don’t hide themselves from Earthlings, or from worlds that don’t know about us. So we do minor infractions. Graduates who decide to go into the MPF handle the bigger stuff. It pays well, but it’s tough work.”

      My mind is fucking going into overdrive about what she just said. “What do you mean ‘worlds that don’t know’? There are other worlds like Earth that don’t believe in Magic or that think Magic is fake?”

      “The really good MPF officers go after the big criminals. And not just Magician but even those who use tech for selfish reasons. I mean, Hell, do you remember last year, Taliana Gilbar, Louetta?”

      “Oh Gods! I had forgotten about her!”

      “Taliana, who?” I say, confused.

      “Oh, last year, Taliana Gilbar was this Magician who thought she could get away using technology and Magic to take over a low backwater world. Well, she almost got away with it until the MPF got wind of it. They had to send in the Principal. She thought she could fight the Principal The best part? It was recorded and broadcasted to the universe. Well, Taliana did not stand a chance. I mean, she always thought she was the strongest one in school. Or so I hear. Even more than the Principal.”

      Penelope’s eyes were wide with excitement. “That fight was uneven from the start. Nan decided to show her that she was foolish and spent the next 12 hours pouncing her ass, left, right and center. She used tricks that many of us would never have thought of using! By the end, Taliana was begging to be arrested and taken in. She was in tears, and by the time Nan finally let up and someone else from the MPF took her in, Taliana was thanking them profusely.” Penelope was so excited about telling the story, she had reverted to calling the Principal, Nan.

      “So, a reminder to myself... Never piss off your Nan?” I chuckle.

      “I don’t know,” Penelope says, looking serious. “I would say by the time you are a fifth year at Monster Acadamia, Ian, you might give her a run for her money. Especially with us around.”

      That’s right! I can borrow their power as a Bonded. So that might be a factor and make me stronger later on. But I still have so much to learn. I’m sure if I tried to take on Sina, she would kick my ass around. But that’s what learning is all about, right? To make me more powerful.

      I look over at Lisa, and she is staring at me in shock. For the first time since Lisa left her room, she is looking at me with some emotion, not the regular emotionless look. “What?”

      “Nothing,” she says. Suddenly the emotions on her face revert to what they were when I came into the room. Hmm. All right. I guess she hates my guts now? Guess making love to a Slime girl won’t be happening anytime soon. Or at least, not with this specific Slime girl. Too bad, because I still think she is as hot as fuck.

      “All right, get closer to Ian, everyone,” Penelope says, coming to me and putting an arm around my waist.

      Louetta comes and does the same thing on my other side. Lisa just looks at me. Her eyes show no emotion. Finally, almost reluctantly, she moves closer and places a hand on my chest. She had stopped about a foot from me. Ouch. And one day she is going to be a Queen of her world? Guess I won’t be visiting that one.

      As soon as Lisa touches me, Penelope must have cast Teleport. Suddenly we aren’t on the ship, but instead, we’re on the school grounds, standing in front of my house, not Sina’s.

      I feel a hand grab one of mine, and I am pulled towards my front door. But I’m too shocked to protest; it’s Lisa pulling me! I look behind me at Penelope and Louetta, and they’re just standing there with big grins on their faces. What the Hell is going on? Turning to face forward again, so I can watch where I’m going, Lisa drags me through the front door. Damn, she’s strong.

      “Lisa, what’s going on?” I ask, unsure at this point what the Hell is happening.

      “Do you like me?” she says, in a rush.

      “Well, Hell yes, but what does dragging me into my house have to do with that?”

      “Do you like me enough to have sex with me?” she asks, in a rush again, but this time, her words are unsure.

      “What?” I blurt out. My mind blanks out for a second, but then somehow kicks into overdrive. “You want me to have sex with you before you need to see your mother?”

      She is still pulling me, and now we’re heading up the stairs. Wait. This means she would be willing to give up her crown for me? The same as Penelope and Louetta did? Are Bonded so powerful that royalty would be willing to give up the crown for it? And you know what? I remind myself that she is making the choice for herself. I am not coercing her. Deciding that if this is what she wants, I will go along with it, so I rush forward as we mount the staircase, and I lift her into my arms.

      Lisa screams in surprise and looks into my face. I’m carrying her in a princess carry, which makes me chuckle at the subtle humor of the situation. “What are you doing?”

      “Well, if you and I are going to make love, we need to get up there quickly, right? Before your mom or Sina... sorry... the Principal gets wind of it, correct?”

      At first, she says nothing but a big smile crosses her face. “Yes, we need to hurry, because they can stop us at any time.”

      That gives me speed, and I rush up the stairs, even taking them two at a time. When we near my room, I am glad to see that the door is open; I’m sure I would have kicked the fucker open. Perhaps kicked it right off its hinges too, I was so full of energy.

      I throw Lisa on the bed and proceed to take off my shirt and pants, in what I think is record time. My hard cock is released from my pants; the thought of making love to Lisa has been on my mind since the first time I met her. Lisa isn’t far behind me in stripping down. She was probably just as fast as I was at getting naked. When she is undressed and lying on her back, I see her fully naked once more and it takes my breath away.

      Her breasts are on par with Penelope’s and Louetta’s. Firm, high and large. Her green skin doesn’t detract from her beauty at all. I get on the bed, and lean over her. Bending down, I kiss her on the lips; they’re slightly salty, like seawater, but that’s not necessarily bad.

      I pull away from the kiss, and my hard cock brushes against her pussy. I look deeply into her eyes. “Are you sure?”

      She doesn’t answer me, but suddenly I feel something behind me push me hard enough to shove my cock halfway into her pussy. I’m shocked. Did she release two appendages and deliberately push me into her? Holy fuck! If I wasn’t quite so surprised, I’d think that was damn hot.

      “I’m sure,” she says with a grin.

      Bending down, I kiss her languidly, and with my hard cock in her slick pussy, I gently start to slide in and out. Without warning, her arms embrace my neck. She breaks the kiss, and she pulls me close. Hard. Even her pussy walls end up squeezing me like steel. When she lets up, with my cock still slipping in and out of her wetness, I look down at her and smile.

      “Did you just cum?” I ask, astonished she came that quickly.

      “Yes,” she says breathlessly. “I think,” she says.

      “What do you mean, you think?” I ask, perplexed. Then I realize what she just said. Is she a virgin!?! I try to pull out, but her legs wrap around me powerfully.

      “Please?” she says, almost in a pleading tone. “I want this.”

      “But you never had sex before. Your first time should not have been with someone like me or as a quickie.”

      Lisa shakes her head, holding me in place like a vice. “Ian, I grew up with strict parents. I have not had sex because they watched me all the time. Do you know how desperately I wanted it? I am 22 years old, and I never had sex! And now, I met the one man I want to have sex with. Please don’t take that away from me!” she begs, and her voice sounds afraid, and hurt as she concludes her plea.

      “Are you sure?” I ask her.

      She simply nods, looking at me. I don’t speak, but I bend down and kiss her on the lips. And when I feel her legs ease up around me, I begin pulling out of her, but before she can think I am going to pull out, I slam into her once again. Not too hard, but enough to set up another orgasm as she throws her head back and moans, breaking the kiss.

      I kiss her neck and start to increase the rate of thrust. Her neck tastes just like her lips. Slightly salty, but I have to admit I like it. There is also a slight sweetness to it. I can get used to this. All at once, her back arches in a powerful orgasm.

      But then something unexpected happens. Instead of just clenching around my cock, Lisa’s pussy begins to pulse. That’s the only way I can describe it. It feels like I’m fucking a pussy with a vibrator in it. I look at her face in surprise. But she is too swept away by her orgasm to even pay attention to me. Deciding this feels fucking amazing. I keep pumping her wet, pulsating pussy. Finally, I can’t take it anymore. The feeling of the pulsating reaches all the way down to my toes. It’s just too much for me, even if I’m trying to take it slower to enjoy the feeling longer, I begin to cum in her. I can feel my cock throbbing as I pump my cum into her.

      When I’m done, I’m exhausted. After all, I’m still trying to get my strength back. So I lie down and place my head on one of her breasts, using its softness as a cushion. Breathing heavily, I try to get my heartrate to settle down.

      When I gather together the strength, I put my hands on the bed, on either side of Lisa’s beautiful body, and I raise myself up and look down at her. She’s smiling.

      “So did the girls explain about what is going to happen now, as I’m sure they were in on this?” I tell Lisa.

      “No what’s going to happen? I thought after sex we would be Bonded.” Lisa asks me, confused by my question.

      “Right. Well, you are about to get a massive pain in your chest, and you are about to feel like your body is on fire. Then after that, you will be Bonded to me.”

      “What?” she says in surprise.

      Then suddenly, her face changes. She puts her hand to her chest, and that’s when I know she feels the change in her body. Having gone through it, I know it hurts like fuck. For me now, it feels like mild heartburn. The feeling of the body burning feels more like goosebumps to me by now. In her pain, her pussy muscles are squeezing me; that keeps my cock hard inside her. Weird feeling, but hey it feels good. Then, after a minute, the tension in Lisa’s body finally eases, and she looks at me in shock.

      “Holy fuck, that hurt!” she says accusingly.

      “Hey, I don’t make the rules about what happens when someone gets bonded,” I tell her with a smile. “First time for me was the same. It hurt like Hell. And Penelope and Louetta had to go through the same thing.”

      “No wonder they didn’t say anything! When I asked if I would feel anything, they said no,” Lisa says with a scowl.

      “And what would you have done if you had known that it would be painful?” I ask her, brushing a stray green hair out off her glowing face.

      At that, she frowns. “I would have gone ahead with it, but I would have been worried about it and probably would not have enjoyed it as much. I mean, I have played with myself and orgasmed and all that, but that’s nothing compared to what you just gave me.” She grins. “So does that mean I am now Bonded to you?”

      “Correct,” I tell her with a smile. “Though because you aren’t a Magician I won’t be able to get power from you, but you will benefit from the rest,” I say with a smile.

      “Yeah, I always wanted to learn to use Magic, but I never had the opportunity. It never presented itself. Well, that and I never had sex. Since mag—,” she begins to say, but suddenly she screams in pain.

      I jump off her, thinking that I was hurting her. But the minute I do, I see she is holding her arm and her hand is balled into a fist. She rises on her knees on the bed, staring at her painful hand. Then, without warning, the window explodes; the glass shatters all over the floor, and I barely caught sight of something fly into the room, and head straight for Lisa. Without thinking, in a flash, I rush to stand in front of her, to protect her. The thing looks like black smoke, almost transparent. It creates a tendril that wraps around my chest and arms, and easily throws me across the room so that it can get to Lisa. Ouch. Damn thing is solid.

      And so is the wall. I hit it pretty hard, and because I’m still weak, I really feel it. Sprawled on the floor, I have a worried look on my face, and I see something I didn’t expect. On the bed, Lisa is on her knees with her arm still raised, but it’s what is on her wrist that shocks me. She now sports a black bracelet, almost identical to mine, except for the color of its glow. Instead of white like mine on the front, hers is a turquoise green. Did she just get a Focus? I look at her in astonishment.

      Hearing running footsteps coming up the stairs, I turn towards the door. In races Penelope, quickly followed by Louetta.

      “What happened?” Penelope shouts in concern.

      I get up off the floor slowly, somewhat stunned from hitting the wall -- and from the sex too, I’m sure -- and I explain, “Lisa didn’t just become my Bonded,” I tell Penelope. “She also just came into her Magic, I think. I would bet my left nut that what she has on her wrist right now is her new Focus.”

      “What?” Penelope says in astonishment, turning to Lisa.

      “Fucking wow,” Louetta says in awe.

      “What is the meaning of this?!” a voice says, rather whiplike.

      Standing in the doorway is none other than Lisa’s mother, Queen Mona Goodwater, of the world Goodwater. Oh shit. And standing behind her is Sina. I expected Sina to be upset as well, to my surprise, she has a broad grin on her face. What?
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      Obviously no one answered quickly enough, so Queen Mona opens her mouth again, “I asked, what is the meaning of this?!” she screams, and the anger in her voice is evident. Like, genuine anger.

      “Mother,” Lisa tells her from the bed. I see that she was quick enough to cover herself with a blanket.

      “Silence!” Lisa’s mother shouts at her. What the Hell is wrong with this woman?

      The Queen turns to me, and I am standing there naked. “Why are you naked, young man?”

      “Uhhh, because I just had sex with your daughter?” I tell her, deciding I don’t like her attitude. Fuck that. Royalty or not, I’m not about to let someone talk to me like that. “And you are kind of barging into my room, uninvited.”

      “Do you know who I am?” she speaks to me in a soft voice and glares at me harshly.

      “Yes, you’re Lisa’s mother, who just barged into my room uninvited. Hell, you barged into my home uninvited. I don’t care who you are here. You asked us to rescue your daughter, and I have to ask. Principal, what is the age of consent in her world?” I ask, gesturing to Lisa on the bed.

      Sina had come into the room behind Lisa’s mother. She has a smile on her face. “The age would be 20, the last time I checked.”

      “So, Lisa can do what she wants then? Without an adult’s permission. That means, her asking to have sex with me is not considered a crime, right?”

      “No, it is not,” Sina replies, her smile growing larger.

      “So what’s the problem then?” I ask, turning to Lisa’s mother.

      It still feels weird standing there arguing with her naked. But, as no one given me a blanket, a towel, or anything, I guess no one cares, so I decide to go with it.

      “She is my daughter!” Mona says through gritted teeth.

      “And she is now my Bonded,” I retort.

      “What?” Mona says slowly, blinking at me.

      “She is now Bonded to me,” I repeat.

      Mona turns to Lisa quickly and blurts out, “Is this true?”

      “Yes. I don’t want to be Queen. And you know I never did. It’s fine by me if Metila becomes the Queen in 30 or 40 years,” Lisa says with a pout, her head down.

      Lisa’s mother walks slowly over to the bed and sits down on the edge. Something hits me in the chest and instinctively, I catch it. I look down to see it’s a towel. Raising my head, I catch Sina grinning at me. She rolls her eyes, and I grin back at her as I wrap the towel around my waist, gratefully.

      “Is this true? That you are now a Bonded?” Lisa’s mother asks her, almost hesitantly.

      Lisa only nods her head, and dares not look up at her mother. Suddenly Queen Mona wraps her arms around her daughter, embracing her. While it’s a touching moment and all, Penelope, Louetta, and I are all surprised by this turn of events. What the Hell? I figured she would have been pissed.

      “Yes! By the Gods, Lisa. You will be more powerful than a Queen one day,” Mona tells her daughter.

      Then something clicked. I look at Sina and say accusingly, “You wanted this!”

      “Well, after Lisa ran away and was elf kidnapped, and Mona came to ask for a favor -- having us try to bring her home -- we thought this would be a conceivable chance. If it were to happen to anyone, Lisa’s the perfect candidate,” Sina tells me smiling broadly. I look from her over to Mona, who is still hugging her daughter, and I see the tears of joy on Mona’s face, and tears in Lisa’s eyes as well. But I also see confusion.

      “Holy shit!” Suddenly, I connect the dots. “Lisa’s mother used to be Bonded to Merlin, wasn’t she?” I cry out.

      Lisa’s mother is the one who answers, “Holy Hells, you were right. That boy is smart,” she says, wiping tears from her eyes, except there is a smile on her face.

      “I told you he was a smart boy. Very much like Merlin, isn’t he?” Sina says proudly.

      “He seems to have Merlin’s brains, but I notice he has the body, and other, ahem, physical features, of Arthur,” Mona says, looking down at my crotch area with a raised eyebrow. If I wasn’t embarrassed before, I am now, and that makes me blush.

      Mona laughs, “And he blushes easily, just like Merlin,” she says with an easy laugh. She rises and walks towards me, making me back up against the wall.

      “I will not apologize for doing what I did,” I begin, but she puts a hand on my naked chest, fingers splayed.

      “Young man, as a Bonded, we were the most powerful people in the universe. But the Bonded are nothing without a powerful Magician behind them. My understanding from talking to Sina, Principal to you,” she starts. Actually it’s Sina for me as well, but I don’t mention that part. “She tells me that you are very much like our Merlin. You devour books and that your power is unheard of, even against Merlin’s, this early in your training. That is good, as you will need that power soon. We expect amazing things from you.”

      “What?” I ask her, confused. I look over at Sina for understanding, and her smile is gone and she has a scowl on face.

      “Yes. He doesn’t know yet,” is all she says.

      “Ah,” Mona says, nodding in understanding. All right, well, my understanding is not there. What does she mean?

      “But we have a more important issue,” Sina says.

      “What is that?” Mona asks her, turning to face her.

      “Your daughter is now a Magician” she says, pointing to Lisa on the bed.

      Mona’s head whips around so fast, I’m sure I heard her neck crack. Wait, do Slimes have bones?

      “What?” she says in shock. Lisa proudly holds up the new Focus on her right wrist. The same spot mine is in.

      “But how!” her mother yells, astonished.

      “Probably because you never let your daughter have sex, which is one requirement for Magic to come to someone,” Sina tells her with a chuckle. “So now your daughter is also my responsibility. She will be trained with the girls. I know she should start as a first-year, but in this, I will give Penelope a course outline for Lisa to follow, and Ian will be tutoring her after his classes, for her to catch up.”

      “I will, what?” I say in surprise.

      “What?” Lisa blurts out right after my mouth closes.

      “Welcome to the world of being a Magician Now, Mona, shall we go have a cup of tea? I just made some delicious cookies,” Sina says, turning to Mona and extending her hand so that Mona can grasp it.

      Mona is so dazed that she takes Sina’s hand and allows herself to be LED out of the room. Sina leads Mona out the door first, a hand on her back. Sina turns back to me and mouths, “we will talk later.”

      Hearing squeals, I look over to see Penelope and Louetta hugging Lisa on the bed. Still in my towel, I walk over to the bed and gaze down at all three. Mostly at Louetta and Penelope.

      “You both planned this, didn’t you?!” I say accusingly.

      “We did,” Penelope says with a grin.

      “But why?” I ask, somewhat confused. “You said no more than two, so I was good with that.”

      “Are you saying you didn’t want to Dance the Paphian Jig as they say on Earth, with Lisa?” she says with a grin.

      I stare at her in confusion. “The what jig?”

      “Oh wait, that was a long time ago,” she says, blushing. “Hmm. Burying the weasel? Creaming the Twinkie? Doing the nasty? Driving Miss Daisy??”

      “Where the fuck are you getting these from?” I ask her in disbelief.

      “Your Internet, when I am on Earth.”

      “Oh my God, please don’t,” I tell her with a laugh. “Just say, did I want sex with Lisa. Then I am guilty of that. Ever since I met her I wanted that. But why the change of plan?”

      “Because I did some digging into the history of Merlin, which by the way, truly wasn’t hard to do. I found it all over the place. Anyway, do you know what partners he had that made him powerful?” she asks.

      I shake my head. I didn’t know a ton about my ancestor, except what I’d seen in movies and books back on Earth. I haven’t had time to really look into anything else, because I was studying so much about Magic and combat fighting.

      “He had three partners,” Louetta chimes in, taking over the mini-lecture. “He had a Foxgirl, a Succubus, and, want to guess the third?”

      “No way!?” I tell her with a raised eyebrow. “A Slime?”

      “Not only that, I found out that Sina was the Foxgirl, my mother was the Succubus, and Lisa’s mother, even though she looks young, was the Slime,” Louetta supplies.

      “Wait, so how is it that for each of you, it’s your mother, except for Penelope?” I ask, confused.

      “The family history says there was an accident after Sina had her first child. She isn’t able to have children. So I am the offspring of that first child,” Penelope shrugs. “Doesn’t bother me, because I have an amazing Nan,” she finishes with a grin.

      “Yes, you do,” I tell her in agreement.

      “Well, now what’s the plan?” I look at the girls.

      “Well, I would say we need to get Lisa trained up quickly. The good thing she has an excellent tutor,” Penelope says, smirking at me.

      “My Gods, I can’t believe I’ll be learning Magic!” Lisa says in awe, still sitting on the bed with the two girls. The three of them there together, that looks as sexy as Hell. Which, looking down still, looks sexy as Hell. Wonder if down the road I can convince them to all come into bed with me together?

      “Down boy,” Louetta says with a grin. She is looking at my crotch. I hadn’t noticed until now, but my cock is now hard and stiff.

      “Sorry,” I try to brush it off with a laugh. “Little head was thinking, and the big head was agreeing. Let me go shower, though I am sure Lisa might want one as well. Wish to join me?” I ask Lisa, putting out my hand for her to take.

      “Wait, we need to discuss something first,” Penelope says in a serious tone of voice.

      “What is that?” I ask her, worried at her tone. Now what?

      “Now we need to make sure that Ian doesn’t get any other Bonded,” she says, looking at me deliberately.

      “What? As if I have control over that,” I snort in amusement.

      “She’s right, though,” Louetta says. Even she is being serious. “With the power you can give someone, others will want you or to have sex with you. Remember how the Principal talked about Morgan?”

      “Yeah,” I say slowly. “And you think there will be someone out there like Morgan? Wanting only power and longer life?”

      All three girls just stare at me like I asked a dumb question. And thinking about it, it was. With a chuckle, I say, “Fine. There will be people like that out there. So I guess I can only promise all of you that I won’t allow anyone else into my life, other than you three.”

      Sighing, Penelope stands and comes over to give me a kiss, followed by Louetta, who does the same.

      “Get cleaned up, you two,” Louetta says, slapping my ass through the towel as she and Penelope head towards the exit. “You both smell like sex, and right now, I want nothing more than to jump you,” Louetta says with a grin.

      “Right,” I tell her with a laugh. Turning to Lisa, I put a hand out and say, “Shall we go get cleaned up?” I ask her.

      Taking my hand, the blanket falls down, showing her nakedness again, she says with a grin, “Or think we can try round two in the shower?”

      “Oh fuck yeah,” I tell her, dragging her to the bathroom, the two of us laughing gleefully.
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      “Fuck! You’re like Ian!” pouts Louetta.

      “She’s right,” Penelope says with a scowl.

      “That’s because I’m a Slime,” Lisa says, laughing. “We absorb information quickly.”

      “So what’s your excuse?” Penelope turns to me with a glare.

      “Genes?” I grin in reply.

      “Would rather get you out of your jeans,” Louetta says with a sexy grin.

      That comment makes us all laugh. We’re all sitting at the dining room table in my house. It’s been over a month since Lisa and I became bonded, but the girl is taking in information quicker than I can. Though, that was all she was doing, taking in information. The practical aspect is still hard for her. Unlike myself; I seem to take it all in and find uses for the information that others didn’t even think about, until I just happen to point out that it works.

      A good example of that was seen this morning in Mrs. Lee’s class. We were fighting and using a staff. I asked her why can’t we just push Magic through the staff to nullify the target. She said because Magic cannot flow through the item. So then I asked her, “Why not put a spell on the outside of it?” She looked at me oddly at first, but then she closed her eyes, and just as suddenly, they opened wide in shock. She uttered a phrase in a language I didn’t know, but I assumed it was a swear word and ran out of the fighting ring towards Sina’s place. Or, at least that’s where I imagine she ran to, because afterward, I got called into Sina’s tearoom, as I had started to call it.

      With a tired sigh, I put my book down and rub my face. “Damn, why is your Nan pushing us so hard, Penelope? That book is from the last semester for a fourth year! I mean, I read it, and I understand it, but fucking Hell, my brain is killing me.”

      “Wait, you understand the concepts? Even from Chapter 12?” Louetta asks me in shock.

      “Yeah?” I say hesitantly. One thing I have noticed is that I am different, and at times it feels odd.

      Louetta grabs her copy of the same book, and flips through it until she gets to a specific page. She opens it, turns it towards me, and stabs her finger on a diagram. “What’s that for then?! I can’t figure it out!”

      Looking at the image in question, I see she is pointing to something called the Concept of Ilept. “Oh. That one’s easy,” I tell her, but at her glare, I hastily add, “Once I figured it out. It’s taking power you have inside you, but instead of pushing it through your Focus, you push it through your body. It’s painful, but if you can’t use your Focus for some reason, you can still cast a spell.”

      “What?” Louetta and Penelope say in unison, shocked. Louetta grabs her book back and turns it around to look at the diagram intently, while Penelope grabs her copy and quickly flips through it to find the same page.

      Lisa stares at me, shaking her head. “What?” I ask.

      “You seriously have no clue, do you?”

      “What? No clue about what?” I’m totally perplexed.

      “Just how fucking smart you are. You look through those books, and ideas and concepts just come to you like no one else. Though, apparently, Merlin, he was the one who wrote most of the books used in the school,” she says.

      “He did?” I exclaim in amazement.

      Lisa snorts, grabs a book randomly from the pile on the table, opens it to the first page, and shows me the small print at the bottom. I lean closer to read it because it was so small and light in color that I missed it when reading the book myself. “All books printed and information provided by Merlin the Magician” Fucking wow. So Merlin wrote all these things? Damn, he must have been one smart hombre.

      “So was the whole course outline done by him?” I ask.

      “Pretty well. Him and Nan. That is why she’s the Principal here. She knows his vision,” Penelope says, nodding and closing her book.

      “So, how was Magic taught before Monster Acadamia?” I ask.

      “Oh Magic is still taught other than here, at other schools. But if you are a graduate of Monster Acadamia, you are a top-notch Magic-user. Think of it like on Earth, like going to MIT or Harvard. Hard to get in, but only the best come out of it. The waiting list to come here is so long.”

      “Then how come I got in, or Lisa for that matter?”

      “You, Ian, are automatically enrolled. Any descendant of Merlin who shows an aptitude for Magic gets in with a full scholarship. Lisa got in because she is your Bonded. Believe it or not, that is actually in the school’s charter,” she says, with a laugh at the look on my face.

      “Man, I have big shoes to fill,” I say with a sigh.

      “Hey,” Louetta says, reaching across the table and putting a hand on mine, “We don’t expect you to open a school or anything. Just be yourself. And you have us so you can be a badass Magician” she says with a smile.

      “I know. I just don’t want to fail you three.”

      “Ah,” Penelope says with a loud laugh. “Like that will happen.”

      I’m about to answer, but there is a knock at my front door. Getting up, I go to open it, and on the porch is Sina.

      “Hello, Ian. Might I come in? I assume your Bonded are with you?” Sina says with a smile. As always, I am amazed at her beauty for someone I know to be quite old. But she is aging well. The white hair just seems to suit her. I catch myself staring and nod and wave her in. Fuck I can see why Merlin fell for her. Even before the white hair, she must have been a beauty, just like Penelope.

      “Yes. We were just studying. We’re in the dining room.”

      “Ah,” she says, as she graciously walks past me heading towards the room in question.

      I shut the door behind her and follow her. Sina is already seated, smiling at the girls. But they’re all looking at Sina nervously. Having not really met Sina until I came to the school, I know that the persona of Sina, as the Principal, is powerful. I can tell we’re all nervous, or scared, or both. Sina sees the book I was reading; it’s occupying the chair I had been sitting in. She picks it up, and looks at the spine where it says ‘Magical Compendium 6.’

      “Already reading MC6?” she exclaims, rather impressed. 

      “Yeah, I was just explaining the Concept of Ilept before you arrived,” I tell her, and I sit back down on my chair.

      “Wait, you already figured out the Concept of Ilept?” Sina inquires in surprise.

      “Yeah,” I tell her with a grin. “But I think I can assume you didn’t come here to talk about books?”

      “Smart and perceptive,” Sina says with a chuckle. “I have a mission for you four.”

      “Wait, me too?” Lisa says in surprise.

      “You as well, as I think your unique abilities as a Slime might come in handy to help Ian,” Sina replies, nodding towards Lisa. “You are all going to be going to the world of Mebbar. There is a Codex that was stolen from another school, and you are to retrieve it.”

      “Why isn’t their school sending someone?” I ask her, frowning.

      “They have. Two of that school’s most powerful teachers and they have not returned. That was a month ago. So they asked me to help them.”

      “Do you do that often?” I ask her.

      “What? Help other schools?” she asks me.

      “No, send students who have not graduated on rescue missions like this?”

      Sina reaches over, places a hand over mine, and says, “No, Ian. I am sending you because you are the most powerful Magician in this school right now, and you have three amazing Bonded with you, who are just as strong in their own right. I am sending you because if I send anyone else, even someone from the fifth year, they would fail. I am sending you because I need this mission to succeed.”

      “No pressure, though, right?” I say, laughingly.

      “No, no pressure,” Sina says, with a smile, and she squeezes my hand once before letting go. She sits back. “Honestly, the Codex was an item that we had lent to that school. It’s not only a book but also a Magical item that holds spells. That is the reason we think it was stolen. The staff at the school was studying it to see if they can decipher it.”

      “Oh, what spells?” I ask her.

      “That’s just it. We do not know. That was the reason it was being studied. Merlin would have figured it out by just holding it, but it was only found roughly fifty years ago. So, your job is to retrieve it and bring it back here. And if you can see what happened to those two teachers from their school as well, that would be a bonus. I am sure the families of the teachers would like closure.”

      “So this is a dangerous mission then, Nan?” Penelope asks her, the first of the girls to say anything.

      “Correct. But I trust you will do well. One other thing. Ian? I have been looking at what you told Mrs. Lee this morning, about the spell casting? Gods, I never saw a woman so flustered in my life. She said that you told her that since we cannot cast a spell through an item, you thought of casting it over the item? Care to elaborate?”

      “Sure,” I tell her, blushing. Shit she really did run to see Sina.

      “Well, my idea was, since we can’t cast it through an item, as there is too much resistance, why not just create a coating of Magic over the item, and that way it can reach the intended target, without getting close to it. The example I had this morning was using the fighting staff. If I wanted to, say, cast a Fireball spell, I would cast it, but have it flow over the staff, and hit my target, as a damage spell.”

      Sina gets a thoughtful look on her face. “Have you attempted this?”

      “No. Well, sort of,” I respond. “I was able to cast a Frost spell this morning, and when I touched the ground, it froze the area that I touched.”

      “Show me,” Sina says excitedly, sitting up straighter in her chair, her gaze quite intense.

      “Hmm, sure. Let me grab the broomstick. I don’t want to use my Focus, since that’s the whole point.” I rush to the kitchen, and grab the broom that is against the wall, and return to the dining room. I turn the broom over so that the bristles are near my hand, and the end of the handle is near the floor. But looking around, I don’t see what I can use it on. I don’t want to use a live target, of course.

      “Here,” Sina says. She takes out a frozen, whole chicken from a bag I hadn’t noticed at her side and shoving the books to clear them out of the way, she places it on the table.

      “You walk around with a frozen chicken?” I ask her, baffled.

      “Let’s just say I came with the intention of having you show me something new,” she states, grinning at me. “But I want you to use a Heat spell.”

      Nodding, I place the end of the wooden handle against the chicken. I do what she says, and direct my Focus to push the Heat spell that I know, not through the broom, but over it. The broom doesn’t burst into flame, but where the end of the handle is touching the chicken, it begins to cook the frozen bird, slowly browning it. The smell of cooking chicken starts to permeate the air. Steadily, I control the spell’s strength, as I don’t want to burst the chicken into flames.

      “You’re controlling the temperature, aren’t you?” Sina says suddenly, looking away from the chicken to me.

      “Yeah, I didn’t want to have it go up in flames. I can control the strength. I can do it like this, so it’s cooking the chicken, but I can also increase it so that the chicken would explode into flames and ash.”

      “Do that,” Sina says, even more excitedly now.

      Nodding, I do exactly as she says, and I push a shit ton more power over the broom and into the chicken. And in a surge of energy, the chicken turns fully black and turns to ash onto the table.

      “That was wonderful!” Sina claps her hands. “I will need to study this more. The ideas! This means we will need to change our fighting curriculum so that students defend against something like this, as I am sure it will get out, eventually. We will need to come up with a counter spell for it.” She looks at me and shakes her head. “No you have a mission first. Kyle is waiting for you above Earth.”

      “Wait, we are taking Kyle?” I tell her, excited myself now. I actually miss talking to Kyle.

      “You are,” she says with a grin. “The world you are going to, while there is a Portal there, they are watched over. I want you to stealth in, because something tells me there may be government involvement. So I want you to take your time, and stay out of trouble.”

      “Damn, seriously, no pressure,” I tell her with a laugh. As I gauge my emotions, I don’t feel pressure. What I feel is excitement. The girls are looking at me oddly.

      “What?” I ask. What now?

      “You’re grinning like an idiot. You really do enjoy an adventure, don’t you?” Penelope says with a smile.

      “What do I say? Uhhh, yes?” I reply; I still have that wicked grin on my face.

      Lisa groans into her hands. “Gods, please don’t tell me I’m Bonded to a thrill junkie.”

      “We won’t,” both Penelope and Louetta answer her at the same time. They look at each other and laugh, while Lisa puts her head on the table and covers the back of it with her hands.

      “Oh, Gods!” she cries.

      “Come on! Kyle is waiting. Do we need to change first?” I ask around. The girls shake their heads, and I rise from my chair. “Oh, I want to cast the Teleport spell this time. If that’s all right?”

      I had learned the spell to Teleport to Kyle’s ship just last week, and I was dying to try it. I mean, I learned it, but I had not had a chance to cast it because Kyle wasn’t near Earth at the time. It involved two spells, really: Portal to Earth, with an additional layer of a Teleport spell to Kyle’s ship. The hard part was doing both simultaneously, so there wasn’t the jerky movement of going from the Portal spell to Teleport spell. But I think I memorized it correctly.

      “Fine by me,” Penelope says with a laugh at my excitement of wanting to try a new spell.

      “Good luck, you four. Be safe, and bring back that book. Again, if you can find out what happened to those two teachers, that would be ideal, but I’m not holding out hope for them.”

      “We will. Thanks, Principal,” I tell her. I move to a cleared area of the room, and the girls join me there, with Lisa moving somewhat reluctantly.

      “Are you sure I’m ready for this?” she asks.

      “If Principal says you’re ready, I trust her judgment,” I tell her, opening my arms for her. She comes into them and embraces me around the chest.

      Looking up, she says, “Ready.”

      I look over at Penelope and Louetta, and they too are ready to go. They nod.

      I nod at all three, and, using my Focus, I cast the double spell of Portal and Teleport. My dining room disappears and we are on the bridge of the Eclipse.

      “Welcome aboard, Ian,” Kyle says, and I can hear the welcoming in his voice.

      “Hey Kyle, buddy! We are going on another mission!” I shout to the front of the ship.

      “I know!” Kyle says, just as excited as I am.
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      “We have reached Mebbar, Ian,” Kyle says quietly.

      I rub the sleep from my eyes and open them, looking around. We are all sleeping in the same bed. Lisa is on one side of me and Penelope and Louetta are on the other. Louetta is on the edge of the bed, with her arm over Penelope, and Penelope has her head on my arm and her arm across my chest. Lisa is sleeping with her back against my side, but my arm is under her head, and she is hugging it. I can’t feel my arm, but damn what a way to wake up.

      “All right,” I whisper, knowing he can hear me. “We will be right there.”

      “Girls,” I say a little louder, and all I hear from the three of them are groans of protest.

      “Not now,” Penelope says, hugging me harder.

      “I have to agree,” mumbles Lisa, turning over and hugging my chest as well.

      Louetta raises her head tiredly. Eyes half-closed. “Five more minutes,” she says and lays her head back down.

      “Well, I have to pee badly, so you get up when you all want,” I tell them with a laugh, extracting myself from Penelope’s and Lisa’s grasp.

      I don’t bother looking for my clothes. I have noticed that the girls are getting much more relaxed around one another. And I have always slept naked, so the idea of starting to wear clothing in bed was never going to happen. And because I sleep naked, the girls started sleeping naked as well. Though, when it came to sex, they only cuddled together with me in bed. In my thoughts, I always tacked on the ‘for now.’ Of course, they didn’t know that.

      After I finish relieving myself, I brush my teeth and fix my hair. My hair has gotten longer. I used to keep it cut short but haven’t been going anywhere to cut it. Now, it was about shoulder length. However, I did make sure to shave, as the girls hated my scruffiness. When my teeth are brushed, I head back out, and I see that the girls are slowly waking up.

      “How can you sleep so little, and be wide awake?!” Lisa asks accusingly.

      “I always was like that,” I tell her, padding naked to my bag to finally find some clothes.

      I pull out a pair of black jeans, a concert t-shirt from the only concert I ever went to ages ago: AC/DC. Man, that concert was sick. Of course, my uncle got pissed when I got home because I had gotten stoned. But it was worth it. I was 22 at the time, but you would have thought I was 14 by the trouble I got into.

      “Yeah, I have seen Ian study till 3 in the morning and still get up at 7 am ready for school. It’s disgusting.”

      Pulling my shirt over my head, I laugh at Penelope. “Not my fault you like to sleep 12 to 14 hours.”

      She gets up, sticks her tongue out at me, and heads to the washroom before the other girls can even get out of bed. Dressed, I stand there, looking at Louetta and Lisa still lying there, naked. Louetta stretches up her arms and looks at me with a grin.

      “Oh no. We aren’t doing that,” I tell Louetta with a laugh. “We’ll never get off the ship and get to our mission. You heard Kyle. We are over Mebbar.”

      Louetta pouts, but then the bathroom door opens, and she gets up quickly, “My turn!” she screams and rushes to the washroom.

      “Dammit!” Lisa says in a grumpy voice. One thing I have noticed: none of the three of them is a morning person. 

      Penelope comes over to me, still naked, puts her arms around my waist, and stares up at me. Looking down, I am given an amazing view of her cleavage. I lower my head and kiss her lightly on the lips.

      “Good morning,” I tell her with a smile.

      “Good morning. Ready for this?” she asks, searching my face.

      “Oh, yeah. I barely slept last night because I was so excited.”

      “Well. Take it slow. We don’t know what we are going after.”

      “I agree,” mumbles Louetta from the bathroom doorway, her toothbrush in her mouth. The light-skinned Succubus is also naked, just standing there nonchalantly.

      “You know, you are all making it really hard not to want to jump back into bed right now. Right?” I tell them with a groan, but there is a grin on my face.

      “Hey, you are the one who decided to sleep naked,” Lisa says, getting out of bed. She fixes her green hair with a brush she pulls from her bag. I would have thought as a Slime, she would have just made her hair straight, but the first time I asked about that, she said she prefers to brush her hair, because using her Slime ability consumes energy.

      “I didn’t decide. It’s the way I have always slept,” I tell them defensively.

      Louetta goes back into the bathroom to rinse her mouth and within a few seconds, she is out. As she emerges, Lisa rushes into the bathroom, and the door closes.

      Louetta comes up to me, and I do the same with her as I did to Penelope; I give her a light kiss. Penelope had gone to her bag and starts pulling clothes out.

      “We will need to watch over Lisa,” Louetta says quietly.

      “She’s good,” I say just as quietly. “She has strengths we haven’t seen yet.”

      “Good, I wanted to make sure you knew that. But I know you. You’ll watch over all of us,” Louetta says with a grin.

      Bending down, I kiss her again and say, “Yep.”

      A couple of minutes later, Lisa is done in the bathroom and comes over to me for her kiss too, and gets dressed. When we’re all dressed, we head to the bridge.

      “So Kyle,. what do you have for us?” I ask him.

      “We are over the world now. No one has detected me,” Kyle supplies.

      “Is this a tech or Magical world?” I ask, curious.

      “This would be a tech world,” he says.

      “Which is odd,” Penelope says with a frown. “Not sure what they would be able to do with the book since they cannot use it.”

      “Sell it?” I wonder aloud.

      “Study it?” Lisa adds.

      “Well, whatever it is,” Louetta says, “doesn’t matter. Our job is to get it.”

      I nod in agreement. “Do we even know where to look?” I ask.

      “Yes,” Kyle answers. “The book has a Magical signature that I can faintly detect.”

      “How are you able to do that?” I ask him, intrigued. I didn’t know there was a way to detect Magic. I mean, the books mention it, but it takes a lot of power.

      “I have a Magical device on the ship that lets me detect it. Though it’s faint, and I can only pinpoint it by roughly a one-square-mile radius. If whoever has it moved it, I would need to recharge the device to search for it again.” Figures, it’s a Magical device, I think with a scowl.

      “How long does it take to recharge it?” I ask.

      “If you were to kick start its recharging? 12 hours.”

      “So, if we go down there, and it’s not there, we would need to recharge, wait 12 hours and search again? Rinse and repeat if they move it again?”

      “Pretty well,” Kyle says.

      “All right, then let’s hope they don’t move it since you searched it. How long ago was that?” I ask him.

      “Ten minutes ago. I wanted to wait till you were ready to go. When I found it, I positioned myself 300 feet above it.”

      “Here is what the surface looks like,” Kyle says. One of the monitors on the bridge lights up and shows an overhead image of the area.

      Penelope goes closer to study it. She touches the screen, and it zooms in on the location where she put her finger. For the next five minutes, she zooms in and out and looks at different areas.

      “And this is the one-mile radius location?” she asks Kyle.

      “Correct. You have something?” Kyle asks her, with a curious tone.

      Nodding slowly, she points to a spot on the screen. The location looks like a warehouse. “Yes. This place. In looking at it, there is a lot of security compared to the rest of the surrounding buildings. Also, they tried to make the place look empty, but there is too much stuff that looks new. They tried to hide it, but we can see it because we are looking at them from above. If I was on the ground, I’m sure I would look at the building and think it was unused.”

      “So that’s our target then,” I say.

      Penelope nods but says, “I can bring us right here,” she says, and points to another building a couple of blocks away.

      “If you’re sure,” I tell her.

      Penelope will be doing the Teleporting for us because she has more experience using it. I can Teleport to the ship, but Teleporting down to a location takes skill and finesse that I don’t have yet.

      We gather around Penelope. Or more like Penelope hugs me, and Louetta and Lisa hug me as well. The ship’s bridge disappears, and just like that, we’re on the planet Mebbar. The air is damp, stale, and smells of garbage. There is an acrid scent overlaying everything.

      Penelope scrunches up her face in disgust. I notice that all three girls are doing that, and to be honest, I am not far behind. I guess as a Human, my sense of smell is not as sensitive, but even that putrid stench is getting to me.

      “Ugh, what is that?” I ask softly.

      “Garbage burning, I would say,” Louetta says in disgust. “Mebbar, while a tech world, is a poor world. They don’t create their own technology. They beg, steal, or borrow it. And honestly, their version of borrowing is the same as stealing when it comes right down to it.” 

      The area we landed in looks like a rundown part of town. Sort of like what you would find on Earth, in a deserted warehouse district. Many of the buildings are boarded up or just have broken windows. Looking around, I don’t see anyone. It’s getting close to nighttime, the sun is going down, and that means lots of shadows.

      “This way,” Penelope whispers, nodding her head behind us. I turn and follow her, with Lisa close behind me and Louetta bringing up the rear.

      We go from shadow to shadow for the next ten minutes, until finally Penelope holds up a hand, her other hand is on her lips motioning for us to be quiet. We hug the wall of the building we stopped at, and duck down. None of us has taken out a Focus until this point yet, but now Penelope is the first to take hers out. Well, the tattoos leave her neck, and then she has a wand in her hand.

      Slowly, Penelope inches to the corner of the building and peeks, but ducks back quickly. Unexpectedly, from behind the building on the road, comes walking something that I can only describe as a fucking Mecha! Holy shit, those are real?

      Oh my God, I need to get myself one! The thing is about 20 feet high, and what is amazing is that it’s so quiet! I didn’t feel or hear it approaching. I would have thought with something that big, I would feel stomping, or fucking Hell, hear something. But the noise it makes is barely a whisper. The thing is rotating each way when it reaches an intersection, but it doesn’t see us. That must have been an invisibility spell that Penelope had cast.

      Well, it wasn’t invisibility, really. More like one that makes whoever, or whatever was looking in our direction simply overlook us. Sort of like having your gaze slide right by something. It was probably an obscurity spell rather than an invisibility spell. I tried to find an invisibility spell but couldn’t find it in any of the textbooks. Maybe I’ll learn it in a fifth-year textbook?

      When the Mecha is farther down the road, Penelope releases the spell. As I feel it leave us, Penelope shuffles to the corner again, looking. She nods, and waves for us to follow her. Without warning, she is thrown back against me, and luckily, I catch her quickly. I hear the shot afterwards. I grab her, and we retreat behind the building.

      “Shit!” I cry, putting her on the ground. Penelope has a gunshot wound to the shoulder, and she’s moaning in pain.

      Louetta rushes forward, and puts her hand over the wound. She mutters something, and a green glow appears around her hand.

      In my hand, I hold my Focus; it’s in the form of a black metal staff. I rush to the corner, leaving Penelope to Louetta, but then Penelope says in a voice with pain, “Upper left side building, third-floor, second window.”

      “Got it,” I reply, and that’s when I hear the anger in my voice.

      And why shouldn’t I be angry? Someone just shot one of my partners. Obviously they know we’re here. I look across the street and try to see if I can do a Teleport. Why not? If I can Teleport from the school’s grounds to a ship in space, and Penelope can Teleport to a location just by looking at the ship’s monitor, I should be able to Teleport to a place I can see. Concentrating, in a split second I’m not next to the girls any longer. Instead, I’m behind the wall of the building across the street.

      I cast the Obscure spell and crouch low to the ground before I peek out from behind the building. I look up at the window, and I see the barrel of some weapon sticking out, and it’s aiming at the area where the girls are hiding. They’re just waiting for someone to come out, I’m sure. I can’t angle myself to see inside the room, but I can see the floor above it is blown away, as if a rocket blew the wall out. I see that it’s right above the gunman. Deciding to chance it, I Teleport there, up on the fourth floor.

      Yes! It worked. I stop and listen but hear nothing. Looking at the floor beneath my feet, I see that there’s a hole in the floor itself. Nice. Let’s see if I can sneak over to the other side of the opening in the floor to look down at my target. Wait. Why sneak? With a grin on my face, I Teleport again. Now, I’m a short distance from the hole, but on the other side.

      Ah-ha! Hello there, mister gunman. Though what the fuck is it? I mean, it’s bipedal like me, but it’s wearing a uniform of some kind, black, but there is white fur showing all over the place where the skin would be. I crouch down, in case they see me, to give them a smaller target, and listen. After about a minute of not hearing anyone else, I decide to try a stunt. I’m sure the girls would kill me if they knew I was about to attempt this.

      I use Teleport again, but now I am straddling the gunman’s back, causing him to drop their weapon in surprise, and my wand is against its neck. Quickly I look behind to make sure no one is there. Seeing no one, I turn back to look down at the gunman back.

      “Do you understand me?” I ask in English.

      In a deep guttural voice, this thing says something I don’t understand. With a deep voice like that, I’m assuming this thing is male. Right. I figured I would try. Shit, I need someone to translate. Since I’m touching him, so I Teleport us both back to where the girls are. There are cries, but when they see that I have my wand against its neck, they calm down.

      “Fuck, don’t scare us like that!” Louetta says, her hand to her heart.

      “Sorry, I need a translator. He doesn’t understand me.”

      “What did you speak to him in? French?” Penelope says with a frown.

      She is sitting against the wall, with a hand to her wounded shoulder, but I see that the wound is closed, but there is still blood there.

      “No?” I say with a frown myself. “I asked him in English.”

      “He understands you,” Penelope says with a chuckle. “Don’t you, Mebbarian?”

      “Yes, I understand him,” says the guy under me. It has a very thick accent.

      “What the fuck?” I yell at him.

      “Most of the universe speaks and understands English because of the movies and TV shows you create. They are viewed all over. Mebbarians love Earth shows,” Penelope says.

      “You’re from Earth?” the Mebbarian says in shock, trying to turn around to look at me.

      “Whoa!” I tell him, pushing my wand harder against his neck, making him pause.

      “Shit!” he cries out, bending down to put his hands, or what passes for hands, flat against the ground.

      “Who are you?” I ask him.

      “I’m Mitbar. I am with the Mebbarian Special Forces,” he says quickly.

      “Shit. Let him up,” Penelope says with a sigh.

      “How do we know he is telling the truth?”

      “I just noticed the crest on his arm, and he has the MSF tattoo,” she replies.

      “What?” I say, getting off of this Mitbar fellow, but I keep my wand aimed at him.

      Slowly, Mitbar gets up and looks at us. His face looks slightly Human. But the white fur all over would certainly contradict any notion of him being Human. Additionally, his eyes are pure blue orbs, and his nose, instead of two nostrils like I have, has three.

      “What is the MSF doing here, Mitbar?” Penelope asks him.

      “I could ask you the same thing. I would assume the Principal sent you?” he asks, and when he says the Principal, there is a respectful tone in his voice that surprises me.

      “That is correct. We are here to get something that was stolen. What is the MSF doing?”

      “We are here to bring a criminal to justice. He committed a crime against the Mebbarians. And we know he is here somewhere.”

      “Well, today is your lucky day. Because something tells me that the person who stole what we are here for is also the same person you’re after. How many are you?”

      “I’m the only one left,” he says with a scowl. “That fucking Mecha got four of my men.”

      “Well, good thing we came along then. We just want the item, but I would be willing to give you the person who has that item if they’re your target.”

      Mitbar looks at Penelope, and there is a predatory grin on his face. “Oh. I am all for that kind of deal. I am sorry for shooting you. I didn’t know who you were.”

      “All good. Just count yourself lucky my Bonded did not kill you,” Penelope tells him with her own predatory grin.

      Mitbar looks at me quickly, and I see that there is fear there. He swallows hard and says, “Oops?”

      All good, I tell him, extending my hand. He visibly relaxes and takes the offered hand, shaking it in a firm grip.

      “Now, shall we get going?” I tell the group.
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      Before we set off, I realize that if we’re going to have this Mitbar fellow with us, and on our side, we’d better make sure he’s prepared. Using the same Teleport spells as before, I went back to where I’d jumped on him, and retrieve his weapon. He’s probably gonna need it at some point. 

      It takes us almost an hour to get closer to the building in question. I had asked Penelope why didn’t I just Teleport us to the building, and she said that while there might not be any detection devices away from the warehouse we were heading for, there might be some closer to it. So that means we have to hoof it. We’re at a chain-link fence. I was about to put my hand out on it, but Mitbar grabs it quickly with uncanny strength.

      “Electrified.”

      “Seriously?” I ask him with a scowl. That would have hurt.

      I look around, and this chain-link surrounds the whole place. Except for about 50 feet away, there is a gate to drive through, but there is a guard shack there. I can see two guards inside, and when they patrol, I see they have guns. They looked Mebbarian, like Mitbar.

      So we know the guards are Mebbarian, but even Mitbar isn’t sure who is the head of this operation. He said he was looking for a criminal who’d committed a crime against the Mebbarians, but even with the intel he has, he has no clue what race they are.

      “What now?” I ask, looking at Penelope, Louetta, Lisa, and Mitbar.

      Lisa pipes up, “I don’t know. I’m just along for the ride.”

      Louetta looks to Penelope for guidance. Mitbar does the same; he looks at Penelope for the answer. And Penelope has a pensive look on her face.

      “Honestly, I’m not sure how to get through this fence. If I blow the fence, they’ll know we are here. If we touch the fence, we’ll get electrocuted. I’m sure there is a switch in the guard’s tower, but we can’t get in there without them tripping an alarm.”

      “I can get into the guard’s shack,” Lisa says hesitantly.

      “How can you do that?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      “I’m a Slime,” she says with a shy smile.

      “Oh!” I say in surprise. “Aren’t they going to see you at all?”

      She shakes her head. “Nope, but I need Mitbar to turn around.”

      “What for?” he asks suspiciously.

      “Because I need to get naked,” she tells him with a smile. I just know that he blushes; I see it on his white-furred face.

      “Right,” he says, coughing into his hand, and he swiftly turns around.

      Still crouched, and while it’s dark so she might not be seen, Lisa looks around the area warily, before she begins to strip. Getting out of her pants takes a little more doing, but she finally succeeds.

      When she’s naked, I ask, “Why didn’t you just Slime or whatever verb you use, out of your clothes?”

      Covering herself somewhat with her hands, she blushes slightly red on her green cheeks and says, “Because I didn’t want to freak you out.”

      I stand in front of her and kiss her, saying, “You won’t. Trust me.”

      She looks at me, hard, but then nods and smiles. “Well, it’s about to get weird then,” and suddenly, she dissolves, and she looks like a blobby goop of green slime moving away from us like a slithering snake. It’s dark, and somehow she blends in with the ground really well, making it hard to focus on her, almost like a chameleon.

      “Camouflage?” I say out loud.

      “Yes. Which is why you don’t screw around with a Slime. You won’t see them coming,” Penelope says proudly.

      “Wish I had some of them on my team,” Mitbar says with a sigh, still looking the other way.

      “You can turn around,” Louetta tells him with a quiet chuckle.

      Mitbar turns around and looks for Lisa but not seeing her. He shakes his head. “As I said, I would love to have a couple on my team, but none of them would come to a shithole world like this without asking for some seriously high pay rates, which we can’t afford,” he laments. “Think she would hire out?”

      “I’m not sure,” I tell him with a straight face. “Her mother is the Queen of Goodwater.”

      He turns to me quickly to see if I am jesting, but when he sees I am not laughing, he looks at Penelope and Louetta only to realize that they’re not laughing either.

      “Fucking wow,” he says with a smile, shaking his head. “And she is your Bonded?”

      “Yep,” I tell him, now grinning, “And her mother is the Queen of the Demon world,” I gesture to Louetta, “and she is closely related to the Principal,” I say, pointing to Penelope.

      He looks at the two girls and then gulps before looking at me. “And what are you?”

      “Me? Nothing, really. I’m just a descendent of Merlin,” I tell him. I don’t even know if he knows who Merlin is. Mitbar’s eyes get so wide that I can see the whites. “You’re...” he starts but ends up rubbing his face hard.

      “I’m truly sorry for having shot your Bonded, sir.”

      “Mitbar?” I put a hand on his shoulder and squeeze, making him wince, not from pain, but probably in fear, thinking I would hurt him. “It’s all good. Accidents happen. I am just glad you got her in the shoulder. Otherwise, I would have leveled that building to get to you,”

      “Yeah,” he says, laughing nervously. “Glad my shot was off as well.”

      I feel pressure on my leg, and looking down, I see a green snake. “Ah, she’s back. I think she wants you to turn around again, Mitbar,” I tell him.

      He looks down at my leg and sees the same thing I do, a green snake with no head per se, prodding me. “Damn,” he says and turns around.

      Right in front of me, Lisa takes shape: first her feet, legs, torso, and moving upwards, her arms and shoulders, and last to appear is her head with that beautiful, light green hair. She has a grin on her face.

      “Done. They didn’t even see me switch the power off to the fence.”

      “Nice!” I bring her in for a kiss, making her squeal slightly. But as she pulls away, she’s smiling.

      After she’s dressed, I tap Mitbar’s back. He turns around to face us again. He watches hesitantly as I reach out and place my hand on the fence. I grab the links with my fingers. Nothing happens.

      I see that the girls are looking at me in shock. “What? Lisa said it was down, and I trust her. If she said, it’s down. It’s down.”

      “You should still have let one of us test it first,” Penelope says with some anger.

      “If I can’t take her word, then I can’t take your word either. I trust you three with my life.”

      Penelope looks at me without a word, but finally, she expels the air from her lungs, “You do trust us, don’t you?”

      “With my life,” I reply with a smile.

      “Now then,” I say and turning back to the fence, I use my Focus to bring out a wand and place it against the fence. I use it like a blowtorch, I cut the fence in a shape large enough for us to go through, but it’s low enough to hide that a hole is there. The wand cuts through the chain-link fence like butter. The metal doesn’t even turn red.

      After it’s cut, I grab the edges and push them to spread the hole open. “Last one through, put it back together a bit, to make it look like the hole isn’t there. Make sure you remember the location in case we need to come back out this way,” I tell them. They nod, understanding, and I crawl through the opening, to the other side.

      There, I change my wand to a staff, in case I need to fight without using Magic. Seeing what I’d done, the girls do the same. Mitbar takes his weapon off his shoulder and does something to it. I hear a small whirring sound. Glad I went back to get his weapon. Otherwise, he would only have the weapon on his hip, which apparently I had missed earlier when I was on him.

      Penelope nods and takes the lead, heading to a section of the warehouse yard packed tightly with boxes and crates. There are multiple doors, but we don’t want to take the one in front of the gatehouse, because we’re sure it’s well guarded. We need to find a back door, or even a side door that isn’t used at all.

      We spent about ten minutes looking for an entrance, sneaking around, even at one point, flattening ourselves because someone came out of a side door and was having a smoke of something. I guess that’s a universal thing. He’s dressed in what looks to be work clothes, like coveralls. When he’s done, he heads back inside, and the door closes with a click.

      Penelope heads to the wall next to the door. We all noticed the lack of guards when that door was open. We could see a long hallway. And Mitbar says, “I checked quickly, but I didn’t see any cameras.” I would never even have thought of that. 

      I asked him, “What if there was one pointing down the hallway?” 

      He replies, “The standard installation would typically be to point at the door.”

      Let’s hope he’s right. The sun has gone down and that’s helping hide us. The lighting on this back door is almost non-existent. I can see other doors have large pools of lights around them. Why is this one missing a bright pool of light? You would think they would do it for all of them. I decide to air out my worries.

      “I think it might be a trap,” I whisper.

      Penelope turns and looks at me with a question in her eyes. “Think about it. All other doors have lights, except for this one?”

      Penelope, and the rest of them, all look up and down the warehouse wall, and notice what I did, that this door is the only one that is dark.

      “Shit,” Mitbar says. “I didn’t notice that!”

      “Now what?” Louetta asks me.

      I point up with my finger. Everyone looks at me with confusion, and then their eyes follow my pointed finger. 

      Louetta says excitedly, “The roof!”

      “Exactly,” I tell her with a grin.

      “But. How are you going to get up there? Penelope and I are the only two who can fly.”

      “Exactly. Can you lift someone?” I ask her.

      “Sure, but you might be too heavy even for me.”

      “What about Lisa?” I ask, pointing to the tinier green-skinned beauty, who looks at me surprised.

      Louetta looks over to Lisa and gauges her weight, I’m sure. “Yeah, I can do Lisa, but how does that help you and Mitbar?”

      “You fly up there with Lisa, and then Lisa turns into a rope. Or will that hurt you?” I ask Lisa, having not thought that part out too far in advance, because it was a rather spur-of-the-moment idea.

      “Yes! I can do that. We Slimes are made pretty strong!” Lisa says with a grin on her face.

      “All right. Penelope can you go into your fox spirit form and check to make sure the roof is safe?”

      Will do,” Penelope says a grin, and suddenly she vanishes, and in her place is her fox spirit form. “Let me go full so no one can see me,” and she is gone.

      I look at Mitbar and he is staring at the spot where Penelope is, awestruck. “First time seeing a fox spirit?”

      He turns to me, and nods vigorously, without saying anything. I can’t help but grin at him. Welcome to my world Mitbar, where every single minute, there’s something new. Fuck, meeting you was an experience. After a good five minutes, Penelope pops back into view in front of us. We’re still against the wall next to the door.

      “Clear. Sorry I made sure to check the whole roof. I found a door we can use. There are no cameras there, I checked closely, even for hidden ones,” she says.

      “Good. You’re up Louetta,” I tell her.

      Nodding, she stands and flexes her shoulders, and where a second ago there were no wings, now she sports large black wings. She flexes them and nods. She puts a hand out towards Lisa, who approaches quickly, looking at the slightly taller Succubus.

      “How did you want to do this?” Lisa asks her.

      “Turn around, and I’ll grab you under the arms and across the chest,” Louetta tells her.

      Lisa turns around, and Louetta stretches her arms under Lisa’s armpits and clasps her hands together just under the busty little Slime girl’s tits, accentuating them even more. I can’t help but stare.

      “Here we go,” and Louetta flaps her wings hard, and both she and Lisa rise into the air, shooting straight up.

      Holy shit, are her wings that powerful? How fast can she go from a standing position to a full flight mode? God, I would kill for wings!

      Penelope follows Louetta and Lisa, and all three disappear over the wall onto the roof of the warehouse.

      Mitbar comes to stand next to me, looking up after the girls as well. “So,” he says slowly, “is it always like this for you?”

      “Like what?” I ask curiously, looking at him.

      “Having beautiful women, adventures, thrills?” he says, still staring up at the roof.

      I can’t help but laugh. “No idea. This is only my second mission,” I tell him.

      Mitbar jerks in surprise and looks at me in shock. “But you all make this look so easy!”

      “Yeah, that’s because I have three amazing Bonded. I’m just along for the ride,” I tell him, giving my girls all the credit.

      Which honestly, is true. I might be related to Merlin, have power, and all that. But they’re the ones teaching me. I know right now Lisa is new, but I am pretty damn sure she’ll be teaching me a few things as we go along with these missions.

      Feeling something hit me in the chest, I look over, and see a green tentacle stretch down from the roof. I go to grab it with the intention of climbing it like a rope, but the tentacle wraps around my chest, and I am yanked up off my feet and fly towards the roof faster than I expected.

      “Shit!” I cry out, remembering at the last second to keep down the volume.

      The tentacle gently lifts me over the roof’s edge and deposits me. Then, it repeats the maneuver, and I hear a similar curse coming from Mitbar, in a low voice, “Fuck!” Next thing I know, he’s over the roof’s edge as well and is set down next to me. He looks at me in surprise, and looking a little sick from the ride, he blurts out, “You can keep the thrills.” That makes me laugh.

      I see that the green tentacle is wrapped around a pipe on the roof. Once Mitbar is next to me, it reforms, and Lisa is there, grinning and looking at me.

      “How’s that?” she says.

      I grab her, and kiss her soundly for a second or two, and then say, pulling away, “Fucking amazing!”
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      We have no problems getting in the door on the roof that Penelope had mentioned. After we got in, we headed down the stairs, following Mitbar. He adamantly suggested that he go first, because he was the only one who had actual combat experience. I was totally letting him.

      If someone wants to lead and get shot, go for it. The girls were about to argue with him, but I told them to let him. They looked at me oddly, but went along with the idea. I’m sure they all wanted to be the brave one and go first, but I wasn’t about to let one of my Bonded get shot.

      Mitbar has his weapon out. The rifle is interesting in that it can shorten with a flick of a switch. He showed it to me and how it can turn from a sniper rifle into a short assault rifle. The latter is the configuration Mitbar has it in right now.

      I asked him what it shoots, as there had been no bullet in Penelope’s shoulder when he shot her. He said it worked using a highly concentrated ball of plasma. That’s why when she was shot, there was blood, but the wound was cauterized. He was lucky, or Penelope was; he hit her in the fleshiest part of the upper torso and so the plasma ball didn’t hit anything vital. He had aimed for the heart, but his aim was off. Thank God.

      Mitbar stops suddenly at the bottom of the stairs, in front of another door, and he lifts his hand in a fist. Oh, I know what that means. At least, I hope it’s used for what I think it means. That means stop. We all halt and wait as he cranes his head, listening. Then he turns back to us and lifts two fingers. He points at himself and gestures to the right, and then points at me, and motions to the left. So, he wants me to take the target on the left. Got it. I nod indicating that I understand.

      I pull out my wand through my Focus, and when he sees I am ready, he points to the door handle then at Penelope, pretending to open the door. She nods, understanding what he needs from her. He holds up three fingers and does a countdown. She nods again. He steps back to let her in closer. Mitbar and I are together on one side, and she’s on the other, ready to open the door. I notice that it swings inward, which is good. Otherwise, the person behind the door would have cover.

      Mitbar lifts his three white-furred fingers once more, and lowers one at a time until the last finger is down. With that, Penelope throws open the door wide. With my heart beating a mile a minute, I follow Mitbar, right on his heels, and I hear his rifle go off with wuffft sounds twice.

      Then it’s my turn. On the left, stands a shocked Mebbarian who is simply staring at me with his weapon still down at his side. Without hesitation, I call up a fireball and blow a hole through his chest, making him fly a good ten feet before he lands in a heap. I look down the hallway on my side to make sure there are no other targets. Seeing none, I look at Mitbar's way, and it’s the same thing. All clear. The hallway on his side is empty. Mitbar had done the same as I did; he had turned my way to check my hallway. He nods respectfully.

      “Fuck, I’m glad I didn’t kill Penelope, your Bonded. I would have hated to have no heart left in my chest,” he says pointing with his rifle barrel at the Mebbarian I killed.

      I grin. “I’m glad too. Where to now?”

      “I would say down this hallway. Those probably lead to the warehouse itself. But I had looked at rough plans for this place before coming here, and this one leads to a basement. Though, I am averse to leaving something behind me, to come after us,” Mitbar says worriedly.

      “Do we split up?” Louetta asks about the obvious option.

      “I’ll be honest. I’m not thrilled with the idea,” I tell her, scowling. Well, I’m not. The idea of us splitting up really doesn’t sit well. Maybe it’s the whole ‘I want to be the macho man thing and protect them all.’ I don’t know.

      “Well, what if me and Louetta, the more experienced ones, take the warehouse, and you take Lisa and Mitbar with you?” Penelope offers. “You might not have the experience, Ian, but you are the most powerful of all of us here. And with Mitbar knowing these Mebbarians?”

      I look at Mitbar, who waits patiently, and to Lisa, who is looking nervous but is smiling at me. “Let’s go with that. I wish we had a way to communicate. I think we need to work on that communication thing as Bonded when we get back, or next time we bring communicators, even if we need to steal them from Earth.”

      “Ummm,” Mitbar interjects nervously.

      “What?” I ask. Shit, did we forget something?

      “Are you really from Earth, like you said before?” he asks me hesitantly.

      “Yes. Why?” I ask perplexed.

      “So, ummm, if you go to Earth, can you do me a huge favor? I would pay you, of course!” He blurts out quickly, with his hand up to deter me from saying something. “Can you get me a DVD set of Friends?”

      The question so blows me away, that I just stare at him in surprise. I think my brain is still trying to catch up to the fact that here is an alien, in another world, asking me for a copy of a once popular TV show.

      “What?” I ask him dumbly.

      Penelope laughs quietly at my reaction, and Louetta snorts. Lisa just looks between Mitbar and me, watching the back-and-forth closely.

       “Friends?”

      Mitbar nods at me nervously. “But didn’t you know I was from Earth?”

      “I got this,” Penelope says, putting a hand on Mitbar’s arm before he can answer. She turns to me. “Humans are not just on Earth. They are all over the universe. Humans are not originally from Earth. Hell, we aren’t sure where Humans are from since they are everywhere. Each world says they are the originating world. But they all are eventually proven wrong. So, when Mitbar met you, he didn’t believe you were really from Earth, only that you were a Human. He might have thought it was a joke. You would be surprised how many non-Earth Humans say that as a joke.”

      Wow, that is a lot to take in, and I need to ask questions, but this is not the time or the place. But even the DVD part isn’t making sense really, but I don’t think I can function without knowing why. “Why would you want a DVD set of Friends?” I ask him.

      “Are you kidding me?” Mitbar looks at me in shock. “It’s the best show! If I had a DVD set from Earth, I would get so many brownie points with my wife!”

      I can’t help but laugh. An alien. Talking about brownie points, “Listen, you help us get what we came for, and I will be happy to get your wife that DVD set.”

      “Deal!” he says with a grin, which looks odd with his pearly whites contrasting against the furry face.

      He might not be Human, but Mebbarians have the same bone and teeth structure as us. Even facial structure. The only difference is, he has white fur, and I don’t. Are we related somehow down the genetic line? Weird.

      “Now, let’s get this show on the road,” I tell everyone. “How are we going to communicate that we can start whatever attack we do?” I ask around.

      “Oh, trust us, you’ll know,” Louetta says with an evil grin.

      Laughing, I say, “Make the explosion loud enough for us to hear,” I tell her. “Though, if it’s us, I will do the same if we get attacked first. I would say give us five minutes? Hmm, how are you going to tell time?” I ask Penelope and Louetta.

      They both take out cell phones from Lord only knows where. “Right. I need one of those then, since I still haven’t gotten mine yet.

      “We are good,” Mitbar says next to me. “I have an internal clock. I can set it to Earth time. I assume that is what those are set to?”

      “Correct,” Louetta says, showing him the time on the phone, and it says it’s 8:04 AM.

      “Got it. I recalibrated my clocks for that time, using Earth’s metric.”

      “Wait, what are you doing?”

      “As a member of the Mebbarian Special Forces, he would be outfitted with a neural network, most likely. Am I right?” Penelope asks Mitbar.

      “Correct. Only those of the MSF or a high-ranking government employee would. That was part of the reason I went into the forces. To get it for free,” he confirms to her, nodding.

      I look at Mitbar and shake my head, murmuring, “So many fucking questions, so little time.”

      “I am sure we can get you a book to read on this if you want,” Louetta says with a grin.

      “You get me that book, and you got me for an hour alone,” I tell her quickly.

      “Deal!” Louetta says sensually, winking at me.

      “Damn,” Lisa says with a pout.

      “Hey, I’ll make time for you too,” I tell her. “All right, so we three will head down to the basement and see what we can find. In five minutes, start taking out bad guys. Disable if you can. If not, use your judgment. Mitbar, did you want to lead? I can keep Lisa between us.

      “Sounds good,” Penelope says. She comes over and plants a quick kiss on my lips. Louetta, not to be left out, does the same thing before both of them look at the phones to check the time, and head towards the door that Mitbar said leads to the warehouse.

      Lisa comes up to me and looks up at me expectantly. “For luck,” she says with a grin.

      Shaking my head but not saying no, I bend to give her a quick kiss as well. Mitbar nods and heads towards the door that leads to the basement. He puts his ear to it, and not hearing anything, he opens it slowly to look. Not seeing anything, he opens it wider and heads down the stairs behind the door.

      It’s darker in this stairwell. The lights are more interspersed. There are roughly twenty steps before the landing. Once near the top step, Mitbar holds up his hand for us to stop and he gets down on his hands and knees, with his head barely peeking enough to see, he slowly eases forward until I am sure he can see what is there. Then he nods and gets up quickly, and goes down the stairs.

      There, I see another door at the bottom of the stairs, with no hallway. At this door, just as before, Mitbar puts an ear to it, with his hand on the handle. I have my wand out this time, and Lisa was now behind me in case I needed to shield her. She was nervous, but I don’t see any fear in her eyes. I guess Mitbar doesn’t hear anything; he tries to open the door, but the handle doesn’t turn.

      He looks at me and whispers, “Shit. It’s locked.”

      Lisa whispers with a grin, “I got this.” She comes forward, bends down, and closes her eyes. Her hand changes. Instead of a hand, it looks more like a flat pancake, and she places it on the floor. Then it disappears under the door. Then, without warning, the doorknob turns and the door opens slightly. Lisa pulls her hand back, and the flat pancake that was there morphs into her hand again.

      “Fuck, that’s handy,” Mitbar whispers, with a grin directed towards her.

      With the door now open, he leads the way once again, his rifle aiming forward. After he’s through the door, he looks about and waves us through. We step inside another room. This one is large, about 40 square feet, with boxes everywhere. I guess this is a storage area. It’s dark down here as well, because only four lights are hanging from the ceiling to light the entire room, and each one is a single lightbulb. I quietly shut the door behind us, as Lisa was between Mitbar and me again.

      Mitbar heads towards some of the boxes, and just in time, too, as we hear voices coming from the other end of the room. The voices are getting louder as we hear someone coming towards the door. Shit, that was fucking close. Mitbar points behind some boxes, and the three of us head there, hiding.

      Mitbar has his weapon aimed towards the origin of the voices, and I have my wand aimed as well. Lisa has her hand on my back, grabbing my shirt, as I had stepped in front of her once more. Then the owners of the voices come into view. It’s three men. Two are Mebbarian, but the third is something I have never seen before. He is wearing a robe of some sort, and the hood is down, so I can see that he is a snake? No, some sort of reptilian.

      “Shit,” Mitbar swears quickly. I look at him, and he has a frown on his face.

      “We need to take out that Rohanian,” he mouths to me.

      I nod to him. Then, I point to myself, showing him my wand. I hold it straight out, pointing it forward, as if to tell him I would take out the Rohanian, whatever that was. He nods, and he gestures to himself, and then left and right. To show, he would take the guards. At least, we think they’re guards, on either side of the Rohanian.

      Getting ready, we both nod and pop up from behind the boxes. Mitbar’s rifle goes off, and the two guards now sport holes in their chests. Expertly aimed. This time, I shoot off a fireball spell, larger than the one before, aimed at the Rohanian. Faster than I thought possible. The Rohanian’s hand shoots up out of his robe, and a Magical shield appears in front of him (or her; I can’t tell really). The Rohanian waves their hand, and the shield gets bigger.

      Mitbar shoots at the Rohanian’s shield, but it absorbs the shots. The Rohanian looks at us with beady eyes and then grins evilly.

      “So. What do we have here? A Human, a Mebbarian, from the MSF, if I do not mistake that uniform, and a Slime?” says a male voice, with a sibilant hiss. So snake. What I saw was right.

      “Keep shooting randomly,” Mitbar whispers at the side of his mouth, “it will keep his shield up, and he can’t do anything to us.”

      Oh, so they can’t have a shield up and do another spell? Back in the cafeteria, was that why the staff had the shield up when Penelope and Louetta fought and didn’t do anything else? That’s dumb. Not the fight, but the idea of either having a shield up or being able to attack, but not do both at once. I was hoping to do both some day.

      My wand is still up, so I shoot a fireball, not as large, to keep up the Rohanian’s shield.

      “What are you doing here, Rohanian?” Mitbar asks him in a commanding tone.

      “Ah, as if you have the power to make me divulge that information,” it says with a grin that shows off his very sharp teeth. They’re pointed. Every single one.

      Mitbar’s rifle goes off again because the Rohanian had lifted his other hand. The Rohanian scowls in annoyance. “You know, I can keep this shield up until those upstairs come down to assist, after hearing this young magi’s spell, correct?”

      “Nah,” I hear the voice of Penelope say behind me. “They’re all dead.”

      Suddenly the Rohanian’s neck swivels back to the doorway we had just come through. Penelope and Louetta are both there, with grins on their faces.

      “Ah, now we have a Fox and a Demon, or more specifically a Succubus, so of the Royal Line. You keep some interesting company with you, Mebbarian. I did not know you were so powerful in the MSF. I had thought with that uniform you would be a captain, nothing higher?”

      I shoot off a random spell again to keep the shield up. “I’m sorry, but you have made two mistakes,” I tell the Rohanian with a chuckle.

      “Ah, and what would that be, Human? Ah, I did not notice it until now. You are a male Human. One of the rare ones to use Magic if I am not mistaken,” he says with another hideous grin.

      “The first mistake was not telling him,” and I point to Mitbar with my free hand, “what you are doing here.”

      “And the second?” he says with a chuckle.

      “Having a shield up, because now I feel I need to test my powers,” I reveal, grinning myself.

      The Rohanian looks at me oddly but then closes his fist, and the shield in front of him gets denser somehow. I am not sure how I know, but I sense the shield thickening, hardening, growing denser and more resistant. Right, let’s test this out. “Everyone behind me, please,” I say.

      Penelope and Louetta move to stand behind me, and Mitbar takes a step back. Lisa still has her hand on my back. I get rid of the wand and bring out a black staff instead. But this time, I put a black ball at the top, for effect. I mean, it’s not going to do anything, but come on! A staff with a black ball on top looks cooler than a fighting staff, right?

      “Ian,” Penelope says behind me, and I am sure she said it loud enough for this Rohanian to hear her on purpose.

      “Yes?” I ask her without taking my eyes off of the Rohanian.

      “Please don’t kill him, or the Principal will be quite displeased.”

      I was watching the Rohanian, and at those words, he suddenly looks at Penelope in horror.

      “Fine, but lots of pain, burning flesh, and broken bones is fair game?”

      Sighing loudly, playing along now, she replies, “Sure. I guess I can heal him if needs be.”

      “Right,” I tell her, my grin grows even wider.

      He looks at me for ten seconds before he frowns and says, “You are bluffing.”

      “Game on!” I snarl pointing my staff at him.
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      Knowing I need more power for this, I command my Focus to push more force into my next fireball. I take aim again at the Rohanian, and my fireball shoots out more quickly than I can see and hits the shield. The shield stays up, but the Rohanian gets pushed back a good four feet, and he puts his hand to his neck, as if in pain.

      “That would be where his Focus is,” Penelope says softly behind me.

      Oh. That’s interesting to note. So a Focus can transmit pain if it gets hit by a spell that’s powerful enough? Let’s try something then. Knowing that a great number of spells are usually the Focus, or the magi’s imagination, I decide to try an experiment. I tell my Focus I want not one, but two staffs. I sense confusion from my Focus, as a sort of feeling in my bones. I send it a vivid image of me holding two of the same staff in my hands. Again, I get resistance from my Focus. Fine. You won’t do that. Let’s try this...

      Grabbing my staff in two hands, out in front of me, I focus on it and imagine it splitting into two. I get resistance from that too, but then I push the image repeatedly to my Focus, of it breaking the staff into two. Finally, with a crack that shakes the air in the room. I have two pieces of the staff in my hand. One of the pieces looks now like a baton, the other a scepter.

      Grinning from ear to ear at my success, I point both pieces at the Rohanian. He is looking at me in shock.

      Then, I concentrate on a fireball spell again; bigger this time. But also on making it flow through both pieces of the staff. The tips of the staff pieces in each of my hands begin to glow red. I feel my hands start to shake, but I steady them and myself by taking a deep breath, and I am so laser-focused on the Rohanian’s shield that it takes me a moment to realize that the Rohanian is yelling something, and that Lisa is hitting my back in an effort to get my attention.

      I look over at the girls slowly, almost feeling like I’m in a time warp. I can tell that Penelope is saying something, but I can’t make it out. Obviously it’s important; I know she wants me to cancel my spell, so I do exactly that.

      Suddenly I’m on the ground, panting hard. Shit, the Rohanian! I look up to point my baton and scepter at him, but he has his hands up, and his shield is gone, and he is looking at me in fear. Genuine fear.

      “Are you all right, Ian?” Penelope says worriedly.

      “Yes. Sorry, I couldn’t hear you or anyone. And it felt like you were all extremely slow for some reason. I felt like if I wanted to, I could have tapped each of you on the nose, and you would all have felt it at the same time.”

      “Holy fuck, it’s true,” Louetta gasps in astonishment.

      “What is?” I frown, not completely understanding.

      “Do you remember one of the books at school? It talked about the Dilation of Time Spell Casting,” she says.

      I look at her, my frown deepening. “No, I don’t think I read that book yet. What book is that from?”

      “Compendium 7,” she says.

      “No, I haven’t gotten to that one yet. That was the next one I was going to read. Why, what does it say about this Dilation thing?”

      “I don’t remember,” Louetta says with a blush. “But I think that was what you were doing. I only remember that it mentions it’s like time stands still for the caster.”

      “Well, it sure felt that way. It was like time slowed down. You were all yelling, but I couldn’t understand any of it at all. Like I was watching a video in slow motion.”

      “But Ian, that’s not the most important thing,” Penelope says. “you just did something that no one has been able to do in a long time.”

      “What’s that?” I ask her.

      “Split your Focus in two,” she replies, pointing at the two pieces in my hand.

      “Yeah,” I tell her with an embarrassed grin. “My Focus fought me on that one. It was even confused. I finally had to force it. And this is the result,” I tell her, holding both the baton and the scepter.

      “Guys, what about our prisoner?” Mitbar asks us, interrupting our chat about schoolbooks and such. He has his rifle aimed at the Rohanian.

      “Oh right!” I’m brought back to reality and I snicker.

      The Rohanian is just standing there, looking at me with fear, with both his arms still raised in the air. I gaze at my two weapons. I gotta see if this will work, I place both ends together, and they snap together as if magnetic, and the seam disappears. Fucking cool! I concentrate on them splitting in two again, and just like that, they come apart in my hands. Oh yeah, baby! Again, I put them back as one, and with the full staff in my hand, I approach the Rohanian. He looks at me nervously now, and even takes a step backward, swallowing hard.

      “I’ll tell you anything!” He blurts out quickly in his sibilant voice, licking his lips, and I see that his tongue is shaped like a snake’s would be, long and forked.

      “Let’s start with something simple, shall we? What’s your name?”

      “I am Sil Mi,” he answers me quickly.

      “So is that Sil first name and Mi last name?” I ask him.

      “No, that is my first name. My full name is Sil Mi Toula,” Sil Mi supplies.

      “Well, it’s a start. Now, is there anyone else left?” I ask him, pointing toward the way he had come.

      He gets nervous, and I decide to let him know how I’m feeling about all this. I shoot a fireball from the top of my staff without even budging, the tip of it still rests on the floor. The fireball streaks across the short distance of ten feet, and blazes right past his head, hitting the wall behind him and exploding in fragments of rock and sparks.

      “Yes! There are two prisoners!” he cries out in fear, with his hand against the cheek that the fireball had streaked past.

      “Their names?” I ask him.

      “I’m not sure. I do know they are from some school. Two teachers for Magic. But, if that is the caliber of their school, it must not be exceptionally good. They tried to recover this Codex from us,” Sil Mi answers with a sneer.

      “Well, the Principal sent us to get them, and something else you apparently took from her,” I tell him.

      Once more, Sil Mi swallows hard before he answers, “Listen. They didn’t tell me where it came from. We were told to get it from this school and bring it to our buyer. That was it. That’s all I know.”

      “Well, count yourself lucky that the Principal only sent a first-year after you,” I tell him, lying a bit. I might as well make Monster Acadamia look more badass than it is. I almost want to laugh at the look Sil Mi has on his face. I hear a low guffaw behind me -- not sure who it came from -- but it was low enough that Sil Mi didn’t hear it.

      “You’re a first-year student?” he asks in astonishment.

      “Yep, before this, I was living on my world, working in a junk shop,” I answer with a shrug.

      “And these three?” he says, pointing to the three girls behind me.

      “Without turning, I say. The Slime is a first-year like me. The other two are third-years, but they are only here to watch over me, to make sure I don’t blow up too much stuff. I mean, I’m still getting used to these powers. They aren’t really here to interfere except in the event that someone’s life is in danger.”

      “But,” the Rohanian has an obviously confused look on his face, “she said you were reading Compendium 7. That’s a fifth-year’s book.”

      “Really? You guys only touch that one in fifth?” Penelope says, playing along with me. “Wow, that’s a first-year’s book. I mean, it’s during the last semester, but wow. They really do teach differently around the universe.”

      Sil Mi looks at her with enormous eyes, and again he swallows hard. Damn, dude, swallow any harder, and I will think you’re a real snake trying to swallow your meal whole. I wonder, can he unhinge his jaw? Eeww! As soon as I think about it, I wish I hadn’t.

      “And what about this Codex that you took?” Louetta asks him, her arms crossed across her chest, as she glares at him.

      “Listen,” Sil Mi says quickly. “we never intended to take it. My Sect is not one to steal from the Principal. We were told that it belonged to this low tiered school, and so we took it because they wouldn’t sell it to us. Our buyer was willing to pay handsomely for it.”

      “So it’s back there?” I ask him with a raised eyebrow.

      “Yes,” he confirms with a series of quick nods.

      “Lead the way, and Sil Mi?” I tell him.

      “Yes?” he asks me hesitantly.

      “Try anything, and you will lose that pretty head of yours, just like one of your guards upstairs did,” I growl harshly. Not that his head is pretty, or that I took the head off a guard, but he doesn’t know that.

      “Yes, sir,” he blurts out, lifting his hands higher, and turning towards the way he had come.

      In this sort of procession, the Rohanian leads the way, with me following closely behind. Then the girls were behind me, with Mitbar bringing up the rear and watching our backs. Damn, I love efficient military guys like that. I would never have thought of watching our backs. After a few moments of walking down the hallway, I just have to ask Sil Mi. “So, who is this buyer of yours?”

      “We are not sure,” Sil Mi says, not turning around. “We were doing it through secure comms. They are sending someone to get the item. We were trying to study the Codex as much as we could before we had to hand it over, but we were not having any luck.” There’s disappointment in his voice.

      “When is the pickup?” asks Louetta.

      Turning his head slightly, he answers her, “Tonight. Actually, we were heading upstairs to send the signal. Though it was not sent on time, so they will know something is wrong and most likely will not come.”

      At the end of the room, there is another door, and just before he goes to open it, I say softly, “Stop.”

      “What?” he says nervously. “It’s just through that door.”

      I scan the vicinity of the door. I see a heating vent near the top of the wall on the right side of the door. I don’t trust him. Let’s see if my instincts are correct.

      “Lisa,” I tell her quietly, pointing to the vent with my free hand, and I raise my staff and point it directly at Sil Mi, who had turned slightly towards us.

      When he sees the staff pointing directly at him, he blanches. Lisa gets close to the wall, looks up, and changes into her green Slime form. She slides up the wall to the heating vent, and disappears into it. After a couple of seconds, she comes back down and changes back into her regular form. She has an angry look on her face.

      “There is a group of men on the other side. They look like him,” she says, pointing to Sil Mi.

      Without a moment’s hesitation, I use a newer spell I had only tried in practice to blow off Sil Mil’s head with a spectacular swish. An Air spell blade. The Rohanian’s head flies off his shoulders, and his body slumps to the ground. His head rolls away and stops, the eyes looking at me. His mouth is opening and closing, but nothing is coming out. He looks surprised. But then his eyes glaze over.

      “What do the men inside have? Weapons? Guns? What?” I ask her quickly, knowing we have little time.

      “Weapons like wands or such. I would say they are Magic users. I don’t see a weapon like Mitbar’s. They are all in front of the door. The two prisoners he mentioned are at the far end of the room. They’re tied to chairs next to a table, which has a book on it. Which I assume is this Codex?”

      “Was it red and blue?” Penelope asks her.

      “Yes!” Lisa cries excitedly.

      “Well, girls,” I tell them. “I need something from you all,” with a big smile on my face.

      “What do you need?” Penelope asks me hesitantly.

      “Oh, I know what he wants,” Louetta says with a laugh. “He wants us to share our power.”

      Oh! What’s the plan?” Penelope asks me with a grin now.

      “Big hole,’ I say, waving my hand at the door. “Right about here.”

      “All right. If I remember what Nan said, all we need to do is ask our Focus to share our power with you. So how much did you want?”

      “Hmm. I don’t want to total the building. let’s go with ten percent of your power’s each?” I say, thinking about it.

      “Right, you heard the man, girls. Tell your Focus to give him ten percent of your power,” Penelope tells the other two.

      With that, she closes her eyes, and without warning, I feel power rush into my Focus, so much so that it makes my skin tingle. But then, another source comes in, and suddenly I feel hot. Then I get the third stream, and that makes me shiver. My Focus seems to tremble oddly as well, like it’s bursting at the seams.

      Almost as if in slow motion, I lift my staff, and I point it at the door, and I concentrate on the spell I want. While the air blade spell was neat, I can just imagine it going terribly wrong, slicing through the door and across the room, cutting everyone in half, including the prisoners. Instead, I go with a sound wave, one that will hit the door and the wall and blow everything outward. Knowing I might get pushed back with this one, I place a foot behind me to brace myself and lower my stance.

      “Back up,” I hear Louetta say quietly but with force.

      Then I let the spell go. With an explosion of air, the door and a good size portion of the wall gets blown away, and the debris goes outward like a gunshot. We duck, fast to avoid getting hit by the chunks being thrown at us. When the smoke and dust has cleared, and I can hear again from the ringing in my ears, I look into the room. There are bodies all over the place. Two are still alive, but suddenly Mitbar’s gun goes off, twice, and that takes care of those two, real fast. So much for their heads. My hearing is still impaired; the sound of the gun was incredibly soft.

      Turning to the team behind me, I’m sporting a big grin on my face, and then I have to laugh as I see that they are all covered in white dust. They are looking at me with enormous eyes and mouths agape.

      After holstering his gun, Mitbar turns to me and reiterates, “Remind me again, never to piss you off.”
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      “Shit, I hope I didn’t kill the prisoners,” I say, looking at the hole in the wall, as a few pieces of debris hit the floor now and then.

      Penelope waves her wand, creating a vortex that sucks the dust out of the air and compacts it into a ball. When the air is clear, she cancels it, and all that dust falls slowly to the ground. Neat. As the cloud of dust dissipates, I can see better. Now I can see the chairs, and the table at the rear of the room. They were blown against the back wall.

      “Shit,” I exclaim and climb over the debris and the bodies to reach the back of the room.

      I grab the first chair, and with some effort, I manage to turn it upright. Now, I can get a look at the person who’s tied to it. Not Human. Man, that’s going to take some getting used to. The person is female, and she has blood on her face. Her skin is purple, and she has two small horns on either side of her head. Her red hair is cut short. The only reason I can tell she’s female is because of the tits on her. She’s out cold. As I lift the chair, her head flops sideways, but at least she’s breathing.

      “She’s alive,” I say, relieved.

      Mitbar has gone to the other chair, and he turns that one upright. Tied to that one was a male, same race as the female. Fuck me, I need to find a book on races. The book on etiquette didn’t go into details about what the races looked like. Just what not to do and what to do.

      “He’s good,” Mitbar says, a hand to the male’s neck.

      “Thank God,” I say fervently.

      “What the Hell was that spell you did?” Penelope says, looking around at the damage I caused.

      “Well, I didn’t want to do that air blade spell, so I thought of doing a sound wave one. I mean, it still uses the air spell, but instead of a blade of air, it’s a wall of air that is compressed.”

      “Fucking Hell, you need to teach me that one,” Louetta says with a chuckle. “I would have gone with an air blade because it would cut through the door and wall. And the enemies.”

      “Yeah, I was going to as well, but then I figured the blade would keep going and cut our prisoners in half. Since we found them alive, I just thought it would be a good thing for Monster Acadamia to bring them back alive. Though, I wish all the bullshit I had mentioned to Sil Mi would get back to them... make us look like real badasses.”

      Hearing a chuckle, I look over, and Mitbar is looking at me with a big grin. “What?” I ask.

      “Oh, trust me. Once I get back to base, I will be spreading fucking stories about you,” Mitbar says, shaking his head, but he has an enormous grin on his face.

      “I’ll take it,” I tell him, returning the grin.

      “Found it!” Lisa says suddenly, holding up a leather book. She was digging in the corner of the room, where a lot of the rubble went flying.

      The Codex isn’t excessively big. It’s about the size of a small paperback from Earth. I notice that this one is thinner too. I would be surprised if it even had 100 pages. It’s made of a leather bound that is red and blue.

      Walking carefully over the rubble, Lisa is about to pass the book over to me, but suddenly there is a shout from the female prisoner.

      “That’s ours!” she shouts as she struggled to get out of the restraints.

      “Don’t worry,” I tell her, “The Principal sent us to retrieve it. And you, seeing as you’re both still alive,” I tell her.

      She looks up at me at hearing my voice and frowns. “How do I know you’re telling the truth, Human? For all I know, you might be working for her.”

      “Who’s her?” Penelope asks her.

      The prisoner looks at Penelope before she replies, but her expression changes to surprise at seeing her. “You’re a Fox!”

      Penelope nods in agreement. I mean, it’s kind of hard to miss. She has a large red tail behind her, and the ears of a Fox as well.

      “She truly did send you to rescue us?” she asks, relief in her voice.

      “Yes,” I reply before Penelope can. I know Penelope will say we came for the book.

      But I’d already mentioned that we came for the book. The fact that rescuing the prisoners was a secondary mission doesn’t really need to be repeated. Always good to make them think that someone was sent to rescue them.

      “The Principal wanted to make sure you two were safe, and for us to retrieve the book and return it to her,” I tell her. “Here, let me get you out of those ropes,” I finish.

      I take out my wand and cut through the ropes like butter, just as I had done with the chain-link fence. When the ropes are removed, she rubs her arms to get the circulation going again. Suddenly, she looks over at the other prisoner.

      “Metra!” she cries and rushes to him.

      “He’s fine,” Mitbar tells her. “I checked for any wounds, and there are none. I would say the explosion of the wall knocked him out.”

      “Yes. We were both watching all those Rohanians pointing weapons at the door. Then that’s all I remember,” she says with a nod.

      “Sorry about that,” I tell her, rubbing the back of my neck awkwardly. “That was my fault. When I heard they were lined up like that, and you two were at the back of the room, I had to think fast.”

      “Thank you,” she tells me gratefully. “They were about to sell off the Codex to someone and kill us. Or that was their plan. By the way, I’m Phinia, that’s my husband, Metra. We’re both teachers at the School of Magic on Lona.”

      Lona? Does that make them Lonaians? No clue. Just how many fucking races are there in this universe? Is it a book, or am I going to end up reading a set? Man, every time I turn around, there is something new and amazing!

      “Yeah, you mentioned a buyer or something earlier?” I don’t voice my thoughts, but instead I ask about the subject at hand.

      “Roughly two weeks ago,” Phinia nods my way, “we overheard a conversation about a buyer. Someone immensely powerful was looking to purchase it. After that, the Rohanian increased their numbers, because they were trying to decipher that book before they sold it off. I mean,” she snorts in contempt, “we have been trying for over 20 years, and they thought they could do it in 2 weeks?”

      “What is the Codex?” I ask her, curious now what it was we were sent to get. “I mean, we were told it was a book with a spell in it. Though even the Principal has no clue what spell it is apparently.”

      “That’s correct. We have been trying to figure that out for 20 years, and we have gotten nowhere,” she says with a sigh.

      Hearing a moan, we all look over at the other chair. Metra is slowly waking up. He blinks, and opens his eyes. Then he sees Phinia kneeling next to him.

      “Phinia! You got loose!” Metra cries, but then his mouth closes as he looks around and sees us. “Uhhh, what’s going on?” he asks suspiciously.

      “They came to rescue us and recover the book,” Phinia says. “The Principal sent them!” she tells him that last part excitedly.

      “She did?” Metra says, his eyes going wide.

      “That she did,” Louetta says, playing along with what I had been saying. She turns to me and grins, confirming just that.

      Feeling a tap on my arm, I see that Lisa is standing there with a grin. She had tapped me with the book. She’s holding it out for me to take. Smiling at her, I do just that. I open my mouth to thank her, but the second my hand touches the book, something odd happens.

      Everything around me disappears in an explosion of light, almost like a mirror exploded, and all the parts of the room, the people, the surroundings, simply fly away in fragments. All that is left is me standing in a wide open area, with a shimmer of silver rolling beneath my feet beneath my feet and blue sky above, but with no clouds or a sun.

      “What the fuck?” I say in surprise.

      “Oh, so a family member finally shows up,” says a deep male voice.

      I turn around in surprise at hearing someone else’s voice here. In my haste, I almost trip over my own feet. But I manage to catch myself, and I look to see who or what is greeting me. It makes me frown. The man who spoke is tall. I would easily say seven feet tall to my six feet. But he isn’t skinny. He is huge. He’s wearing a robe. In fact, it’s a fucking fancy Magician’s robe. The main color is red, with silver on the edges and trim around the collar and the sleeves. And the bottom hem has a large stripe of silver.

      He is carrying a large black staff, as tall as he is, and on the top is just a large black ball. Hell, it looks exactly like my staff. I’m holding the exact same staff, though sized for my height. He’s old, with gray hair and a long-ass gray beard that goes down his chest. But he has a big smile on his face, and lots of visible laugh lines.

      “Excellent choice,” he says, nodding approvingly at my staff. “I always preferred the simple ones to those fancy ones that some create.”

      “Hmm. Not to be rude, dude, but who the fuck are you?” I ask him.

      “Ah, straight to the point. Not nervous either. Well, not much. Curious mind. Good, I am glad to see that my genes didn’t go to shit after so many generations,” he says, nodding.

      “Wait,” I stop him, holding up my hand. “Are you saying you’re fucking Merlin?” I ask him, stunned.

      “The one and only,” he says with a grin. “And smart too. You catch on quickly. Damn, I did well with you. Are all my offspring like you?” he asks me eagerly.

      “Well, I have no siblings, my mom did, but I would assume you come from my father’s side because of the name, and he was a single child. My understanding is we are all single children down the line. No clue to be honest?”

      “Are you serious?” he says, himself stunned now. “I figured I had powerful enough genes to sire tons of offspring!”

      “Well, Sina only gave birth to the one daughter, to my understanding. Her great… uhhh, more-than-I-care-to-count, granddaughter is out there, here or wherever with me. Outside of this place. I know that I am related somehow to this Princess Milina. And there is also a Slime girl out there who is the daughter of Mona.”

      “Oh?” Merlin says excitedly. His face shows a look as if he’s seeing someone or something else for a minute, and then he focuses his attention back on me. “Very good choice, young man, and is that as a Succubus with you?” he says with a big grin. “I see that that magnetism is still there.”

      “So, care to explain where we are? Or where I am?” I ask him, ignoring the leer on his face. Great, was my ancestor Merlin a perv?

      “Ah, I know that look,” he says, stroking his long, gray beard thoughtfully. “And yes. I am rather sexually driven. I mean, I had three Bonded or wives, but I had many more partners than that. After all, I lived for a long time.”

      “Yeah, how is it as a Human you lived so long?” I ask him.

      “Ah, back to the first question. Where are you? You are inside a Magical spell book. This is a structure inside it so that your mind can understand it. Though, I am not the real Merlin, I am only composed of his memories. And as for being Human, I am not Human,” he says with a smile.

      “But you look Human? I mean, I heard that Humans are all over the universe. If you aren’t Human, what are you?” I ask him, confused. I mean fucking Hell, he looks like a Human. Right down to the long-ass beard he’s sporting.

      “Ah, that is because I am a Thorgian,” he says with a wink.

      What the fuck is the wink for? “Wait, you’re a Thorgian magi?” I ask him unsure what that means.

      “Oh no,” he says with a loud belly laugh. Throwing his arms wide, he says, “You aren’t a Magician, young man. You are a wizard.”

      Wait, where have I heard this line before? Oh yeah, something like that was said by a big-ass guy to a young child much shorter than them. I stare at him suspiciously.

      “If you give me an owl, I will fucking punch you in the face.”
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      “What?” Merlin asks me, confused by my comment.

      “Sorry,” I tell him, waving my hand. “Joke from my world. So I’m not a Magician, but a wizard? I have never heard of another wizard.”

      “That is because I was the last, and you are the first in over…?” he says, his voice drifting off as if waiting for me to fill in the blank.

      “You don’t mark time passing in here?” I ask him with a questioning look.

      “Not really,” Merlin says with a sigh. “I look out every now and then, but truthfully, it’s more to find someone like you to come along. Let me tell you, it’s been extremely boring.”

      “Ah, well, I’m not sure of the exact timing, but it’s been a couple of thousand years,” I tell him, remembering roughly what Sina had said.

      “Ah! Then you will be the first wizard in over a couple of thousand years. At least,” he says, throwing his arms wide as if making a grand announcement.

      “At least?” I ask him.

      “Yeah. I mean, there might have been one or two, I am sure. But since they never learned from me, those unfortunate souls would have burned out,” Merlin says sadly, shaking his head.

      “Wait! What do you mean burned out?” I ask him, surprised. “Are you saying I am going to burn out? I thought that was the whole reason for this Focus?” I tell him, and I hold up my right arm, but there is no Focus. “Oh?” My Focus wasn’t there. Right, this wasn’t my actual body.

      “Yes. That Focus will help with your Magic as a Magician The problem is, though, as a wizard, you use not only power, you use your essence,” Merlin nods as if that explained everything I needed to know.

      Seriously, I’m not too fond of it when folks expect others to know what they are talking about without explaining things. I mean, fucking speak plainly! Merlin must have seen something on my face because he chuckles and holds up a finger.

      “Sorry, I didn’t mean to make it sound so obtuse. Right now, as a Magician you use your power to create a spell. Well, as a wizard, you don’t use power. You use instead something inside you that is called essence. And before you ask where that comes from, it comes from sex.”

      I look at him, somewhat stunned. “Are you saying I’m a sex-sourced wizard?”

      At this point, Merlin, who I am sure is old as fuck, or was when he died, looks awkward. “Yeah, you can say that. Though,” he says in a rush, “We don’t use sex Magic rituals or that kind of shit. It’s just that when we have sex with our Bonded, there is an essence being built up with that union. You aren’t taking anything from them. It’s the act that creates it.”

      “Hold on,” I tell him with a shit eating grin. “Are you saying that when I have sex with either Louetta, Penelope, or Lisa, that we create this essence, and I have access to it to use spells as a wizard, thus making me a sex wizard?”

      “Correct,” he says, nodding in relief; I figured he’s glad that he doesn’t have to go too much into detail.

      “So instead of using Magic to create my spells now, I should be using essence?” I ask him.

      “Oh, Gods, no!” he says with a surprised laugh. “You use a totally different set of spells.”

      “Oh. Like what?”

      Man, do I get a new spell? What would sex Magic use? I mean, I know he says it’s not sex Magic, but if I am having sex to gain this power, this essence, to me, it sure seems like sex Magic. I don’t care whether you name it essence, mana, power, energy, whatever. If I gain it during sex, to me, it’s sex essence. Can I call it SE for short? Nah, that sounds fucked up.

      “Well, the first one I can teach you is something I call Transference Of the Body from One Location to Another with the Pausing of Time,” he says proudly.

      I stare at him utterly dumbstruck. Because right now, if I open my mouth, I might blurt out something like ‘what the fucking kind of name is that?’ sort of phrase because honestly, it’s hard not to. I mean, is that the name you want to give something that sounds like time control?

      “What?” Merlin asks me with narrowed eyes. It seems he is more perceptive than I gave him credit for.

      “Nothing,” I tell him innocently.

      “Listen here, young man. I am old, or I was. And I have been around a long time. Enough to be an excellent judge of emotions. Right now, I’m sensing a sort of ‘Is he an idiot?’ feeling.”

      He caught me red-handed! I might indeed have been thinking that as well.

      “Well, I mean, it’s not that I’m saying your naming of your spell is bad. But isn’t that a mouthful to say?”

      “Oh, and what would you call it?” he says with a glower at me.

      “I don’t know. What about Time Teleport, Time Stop? Or Hell, even Blink?”

      “Blink?” he says, doing exactly that, blinking multiple times.

      “Sure. You say it’s a spell to go from one place to another, but you also stop time. So when you cast it, I assume folks don’t see you do it? Like, they blink, and they miss it?” I tell him, throwing an explanation of why I thought of blink.

      Instead of blowing up at my words, Merlin adopts a thoughtful look. “Blink,” he says softly, not really looking at me. “It makes so much sense now. Gods, I mean, it would have made writing this spell so much easier. The essence consumption of it would be less,” he mumbles.

      “Wait, the longer the spell name, the more essence it uses? Is Magic that way too?” I blurt out in surprise.

      “What?” Merlin says, focusing on me. “Yes. Magic is the same. That is why spell names are short. I just couldn’t think of a short name. I mean, even those two-worded ones you named off would have saved me tons of Magic.”

      “And you have other wizard spells?” I ask him hesitantly.

      “Yes. But I can’t teach you those yet,” he says, nodding. “I need to get you ready for them. Increase your essence stores. But now I will need to give thought to the name of them, or maybe when I tell you the name, you can help me with a better one. Shorter.”

      “The other spells you will be teaching me, how many words do they have in their names?” I question him, looking at him with a squint.

      Merlin coughs in embarrassment, “Anywhere from six to twelve?”

      I can’t help it; I burst out laughing. “Wait, you have one that is 12? Is that the name of the spell or a full description? Merlin, I don’t mean to laugh. But weren’t you the one who wrote all those books for the school Monster Acadamia?”

      “Well, I might have had help with that,” he says with a crooked grin.

      “Your Bonded,” I tell him, snapping my fingers after a good 30-second pause, during which he just looks at me without answering.

      “Correct. They were damn smart. I couldn’t have done anything without them. They were the reason I was so powerful,” he says with a proud smile.

      “I have to admit, my Bonded are amazing women,” I tell him, nodding in agreement. “Did they help you create that Realm where the Monster Acadamia is?”

      “Ah, that I am not sure about. I wrote this book before I created that Realm, so I only have the knowledge up to a certain part in my life, or should I say, Merlin’s. But I can imagine how the real Merlin had done it. And since knowing myself, I would say he sacrificed his life for it.”

      “Yes,” I tell him, nodding in confirmation. “He was dying, and so he created it using his lifeforce, is what I was told.”

      “Damn, so it worked too?” he says with a sly grin.

      “Yep. I have been studying there for the last couple of months.”

      “Oh, so you’re only in first-year?” he says, and he tries to hide his disappointment, but I still detect it.

      “Oh, don’t worry, I’m already studying third-year Magic,” I tell him with a chuckle.

      “But you said you’ve only been there only a couple of months?” Merlin says, perplexed.

      I nod to him and smile. “Yes, but it seems I have an eidetic memory when it comes to books and studying. Not only do I remember everything, but I can also understand the concepts. It’s like they were meant for me to understand.”

      “Interesting,” Merlin mumbles, stroking his long beard and looking at me in contemplation. “Compendium one. Page 14, sixth and seventh word?” he demands me in a whiplike voice.

      “Therefore, one,” I tell him, without bothering to think about it.

      “Compendium four. Page 78. Paragraph nine,” Merlin demands again in the same tone.

      “As the flattening of the gold is done on the sheet, remember not to have any other metal touch it until after the final incantation. If a foreign metal touches it, it can cause a reaction with the spell that would reverse the desired results or may even cause the gold paper to explode.”

      Merlin gets an excited look on his face. “Are you telling me that you can remember everything you read or that happens?”

      “Not exactly,” I reply in embarrassment. “I have problems remembering what I had for breakfast two days ago.”

      “Ah,” he says, some of his excitement lessening some, but not much. “It seems that your eidetic memory is limited to written words?”

      “I guess. I mean, the girls have tried to get me to try out my memory on other things, to see if I can get it to work. Like oral listening. But it seems only to work with written or visual material in texts. Like, I can’t watch someone talking and remember it. If someone reads a book to me, word for word. I cannot remember it. But give me the book and let me read it myself, and I remember it fully.”

      “Amazing,” Merlin says in admiration. “Well, we will need to have that discussion again one day. But for now, I think we should let you go back out. While you are in here, time is not moving. That is part of the Magic of that spell, the one I should now call Blink. But it uses a bit of your essence.”

      “So how do I use this spell?” I query him.

      “Easy, since you know, the spell is now called Blink. Simply imagine you want to use it. And you will.”

      “Nice!” I tell him, rubbing my hands together. “Oh, wait! Can I go back in time?” I question him excitedly, thinking about that. I mean, it’s a time spell!

      “No,” he says, shaking his head with a laugh. “Trust me. I have tried to work on time travel. And when I do, I usually end up using all my essence and getting knocked out for two weeks. Let me tell you, Sina was not happy with me the first time I tried that.”

      “How many times did you try it?”

      “Before Sina threatened to murder me? Six? Seven? That last one, though, was brutal. I was out for two months.”

      “Note to self, don’t attempt time travel. Got it. What is the duration of this spell?”

      “Ah,” he says, nodding approvingly. “You don’t have unlimited time. To them, it might seem like nothing happened, but to you, it will be a maximum of ten seconds.”

      “That’s it?” I tell him, disappointed in the length of time it lasts. I mean, what the fuck can I do in ten seconds?

      “Trust me. Ten seconds sounds like very little time. However, imagine if you get an arrow shot at you. You have ten seconds to move out of the way, get behind the person, and do what you want to them. Does that sound awful?”

      “I guess if you put it that way,” I tell him, with a scowl, not bothering to tell him that if I were to be shot at nowadays, it would be with guns with bullets or plasma bullets, like the rifle that Mitbar has. “So what happens now?” I ask him.

      “Well, you gain more essence, and one day I can also let you read these,” Merlin says with a mysterious smile.

      “Read what?” I ask him, confused.

      He points behind me. Turning around, perplexed now, my eyes widen in shock. Behind me is a wall of books in wooden bookcases. At a quick glance, there must be thousands of them. I turn back to Merlin in amazement.

      “What are those?!” I ask him.

      “Those, young man, are Magical books that have been lost to the universe. When I created this book, the Codex, I imprinted thousands upon thousands of books on Magical knowledge. Magic has been around a lot longer than me, and there is so much I don’t know or could not decipher. But I wanted to one day give it to one of my heirs. This,” he waves his hand, and all around us, bookcase after bookcase with thousands and thousands of books appear, “is yours one day.”

      “What the fuck?!” I blurt out in shock.

      “What?” Lisa asks me worriedly.

      Looking around, I see everyone is staring at me in shock at my words. I also find that I have the Codex in my hand. It’s only then that I notice that they were the same words I had uttered when first inside the Codex with Merlin.
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      We bring Mitbar up to the ship, and then stop to drop him at a safe location before we head back home. Well, to my new home, Monster Acadamia. We had the Codex, or I did, and the two teachers Phinia and Metra. The couple were in one of the spare rooms. I was already in my captain’s room. The girls were in bed with me, lounging.

      At this point, we had been in transit on our way to Earth for a good three hours. It was decided that the teachers would use the Nexus back at the Monster Acadamia Realm to travel back to their world after they talked to Sina. They were not keen on letting go of the Codex, and honestly, now that I know what it is, neither was I. Not even to give it back. They could have used Portal themselves, but they wanted a little break after that having been kidnapped before resuming their duties. Who can blame them? Plus, they wanted to talk to Sina, and they didn’t want to let the Codex out of their sight.

      I had tried to get back inside the Codex, but nothing worked. I even tried slamming the book down on a table hard, but nothing happened. I wasn’t desperate enough to threaten it with a fireball spell. Yet.

      “So,” Penelope says, holding up the Codex, “you’re saying that the spirit or the soul of Merlin is in here?”

      “Something like that,” I respond, “since technically Merlin didn’t die to make that Codex. I would say it’s more of an imprint of him at the time that Codex was created.”

      “Man! I would love to meet him!” Lisa says with an envious sigh.

      And you are sure he said Wizard,” Louetta asks me, some worry in her voice.

      I nod to her. “Yep. Evidently, I use something called essence, and the only way to replenish it is with you three. Why?”

      “Wizards where once immensely powerful in this Realm. My understanding is that Merlin was the last. I am not sure what that will mean though. I need to do some research,” Louetta says, nodding. “But something tells me we are in for some interesting times.”

      “And that power is replenished by having sex with us. That’s what he said?” Penelope says, looking at me as if I was making this shit up just to get sex. And who can blame her?

      Laughing, I reply, “Pretty well. When I asked Merlin if I was using sex Magic, he got upset. He said there was no ritual or such that involved us having sex, like some cult. But that me having sex with my Bonded causes my essence to replenish.”

      “And you have a time warping spell?” Lisa asks me with a smile.

      “Not sure if it’s a time warp thing. But the name Merlin gave was Transference Of the Body from One Location to Another with the Pausing of Time,” I tell them with a grin.

      They all three look at me in astonishment. Penelope is the first one to burst out laughing. “Oh Gods, are you serious?”

      “Yep,” I tell her, laughing back. “But we changed the name of it to just Blink.”

      The girls get thoughtful looks now, and Louetta nods approvingly. “Much better. It makes sense since that is what folks will do. They will blink, and you will do your stuff. And only a wizard can cast that spell?”

      “Yeah. Pretty sure. I never thought to ask about whether you three could cast it,” I ponder.

      “Crap. I am so jealous,” Penelope says with a laugh to let me know she isn’t upset with me learning a spell she can’t do.

      “So, are you going to give that Codex back?” Louetta says, tapping the book that’s now on the bed with us.

      “Yeah,” I say with a sigh. “I’m not sure. I don’t want to?” I say. “But I might not have a choice. It belongs to Sina. I mean the Principal.”

      “Just call her Sina,” Penelope says with a chuckle. “You are slipping her title too much. Everyone knows you have a special relationship with her and call her Sina. Everyone already knows her true name. We call her the Principal out of respect.”

      “And fear,” Louetta says with her own chuckle.

      “Rightly so,” Lisa says. “She is a fearsome person in the Realm. And it’s not just her strength. If a Realm doesn’t listen to her, she simply needs to show her displeasure, and that world is shunned by the rest of the universe.”

      “Fucking Hell. Is she like an Empress?” I say incredulously.

      “You could say that,” Penelope nods to me. “Nan has a lot of political power. A lot of that is because of the Nexus. She controls it. A Realm that gets denied access to the Nexus declines fast. Remember, Nan has lived for thousands of years. Many think she is like a Goddess. I know in some Realms, they look at her as a deity. I know that in some Realms, they look at her as a sort of Deity. But that wasn't Nan's intention really. She tried to change their minds, but they're not having any of that. And these are worlds that are smart. They have either Magic or technology, and they should know better. But they don’t care,” she finishes with a shrug.

      “So maybe I should give Sina the Codex back? I mean, I already learned the spell, and if I need it again, I can ask her to borrow it again.” I don’t go into details of that amazing book library that I want to get my hands on so badly, but as I don’t imagine I will have access to it for a while, I let it go.

      “Let’s see what she says,” Penelope says with a laugh, getting up and hugging me. “Now, I don’t know about the rest of you, but I am exhausted after that mission. Can we go shower since we all stink, and I need to change since I still have blood on my outfit?”

      “Group shower?” I say with a leer.

      “Yes, please!” Lisa says with a gleeful shout.

      Getting up, we all undress and head to my bathroom, which has a large tub, and a huge shower, which would make a five-star hotel look like a slum. The thing is so big; I’m quite sure I can park a car in the shower stall. When we’re done, we all get ready for bed. There isn’t any playing this time around because we’re all exhausted. After we all fall into bed, the lights turn off, thanks to Kyle. Within minutes, the girls fall asleep. Looking at the three of them I can’t but wonder why I was so damn lucky to have met them, before sleep takes me as well.
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      “Welcome back, Ian,” Sina says with a smile on her ageless face, as she opens her front door. “Ah, I see you found the teachers that were sent to get the Codex. Very good! Phinia, Metra? Your school’s administrator has been made aware that the Codex is staying here. I assume that is the reason you are with Ian, and had not simply used the Nexus Portal spell?” she says, glancing at them both standing behind me.

      “That is correct, Principal,” Phinia says, bowing respectfully. “We are here to bring it back for us to keep studying.”

      “I am sorry, child. I think you fail to understand.” Sina’s voice hardens. “The Codex does not belong to your school. It was lent out by me for you to study. That time has come to an end. I am sorry for whatever trials and tribulations you went through trying to retrieve it. But it is no longer mine to lend out.”

      “Principal,” Metra says, stepping forward. “This is something that we have dedicated 20 years of our lives to. You cannot simply take it back before we are done—,” but he does get any further.

      “Excuse me?” Sina says, and suddenly she is in her fox form with all nine tails out, and they are all puffy as shit. She’s looking upset.

      “I mean. This is something we have dedicated our lives to!” Metra blurts out.

      “Yes. And I was willing to lend the school the book until it found its rightful owner, which was the agreement I had with the school, or for 100 years, whichever came first. The fact that its rightful owner was found within 20 of those years is not my concern.” Sina waves her hand, and next to us is a Portal doorway.

      “I have already informed your school’s administration that the agreement has been canceled. Please leave before you say something that you may regret. Do I make myself clear?” Sina asks sternly, looking between the two of them.

      Both of them swallow hard, with some fear in their eyes now, and open the Portal door next to them quickly and leave so fast. I’m surprised they don’t fall over their feet in the doorway. As soon as they are through, Sina waves, and the door disappears.

      “A little harsh?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      “Nah,” she says with a grin, turning back into her normal form of an ageless woman with white hair. It’s not till now that it dawns on me. She looks almost Asian, but not quite. “Academics don’t understand politeness when it comes to items they are studying. After twenty years, I am sure they thought they owned that Codex of yours.”

      “Mine?” I ask her. “You’re going to let me keep this?” I ask her, holding up the blue and red book.

      “Of course. I assume you met Merlin? Or Merlin’s memories at the time he created that Codex?” she asks me with a smile.

      “Yes, I did, which was a shock. How come you didn’t tell me about that before we went on this mission?”

      “What? And ruin the surprise?” she says with a laugh. “Hope it was a good meeting?”

      “It was,” I tell her, bobbing my head up and down my head.

      What a woman. I mean, I’m sort of glad she didn’t tell me, because the surprise of meeting Merlin was nice, but a warning of some kind would have helped. Or would it? Not really, thinking about it more. It would have just made me do something stupid to try to get the Codex. I would have gone in guns blazing, as it were, instead of going in stealth-like.

      “Are you like Merlin?” she asks me, peering at me closely.

      “You mean a wizard?”

      “The fact that you know about wizards,” she says with a big grin now, “means that you are exactly like how Merlin was. What was the first spell he taught you?”

      “Blink,” I tell her.

      At that, she looks confused. “I haven’t heard of that one,” she says, confused.

      “Oh, you might know it from its old name, which was a long-ass one. Transference Of the Body from One Location to Another with the Pausing of Time,” I tell her.

      She looks at me, and then suddenly bursts out laughing. “By the Gods, that one makes more sense. And it’s shorter. Was he upset that you reduced the name, thus the essence cost of it?”

      “Not really, though apparently, he has one spell he will teach me one day that is 12 words long?” I ask her, hoping she can tell me the spell name.

      “Ah, yes. That man was atrocious at writing. We took what he gave us and created the books for this school. If he wrote it himself, each Compendium would have been six books. We were able to take his notes and reduce them to one book each. That man was a man of short words, but writing? Long-winded. And no, I am not telling you what that spell’s name is,” she says, and a grin blossoms my way at my disappointment.

      “So, he mentioned that I needed to use essence for this, and the only way is to have sex with my Bonded?” I ask her to confirm.

      “That is correct,” she tells me with a wink. “Did he try to convince you that you needed to have sex before and after each casting of the spell?”

      “No... Wait. Did Merlin convince you that was how it worked?” I ask her, my turn to laugh.

      “Yes,” she says with a scowl. “It took us months to figure out that it wasn’t like that. That man just loved sex. Did he mention anything else about himself? Maybe about his roots?”

      “Well, he did mention that—,” but Sina holds up a hand.

      “Keep that to yourself for now. And by the confused looks from the girls, you have not told them. Good. And girls, do not ask him about this. For now. It’s something that can endanger his life. For now, let’s just say that Ian is not Human. In time, I will go into detail about what that means. Now,” she says with a clap of her hands. “Shall we go in and have some tea and cookies? I just finished making some.”

      “Oh, count me in,” I tell her with a smile. The girls look confused, but they all agree that tea and cookies would be nice.

      Damn, so she knows about Merlin being a Thorgian. But why does she want me to hide it? And it would endanger me? Why? 

      Great. More secrets.
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      “Come on in, Ian!” screams Lisa with a laugh before a large wave splashes over her and takes her under.

      She comes up sputtering, wiping water from her face. I can’t help but grin at her. Lisa is wearing a bikini. Well, all three are wearing bikinis. And they look so beautiful! Penelope’s wearing this small red one to match her hair. Louetta, black. And Lisa has one that’s orange. I figured she would have gone with green, but honestly, the orange really highlights her green skin tone, which then accentuated it, and, in a bizarre way, pinpointed her assets, like a beacon.

      “I’m good for now,” I yell out to her, waving my book in my hand.

      “Party pooper!” she shouts back and dives under the water.

      “Well, I think I’m going to join her,” Louetta says with a laugh, and she rushes to the water before diving in herself.

      “I think I will as well. Remember this break is for you too, Ian.” Penelope says, looking at my book for emphasis.

      “I’ll come in soon,” I tell her with a laugh. She bends down and gives me a quick kiss before heading into the water herself.

      It’s been two weeks since our mission, and now we’re on a short school break. When I was told about the week-long break, I figured I would lounge around and just read, but Sina had other plans. She called us into her tea room on the last day when class ended. We all groaned, thinking we were being sent on a mission on our first day off in months.

      Nope, no mission. A vacation! Sina said that she had arranged a suite for us at a prestigious hotel in a world that had amazing beaches. And boy, she wasn’t kidding. The water here was so blue, it was paradise. I’m sure Earth had this at one point, but with pollution and such, that was no longer the case.

      The place was amazing. White sandy beaches with an ocean, or was it a sea? Whichever, the water was a beautiful temperature that wasn’t too hot or too cold. The sun was shining high in the sky, and even a pleasant breeze was blowing, making my longer hair flutter in the wind. Wait, can guys have hair that flutters?

      With a grin, I go back to reading my book. This one was interesting in that it was finally about some of the races in this universe. I had gone to the school’s library and found it, so I signed it out. I guess I was the only one who had no clue about other races, because the book looked brand new; the spine had never been broken. Though the book did start its intro by saying that this was only the first volume of 12. Fucking Hell, this book has information about more than 400 races. Just how many worlds were there in this universe?

      I found information about Earth. But it was considered a forbidden world; there was to be no contact except upon approval by either the Principal or something called the Universal Council. Jesus, was she that powerful? And why was Earth a forbidden world? I mean, we have been looking for ETs for so long, we would love to meet others from another planet. I need to ask Sina about that.

      I also read up on Mitbar’s race, the Mebbarians. It seems that while he looked Human, except for the white fur, and the three-nostrilled nose, they also had exceptional strength because their original world has a strong gravity force. Shit. He could have easily lifted me up if he had wanted to?

      I also read about Foxes, Slimes, and Succubi. It seems that Hell was an actual world where Demons lived. There were two races of Demons: Imps and Succubi, as well as their male equivalent, Incubi. Though, Hell doesn’t have a Caste system, Imps didn’t look like I expected though.

      Their physical form looked exactly like Louetta, but Imps don’t have the special ability that Succubi and Incubi possess… the ability to ensorcelled someone. Though that ability only worked on those who were Imps. But the most interesting fact was that they didn’t abuse that power. They used it for good in their world, like for policing. Also, a powerful Incubi or Succubi can ensorcelled someone lower than them. The royal family, which Louetta was from, was the most powerful in that ability. It was weird, but it made their world safe.

      Humans on Earth imagine that Hell looks a very specific way. But in fact, it looks nothing like we imagine it to be. Here, I had seen pictures of what Hell really looks like. It looks like this beach. Paradise. They have temperate climates, with a south and north pole. It looks exactly like Earth. But it’s pristine, clean, and not polluted. From what I can see and in talking to Louetta, Hell is a Magical world with technology. I mean, my God, Earth should be so lucky! Earth's inhabitants would be able to do so many wonderful things in their world if it was actually more like Hell.

      However, Earth doesn’t have any Magic. But there are Magical creatures on Earth, rare though they are. I had asked Sina at one point if Elves were real, and she had said yes, but none lived on Earth any longer. They all moved away to other worlds ages ago. Guess the stories of the Elves leaving Earth and taking a boat across the ocean were real. It was called the Oceans of stars. Damn, now I want to meet an Elf. Hell, I want to meet all these races!

      When I had asked the girls why the school was called Monster Acadamia, and not Race Acadamia, Penelope was the one who answered, as she got the answer from her Nan. She told me that when Merlin created the school, he didn’t like the word race but wanted something funny as a joke. So Merlin went with Monster. It was because he was from Earth, where races like Foxes, Slimes, Succubi, or others were referred to as monsters. However, across the universe, those who could do Magic were considered special. And to him, he loves ‘monsters.’ In the literal sense. Hence he went with Monster. I actually thought it was cool.

      “Ian, watch out!” I hear a scream.

      Without thinking — thanks to our training with Mrs. Lee — I duck and roll to the side. Just in time, too. Some kind of vehicle passes right over the towel I had been sitting on. It was shredded to pieces. The vehicle in question looks like a cross between a motorcycle and a hoverbike. The thing stops, and this big guy gets off of it. I would easily peg him at 6 feet 5, but he was muscular. He had dark blue skin with scales.

      Shit, a Mortlanian? I had just read about those a couple of days ago. From the world called Mortlan: a medium gravity world, about two times the gravity that Earth has. But they were also known as warlike. No Magic. Just technology. And they were heavily modified. Think of cyborgs. That made them even stronger. What the fuck did he want with me?

      “Fucker, you can move fast,” he growls in a thickly accented voice that sounds Eastern European or something. I still have no clue why English is supposedly the universal language, though. He cracks his knuckles with a loud crunch that I can hear from here.

      “What do you want?” I ask him with a glare. Seriously dude, what the fuck is wrong with you?

      “Oh, nothing much,” he replies with a grin on his blue face. His teeth aren’t white, but more of a brown, looking like they are rotten, but looking closer, I see they aren’t. It’s just their color. “I am just going to kill you. Nothing personal. It’s just a contract. Then, I am going to take those girls of yours, and then when I am done with them, I will kill them as well.”

      What does he mean, a contract on me? Suddenly I have Louetta, Penelope, and Lisa behind me.

      “What the fuck do you want, Mortlanian?” Penelope asks him with anger in her voice.

      “Oh, the little kitty has claws,” he says with a grin.

      “That’s Fox. Again, what do you want?” Penelope growls.

      “Oh fine, if this will make him die faster,” he says, pointing to me. “I have a contract to kill him. I was told I could then take you three as part of my reward. Though you seem too feisty, so I will simply kill you as well and take the other two. They know when to shut their traps.”

      Suddenly, Penelope has a wand in her hand, and a fireball shoots across the space. Except all four of us get a surprise. Instead of hitting him in the chest, or face, or some other crucial body part and killing him, the Mortlanian lifts his hand, and the fireball swerves towards his hand and immediately gets absorbed.

      He grins at our surprise and says maliciously. “Oh, now you will die for sure.”

      “Shit,” Louetta cusses, “he has a spell nullifier.”

      “What’s that?” I ask her, without turning to look. I need to keep my eyes on him.

      “It’s an awfully expensive device that absorbs a spell. I mean, it has its limits, but I’m sure it’s grounded properly. Likely into the ground beneath his feet,” Louetta supplies.

      “Like how much is its limit?” I ask quickly.

      “Usually, all the power I can dish out,” Louetta mutters, and I can hear some frustration in her voice.

      “Well, girls, time to give me what I want,” I say with a grin, still looking at the Mortlanian. He sees me grin and suddenly gets nervous. He points a fist at me.

      “Now,” I tell them quickly, as I expect his fist is a weapon of some sort.

      “Done,” the girls all say at the same time. Then, without really having a good plan in place, I cast the first thing that comes to mind: Blink. And everything stops, the waves, the wind, the sounds of the birds surrounding us. Even the sand that got blown upwards when the Mortlanian moved. Shit, this actually does work!? I didn’t really have time or the need to test the spell. Right, only ten seconds.

      I rush forwards, so I am behind the Mortlanian. I bring out Staff from my Focus and point it at the Mortlanian’s back. When I feel I am ready, which is just about the time Blink is about to dispel, I cast a Fireball spell just as Blink disappears.

      The spell hits the Mortlanian right in the back and throws him across the beach a good 50 feet, with him tumbling over and over until finally, he stops. The smoke seems to be coming off of him. The girls were smart. They figured what I was going to do, and had thrown themselves out of the way as soon as I said “Now.” For me, it was about ten seconds, but for them, it was, well, in the blink of an eye.

      We all look down the beach at the Mortlanian’s smoking body. I walk towards the girls and say, “Shall we see if he’s still alive?”

      They all nod, and so we head slowly towards the downed Mortlanian. As we get closer, though, he gradually comes to his feet.

      “Fuck, really?” I say out loud.

      But as I get a good look at him, I can see that his right hand, the one with the spell nullifier, is gone. It’s simply burned to a crisp. He looks at it in chagrin but then lifts his other hand, the one with the weapon. Without warning, a fireball spell hits it, and that hand gets blown off. He looks at his mangled arm stupidly for a second, before deciding it would be a good idea to take off. But he doesn’t get the opportunity; Louetta is next. She casts a spell that roots him in place. He only managed to turn halfway.

      He twists his torso so he can glare at us, but doesn’t try anything else. Then again, unless he has a weapon in his dick, not much he can do. But you never know. He might have weapons in his eyes or something.

      “Can he shoot with his eyes?” I ask worriedly.

      “No. Most Mortlanian have only weaponized hands. They are the universal bounty hunters. And not even that good at it. But they come cheap,” Louetta says with a sneer.

      “Now, you mentioned you had a contract for him,” Penelope says, pointing to me. “Who put it out?”

      “As if I would tell you that,” the Mortlanian scoffs.

      “I got this,” Louetta states firmly, walking up to him, but she stays at least three feet beyond his reach just in case he tries something.

      “What are you going to do? I’m not one of your Imps,” he tells her with a chuckle.

      Louetta glances around the beach. Not sure what she’s looking for. I look around as well, and see that there is no one else here, except for us.

      “Oh, I love how the stories work to our advantage,” Louetta says with an enormous grin. Then without warning, her tail grows longer and it lashes out and sticks into his chest before Louetta withdraws it, and it returns to its original length.

      The Mortlanian puts a hand to his chest, confused. Well, a burned-out hand. He looks at her with suspicious eyes. “What did you just do?”

      “Oh, nothing much. I just made it so you cannot lie to me,” Louetta says, that enormous grin still plastered on her face.

      “Now, I ask you, who sent you to kill Ian here?” Louetta says.

      “A member of the Universal Council,” the Mortlanian says. Then he gets an astonished look on his face, as if he can’t believe he revealed that information to us.

      “Who is that member?” Louetta asks him this time.

      “I am not sure, I was paid by a secure channel, but it was an official Member channel.” Once more, he gets that look on his face; his eyes are like saucers.

      I take in the scene, not really understanding. I look at Penelope, and she seems intrigued. While a sentiment of comprehension is on Lisa’s face. Jesus, I wish I understood because I have no clue what is going on.

      “Last question. Do you know the reason for the contract?” Louetta completes the interrogation.

      “No clue. The contract was only to kill him and report back after I did it on the same secure channel,” he says. By this point, his eyes are so huge I am surprised they haven’t popped out. “How are you able to make me answer you! You Demons are only able to make other Demons answer your questions!” he cries out, with some fear now.

      “Oh, that’s easy,” she tells him. “We lied about that.”

      “Well, I’m going to make sure that secret gets out,” he growls. Somehow that knowledge gives him strength to overcome a bit of his fear.

      “Oh no, you won’t,” Louetta says with a grin, but this time, her grin is scary as shit. Faster than I can perceive it, her wand comes up, and the Mortlanian’s head gets blown off his shoulders, and his body slumps over as death takes him.

      I look at Louetta in surprise. “Sorry. That’s a secret that I cannot let out. I don’t mind you all knowing, but if he,” she points at the dead Mortlanian’s body, “let it out. My world would be in trouble.”

      “And that secret is that you can make others do your bidding?” I ask her.

      “Sort of. My tail has a chemical that can make anyone, no matter what race, speak the truth to me,” Louetta says with a shrug as if it’s nothing much. “But if it got out that we are a race that has a truth serum in our tails, what do you think would happen?”

      “You would be hunted to extinction for it,” Lisa blurts out.

      “But you are okay with us knowing?” Penelope asks. She approaches the Succubus and lays her hands on her shoulders, staring softly into her face.

      Louetta puts her hands on Penelope’s waist. “I trust you all with my life. You are like me, Bonded to Ian. I doubt you would turn me in or divulge my secret?” she says. It comes out as a question.

      “No we would not!” Lisa says, rushing up and getting in on the hug. I follow right behind her and wrap all three in my arms.

      “No, we would not. We are a family of four,” I interject into our little circle.

      “I like that,” Louetta says with a smile at me, but there are tears in her eyes. This must have been hard for her to do. Letting out such a big secret, and she did it for me. Because someone tried to kill me.

      “We need to go see my Nan and tell her what happened. Don’t worry. We won’t say we used your tail on him,” she says, pointing to the dead Mortlanian. “We will say he decided to brag about it. Someone on the Universal Council wants you dead, Ian. We need to figure out who. And why,” she says, looking at me.

      Sighing, I glance once more around the beach, the sand, the fucking beautiful ocean. “Vacation’s over?”

      Penelope nods sadly and says, “Vacation’s over.”
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      “Fucking Hell!” shouts Sina in anger, slamming her teacup so hard on the table that the cup breaks, and so does the table. “Fucking Hell!” she screams again. She got so upset that her full Fox form came out with all nine tails. Even her teeth grew longer.

      I stop with my cup halfway to my lips. Penelope was the one to tell her the story of what happened on the beach. Louetta and Lisa look worried, but Penelope simply keeps sipping her tea. Ah, so she has seen this before. Fuck, is that what Penelope will be like when she gets angry as well? Note to self: be an excellent partner.

      “Are you sure he said Universal Council Member? Not like a University Member or something?” she says, looking at all of us keenly. Her gaze is so intense that I feel a chill go down my back.

      “He specifically said that it was a Universal Council Member, and that he got his information from an official Member secure channel. That was all.”

      “Fuck!” she says with anger again. “So, they want to go after you, do they?” she says, looking at me. Thank God that anger isn’t directed at me, because whoa, the heat from it would melt steel.

      “Why would they go after Ian, though?” Louetta asks with a frown. “I mean, I know he is from Earth, but so what? I mean no disrespect, Ian, but Earth is a backwater of a planet that isn’t even included as a Universal Council Member. It’s even a Forbidden planet, unless given special permission to go there. I mean, no one wants anything from there.”

      “Agree,” Sina says with a sigh, cleaning up the broken cup. She waves her hand, and the table Magically fixes itself. The cup, I guess, is in too many pieces to save. “That isn’t why they are after him. I think someone found out that Ian is a direct descendant of Merlin.”

      “And?” Penelope asks, now the one with a frown.

      “Merlin was the bane of many worlds’ existence. Before he was around, they did whatever they wanted. This universe was basically a free-for-all until he came along and introduced the Magical Police Force. He made it so that worlds cannot simply conquer other worlds. Some did not take too well to that idea, and tried to show Merlin the error of his ways. Well, let’s just say it was not pretty. And apparently, some worlds’ inhabitants have long memories,” Sina explains.

      “Since everyone seems to think I am a descendant of Merlin, I will what? Come down hard on them?” I ask.

      “Pretty well,” Sina says with a laugh. “I would say someone got wind of you and outed you to a Council Member. While we have students from all over the universe here, we cannot weed out those who would do many things for money. That is until the last test to become an MPF.”

      “What do you mean?” I ask her about that comment.

      “To become an MPF, you need to do it on the Stone of Truth at the Nexus. The Stone is an item created by Merlin that can gauge trustworthiness. Merlin did not want anyone to get into the MPF and bring it down from the inside. So he created this Stone of Truth that not only catches someone who will be at odds with Monster Acadamia and the MPF, but also makes it impossible for someone who is already an MPF to turn against the force.”

      “Merlin created a sort of lie detector, but it’s something that will force someone to have morals?” I ask her.

      Nodding, Sina doesn’t show any guilt or feelings of wrongdoing about such an item. “And that’s wrong isn’t it?” I tell her, my own morals coming into play here.

      “Is it, if you are doing it of your own free will when you take that oath?” Sina says, gratefully accepting the replacement cup of tea that Louetta offers her.

      “Wait, people swear on this thing on purpose?” I question Sina, utterly appalled.

      “Hundreds every year,” Louetta interjects. “Ian, you have to remember, without the MPF, worlds would get taken over by more powerful worlds. Many people have also looked at MPF as their saviors, so they join, knowing full well that they will be touching the Stone of Truth. If you knew back on Earth, you could join a military or police force and know you can trust your partner, or your members, to not become corrupt, steal or even kill, would you?” she asks me.

      I have to pause on that one. How many times have I heard of a police force that has corrupt cops, or a military force in some country stage a coup, taking it over to make that country ‘safe’? But here, Merlin offered a police force that would help the little guy, and you don’t need to worry about getting backstabbed. But wait, so if all this is to make the MPF the powerhouse it is, to scare other worlds to do what they are supposed to, who runs the MPF?

      “Fucking Hell, please tell me that this Universal Council isn’t the ones controlling the MPF?” I scowl somewhat at Sina.

      “No,” she says with a hearty laugh. “In that regard, the UC would rather be running it, but because their members do not wish to swear on the Stone of Truth, the MPF won’t let them. And as Merlin made me the designated boss of that place, that is not going to happen anytime soon.”

      “You’re the boss?” I tell her with a chuckle. Why am I not surprised? “You’re just known as ‘The Boss’?”

      “No,” Penelope says with a laugh before Sina can answer. “Nan might be known around the universe as the Principal, and her name is feared. But to the MPF, Nan is known as The General.”

      Sina looks like she just sucked on a sour lemon at that comment. “The General?” I say with a grin.

      “Yes. No matter how many times I tell them to stop, they keep doing it,” Sina grumbles. “But back to the issue at hand. The reason you came to see me. Ian’s life is in danger. What do we do?”

      “We can keep him here till he graduates,” Penelope starts, but Sina shakes her head.

      “We can’t do that. We need Ian doing missions now. He is our most powerful student, and there is too much that needs to be done. I mean, I wish I had 20 of you right now, Ian, but I don’t, so I need you to keep running missions for me,” Sina says, looking at me fixedly.

      “You know I will,” I tell her with a smile. Lisa, Penelope, and Louetta are about to complain, but I hold my hand up to forestall them. “Who knows about these missions when I go on them?” I ask her.

      Sina looks at me, wondering where I was going with this. Finally, she nods.

      “You think that someone in the MPF is the tipster?” Sina says with a frown. “You know they cannot lie or do anything that will not destroy the MPF or even damage its reputation, Ian.”

      “And am I MPF?” I ask Sina, not averting my gaze from her.

      Sina looks at me for a good 30 seconds, and I can pretty much see the wheels in her mind, turning that one over.

      “Fucking Hell!” she says, slamming her cup on the table again. And once more, the cup gets smashed, and the table, which had been repaired with Magic, splinters yet again. And it’s a pretty solid table.

      “What?” Penelope asks, confusion on her face.

      Sighing in anger, Sina says, “Ian isn’t MPF. I never even thought of that. I am over 2,000 years old, and somehow that little tidbit of information just didn’t connect. Ian isn’t MPF, so he is not under the oath of the Stone of Truth.”

      “Oh shit,” Louetta says, it dawns on her as well what that means.

      “Because we are doing missions for MPF but are not MPF members, we do not fall under that protection of the oath. That means whoever is giving out that information, they don’t look at it as going against the MPF,” Penelope says softly, working it out herself.

      “Pretty well,” Sina says with an angry glower, opening and closing her fist like she wants to punch something.

      “Can’t we just swear on the Stone of Truth?” Lisa says quietly, her voice soft in the tense room.

      “What?” I ask her, looking her way.

      She blushes because all eyes are on her. “Well, what if we all just swear on the Stone of Truth? Would that make us members of MPF?”

      Sighing, Penelope says, “No, we need to graduate to become MPF members,”

      “Maybe not,” Sina says slowly. Getting up, she goes to stand at the window of her tea room and she looks outside. She is still in her Fox form, and her tails are all swishing back and forth, causing a small breeze in the room.

      “What do you mean, Nan? The rules state that you need to be a graduate of Monster Acadamia or any other Academy, be it Magical or technical in nature. You need to finish a four-year program.”

      “You are correct. Those are the rules. Even I cannot change them, as they were created by Merlin himself with the Stone of Truth as the foundation. ‘A potential member of the Magical Police Force must finish a four-year program at any well-established Academy, be it Magical or technical, and must graduate with an above-average grade level to be accepted.’ And in that, there is nothing we can change. While Ian will graduate with above-average grades, as will all of you, even you Lisa, as I see how fast you are progressing,” she says, turning to Lisa with a motherly smile, “Ian has not finished the fifth-year program, so he has no grades.”

      “Oh,” Penelope says with a defeated sigh.

      “But,” Sina says, almost hesitantly. “There is one way to make sure that no one in the MPF does not go against him, or you three either.” Sina turns back to the window as if thinking of a hard choice.

      “Nan?” Penelope asks her worriedly.

      Finally, Sina sighs and returns to her place, she sits back down in her chair. She changes back into her normal form without the tails. “There is one way, but it would mean that while we need not worry about a tipster giving out information about Ian to those outside the MPF, it could bring about something far worse.”

      “What’s that?” I ask Sina quietly.

      She turns to me, looking at me with great intensity, and she doesn’t answer me right away. She finally rises, comes over to the sofa where I’m sitting, and kneels down next to me. She grabs my hand, squeezing it. Hard.

      “It would mean you would need to go to the Stone of Truth and swear on it...” she says.

      “But you just said—” I begin, but she interrupts me.

      “... as the heir of Merlin,” she finishes.

      “Oh fuck me,” Louetta says breathlessly. I look at Penelope and Lisa, and they are looking at Sina in shock.

      “Is that something special?” I ask, unsure of its meaning.

      Suddenly, Penelope snorts. “You could say that.”
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      “So why won’t you tell me what this claiming myself as the heir of Merlin does at this Stone of Truth, Sina?” I ask her, following her, with the girls behind, following me.

      The five of us are walking along a damn crowded roadway. We’ve passed hundreds of individuals of all sorts, and races of every kind. I stopped counting at 65. We are near the Nexus. It still amazes me that this is not a world, but a Realm created by Merlin. Walking around, I see races I only read about in my books, others I have no clue about. But fuck me, I wanted to take my book out and read everything about each one of them. Especially that tall willowy woman, who seemed to be about seven feet tall but had, if I am not mistaken, fucking Elf ears! She was so damn beautiful, in an alien kind of way. She was so slim; it was ethereal.

      “Because if I told you, you would back out,” Sina says, not elaborating.

      “But can’t you tell me anything about what I am about to walk into?” I ask her, frustration starting to show in my voice.

      Sina must have heard it as well, because she stops and turns to look up at me. “Ian, do you trust me?”

      “I mean, I know I haven’t known you for long, but yes, I do. Implicitly,” I tell Sina without hesitation.

      “Then in this, please trust me, that I am doing this not to hurt you. If it works, it will increase your power immensely.”

      I look at her back oddly. What does she mean my power will increase? Does the Stone of Truth increase the power available to me? I mean, I already have the power from the girls when I need it. Does that mean I will have even more?

      Shaking my head in amazement at the thought of becoming even more powerful, I am suddenly pleasantly surprised. Along this way on this road, with its busy, bustling activity, there are vendors and shops all over the place. But we step past the buildings and I find myself in a square of some kind. But the space is huge! The odd thing, though, it’s not crowded like the streets were, just around the corner. Looking around, I see other roads that lead away from this main square. The area has to be a good 1,000-square feet, at least. But there’s not a shop in sight.

      All I see is grass, with people sitting on it, enjoying the sun and picnicking. And in the middle is a large stone. As we get closer, the people passing turn to look at us, but more specifically, they stare at the Principal in awe. I guess if I saw someone who is a legend like Sina, just walking around, I would be staring at her too. I knew she was powerful from the stuff I’ve been hearing and how people act around her, but this awestruck look she was getting was nerve-wracking.

      To me, she is just Sina. I guess it’s all about perspective. Even some of the other students look at her in fear and awe. I mean, she has lived for thousands of years, and controls a large Realm with one of the most prestigious Magical schools. She has been integral in the creation, along with Merlin, of the MPF, or at least, it sounds like that. Worlds, I am sure, tremble at her very words.

      But I don’t see her that way, and neither does Penelope, what with her calling Sina ‘Nan’ all the time. Louetta herself even is getting easier in her manner towards Sina, given the number of times I seem to get called to her tea room. Honestly, I love that because it’s never the same cake or cookie each time.

      “Oh, you might want to get ready, Ian,” Sina says quietly.

      Huh? I emerge from my internal train of thought. I look up ahead, and see four people blocking our way, with their arms crossed: three men and one woman. The woman is a race I never saw before or read about. She is tall with red skin that looks almost scaly. She has no hair The only reason I know she is female is her large breasts. Unless men from her world have breasts? The three men are a mix of races.

      The hairy one is a Thobian. A warlike race that looks like a race of tigers on two legs. They only started using Magic a little over 4,000 years ago. They may be new to the game, but they’re quickly increasing in power in the universe. Another is a Probian with purple skin, short, no hair on this one either. He has large tusks sticking out of his mouth. The last male is tall, at well over 8 feet. No clue what race he is either. He looks like a slab of stone just standing there, with dark gray skin, thick arms, and legs. His head looks like it’s right atop his shoulders, with no neck. And he only has one eye.

      “What is the meaning of this?” Sina says as she gets closer.

      “We are here to protect the Stone of Truth,” says the big guy in a grave voice, that mostly rumbles like rocks grating together.

      “You will kindly move aside so we might move forward,” Sina says softly. No emotion in her voice. Neither anger nor annoyance.

      “I am sorry, Principal. Meaning no disrespect, but this is internal MPF security. You are a member, but not a full member who has taken the oath. This has already been decided.”

      “Your intention is this man from touching the Stone of Truth?” she asks the four of them.

      The woman steps forward, nods to Sina respectfully, and declares, “Only those who have graduated can touch the stone to take the oath. He has not graduated, and so he is denied it.”

      Sina turns back and looks me up and down, and turns back to the woman who had spoken. “Selina, how did you find out I was coming?” Sina asks her in a calm voice.

      At that, the woman looks at Sina awkwardly. “I cannot tell you that.”

      “Ah, as I suspected. As this young man is not part of the MPF, information about him is being provided to someone outside of the school,” Sina nods as if confirming something.

      “It doesn’t matter,” the Thobian says with a growl in his voice. I wonder, is that natural, or is he actually growling at Sina on purpose? “He cannot get past us, so he cannot access it. You might as well head back to class. When he graduates years from now, he can come back and take the oath. Until then, he is denied it.”

      Sina nods at the man’s words. “So, if one of these girls wished to, she would be able to?”

      At that, all four look at each other with embarrassment after looking at me. What the fuck? They would let the girls do it, but not me? What’s so special about me? Looking past their shoulders, the rock is about a good 20 feet behind them.

      “The rules are the rules. But as the girls are close to graduating, we can make an exception for them,” Selina says, reluctantly.

      “Yet this young man is more advanced than these two in his studies,” Sina says, waving a hand, gesturing.

      “It doesn’t matter. He is denied access to the Stone of Truth,” Selina says. I can tell she is blushing with embarrassment.

      What the fuck is going on? Why can the girls touch it, but not me? I mean, here are three men who can use Magic, and men who can use Magic are rare. Yet instead of being on my side, they want to stop me from becoming one of them? Something else is up.

      “Will you physically stop me?” I ask in the tense standoff.

      The bigger of them. The rocklike male turns his head slowly, and I am sure I can hear the grinding of boulders, and looks down at me. “If we must.”

      “But you would need to catch me, right?” I say with a grin now, for some reason enjoying myself with this tense situation. Fuck, am I an adrenaline junkie?

      Abruptly in their hands are wands, and they are pointed directly at me. Except for the big guy who has a staff that is bigger than he is, and it’s pointed at me as well.

      Fuck this. I don’t wait. I cast Blink and everything comes to a stop. The sounds of people in the background, the sounds of the birds chirping. Everything. Not waiting or wanting to waste time, since I am sure it will take me the full ten seconds to reach my target, I run towards the Stone of Truth as hard and fast as I can.

      On my way, I look over to see that the three wands and the staff each have a Magical spell that’s beginning to emit from them. Two are fireballs, one looks like an iceball, and the big guy’s staff seems to be shooting a rock, or that is what seems to be slowly coming out of it. Guess they weren’t going to give me a chance. Those spells were cast before any one of the four bothered to answer my question. They meant to kill me.

      As I rush past them, I am still counting in my head down from ten to one. The good thing about training with Mrs. Lee in combat is that my stamina has increased, and all the running she has us do as also made me a faster runner. I’m five feet from the Stone of Truth when the spell Blink runs out. Behind me, I hear explosions and screams. Shit, I hope no one got hurt.

      Once I reach the Stone of Truth, I turn around and look back the way I came. The group of four are trying to find me, their wands, and staff waving back and forth. Penelope and Louetta have their wands out, and a Magical shield has popped up in front of them, stopping the spells thrown, I am sure. Sina is simply standing there with a grin on her face.

      “Where did he go?!” screams Selina in desperation.

      “It seems you are too late. Because as soon as Ian places his hand on the Stone of Truth, it is over,” Sina says with a triumphant laugh.

      Suddenly all four turn around to see me standing next to the Stone of Truth. I just grin at them and slap my hand against it. Not sure what I expected, but what I definitely didn’t expect was to suddenly have pain shoot up my hand, through my arm, and into my shoulder, travelling upwards, and somehow causing my head to feel like it’s exploding.

      “Welcome, heir of Merlin. Blood sample required for verification.” I hear a male voice say in my head.

      I feel a jab in the hand that is touching the Stone of Truth. I’m surprised I can sense that with the pain I’m already feeling.

      “Sample of blood confirmed. Heir of Merlin, state your name.”

      “What?” I say through gritted teeth.

      Hearing an explosion, even through this pain, I look up, and I see that the four who had tried to block me are now pointing their wands and staff at me, and are shooting Magical missile after Magical missile. But the missiles are hitting some kind of barrier and not coming through. Shit, is it protecting me? There is panic on their faces. What the Hell? What are they afraid of?

      “State your name,” I hear again in my head.

      “What? Uhhh,” I say, swallowing through the pain, which consumes my entire body. “Ian Arthur.”

      “Thank you, Ian Arthur. You are now confirmed as the heir of Merlin the Wizard. You now have full control of those who have given their oath to me,” I hear.

      Slowly, the pain leaves me, but I can’t pull my hand back. I try to pull harder, but no dice.

      “Please give me a moment,” says the voice in my head. “I am ascertaining your genetic makeup and verifying if you are the same as Merlin in regards to your ancestry.”

      I look up, and I see that the shield is down, but that the four are not doing anything. Instead, there is resignation written on all four faces.

      “Verification is done. It is confirmed. You are not Human, but Thorgian, the same race as Merlin.”

      “I could have told you I was—” I start, but the voice interrupts me.

      “Please do not say that name out loud, Ian. That is a race that has been gone for a long time, and there may still be those who remember it. One moment, I will open a connection so you can speak to me without speaking aloud.”

      With no warning, I feel a zapping in my hand. Or, at least, that’s what it felt like, as electricity goes through my whole body. It makes me arch my back, and stand on tiptoes, all with my hand still attached somehow to the Stone of Truth.

      “Done,” the voice says, after the electric shock treatment stops and the pain begins to subside. “You may think your thoughts to me.”

      “What the fuck was that?!” I ask it, using my thoughts, just as instructed.

      “That was me opening a Magical conduit to your mind for us to communicate.”

      “Shit, that hurt! And why can’t I mention the Thorgian out loud?”

      “Because they were a race that was hunted almost to extinction.”

      “What? Why?” I ask, in horror at a race being hunted to extinction. What the Hell did they do?

      “Thorgians were the ones who founded Magic and were the strongest practitioners of it. They were hunted down because many wanted their secrets. When the Thorgians did not wish to give up their secrets, they were hunted and killed because of it. The Magic of today is a but a mere shadow of what could be done with it. Think of it as finding tidbits scribbled on a piece of paper, compared to the Thorgians who have the whole book. That is why they were eradicated. For their knowledge. Merlin the Wizard was the last of that race. You are currently the only one who has touched this stone in thousands of years who has the genetic makeup of a Thorgian.”

      “How many have touched this stone?” I ask, skeptical.

      “Millions of applicants, from over 2,000 races who can use Magic,” it says.

      “Wow. Hmm. What did you mean when you said that I have full control of those who swore an oath to you?”

      “Anyone who has sworn an oath to this Stone of Truth will listen to you. They will also Magically know who you are and will not harm you, lie to you or attempt in any way to hurt you, mentally, physically, financially, you name it.”

      “Oh fuck. That’s just... Wow,” I say, stunned. “So how many is that? People, I mean?”

      “As I can ascertain through Magic when someone dies, and I lose connection with them. Currently, it stands at over 3.4 million oath-bound.”

      And at that, for some strange reason, I lose strength in my legs, and I fall on my ass with my hand still attached to the Stone of Truth.

      “Did you just say, 3.4 million people?” I say in a startled voice, but I notice that I said it out loud, not in my head.

      “Correct.”
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      Without warning, my hand finally detaches itself from the Stone of Truth, making me fall sideways. I am so stunned by the news that I’m still in shock and sort of let myself fall sideways onto the grass not bothering to get back up.

      “Ian!” I hear the girls scream my name.

      Next thing I know, Penelope and Louetta are helping up. Lisa is behind me, propping me up, but has her arms around me.

      “I am so sorry, Ian!” Lisa cries against my shoulder. “I didn’t know enough Magic to stop them.”

      “I’m sorry as well,” Penelope says, and there are tears in her eyes. “I wasn’t fast enough either.”

      “I am going to kill them,” Louetta says in a soft, but menacing voice that sends shivers down my spine.

      “Louetta?” I say, getting her attention, “leave them. They can’t harm me anymore. And Lisa, we’ll fix that lack of Magical abilities when we get you trained up to where we are. Penelope? You couldn’t have done anything. They intended to kill me rather than let me touch that stone, but I know why now,” I say. I look past the girls at Sina, who is gazing at me with an enormous grin.

      “You knew?” I ask her accusingly.

      Sina shakes her head, “No, I didn’t know. But I knew Merlin enough to assume he would have done something like this. You are in control of the Stone of Truth now, aren’t you?”

      “I am. However, I don’t know what it means. It—” I begin, but the Stone interrupts my conversation.

      “William,” it says.

      “What?” I blurt out loud.

      “My name is William,” the Stone of Truth repeats.

      “Uhhh, all right. William, who is the Stone of Truth, said that all those who are oath-bound to it would not harm me in any form.”

      “That is what I suspected,” Sina says with a nod.

      “But why would Merlin do that?” I ask Sina. I look over at Selina’s group. They are about ten feet away and are looking at me with dread.

      “I am not sure, to be honest. I say I knew the man, but there is much that even I did not know of him. He was a very mysterious man.”

      I nod at her and look back over to the group of four. “Selina, and you three, come over here, please,” I tell them.

      The four of them walk to me, almost as if they’re walking to their own execution. When they’re all standing in front of me, I rise up, with the girls’ help. Lisa doesn’t even remove her arms from around my neck, so I sort of lift her up with me. She wraps her legs around my waist. Penelope and Louetta both have one of my arms and are holding onto me for dear life. However, they both have their wands in their hands.

      “No hard feelings,” I tell them, extending a hand. They look at me oddly. 

      Selina is the first to take it and almost hesitantly shake it. “You do not wish to kill us for trying to kill you?” she asks.

      “Nope. I do have a question. But give me a moment.”

      Through the link I ask, “William, do those who are oath-bound know about the whole heir of Merlin thing?”

      “Yes, when they take the oath, they are told that they are not only swearing an oath for the MPF but also for the heirs of Merlin.”

      “That’s what I thought, thank you,” I tell him.

      “So, Sina, it seems this might have been a power grab. Or more like someone trying to block me from having power. Selina, who sent you to stop me?”

      Selina has a smile on her face, “Oh, I don’t need the oath to tell you that. We were sent by our superior.”

      “It was Mortilini, wasn’t it?” Sina suddenly says with irritation.

      Selina turns to her and nods. “Correct.”

      “Who is this Mortilini?” I ask.

      “Mortilini is currently the one in charge of the Magical Police Force,” Sina answers with a scowl. “We do not get along because he feels that I should retire. He has tried to take over Monster Acadamia on the grounds that it’s an elite Magical school, and over 99 percent of the students who graduate end up going into the MPF. Of course, as if I am about to give up what Merlin created,” she says with a snort.

      “And this MPF is a military organization?” I ask her.

      “More like a paramilitary police force. It’s a sizable force,” she corrects me.

      “Yes, I know,” I tell her, my turn to snort. “3.4 million members sizable? Is there any larger force out there?”

      “Not really,” Sina says with a shrug.

      “So,” I turn back to Selina. “When I touched the stone, did you know that the heir of Merlin touched it?”

      All four of them nod quickly, “Yes,” the big rock guy answers in a deep voice. “Felt it in here,” and he touches his chest and then his head.

      “So that means all 3.4 million oath-bound are aware of me now?” I ask him.

      He doesn’t answer me but slowly nods his head. “And will they come after me?”

      He shakes his head. “You are now oath-bound like us. You are safe.”

      “Yes. And I am sure right now Mortilini is shitting his pants,” Selina grins.

      “You don’t like him, or her?” I ask Selina.

      “As I am oath-bound to speak, but I don’t mind telling you. I was sent because I am one of the best Magician in the MPF, even though I hate Mortilini and he hates me. He wanted the job done correctly. So I don’t mind saying that yes, Mortilini was the one who sent us.”

      “And he knew that I might have been the potential heir of Merlin?” I ask her.

      Nodding, Selina says, “We got intel from someone in the school that you were a descendant of Merlin. Mortilini knew precisely what that meant, and the possibility that you would try to touch the Stone of Truth.”

      I turn to Sina. “Is there a law against this?” I ask her.

      “Yes, attempted murder of a citizen of the universe,”

      “Will that work, Nan, since he is from a Forbidden planet?” Penelope asks Sina, uncertain.

      “Yes, even more so because they are a protected race. So that compounds his crime.”

      “Nice,” I smile at Sina. I turn back to Selina. “So, how qualified are you, Selina?”

      “What do you mean?” she asks me, confusion on her face.

      “Well, you said that Mortilini runs the MPF. Can you do his job?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      Selina suddenly gets a big shit-eating grin on her face. “Well, it just so happens that I am second in command, even though he hates it. So yes. I am qualified.”

      “And when someone in the MPF breaks the law, where do they go?” I ask around, curious really if there was such a thing as Magician prison or such.

      “They get sent to the prison world of Lotus,” she says, her grin ever broader across her face, the whites of her teeth showing against her red skin.

      “Can I have him arrested, Sina?” I ask her.

      “Of course, you are now the one controlling MPF. The fact that he tried to kill you before you became the boss doesn’t matter. He tried to kill you to stay in power.”

      “Yeah,” I tell her with a sour taste in my mouth. “I fucking hate people like that. Selina. I have no clue how even to say it, so it’s valid, but go arrest this Mortilini on charges of attempted murder of a citizen of the universe,”

      “And attempted murder of a race from a Forbidden planet,” Lisa blurts out.

      “And that too. And put him in jail. There is nothing more I hate than people who are corrupted like that and would kill to keep their power,” I affirm, with anger and conviction in my voice. It’s true. I hated people like that back home, and I am not about to put up with people who do shit like that here, especially against me. Not if I’m in control.

      “With pleasure. And yes, that is all I need from you. The oath will carry your command through me when I tell Mortilini.”

      “Good. And also, I want you to take over running the MPF for me until further notice.”

      “What?” she says in astonishment. “I thought you only wanted me to take over until you came to HQ in the next couple of days?”

      “Nope,” I tell her with a smile. “I’m still a student and need to keep studying. I figure I will be done, in… maybe what?” I say, looking at Sina for an idea of time.

      Sina has a thoughtful look on her face, but finally, she answers. “I would say at least a year?”

      “I have a year of learning left. And I also have to run missions. When I am done, I will head over to HQ and take over. But honestly, I don’t expect that to happen because I’m just learning about this universe and this Magic shit, so I might want to run around for a couple of years. You can assume control under my name,” I tell the stunned Selina. “Until further notice, like I said.” 

      Selina is looking at me in shock but then shakes herself as if coming out of deep sleep and nods to me. “It shall be done. Uhhh, Ian…?” She looks for my name.

      “Ian Arthur,” I confirm, nodding my head.

      “Very well, Ian Arthur, it shall be done,” she says in a serious tone. She waves her wand, and next to her and her group, a doorway appears, and she starts walking towards it. She waves to the group of three to follow her. They turn to me, and nod respectfully before following Selina.

      After they’re gone, and the doorway disappears, Sina turns to me and exhales a deep breath. “Damn, I wasn’t sure that was going to work 100 percent.”

      “Well, I am glad it did. So, now what? I mean, I still need to train, and now I am apparently in charge of the MPF, which I didn’t want,”

      “But you will need it later,” Sina says.

      “Why?” I ask her.

      “Because the second this universe finds out another wizard is born, all Hell will break loose, and you will need that protection. The MPF isn’t just a police force, Ian. When I said that it was a paramilitary organization, I meant it. The MPF has its own world. But in addition, it has its own space force, with well over 10,000 ships. No world, none, can boast that. The world with the second highest number of ships right now is the Demon world where Louetta is from, and they have just over 100,” Sina says.

      “Actually, as of last year, we hit 150,” Louetta interjects proudly.

      Nodding, Sina continues, “There, 150. And for a world, that is a lot of ships. I mean battleships, not traders. When they find out that Ian the Wizard is out there, they will come to try to destroy you.”

      “Why?” I ask her, perplexed.

      “Because wizards remind them of a race from long ago, and they fear the return of that race.”

      “And you?” I ask her.

      Sina smiles at me and looks directly into my eyes, and says, “I know better.”

      Damn, that is a lot to take in now. First, I find out I can cast Magic. Then I find out I am going to a Magic school. Then Merlin is real, and that I am related to him. Now I find out I am in charge of over 3.4 million oath-bound police officers, and have an organization under me with over 10,000 battleships. And now I find out that when it gets out that I am a wizard, folks will be coming after me? Great. Guess I better train more so when the shit does hit the fan, I know what the Hell I am doing.

      “Shall we go home?” Sina says with a smile. “I made a new batch of cookies for you all to try.”

      “Oh, count me in,” I tell her, drooling at the thought of a freshly baked batch of cookies, the worries of a second ago gone. I mean, not like I can do anything about it right now. I need to live in the moment. And right now, the thought of some tasty cookies is it.

      Sina laughs and turns around, heading back the way we had come.
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      “Ian, duck!” a voice screams.

      Not even thinking about it, I do exactly that. I duck as quickly as I can, and I feel the breeze of something skimming past my head. Shit, that was close! At the same time, I throw my weight and roll onto my side to get away in case something else is coming at me. And fuck I am glad I did, because just next to me, the spot I was just in, I feel a loud thump as if something smashed against a wall.

      I come up quickly, my staff appearing in my hands, and I raise it in front of me defensively.

      “My, you are fast today,” Mrs. Lee says with a grin.

      “But you remember this isn’t a single-combat fight, don’t you?” she says with a grin. Next, she turns to the spectators outside of the ring, “And hush, no interference.”

      Oh, fuck! Then I feel a pain in my lower back as I’m hit by another staff, which throws me forward towards Mrs. Lee’s swing. I hurl my body downwards, and slide next to and past Mrs. Lee, roll over four or five times, and come up again, with my two combatants facing me. Mrs. Lee and Sina.

      It’s been four weeks since I touched the Stone of Truth, and I was back at the school, training and studying. In combat training though, Sina felt I needed to be faster and stronger, so she had me doing extra classes. I was even learning from Sina herself, and let me tell you, she fights fucking dirty. She explained that in real life, that is precisely how your opponent will fight. When you fight to the death, there aren’t any rules.

      Rubbing the back of my neck, as I rest my weight on my staff, I scowl at the two of them. Never mind that fighting one of them was hard, but fighting both of them was extremely difficult. Sina only got a hit in because Mrs. Lee came at me fast and hard.

      I needed to figure a trick, without using Blink, to take them out. That was the rule. No Blink. Their rule? Nothing. They can do whatever they want. 

      Wait. Sina said no Blink. Nothing about not using other spells. That thought makes me grin.

      Sina and Mrs. Lee must have figured out that I thought of something, because they now have their own staffs raised in defensive stances. Grinning wildly, I rush forward, not giving them much time to think. As I close in on Sina, my staff is in my hand, but as I found out once before, I can bring two weapons to bear from my Focus. Doing exactly that, I bring out a wand and cast fireball, not at Mrs. Lee directly, but rather at the ground at her feet.

      As the fireball hits the dirt in the fighting circle, the explosion causes her to be thrown backwards. Shit, I hope I didn’t hurt her much. We had healers stationed around the ring in case of an accident. There were no rules, except mine, in this fight. With Mrs. Lee out, I focus on Sina, but I know I have very little time. Sina goes to swing her staff. With a thought, as her staff is about to hit my own, I change my staff into a wand, and the wand in my other hand turns into a staff.

      Sina had expected to hit my staff, but her swing doesn’t connect, and instead passes through the air, and she is thrown off balance. With her back exposed, I throw a hard kick to the middle of her back, making her squawk in surprise and go sprawling onto her stomach. When she is down, I cast a root spell, and vines to grow out of the ground, to wrap themselves around her faster than she can react. The vines press her arms close together, her staff hard against her side, and she is unable to use her staff, or even move.

      Without a pause, I turn around, just as Mrs. Lee shakes her head and turns towards me. I toss another spell at her with my staff: this one is a water globe. She throws up her hand to cast a shield, but I had expected that. With my wand, I retaliate, throwing yet another spell, underhand this time, so that it flies underneath her shield and splashes against her, making her break her concentration, and her shield disappears. Before she can react, I cast an ice spell, which hits her, and the water freezes, encasing her in bitterly cold restraints. Mrs. Lee falls over on her side with a grunt of pain.

      Breathing heavily at the exertion and excitement of the fight, I look down at both of them. Sina is still on the ground on her stomach, wrapped in vines from neck to ankles, and Mrs. Lee is trapped in an almost frozen sheet of ice.

      “Yes!” I hear Lisa scream.

      “Winner! Ian,” Penelope yells, but she has a big grin on her face.

      With my thoughts, I dispel both the root and the ice spells, permitting Sina and Mrs. Lee to be released from their binds. I help them both up. They are glaring at me. But then Sina’s face breaks into a smile. She laughs.

      “Do you know most students don’t use Magic in a fight like this? Most of them think that they only need to use their weapons because we take our staff out to fight. They automatically assume that it’s a weapons fight,” Sina says with a proud grin.

      “That water and ice spells were an interesting combo. I would never have thought to use that to bind someone. However, the timing would need to be rapid for someone like me who can’t call up two weapons from my Focus like you can. I might need to research a move like that,” Mrs. Lee says with a smile. “Congratulations, Ian, you are done with combat class. You have graduated.”

      “Yes!” I yell, pumping my fist. Of all the classes I have had, this was the hardest, but by far the most fun. One thing it has done for me is my body is now lean, muscular, and toned. I also found it helped with my nights with the girls, which makes me smile even more.

      “That doesn’t mean you are done school, though!” Sina says with a mock glare.

      “I know!” I tell her with a laugh. “But does this mean I move on to the fifth-year program, though?” I ask her excitedly.

      “Yes,” Sina says, rolling her eyes, but I can tell she’s laughing.

      “Sweet!” I say, dancing a jig.

      This is it. I’m going into the fifth-year program. One thing that I was told, that while I might be advancing quickly, there were certain requirements before I could advance, even though I have been here less than a year. My learning ability was unheard of, according to Sina. She thinks that Merlin might have been the same way given how he would absorb knowledge, according to her. It seems I am the same.

      Though the girls were just as amazing. With my help and lots of late night study sessions, Penelope and Louetta are going to be entering fourth year, while Lisa, who started out later than Penelope and Louetta, will be starting her third year. She was ecstatic about that. The fact that she also had three people to help her study was making her jump ahead by leaps and bounds.

      Louetta, Penelope, and Lisa, all congratulate me with hugs, and some kisses tossed in for good measure. Mrs. Lee just smiles and shakes her head at me and my little harem, as she called them once.

      From the side of the ring, we hear a shout, “Principal!”

      It’s one of the Elven staff members, and she is running toward us from the path that leads to the school. The ring is off campus, a deliberate move because that means folks need to run from the school to the fighting grounds as a way to get into shape.

      Sina turns around at hearing her name. Upon seeing it’s one of the staff members, Sina waves her forward.

      The Elven lady is Melita, one of the cleaning staff. Though as I found out, they are also security staff. She stops in front of Sina and bends to catch her breath before she stands up and says, “There is trouble at the Nexus,”

      “What kind of trouble?” Sina asks her, glancing at her sharply.

      “It’s Mitlion.”

      At that comment, Sina gets a sour look on her face. “Again?”

      Nodding, Melita says, “He has asked for counsel on the same matter again, and this time, he has a large force with him.”

      “He dares?” Sina says with anger in her voice.

      “He does. He said, and I quote, ‘I want that old bat here now.’”

      Sina’s face turns red with rage. She turns to me and says, “Ian, I think it’s time for you to show someone your power as the heir of Merlin.”

      “Who’s this Mitlion?” I ask her. Shit, she is pissed. What the fuck did this person do?

      “Mitlion is a King of three worlds. He thinks that because he has three worlds and over ten battleships, he can push others around. It seems that power has gone to his head. I need you to teach him a lesson, show him that those from the Monster Acadamia are not to be messed with. But I want it to be you and not me because you are a student. I want to show him even a student can kick his ass,” she says before I can ask the question.

      “So you just want me to kick his ass?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow. “What about his large force?”

      Sina looks at me and grins. “No rules.”

      I stare at her, and a big grin spreads on my face, making me chuckle as well. “Oh, this is gonna be so much fun!”

      “Melita, can you cast the Nexus Portal, please, so we can get there quicker without walking?” Sina says, turning to her.

      Melita nods, and she has a smile on her face. She turns to me, winks, and then waves her hand, and next to the ring is a doorway. Without pause, Sina heads towards it and opens it, and walks through the portal. I look to Lisa, Penelope, and Louetta. They are all smiling, beaming at me with confidence, trusting me and in my abilities in this fight.

      I wave them ahead of me, and they follow Sina through the portal. And I follow suit. Turning, I see the portal disappear as soon as Melita comes through.

      “They are staying at the Midtown,” Melita tells Sina.

      “Midtown?” I ask curiously, turning to her.

      “A hotel here in the Nexus. It’s one of the more upscale ones. It seems that Mitlion took over an entire floor,” Melita says with a scowl.

      “Did he pay for it?” Sina says sharply.

      “After a fashion. He forced everyone out by paying them, but I am sure some force was used.”

      Sina turns to me and says with vehemence. “No rules.”

      “Who brought him in through a Portal?” Sina asks her.

      “From what I understand, it was Limita Omoola.”

      Sina doesn’t answer but nods. I can see she is pissed, though, because her nine tails are all out, and her canines have grown. Oh shit. Things are about to get real.
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      Following Melita, we walk through crowds of people for about a block before I see a large building that, to me, looks magnificent on a scale I have never seen before. The place looks like a palace, with intricate architecture. But it’s a type I have never seen before! In my view, it looks like a hotel from the future. I see some vehicles leaving the location and heading off, as others pull up. I can’t help but stare because this is the first vehicle I have seen here. They look like damn hover cars! They have no wheels!

      I feel a jab in my side, and I see Penelope is grinning at me. “Not like Earth, is it?”

      “Just wow,” I tell her instead. “Are those cars…?”

      “Yes. Antigravity. We might be a Magical Realm, but we still use tech when we can. And as this is the hotel district. Many from all over the universe who come here are from tech worlds.”

      Instead of answering her, I merely shake my head in wonder. Man, this universe tries to surprise me every single time, doesn’t it?

      When we’re inside the hotel, we are met by a staff member who rushes up to Sina, bows, and blurts out, “He has taken over the banquet hall,”

      “What? He made himself a throne room?” Sina raises an eyebrow.

      “That is correct,” the staff member confirms. I see this individual is yet another race I have never seen or read about.

      She has silver hair, with light green skin, her eyes are all whites, no irises to speak of. The odd thing is, it’s not off putting. In fact, it’s amazingly beautiful. I feel a poke in my back. Turning around, Penelope has a grin on her face. I return the smirk, shaking my head. Thank God the girls don’t mind if I stare. Though something tells me, I will be only looking at all these amazing women of different races instead of having sex with them. I turn back to stare at the three I have now and think to myself, that’s just fine by me. I have three wonderful women in my life.

      Sina heads to the back of the hotel lobby and walks down a long hallway until she arrives at a set of doors with two guards stationed in front of it. Upon seeing Sina, they open the doors, letting her enter without preamble. The banquet hall is quite large, a good sized one that would easily hold over 100 people.

      Sina stops in the middle of the room, facing a man in a chair. Just a regular chair, really, that’s draped with a red cloth to distinguish it from the others. The man in question is a race I have never met but have read about. He’s a Lotian. Honestly, he looks like a walrus, with two large tusks coming out of his mouth, an enormous head, and a massive body. He even has the whiskers I know walruses have. I learned that watching National Geographic.

      Sina looks at the Lotian, who I assume is King Mitlion. He looks at Sina and sneers.

      “So, you have finally come,” he tells Sina. His voice sounds precisely how I would imagine a walrus would sound if they could talk. All blubbery and wet.

      “What do you want, Mitlion? I have no patience for your antics today,” Sina tells him, irritation in her tone. “You are to leave the Nexus and cease and desist your bullshit.”

      Mitlion stands up slowly, and I see that he isn’t very tall. Maybe roughly 5 feet 8. He takes a step forward and crosses his arms; it’s the international sign of ‘I am not pleased’ and glares at her.

      “I want Toliria, as is my right,” he growls at her, his whiskers twitching.

      “Your right?” Sina tells him with a quick laugh. “You know the rules. The universal law states that no one can take over a planet militarily. This is a law that the Universal Council upholds. You are not trying to take over that world peacefully, as we have had representatives from Toliria come to inform the Council of your actions. Which is why we stopped you the last time.”

      Miltion lifts a hand, and suddenly all the guards in the room have weapons aimed at us. I see that they are futuristic weapons, all silver and sleek, but they also look deadly and there are roughly 25 of them pointing at us.

      “I want a trial by combat for my right to Toliria!” he shouts.

      “Do you have an heir?” Sina asks him suddenly.

      He looks at her in surprise, “What?”

      “Do you have an heir?” Sina asks him again patiently.

      “Of course not! I am still young. I am only 34. I have years yet to go before I even need to think of an heir,” he tells her in annoyance.

      “Very well, you shall fight my student here,” Sina says, pointing to me.

      “What?” he asks her, with a frown on his ugly face.

      “I said, you shall fight my student here. The rules are simple. If my student beats you, your men shall leave here, and all the worlds you have taken over will revert back to their rightful owners.”

      At this, King Miltion looks at her with beady eyes, glances around the room, and grins before he agrees. “Deal.”

      Oh, fuck, I don’t trust this guy. I bet you anything the minute he says go, all his men will shoot me, and he will say he won. Sina looks up at me as I had come to stand next to her.

      Quietly, so only I can hear, she tells me, “no rules.”

      I nod, understanding what she means. “Very well,” she says.

      Sina moves off to return to the now-closed door and turns, so her back is against it. She is watching Miltion and me. With me and him standing in the middle of the room, about ten feet apart, he looks at me with an enormous grin that makes him look even uglier. Are their women like that? If so, it might be the first race I would not want to have sex with.

      “You should have fought me, Principal. Now you will have the death of your student on your hands. He won’t even get a chance to lay a hand on me,” Mitlion says with a laugh.

      “We shall see,” Sina says with a smile. “On the count of three?”

      Miltion nods and adopts a defensive pose with no visible weapon. Oh yeah, he’s up to something.

      “One, two, three,” Sina counts.

      As soon as she says “three,” I cast Blink. Quickly, I run forward and bring my wand out at the same time. I glance to my left at the guards, and I see that they have pulled their triggers, because there is a blast of something starting to shoot from the barrels of their guns. Fuckers, they truly meant to shoot me before I even got to Miltion.

      I rush forward, and thanks to the workouts I have been doing, and combat training, I am so much faster than I used to be. Within seconds, I’m behind Miltion. I place my wand against the back of his head and cast fireball, which spectacularly removes his head in an explosion of red mist.

      I still have four seconds. I rush to Sina and stand next to her. I get there just as the ten seconds of my spell are over. As Blink dissipates, I hear the sounds of futuristic guns going off like lasers shooting in movies I’ve seen, and the spot where I was standing before I cast Blink is riddled with exactly that, laser beams. But because I’m not there, the beams hit the walls and burn holes in them. Thank God, the lasers don’t go completely through the walls. Whew.

      “Done,” I say loud enough for everyone in the room to hear me.

      Looking at where Miltion had been standing, now only his headless body is standing there, tottering. As if in slow motion, the massive body of the walrus-man slumps to the ground.

      “Trial by combat is won by Ian Arthur, heir of Merlin,” Sina says as soon as Miltion’s body lands.

      The guards, all as one, turn their weapons towards us, but Sina quickly lifts her hand, and all of a sudden, the guards are flattened against the ground, grunting in pain from the effects of Sina’s gravity spell. Fuck I need to learn that one.

      “You dare?” Sina says in a dangerous voice. She squeezes her hand, and I see the guards start to scream and cry out, with even more pain.

      “We surrender!” shouts one of the guards. I can hear the anguish in his voice.

      No, wait, that was a female voice! Yep, I found a race I don’t want to have sex with. She looks exactly like the males. I don’t even see lumps on her chest to indicate she was female, as I seem to have observed with most females of the other races I have met.

      Sina waves her hand, and the guards sigh in relief. The one who had spoken slowly gets up, giving me a better look at her. Yeah, nope. I am definitely not interested.

      Sina speaks authoritatively. “You shall leave the Nexus. Your worlds are banned from using the Nexus for ten years. The Council will be in contact to return those other worlds to their rightful owners. And heed my warning,” she tells the female guard, who swallows visibly, “if anything happens to those worlds before the Council’s representative gets there, your world shall suffer. Do I make myself clear?”

      The guard nods quickly. “Good. Now leave. You have one hour to depart.”

      Sina looks at the one person in the room who wasn’t a Lotian. The woman is white as a ghost, staring at the spot where Miltion’s body lies dead on the ground. She looks almost Human, but not quite. The lack of hair and the blue skin was a dead giveaway. A Trazalian. A race of Magical people who, from what I read, only train their own on their world, almost like a religious order.

      “Limita Omoola, I ban you from using the Nexus as well. After a year and one day is up, you are to report to my office. Do I make myself understood?” Sina tells Limita in a deadly quiet voice.

      Limita looks quickly at Sina, and there is fear and horror written on her face. Slowly Limita nods and swallows hard.

      “Come, Ian, you still have a lot of training to complete as a student,” Sina says loudly. As I had been looking at Limita, I see the surprise on her face.

      “He’s really only a student!?!” she blurts in astonishment.

      “That is correct,” Sina tells her with a grin. “He is only in his first year at Monster Acadamia. But as I said, he is also the heir of Merlin the Wizard.”

      “Wizards are back?” Limita says with even more horror than when Sina told her to come to her office in a year’s time.

      Sina responds with a quiet smile, “Yes, and times are about to get interesting all over again.”

      With that final remark, Sina turns to head to the doors, open them, and exits. Just before I follow her, I catch Limita giving me one final look. There is abject fear on her face, and she is staring straight at me. I just smile, and follow Sina, with Penelope, Louetta, and Lisa right behind us.

      When I catch up to Sina, walking next to her, I ask quietly, “Was that a good idea, to mention that I am the heir to Merlin, and that wizards are back?”

      “Oh, it was the perfect time,” Sina says, looking at me with a smile. “Because now that a wizard is back, things are indeed about to get very interesting in this universe.”

      I think to myself, Jesus fucking Hell. What is about to happen to my life?
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      “Alexander, I need you to go back there and fix that leak in the bathroom,” yells my manager from behind the counter as I walk into the store.

      Fuck, I hate it when he calls me by my full name. While my given name might be Alexander, I prefer Alex. And why the Hell am I fixing a leak? I’m a clerk. Ever since I told him my father was a renovation expert before he passed away from cancer, he’s decided that somehow his skills had been passed down to me.

      “Joshua,” I tell him patiently. “You know that I tried to fix it last week, and it didn’t work. Man, you need to call a plumber.”

      “I don’t have that kind of money!” Joshua says with a grimace as I walk up to him. “Can you look at it please?” he begs me.

      Technically, I don’t start for another hour. I came in early to get away from the quiet at home, and the empty fridge. My mother, bless her soul, works 70-hour weeks at the hospital as a nurse. I barely get to see her. But this week has been worse than usual. She never even got a chance to do her weekly grocery run, and I’m not allowed to do it for her since I only pick up junk food.

      I had come into work early to grab a drink and a pre-made sandwich and start reading one of the new fantasy books that one of the authors I follow had put out.

      I say with a sigh, “Sure. But the sandwich is free.”

      “Deal!” he shouts to my retreating back. “But only if you can fix it.” I stop, turn around and simply look at him. “Fine! It’s free,” he says gloomily.

      I grab a drink and one of the pre-made egg salad sandwiches out of the cooler and head to the back of the store through a door that says ‘staff only’ on it.

      Once on the other side, I open the drink, take a sip, and put it on the staff table. Beside the table are a couple of old torn up leather chairs that are a weird shade of putrid green but are comfortable as fuck, even with the duct tape that’s there to keep the tears from getting bigger. I open the package for the sandwich and I devour the first half and set it next to the drink.

      I place my bag on the chair and taking my sweatshirt off, sigh, and head to the bathroom in the back. The leak in question is coming from the water pipe, thank God, and not the sewer pipe.

      Once I get to the bathroom, I pause to look at myself in the mirror that’s above the sink, next to the toilet. God, I look like shit. I’m only 26, but I am already starting to let myself go and I look much older. The tire around my waist has gotten bigger, and my work shirt has gotten visibly tighter.

      The goatee I started growing two years ago is still there, but you would think I only started it last month. It looks so pathetic. I am sure a 12-year-old could grow a better one. But I keep it there, hoping it will somehow miraculously explode in growth one day miraculously. My receding hairline isn’t helping either. Nor do my eyes that are puffy from lack of sleep. I was up all night playing my addiction; the online game I had been playing for the last three years. To me, it was an escape from my shitty life. In it, I could pretend to be Juxar, the wizard.

      I give myself a wan smile in the mirror and bend down and look at the pipe. There is a bucket underneath it to catch the dripping water that is leaking from the joint. Last time I had tried to use some kind of plumbing tape, but it didn’t help, I guess. I look around, and I see Joshua’s store toolbox sitting next to the wall.

      I open it and look to see if the monkey wrench is there. Yep. I turn off the main water to the sink, I remove the offending cable pipe and look at it. The white plumber’s tape is still there, but it’s useful as shit. Fuck, why the Hell Joshua doesn’t simply call a plumber is beyond me. The guy keeps saying he doesn’t have money, but he does. He owns fourteen of these stores. This one so happens to be the one closest to his house, which is why he comes to work here.

      Using my nail, I remove the white tape and grab a fresh roll of it from the toolbox. Maybe I had put it on wrong? I mean, is there a wrong way? I slowly wrap more tape around the pipe and then look at my handy work when I’m done. It looks like it’s on differently. Maybe the angle you use when you do it makes a difference? Shrugging, I put the pipe back together and use the monkey wrench to make sure it’s on tightly, but not enough to crack the breakable plastic ring surrounding it.

      I turn on the main water slowly, and watch to see if there are any drips. Although, last time there weren’t any either, so I might not find out ’til next week that yet again, the pipe is leaking.

      I watch it for five minutes, with my mind admittedly going back to the Quest I did last night, which is the reason I am so tired today, and I don’t see any leaking.

      I had found a Questline that no one else had found. I even checked the wiki to make sure—nothing on the site about it. So I ended up staying up late to finish it before anyone else could, taking down details about it, so I could write up a walkthrough about it later for the wiki and stamp my name on the page.

      I wash my hands clean from the germs I am sure are all over the place in here, using liberal amounts of soap and hot water until they are red and almost raw from the scrubbing. At least I know this bathroom gets cleaned weekly, as I am the one who does it. Once I’m done, I head back to my food that’s waiting for me at the staff table. I sit down and finish the other half of my sandwich and my drink, and take my book out of my bag.

      Ah, come to me, oh words of wisdom. I glance at my watch, I have forty minutes before I need to start my shift. Sweet, I think to myself. I open the book to my bookmark, which is a hot Elf girl that is mostly naked, other than the bikini she is wearing. Yeah, I know. What would a fantasy Elf girl be doing wearing a bikini? Who cares!

      To make sure I don’t get too engrossed in my book and lose time, I take my smartphone out and set the alarm for five minutes before my shift starts. Joshua hates leaving late to go home to supper with his kids and wife.
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        * * *

      

      I get pulled out of my book with a shock and stare at my phone like it is something evil. Fuck, I had just gotten to a good part of the story. As much as I want to stay and read it, I know Joshua. He docks me an hour’s pay if I am even a minute late. I learned that the hard way when I started working for him five years ago after dropping out of college. That’s right, five years. That’s part of the reason I am able to work the evening shift instead of the night shift. I have the seniority, and also Joshua likes me, even though he keeps saying I could do so much better with my life than work for him. I just shake my head and tell him I am doing exactly what I want to be doing.

      The day staff hate working with Joshua. The night staff, well, Joshua’s older brother has dibs on that shift. I put my garbage in the waste container next to the table, throwing my bottle into the blue recycle bin that I knew Joshua’s brother will end up dumping into the wastebasket anyhow. I get up and stretch, stiff from sitting down without moving for so long, and place my bookmark into my book, before putting the book inside my bag. I walk over to the set of four lockers, I set my bag in one of them and close the door, placing my thumbprint on it to lock it.

      One thing that Joshua was willing to splurge on was these lockers. He said he got them at a discount, but the staff didn’t care since they were so damn cool. No keys, no combination to remember. Just your thumbprint, I think with a grin.

      Heading to the front of the store, I walk through the door and stop dead in my tracks. There is a man in front of the counter, but he isn’t buying shit. He has a gun in his hand, and it’s pointed at Joshua. The man has a ski mask over his face, and he suddenly turns towards me, with the handgun tracking my way.

      “Whoa, whoa!” I shout at him, putting my hands up.

      This isn’t my first robbery in five years, but looking at Joshua, I can see he is white as a ghost. Working the day shift, he has never been robbed before. “Listen, if you want the cash, we can give you the cash. All right? It’s cool, man. Just my boss there, he will open the till and pass you the money. Good?” I tell him in a calm voice.

      “What the fuck, man,” the robber says, turning the gun back towards Joshua. “I asked you if you was alone, and you said yes. You fucking lied to me, you fucking asshole,” he tells Joshua, waving the gun back and forth threateningly.

      “Whoa, whoa!” I shout again, focusing his attention back on me, which unfortunately also means the gun is now facing my way again.

      “He didn’t know,” I lied. “I came in through the back door and had been reading a book in the back room. Normally I would come in through the front door about this time, for my shift,” I tell him in a soft and calm voice, even though my heart is in my throat from having a gun aimed at me.

      “You’s lying,” he says, taking a step towards me, but I stand my ground. “You probably already called the fucking cops,” the robber shouts in what I can now see is a panic. His eyes have gotten bigger, and his breathing has gotten quicker. Shit, is this guy jacked up on something?

      “No, seriously, dude. I didn’t call the cops. Listen, let my boss get you the cash from the till, and then you can go. We promise not to call the police, all right?” I tell him, unsure of what he will do. Most robbers at night are pretty well either drunk or nervous. This guy is going into full-blown panic mode.

      Suddenly, I hear a scream from the doorway. I turn, and there is an old lady who must have just walked through the door and seen us being robbed at gunpoint. Instead of acting like a normal person and backing out quietly, she screamed. Really?

      Shockingly, I hear a loud explosion, and something slams into my forehead that fucking hurts worse than the time I got a marble in the forehead from a slingshot when I was 11. And that is the last thing I remember before everything goes black.
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