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  Starts With G

  
  




When I woke up, I was soaked with sweat and the whole world was wrong.

I wasn’t lying on my bed. Instead, I was wrapped in a sleeping bag with grass pricking at my naked back. Gone were the familiar walls of my apartment, with its shelves of video games and monster girl action figures. I was inside a canvas tent. The sun shone through the fabric, and the air was hot like a sauna. 

Everything smelled of sweat.

But the strangest thing of all was the woman squeezed into the sleeping bag next to me. Strands of her long brown hair lay on my shoulder, and her bare breasts pressed into my arm.

The woman snorted and turned over, grazing my bare leg with hers.

I scrambled out of the sleeping bag and sat up, resisting the urge to throw up. Why was this woman here? Who the hell was she? I hadn’t had a girlfriend in years—and she was way out of my league.

A cool breeze blew through the tent flap. I saw a flash of green treetops, heard the twittering of birds. As quickly as it had come, the vertigo vanished. I sat back on my hands and let out a sigh.

“Of course,” I muttered. “I died.”

The attacks happened occasionally, almost always in the morning. Just weeks before, I had been an ordinary college student, skipping class to play video games and jerking off to monster girl porn. After dying in an earthquake, I had been reborn, summoned to the kingdom of Centralia as a Watcher. 

My mission? To hunt down monster girls—and study their origins.

From college nerd to heroic adventurer. No wonder my brain freaked sometimes. It was too big of a change. Sometimes I still had to pinch myself.

Next to me, the woman shifted again and entangled her legs in mine. She tried to grind her hips against my thigh. I pushed her away gently. My memory was coming back. She was the driver of a horse-drawn cart. We’d hired her the night before to take us northward through Centralia. 

I vaguely remembered making love last night. The prickling on my back wasn’t entirely due to grass—she had clawed at me repeatedly in her throes of pleasure. 

But what was her name? It had started with a G … Greta? Gretchen? Giana? I snorted. Back in college, I was lucky if I got one date in an entire year. Now I was becoming one of those assholes who slept around so much that he forgot women’s names. 

The tent flap swished open. Fae, my dragon girl familiar, fluttered in through the door and landed on my shoulder. Then she sat, legs crossed, peering down at the sleeping woman with a look of distaste.

“She’s still sleeping? What does she think this is, a pleasure ride?”

“Good morning to you too.”

“Morning?” Fae swished her tail derisively. “It’s past noon. I thought you’d never wake up.”

“I got to sleep late.”

“Yes, I heard you. You were plugging away at that woman until well past midnight. With how loud she was bugling, you two probably chased away all the wildlife in Northern Centralia.”

I shrugged. “Well, that was the deal. She drives us. I sleep with her.”

Money had been hard to come by, especially with the kingdom’s damaged economy. We’d settled for barter: exchanging sexual favors for room, travel, and board. With the shortage of men in Centralia, women were happy to spend a night with someone as handsome, muscular, and important as me.

“You went too hard on her Tem,” said Fae, wrinkling her nose with disgust. “The whole tent reeks of sex. You should know better than to do a human woman like that. How many times did she orgasm? Twenty? Thirty?” 

I grinned. “I stopped counting when she started screaming my name.” 

It was hard to believe that, less than a month ago, I was still on Earth and not getting laid. Now that I had been reborn in Centralia, there was more sex than I knew what to do with.

“Ugh. Those were screams? She sounded like a braying mule … with a life-threatening lung infection.” The dragon girl glared at the sleeping woman. “Can we get rid of her soon? If we keep her around any longer, my intelligence will decay to unacceptable levels.”

“Be nice,” I said. “She was kind enough to drive us. Besides, as you say, it’s my duty as Watcher to sleep with as many women as I can.” 

Barely a day passed without Fae re-lecturing me on the need to restore Centralia’s population. With so many males missing or dead from monster girl attacks, sleeping with women was a form of public philanthropy.

Fae sniffed. “Yes it’s your duty to sleep with them … but you can be faster about it. Just because Mara trained you to last for hours doesn’t mean you have to show it off every night. She’s going to have trouble walking when she wakes up.”

“She was begging me not to stop!”

Fae sighed and fluttered her wings. “And because you were so busy bashing her from behind, I didn’t get my evening meal until well past midnight! Not to mention your cock smelled of peasant woman …” She sniffed haughtily. “I’m your familiar. You should attend to my needs first.” 

I shrugged. In situations like this, it was better to let Fae have the upper hand.

“Sorry Fae … Maybe I did have a little too much fun.” I turned and kissed her lightly on one wing. “I’ll make sure to feed you first next time.”

As if on cue, both our stomachs rumbled. We grinned sheepishly at each other.

I brought my hand down to my stomach and felt the hard six-pack abs through my shirt. Back on Earth, there had been a layer of flab there from too many pizza pockets and frozen dinners. Now there was barely any fat at all. 

“Speaking of feeding,” said Fae as she swooped off my shoulder. “I’ve been waiting all morning for breakfast.” She flew down to my trousers and began to undo the drawstring with her tiny dragon-girl fingers. “Top of my class at the academy,” she muttered as she pulled my flaccid cock from my underpants, “and I have to wait past noon to eat. Ridiculous.”

“Mhm …” I moaned as Fae’s long lizard-like tongue extended from her mouth and began to circle the tip of my cock. “This is nice but … what about my breakfast?” 

Fae spoke between little licks of my already hardening shaft. “Your breakfast? I think I saw that … batty chef of yours … poking something in front of the campfire.”

By “batty chef” Fae meant Helia, the succubus we had captured together about a week earlier. After capturing her, the monster girl’s personality changed. Now she obeyed me, called me Master, and—after leaving Wayheath for the open road—even volunteered to help cook my meals.

I lay back and let Fae service me. Once my shaft was slick with dragon saliva, she wrapped her arms around it and began to pump up and down, using the up- and down-drafts of her wings to jerk me off.

Before long, my balls contracted. Fae brought her tiny mouth to my opening, catching my seed as it spurted into her tiny mouth. Her cheeks filled with semen. I watched as she swallowed the load in her mouth in little gulps until it was gone. She pushed one strand that had leaked from her mouth back inside with a dainty finger and swallowed that too.

“Delicious.”

“Where’s my thank you?”

Fae snorted. “You should be thanking me. It’s not every day that a man gets to be serviced by the best student the Academy has seen in centuries.”

I had barely pulled my trousers up when the tent flap swished open again. Helia slid her head into the tent and smiled at me. One of her horns was stuck on the tent flap. She shook her head to get it off, sending a cascade of luscious dark hair down her shoulders.

“Master, you’re awake!”

“Just call me Tem. And good morning.”

“Hungry, Master?” she said, ignoring my request.

“Very.”

“Come on out. Your breakfast is toasting.”

I finished dressing and followed Helia out of the tent. A cool breeze was blowing, rustling the nearby treetops. Farther away, off to our left, I could see the snow-capped peaks of the Rodog Mountains. Aside from the road winding northward, and a few villages in the distance, there were few signs of civilization in the Centralian wilderness.

Helia was naked except for an apron that hung loosely around her neck. Her bat-like wings wrapped around her waist, hiding her intimate parts. When she caught me looking at her from behind, Helia spread her wings, revealing shapely buttocks, smooth thighs, and a long thin tail that ended in a triangular point. To tease me, she grinned slyly and brought the tip of her tail up to her ass and slid it been her cheeks.

“Master, would you like your dessert before or after your meal?” She pointed a slender finger at herself. “And by dessert, I mean me. Or … if you prefer, I can service you while you eat.”

Fae groaned again from her seat on my shoulder. “Please save me from this idiocy. She’s worse than a slutty barmaid.”

Helia made a hurt look and pouted in Fae’s direction.

“Don’t mind her,” I said to Helia. “I’ll have breakfast and skip the dessert. If I get started with you … we’ll have to camp out another night.”

Helia giggled and walked over to the campfire, swishing her tail seductively. Ham and bacon were frying on a pan over the fire. Off to the side, a loaf of white bread was toasting on a wide flat rock.

I sat down on a log and watched as Helia bustled, assembling a breakfast sandwich and coffee from the ingredients around the fire. 

“Hard to believe we’re looking at a mass murderer,” quipped Fae.

“Shush girl,” I said. “She’s reformed.” Instinctively, I brought my hand to the leather pouch at my waist. In it were six tiny glass dildos—officially called essence rods. One of them belonged to Helia. I could shrink her down and transfer her inside. But I preferred to let her out whenever possible. It felt wrong having her trapped in a glass rod all day.

“That’s what the succubus wants you to think. The moment you let your guard down, she’s going to suck you dry and leave your corpse for the ants to pick at.”

“I am not going to suck Master dry,” said Helia. She handed me a plate with the breakfast sandwich on it. “The only kind of sucking I’ll do is the kind that he wants me to.”

I rolled my eyes. Fae and Helia had been bickering since we’d left the town of Wayheath and traveled north. Fae still didn’t approve of my decision to bring Helia with us instead of delivering her to the Magus Guild. And Helia? It was in her nature to bicker with women, as much as it was in her nature to flirt with men. 

I took a bite of the sandwich. It was smoky, dripping with fat, and absolutely delicious. 

Helia rested her head on my shoulder and stroked my thigh softly as I ate. 

It did seem like paradise. A blowjob from a spunky dragon girl, three times a day (sometimes four when she was hungry). Plus homecooked meals from a succubus who now called me “Master.” When I was still on Earth, I would’ve done all sorts of things, some of them not entirely legal, if it meant a life like this one. But now that I was here, I couldn’t exactly enjoy myself. Millions of lives were on the line. We needed to figure out why monster girls had suddenly begun appearing in Centralia. Who was sending them? And why?

“How’s your memory Helia?” I said through a mouthful of sandwich.

She shook her head, causing one of her curved horns to rub against my cheek. “It’s still fuzzy. Even the events before my … capture … are unclear. I remember some things … Mayor Cece, the events in her bedroom … but everything else is foggy. I can’t even remember the faces of the men I assaulted, let alone where I came from.” 

Fae snorted. “How long are you going to keep up the lost memories act?”

“It’s not an act.”

“Is.”

“Is not.”

They blew raspberries at each other from each side of my head.

“Girls …” It was hard to believe one was a top graduate of the Academy and the other a powerful elder succubus. They sounded like teenagers fighting over a prom date.

“And what of your abilities? Have you been practicing those?”

Before her capture, Helia could transform into any female and stay in that form indefinitely. But after her capture, her abilities had diminished, to the point where she was even weaker than an ordinary lesser succubus. At first, she could hardly transform at all. Now, after some days of practice, she was just learning to stay transformed for short periods.

Capturing the monster girls changed them. They became less violent and more timid. More like their natural state. But what had turned them violent in the first place? It was our job to figure that out.

“Yes I’ve practiced a lot,” said Helia. “Want to see?”

“Very much.”

Helia hopped up before the fire. She flipped up the skirt of her apron to cover her face, flashing her bare breasts. When she lowered the apron, the shape of her horns had changed, from thick and curved ones to ones that were thin and pointy. Gone was her luscious dark hair, replaced by hair that was short and blue. 

It was a face that I knew well.

“My name is Fae …” said Helia. She bobbed her head up and down, swishing her blue hair. She pinched the horns on her forehead. She wrinkled her brow and stuck her tongue out.

“Stop it,” said the real Fae.

“I’m the best student in the Academy, and I think I’m better than everyone else.”

“I’m warning you.”

“But my arrogance is just a form of compensation. Because … because …” Helia twirled around. When she faced us again the apron was gone and her breasts had shrunk several sizes. They were also covered with a layer of blue scales, just like Fae’s. “The truth is, I have small tits!” 

Fae leaped off my shoulder into the air, sending a burst of fire in Helia’s direction. She swirled aside, giggling and sticking out her tongue. Bits of firewood flew up as Fae’s jet of flame hit them.

The catfight was cut short by a rustling of the tent flap. The brown-haired peasant whose name started with G poked her head out, rubbing her eyes. In an instant, I whipped out the essence rod from my belt pouch tossed it at Helia. It bounced off her, floated in the air for a split second, and then fell silently onto the grass below. Helia disappeared—and just in time.

“Good morning,” I said to the woman.

For a moment the woman stared at the spot where Helia had stood. Then her eyes flickered to mine. She averted her gaze and blushed.

“G-good morning Watcher.”

“Good morning,” I said with relief. So she hadn’t seen Helia. I wasn’t looking forward to explaining why we were traveling with a succubus.

“It’s past noon,” said Fae.

“Oh my apologies … I usually wake up before dawn … I don’t know what got into me.”

Fae snorted. “I think you know exactly what got into you. Something long and thick and with a grown man affixed to the other end. You let every beast and bird in the country know last night with your braying.”

The woman flushed an even deeper red. She tried to step out of the tent but stumbled. She grabbed hold of the tent pole but the pole gave way under her weight. Woman and tent collapsed onto the grass in a jumble of bare legs, arms, and fabric. 

“See,” said Fae. “I told you she would have trouble walking.”

“Are you okay Greta?” I called out.

The woman sat up. “My name is Gemma.”

“Yes of course it is,” I said with my most charming smile. “Gemma. Gemma. That’s what I said.” 
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As soon as Gemma was dressed and fed, we were back in her horse-drawn cart and on the road again. The sun was warm, the breeze was cool. Off beyond the rolling hills you could see little villages with wooden fences and animals grazing. Sometimes, it hard was to believe that this country was in crisis. In those villages, many men were dead from monster girl attacks. Wives had taken over their husbands’ jobs, and children had to stand in place of their fathers.

Gemma, who was still in the box guiding the horses, occasionally stole glances at Fae and me in the cart. When our eyes met, she blushed and looked away. Finally, she found the courage to say: 

“Are you sure you don’t want me to take you farther than Cross Town? Where are you headed?” 

Cross Town was so named because it was a major northern crossroads town. Travelers stopped there for a night of drink and carousing before heading to their ultimate destinations.

“Very sure,” said Fae stiffly. “I don’t think my poor dragon ears could take another night of braying. My eardrums are more sensitive than a human’s.”

“Fae … be nice …”

“I’m a dragon girl Tem, not an angel. Besides, If I weren’t ‘being nice,’ I would’ve roasted her alive last night.” Fae sniffed. “Anyway, we need to talk business Tem. You still haven’t decided where we’re going next. And what we’re going to do with”—she lowered her voice—“that bat-woman of yours.”

“She’s a succubus not a bat.”

“Next you’ll be calling me a lizard.”

“Aren’t dragons lizards?”

“Tem …” Fae opened her little mouth. Behind the pink flesh of her tongue, I could see a little ball of flame building.

I laughed. “Sorry, sorry. Just a little joke. Please don’t fry me … As for our destination, I told you I wanted to see the latest batch of monster girl attack reports before making a decision.”

“Well about that …”

Fae flew over to my knapsack and crawled inside. She began to rummage through the insides. Bits of food and clothing flew out, landing on Gemma’s cart. After some time, Fae emerged dragging a big stack of letters bound by string.

“The reports came this morning while you and mule girl were snoring the day away.” 

“That’s a lot of reports.”

She broke the string with a jet of flame and shrugged. “There were a lot of attacks.”

“Any nearby?”

We’d decided to head north on a whim and were still in the process of figuring out our destination. In fact, everything about our mission was in the “figuring out” stage. 

“Let’s see … In Wolfwater, several men were found shriveled up in a saloon … sounds like another succubus to me … In Roselake, a forest materialized overnight, destroying homes. Vines strangling men in their sleep … In Farnworth, a farmhand was found with his bones shattered to pieces, as if he had fallen from a great height.”

“Suicide?”

“Doubt it. It says even in death he wore an expression of purest bliss.”

“Monster girl then,” I said. “Maybe it was a harpy. Dropped him from the sky?”

“You tell me, you’re the expert … What else do we have here … boring … boring … more boring … Oh, here’s one that looks interesting.” Fae licked her tiny fingers with her dragon tongue and then pulled out a sheet of damp paper from a battered envelope. The paper was damp with water and she had to unfold it delicately so as not to tear it. “A handful of hattacks in Arrowside. The men were discovered dead in alleyways, their lungs filled with fluid. No marks of a struggle, aside from minor bruises.”

“Looks of bliss on the dead men’s faces?”

“Yup. What do you think it is?”

I tried to scan my mental encyclopedia of monster girl knowledge. 

“Well this doesn’t look like a succubus. And because of the drowning, we can rule out monster girls that kill physically, like lamias or harpies … but …” I shrugged. “There are too many possibilities. To narrow down any of these cases we’ll have to visit the towns and look around.”

“Where do you want to go?”

I shrugged. “What do you think?” 

Fae gave me a pointed look. “You know what I think.”

I did. If Fae was in command, she would turn the cart around and deliver Helia into the hands of the Magus Guild. And I understood her reasoning. To figure out the origins of these monster girls, we needed expert knowledge. But …

“You know I’m not going to let that happen, Fae. The Magus Guild might kill her in the process.”

“Yes, you’ve made that clear ten thousand times.” The dragon girl lay back on a bundle of hay and shot a stream of smoke into the air. The smoke gathered into the shape of a penis—one that looked an awful lot like mine. With one more glare in my direction, Fae began to slash the smoke-penis to shreds with her long claw-like fingernails.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. Just venting.”

I looked through the reports again. All the names were meaningless to me, as much as names like Boston or New York would be meaningless for Fae. I sighed and tossed the stack of letters aside. What was the point of going to these places and capturing more monster girls if it didn’t bring us closer to any answers? Our ultimate goal wasn’t to sleep with monster girls … or even to capture them. It was to stop these attacks from happening.

“Fae I’ve been thinking …”

“You do like to think, don’t you?”

“We need help. Expert advice. Someone who will help us investigate Helia’s abilities. And the abilities of any further monster girls we capture.”

“Obviously.”

“But we can’t ask the Magus Guild. Because they’ll kill the monster girls.”

“Uh-huh.” Fae blew another smoke penis and pierced it with a spear of red flame.

“So …”

“Say what you want to say.”

I shrugged. “Do you know anyone who can help us investigate Helia? Her memory loss … and the origin of her powers. Without killing her, I mean. Someone who works non-invasively.”

“Near us?”

“If possible.”

Fae seemed to ponder for a moment. 

“Well, there is someone who comes to mind … but I have a condition.” She gave me a look.

“What?”

Fae flew down to my trousers and began to tug at the string. “I want a second breakfast. For an entire month. Three meals a day isn’t enough.”

“Fae I’m not made of semen. And this isn’t a buffet.”

“Do you want my help or not?”

“Okay, fine!” I winced as her fingernails dug into my cock. “But be gentle. There’s a human attached to the end of this thing. No claws, ok? And no jets of flame.”

She opened her mouth and showed me the ball of flame in her throat.

“Fae …”

She chuckled throatily. “Just getting you back for that joke from earlier. Now let’s see if we can get you hard …”

The little dragon girl knelt and hoisted up my half-limp cock and began to tease it with her tongue. Three meals day had given Fae plenty of time to practice. She knew all my favorite spots. It wasn’t long before I was rock hard and standing as tall as Fae’s ten inches.

“Now let’s see …” Fae said as she jerked me with her tail. “Sorceresses … sorceresses … Who lives nearby? …”

“I thought you had someone in mind already,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“I was hungry. A little white lie never hurt anyone.”

The cart jolted underneath us. We had gone off the road and hit a foul patch of grass and gravel. I looked up to find Gemma watching us with a flush on her face. 

“Please keep your eyes on road, dear,” Fae said.

Gemma flushed and turned around, guiding the horses back onto the road. I sat back and closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of Fae’s tail. 

“Aha!” Fae suddenly exclaimed with a sudden squeeze. I winced and sat up. She held up the damp attack report from before.

“Watch it! You’ll tear it off.”

“I just remembered,” she said, ignoring me. “There’s a sorceress here. In this city.”

“That’s the report from Arrowhide?” 

“Arrowside,” she said as she began to stroke me again.

“Whatever. Arrowside. So there’s a sorceress hiding out there. A fellow student, like Mara?” 

“More like a former teacher. She was once my advisor at the Academy. Before she left some decades ago. She’s banned from Magus Guild activities.”

“Why?”

She shrugged. “It’s complicated. She was expelled for doing experiments on living subjects. One time she tied a servant to a wall and tried to see how many times he could orgasm in a twenty-four-hour period. We barely rescued the poor man before his fingers fell off …”

“Wait. His fingers?”

“Long story. It’s complicated.”

“I see …” I was beginning to get the idea of what it took to be a sorceress or magi in this world. As far as I could tell, it came paired with a serious sexual appetite.

The wagon wheel hit a rut in the road. The sudden jerk brought me over my edge. I grunted, shooting jets of cum into the air.

Fae leaped into the air with a flap of her dragon wings. Then, like a hawk fighting an airborne, she swooped and dove in the air above the cart, catching each spurt of cum as it fell. I must have shot at least a dozen spurts, but Fae missed only a single one, which landed on my thigh.

Fae landed on my leg and began to lick up the final spurt.

“You should warn me if you’re about to release, Tem. We almost wasted some good nutrition there …”

“Sorry,” I felt a wave of shame. I’d trained with Mara to prevent situations just like this one. Against monster girls, I needed to be able to reach climax only when I wanted to. Clearly I needed more training.

“This sorceress friend of ours,” I said as Fae began to lick me clean. “She won’t hurt Helia?”

“Possibly.”

“Possibly?”

“She’s a bit unorthodox. But I think she can be convinced.”

In the corner of my eye, I saw Gemma looking back at us again. Her face was flushed, and a bit of drool was running from the end of her mouth. I pulled up my pants.

“What is it woman?” said Fae. “Never seen a dragon girl eat before?” 

“We shall arrive soon … at Cross Town.”

“Oh. That’s good,” said Fae. “So where will it be, Tem? Our next destination.”

I stood up and looked out. Cross Town was less of a town and more of a tiny cluster of buildings with a dirt road. Near us was a signboard. One of the signs read ARROWSIDE. However, someone had drawn a thick line through the city name with red paint.

“What do you suppose that means?”

“No clue,” Fae said. “Probably just a child’s trick. So what’s our next destination?”

I shrugged. “Arrowside seems as good as anywhere. Especially if you’ve got a friend there.” I turned to the driver. “Thanks Gemma,” I said. “You did us a huge favor. And despite what Fae says, she’s grateful to you too …”

I turned to go.

“Watcher …”

“What is it Gemma?”

“Perhaps we could …” She unbuttoned her blouse. “Do it one last time before you go?”
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We stayed a night in Cross Town, trading “favors” for hot food, a new cloak (it was growing colder and we traveled north), and a bed for the night. In the morning, I slipped out of the innkeeper’s bed and joined Fae. We visited some shops in Cross Town to gather supplies but found most of the shelves bare. What little coin we had left was only enough to purchase a stale loaf of bread and some hard cheese.

“Hard times,” the grocer told us apologetically. “With the monster girls killing farmhands and whatnot, the merchants only bring the essentials—and sell them at a premium.” He bundled our purchases in oil paper and passed them over the counter.

“Thanks,” I said. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure. Anything to help a traveler.”

“We’re trying to get to Arrowside. Do you know anyone who will take us there?”

The man suddenly stiffened. When he spoke again, his voice was cold.

“Sorry, I have business in the storeroom. I trust you can see yourself out.”

“What was with him?” I asked Fae as we went out. “When I mentioned Arrowside it was like the lights went off in his eyes.”

The dragon girl shrugged. “Child trauma maybe? Who knows.”

If it was trauma, then the trauma was universal. We went around Cross Town trying to find someone willing to transport us westward. But at the mention of Arrowside faces turned blank. Even the women, who normally couldn’t keep their eyes off me, turned away and averted their eyes.

“Sorry kid,” said one bearded merchant on a horse-drawn wagon. “These are hard times. I try to do kindness when I can. But the only thing westward is the old walled city.”

“Arrowside, you mean.”

“Arrowside.”

An awkward silence.

“That’s the point,” I replied. “We’re trying to go there.”

“Better not, methinks.”

“But Arrowside is one of the largest cities in the region,” Fae protested. “Surely you have business that can be attended to.”

The merchant shrugged.

“Once, I would have. Now just getting past the gates is a miracle. And one hears rumors …” He shook the reins and his cart began to creak forward. “If there’s one thing I’ve learned about surviving with monster girls about … it’s this. If people talk, stay away. And if they stop talking, run for your life. That’s the reason I’ve survived.”

Then, without a goodbye, the merchant left us standing in a cloud of dust. 

Fae and I exchanged looks.

“I thought there were only a couple monster girl attacks in Arrowside,” I said. 

Fae shrugged. “That’s what the reports say. Last I heard the city was handling security fairly well … but I admit the way people are acting is strange.”

I frowned. Stay away. That was what the bearded merchant intended to say. Arrowside was giving me a bad feeling. But Fae’s sorceress acquaintance (Orsella was her name) was our best shot at figuring out Helia’s origins.

“We don’t have a choice,” I sighed. “Arrowside is our only lead. The problem is finding someone willing to take us.”

Fae suddenly squeezed my shoulder and groaned.

“What?

“I think I found someone who might take us.”

“Why the groa— oh.” 

Parked behind a blacksmith’s shop was a horse-drawn cart. Sitting in the box, smiling shyly at me, was Gemma. When our eyes met she blushed and looked away.

Gemma either knew nothing about the Arrowside rumors or was too infatuated to care. Soon we were on the road again, wagon bumping and creaking on the dirt road that wound north and then west toward the Rodog Mountains.

As the mountains grew larger, plains turned to foothills and foothills into a thickly wooded forest. The air grew cool and wet. We stopped in a forest clearing for lunch, munching on bread and cheese.

“Instead of batting your eyelashes at Tem,” Fae said icily to Gemma. “Perhaps you could get a fire started?”

“No time.” Gemma stood up and brushed some crumbs from her mouth. She pointed through the foliage to the sky beyond. “Rain’s coming,” she said. “We best hurry.”

The rain started mid-afternoon and refused to give. The trees, tall with thick flat leaves, gathered the rainwater into giant ball-sized droplets before tossing them down onto our heads. Before long, we were soaked to the skin. Several times, when giant droplets struck Fae, I had to rescue her from drowning.

Soon the forest road turned to mud and Gemma’s wheels ran afoul. At first we got out and tried to push. But that only got mud in our boots and sank the cart further into the mud. In the end, Gemma decided to camp out and wait for better weather. We gave her what food and money we had and continued on foot.

“Fat lot of help she was,” Fae said bitterly. She was on my shoulder, squeezing the rainwater out of her blue hair. “Leaving us to walk the rest of the way.”

“Leaving me to walk,” I said. “And be nice about Gemma. I don’t care if she snores like a trumpet. She was the only one kind enough to take us.”

Still, I was glad we had left Gemma behind. Something was going on in Arrowside. Whatever it was, it was probably dangerous. Better leave the peasant woman out of it.

By the time Fae and I came out of the forest my boots were caked with mud and it felt like the rain was coming out of my socks. Water had gotten into my pack and I could hear it sloshing around inside.

I wiped my face. The land before the forest dropped off into the valley and then climbed back up, meeting the mountains. Through the rain and mist, I could just make out the outline of a walled city.

“That’s Arrowside?”

“It better be,” said Fae. “Any more of this and I’ll drown … I bet that’s what killed those men. Not monster girls but rain. So much rain that it got into their lungs and drowned them.”

Arrowside was set with its back to the Rodog Mountains. The city slanted upward at an incline, blending seamlessly into the mountain slopes. I could see the stone facades of the buildings and the yellow lights of a few windows. Stone, stone, and more stone.

* * *

A fast-flowing river separated the forest from Arrowside. We crossed the stone bridge and then climbed up a rocky path that led to the gates of the city. Several times I slipped on mud or rock, falling to my knees. By the time I reached the wooden gate and knocked on it, I was covered in mud and bruised in several places. 

“I think I know why it’s called Arrowside now,” I said, clutching my stomach and panting for air. “It feels like I’ve been shot several times in the gut.”

“You just need more exercise,” said Fae. She looked as miserable as I felt. Water was dripping off of her horns onto her face and her wings were pressed to her back like two sacks of old cloth.

“I don’t need more exercise,” I muttered. “I need a warm fire and an inn for the night.”

“For once I agree with you.”

There was no awning over the gate to keep to rain out. I knocked again. No reply. Impatiently, I kicked the wood with my boot.

A hole in the gate slid open with a loud snap. A grimy man with puffy cheeks stuck his head out, eyeing us with suspicion.

“Name and business.”

“Can’t you let us in first, the rain is—”

“Name and business.”

“Um … Tem of Urf. I am here to investigate the monster girl attacks in your city.”

The man’s eyes narrowed. “By whose request?”

“By the request of the Magus Guild.” It wasn’t strictly true—we were disobeying Magus Guild orders by refusing to hand the succubus over to them—but it felt like a good time for a white lie.

“There is nothing here to investigate.” 

The man’s eyes flickered to Fae, who had her wings up over her head in a futile attempt to keep out the rain. 

“And we don’t allow pets.”

“I am no pet I am a dragon girl and top student at the Academ—”

“Fae, drop it.”

The man’s eyes widened slightly in surprise. “She can speak.”

“Of course I can speak, you ignorant louse! Now let us in before I burn down this gate.”

“Magic and monsters and talking the lizards …” muttered the man. “What is the world coming to?”

“Are you going to let us in or not?”

“There’s nothing here. This is no place for foreigners.”

“That’s for me to decide. Or …” I looked the man in the eyes. “You can receive a direct visit from a Magus Guild member asking why you refused to let one of their associates into your city. Then you’ll have magi everywhere.” 

Since coming to Centralia, I’d gotten better at negotiating, and being firm when challenged. This felt like one of those times when firmness was needed.

The guard considered.

“I want no trouble.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

The guard shrugged and unbolted the inner gate, letting us through. 

“That was easy,” I whispered to Fae as we went on. 

“Not quite,” she whispered back. “Puff-face is following us. Along with several more men.”

“What, where?”

“Don’t look back.” Fae pulled hard on my ear. “You’ll just make it harder on us. Let’s shake them off and then get to Orsella’s place.”

A few blocks from the gate, we entered the town square. An open area paved with cobblestones and with a fountain at the center. The fountain was overflowing from the rain. Around it, arranged in a semicircle, were various shop stalls. Not a single one was open. They were all boarded up and covered with cloth.

“Well, there’s at least one reason why the merchants don’t want to come here,” I said, wiping the rain out of my eyes. “Shops closed, and there’s hardly anyone around.” 

Off to the side were steps leading to a large three-story building. Two more guards stood out front, staring down at us with frowns on their faces.

“What do you reckon that is?” I asked.

“Don’t know. Don’t care. I just want to get out of the rain.”

“Which way to Orsella’s? Tallest room in the tallest tower?”

Fae snorted. “Close. Last I heard, she was living up on the hill at the far end of town.”

“Hill? This whole city feels like one big hill.”

“It pretty much is. Arrowside is built into the mountainside. Many historical reasons I don’t have time to go into. Anyway, just go up and we’ll find her.”

“What kind of instruction is that? I’m starting to wish this world had GPS …”

I took one of the paths leading out of the square at random. As I turned the corner, I risked a glimpse back. It was hard to tell in the gloom and rain, but I thought I saw several cloaked figures duck back out of view.

“They’re still following us.”

“Looks like it. Try taking some back streets.”

I took several random turns, trying to head in the general direction of the mountains. I ducked into an alleyway and hopped several short fences. There were lights on in the buildings, and we passed the occasional Arrowside citizen holding their coats or cloaks tight to keep out the rain, but nobody seemed to notice us—or care. 

I turned another corner and nearly stepped on the dead man.

He was lying face up with a smile on ecstasy his face. He was naked from head to toe and his skin was blue from the cold and his clothes were drenched with rainwater. A bluish-white froth bubbled from his mouth, washing slowly away in the rain. A woman hunched over him, crying in large breathy sobs. A few other figures stood huddled, conversing in hushed voices. They shrunk away when we appeared.

“S-sorry,” I mumbled, feeling like an idiot. I ducked past them and went on. The last thing I needed was for the guards tailing us to find me near a dead body.

“What was that?” I whispered to Fae when we were out of earshot.

“Whatever it was, it can’t be good. Maybe the people in Cross Town were right to warn us away.”

A few blocks on, we found another naked body lying in the gutter near a rear wall of a jewelry shop. An older man, with a thin bony body and white hair. Again, blue-white froth from a mouth wearing a smile of ecstasy. He was alone, in a gutter, with nobody to cry for him. The rain was pooling in his open eyes and streaming down his cheeks like tears.

“Tem, I know it’s sad, but we’ve got to go,” Fae said, looking over her shoulder. “We don’t know if we’ve shaken the guards yet. I don’t know why they’re being so persistent.”

“Hold on.”

“Tem …”

“I said hold on.”

I lifted Fae up and set her on my head. Then I unpinned my cloak and knelt down. I lay the cloak on the old man’s body, hiding his nakedness. 

“Sorry,” I murmured. “That’s about all I can do for you.”

I one final look at the smiling old man. Then I brushed the rain out of my eyes and hurried on.
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I shivered and leaned against the wall of an abandoned and crumbling stone building. A thin overhang was just enough to keep out the rain. Seeking warmth, I reached for my cloak. It took me a moment to realize it was no longer there. 

“Did we lose them?”

“I think so,” said Fae. “I don’t see anyone. And my vision is much better than a human’s.”

“Good … Any more of this and I’ll freeze to death.” I shuddered and tried to squeeze the wetness from my clothes. “Still, I can’t shake the feeling that someone is watching us.”

The feeling of being watched had begun after seeing the first dead body. And had grown stronger as we climbed higher through the city. Several times, I’d felt the hairs on the back of my neck bristle. But when I’d turned to look, there had been nothing but wind and rain and water streaming through the gutters.

“It’s probably your imagination,” said Fae. “You’re getting jumpy. Too many dead bodies.”

“Maybe …”

We’d found a third body soon after, lying naked at the foot of a church-like building. It was clear now that information had been lost in transmission. From the monster girl attack reports, we’d expected two or three attacks a month. But we’d seen as many in half a day.

“I assume your sorceress is at the top of that hill?”

Beyond our ruined building, the city began to slant upward at an even steeper incline. Houses were built on terraces that cut into the mountainside. The terraces were joined by stone steps lined on two sides with gutters. This was old Arrowside: bits of moss hung off the walls, the steps, the roofing tiles. Everything dripped with rain.

“Yes, unless she’s moved. Orsella has always liked high places. Makes her feel superior, I suppose.”

“What about you?”

“Tem … I don’t need to feel superior. I am superior. Besides, I can fly.”

Halfway up the hill was a terrace empty of buildings. Instead, a statue stood at the center, surrounded by a waist-high circular wall. In the fading light, I could just make out the outline of a man, facing the rest of his city with his arm extended in a salute. I stood under his arm to hide from the rain.

I squeezed the rain from my clothes and tried to calm my breathing. The climb had been rough going. The steps were poorly lit, and slippery from moss and rain. Once, I’d missed my footing and tumbled down an entire flight of stairs. We had passed only a few citizens. They huddled under their clothes or bits of oilcloth, ignoring me and Fae as they headed down into the city, no doubt for a drink or the company of a common fire. 

Again, I felt the hairs on my neck bristle. I whirled around, nearly throwing Fae from where she sat huddled on my shoulder. There was nobody on the steps or the terrace. Just rainwater, gushing past the circular wall, following the gutters and the pull of gravity.

“What is it Tem?”

“Nothing … probably just my imagination again. Let’s keep going. I doubt this rain will ever stop.”

* * *

Orsella’s house wasn’t quite the tallest house on the hill, but it was close. It was on the highest terrace, just before the city merged with the Rodog Mountains. Fae guided me to a squat gray stone building that looked like all the others nearby.

“How do you know this one’s hers? It looks like all the others.”

“It stinks of magic, that’s why.” Fae flew over and rapped on the door with her tail.

“You can smell magic?”

“No I was joking.” She pointed to a nameplate on one side. Carved in gold letters was the name ORSELLA.

“I thought she was supposed to be hiding out here …”

Fae rapped the door again. There was no response. 

“It’s locked,” she said as she jumped on the door handle. “Where’s that old woman gone to?”

“Why are your sorceress friends never home?”

“They’re busy people.”

I sighed. The sun was long gone and with the rain, the night was black as ink. “Are we going to wait in this rain? Because I’m not making that climb down again. Dying once is enough.”

“I’d rather drink an entire flagon of horgwart piss. I hate rain. Let me see if I can burn a hole through the lock …” Fae opened her mouth. She coughed. Nothing came out but a little hiss of steam.

“…”

“What?”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“Don’t look at me like that. My flames weaken when it’s wet.” She sat down on the door handle. “New plan. You break it.”

“What?”

“Break the lock and open the door.”

I looked at her in exasperation. “You want me to break it down? I don’t even know the woman. This might not even be her house.”

“Trust me, it’s her house. It says Orsella on the nameplate! And I don’t sense any magical traps.”

“I have a bad feeling about this.”

“Relax, Tem. C’mon, force it open. Your enhanced Watcher strength was made for situations like these … Or would you rather sleep on the cobblestones?”

I shivered. For the first time I knew what it meant to be soaked to the bone.

“Anything but that.” I squeezed the door handle and pushed down hard. There was a crunch and then a snap. The door handle came off in my hands … but the door did not budge. 

“Oops.”

“Great work Tem …” Fae rolled her eyes. “A master of your craft.”

“Hey, I’ve only been in this body for a few weeks. Before my rebirth, I couldn’t even twist the lid off a jar of mayonnaise.”

“Try kicking it.”

“What?”

“Kick it down with your boot.”

“Isn’t that a little … violent?”

“Would you prefer to kiss it open?”

I shrugged and slammed my heel into the door. There was the sound of splintering wood. The door flew across the room, knocked over a table, shattered a dozen earthenware pots, and then bounced off the far wall before clattering to the floor in a cloud of dust. 

“Oops.”

Fae coughed and flew into the room, blowing the dust away with her wings. “I suppose this is good enough for now. We’ll have to work on controlling your strength though. Misusing your strength could get both of us killed when battling with a monster girl.”

I thought of how powerful Helia had been when I had “captured” back in the town of Wayheath. I had only done so with the help of a magical elf elixir and the assistance of the town’s entire female population. Even then, it had been a close thing.

But learning to control my strength was for another day. Now, I wanted to sit down and rest. 

The house interior felt nothing like a sorceress’s hilltop home. There were no magical trinkets, no glowing lanterns, no creatures floating in vats of green liquid. In fact, aside from the dust and disrepair, the house reminded me of the rooms in the inns we had stayed at.

Bookshelves lined one side of the room. Against the far wall was a fireplace with wood stacked next to it in neat rows. I picked up the broken door, and leaned it against the doorway to keep out the rain and wind. Then, I kicked off my boots and sank into a comfy chair, too tired to care that I was dripping all over Orsella’s furniture and floorboards. 

When Fae was dry enough to do so, she got a fire started. Then she flew about the house, exploring the back rooms, looking for the sorceress. After some time, she flew back to my side and sank into my lap.

“Either she drank an invisibility elixir,” the dragon girl said with a yawn. “Or she’s not home.”

“I think we figured that out when we broke down her door.”

“When you broke it down, Tem.”

I was too tired to argue. “What do we do now?” The cypress scent of the fire, combined with its crackling warmth, was more soothing than any sleep medication. 

“Now we wait.”

“Great. A nap sounds wonderful …”

Absently, I stroked Fae’s hair bright blue hair with a finger. She purred and shifted in my lap.The heat and flames and the warmth of Fae’s body made my eyelids heavy. I sank lower into the soft cushion of the chair, inhaled the scent of the firewood, and closed my eyes. 

* * *

My dreams were troubled: full of demons, half-shadows, and strange whispers. In that half-asleep state, I again had the feeling I was being watched. The hairs on my neck bristled. One dream shadow began to chase me, cackling with laughter. I ran from it, climbing endless stone steps through the rain, with the shadow’s high-pitched laughter close behind me.

I woke to the sudden thud of Orsella’s door falling. Frightened, I leaped to my feet and whirled around. Throwing Fae from my lap.

Standing in the doorway were three cloaked figures, dripping with rainwater. One of them I recognized as the puff-faced guard from the city gates. 

“Oh,” I said, relaxing slightly. “It’s just you.”

So they’d manage to follow us in the end.

“Tem of Urf?”

“Yea?” I said. “What do you want? Can’t a man get some sleep in this city?”

The man pointed to the broken door. Then he pointed to all the broken pots.

“Oh yea … um … I can explain?”

“You’re under arrest for breaking and entering. Kindly walk with us to the police precinct or I will be forced to bind your hands.”
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The guards didn’t bind my hands but they treated me roughly. Every time I slipped on a stone, one of them cuffed me over the head or spat at my boots. As for Fae, she was treated as my pet and ignored. She rode on my shoulder muttering dark curses. 

If it weren’t for the rain, she might have set them all on fire.

The precinct house stood in the town square, next to the fountain and boarded-up shop stalls. I recognized it as the three-story, half-timbered stone building with guards out front we had passed earlier. By the time we reached the entranceway, my ears were ringing from all the blows to my head.

“Come,” said puff-face, shoving me inside. “The Chief Constable wishes to see you. And be respectable. She has no patience for rabble like you.”

Puff-face pushed me up two flights of stairs. The precinct house was a bustle of activity despite the late hour. We passed rooms with groups of guards huddled together, conversing in hushed voices. In another room lined with bookshelves, a team of young women was hunched over writing desks, pens scratching on reams of yellow parchment. Again, I wondered: Did this have something to do with all the deaths?

On the third floor, we went down a corridor to the far end. A set of oaken doors opened to reveal a wide and well-furnished room. A fire burned in the hearth and next to it, in a tall red chair embroidered with elaborate gold decorations, sat a woman who regarded us with her legs crossed.

The guard saluted to her and then closed the door behind us with a soft click.

From the guardsman’s salute, I knew this woman was the Chief Constable. But I had expected a wrinkled woman in her late fifties, with gray hairs and lines on her face that told stories of the tough cases she had handled.

Instead, sitting in a chair by the fire, with her legs crossed and her hands set on her knees, was a girl younger than I. No more than eighteen or nineteen. She was dressed in a light brown officer’s uniform and boots with high laces, her blonde hair was tied primly up in a bun and she wore spectacles that you might see on a librarian or scribe. The outfit fit her well, and the curves of her small breasts pushed up through the fabric.

Everything about the way she dressed and sat emitted an aura of authority, but even this could not hide her youth.

“So …” I joked. “Where’s the Chief?”

The woman ignored me. Her cold blue eyes slid from my face up to my white hair, and then up to the dragon girl perched on my shoulder.

“You are a Watcher.”

It was said as a statement, not a question.

“And you are the … Chief Constable?”

Again, she ignored me.

“Listen Watcher … You may have a high opinion of yourself. But we in the North have no love of the magi and their pets.” 

She spoke with the weight of someone three times her age. It was unsettling, almost as if the movements of her soft lips did not match the sounds emerging from her mouth. 

“I am no pet. I am a familiar,” said Fae.

“And I am no magi,” I said. “Simply a traveler here on personal business. We heard reports of monster girl attacks in Arrowside. I am here to investigate those attacks, and stop them if possible.”

It was a half-lie. We were here to ask for Orsella’s help. But I judged it better not to mention the sorceress. Or the monster girl hidden in my belt pouch. 

At the mention of monster girl attacks, a bolt of emotion flashed across Carlytte’s face. Gone as soon as it had arrived. Was it anger? Frustration? She pursed her lips.

“The monster girl attacks are under control.”

Fae snorted. “We saw three dead people in half a day. You call that under control?”

Another flash of emotion. Definitely anger this time. 

“Last I checked, the security of Arrowside was my business, not yours.”

“Yes,” I said. “But people are dying and maybe we can help—”

“And tell me,” she said, cutting me off. “You say you are here on personal business. But I know you work for the Magus Guild. Now tell me, do the magi and their ilk consider themselves above Centralian common law?”

“What?”

“Do not play games with me, Watcher. I have standing orders that any suspicious comers to Arrowhide be followed. My men found you sitting in the home of an innocent widow, enjoying its amenities as if they were your own. The door was torn from its hinges. The furniture was broken, pots shattered … Do you deny these facts?”

“Yes … I mean no … but … what? Innocent widow?”

I was all so confusing, and my ears were still ringing from the blows to my head.

“You are making a mistake,” said Fae. “That home belongs to an … associate of mine. Her name is Orsella.”

“There is nobody of that name in Arrowside.”

“But the nameplate on the door it—”

We were interrupted by a knock at the door. A man came in, saluted, and then bent over to whisper something in Carlytte’s ear. She frowned. More whispers. Then the frown deepened to an expression of violent anger. 

Fae flew up to my ear and whispered, “This isn’t working. At this rate they’ll throw us out … or even lock us up.”

“What do we do?” I whispered back. 

“Perhaps you should try a different strategy.”

“Like what?”

“Like … seduction.”

“Seduction?”

“You’re a Watcher. Women find you naturally attractive. She’s eighteen and nubile. She’s probably wet in the loins just from the smell of you. Say something to charm her. Maybe she’ll change her mind and let us go.”

“Say something to charm her? But I don’t—”

I guardsman had finished his report. He clicked his heels and exited the room. A shadow had fallen over Carlytte’s smooth face. Whatever news the guard had brought, it could not have been good.

“Was there another monster girl attack?”

“It is none of your concern.”

Fae slapped my shoulder with her tail.

“Um …”

“Speak.”

“Look. I think we got off on the wrong foot. Let’s start over.”

“Start over?”

“Yea,” I said looking around. “Do you have a bedroom available?”

“Why would you require a bedroom?”

“Well … you look troubled. And when you’re feeling down …” I looked her body up and down. “There’s no better cure than a good fucking.” 

* * *

They threw us into a cell and closed the hard iron door with a slam.

“Nice plan,” I muttered, laying down on the cold stones. I’d hit my head again on the way in and now it throbbed even harder. “That woman wouldn’t fall for seduction if it smacked her right on the ass.”

Fae climbed onto my chest and stood there with her arms crossed, looking down at me in exasperation. She poked me with her tail. “You call that seduction? You’d have better luck seducing a whore by waving an empty coin purse.”

“Well …”

“Well what?”

“I haven’t exactly had a lot of time to practice. Back on Earth I was terrible with women. And since coming to Centralia I’ve bedded most women without needing to even open my mouth … or even take off my own pants.”

“Well,” said Fae with a sigh. “It’s no matter now. I doubt all the seduction in the world could get us out of this cell.” She blew a smoke ring into the air. “Still … something seems odd.”

“What do you mean?”

“Did you see how Carlytte reacted when you said you were here to study the monster girl attacks? It’s like …” Fae slashed the smoke ring away with her tail. “It’s like they don’t want us to get involved.”

“Huh? But why … There are monster girls out there killing people. Someone could be dying outside that window as we speak.” I pointed to the tiny barred window that was open to the rain and the wind.

“Who knows why you humans do things? Maybe they don’t trust Watchers. Or maybe they hate me, a representative of the Academy. Or … maybe it’s a simple matter of pride.”

I thought about Carlytte. And how she had looked at me. She was clearly a proud woman. But she hadn’t seemed like a bad person. Was she capable of faking monster girl attack reports? What would her motive be?”

“What if … the attack reports were true?” I suddenly said. “What if they honestly report every attack that happened?”

“Tem, you saw the dead bodies. You don’t get those kinds of numbers in a city where attacks are ‘under control.’”

“Yes but there’s a time lag. It takes a few days to a week for them to draw up the reports and deliver them by pegasus courier, right?”

“Yes but …”

“Something could have happened in that time. A sudden rise in attacks.”

Fae turned silent.

“You mean like … a sudden epidemic? Does that kind of thing happen?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know. It’s just a hunch.”

“I don’t like it when you have hunches. They get us in trouble.” Fae yawned and stretched out her wings, shaking off some drops of water before folding them back behind her slender back. “Well … It seems we won’t get much investigating done either way. They’ll keep us here for a few days and then throw us out of the city on some pretext. Maybe we should give up and try another city. A city that actually wants our help.” 

I didn’t like the sound of that, giving up. The last time I’d given up, a precious friend had almost died. Plus, Orsella was our only lead.

My stomach growled, bringing me back from my thoughts.

“I hope they feed us. I haven’t anything since that bread and cheese with Gemma.”

“You mean feed you,” said Fae. She stood up and began to walk across my stomach toward my pants. “I have all the food I need right here.”

Fae began to massage me through the fabric of my pants with her little hands. “Still … I hope they feed you soon. When you don’t get enough nutrients, your seed starts to smell and taste like raw garlic.”

“What’s wrong with garlic?” I murmured.

But Fae was too busy coaxing out her dinner to answer.
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Food did not come until the following morning.

I slept well enough, considering I was hungry and had seen three dead bodies, inhaled a liter of rainwater, and had my head cuffed several dozen times by brutish city guards.

Breakfast was meager but respectable: hard bread that made my jaw hurt, cheese with flaky bits of green herbs, and—to wash it all down—large pail of water that smelled like rain. As for Fae, she received a tin plate with several long, thin fish on it. She looked at them in disgust before tossing the fish out the cell’s crossbarred window.

The cells were clustered on the second floor of the precinct house. All but ours were empty. From our cell, if I pressed my head to the bars, I could just make out light filtering from a common area. I could hear several guardsmen there, gathered to carry out their duties. Although “carry out their duties” seemed to involve (from the sound of it) several large flasks of wine and a pack of Centralian playing cards.

Fae joined me in the corner of the cell and stuck her head out. The cell doors were crossbarred too finely for her shoulders to squeeze through.

“Ah …” she said. “Sounds like they’re playing dreadnoughts.”

“Dreadnoughts?”

“Peasant gambling game. Best not to learn or you’ll find yourself naked and penniless one day.”

As if on cue, one of the guardsmen with a throaty voice burst into laughter. Another one, with a voice like a mouse, was sobbing. Someone was scooping coins off the table.

I sat down with my back to the bars.

“All the guards are men,” I muttered. “No hope of sweet talking our way out of here.”

“Your ‘sweet talking’ is what got us in here in the first place.”

“Don’t remind me …” I winced at the memory of my words to Carlytte. At the mention of a ‘good fucking,’ her face had flushed bright red. Obviously, I had pissed her off. But was it my imagination that she’d also looked … embarrassed?

There was the sound of a door opening. Someone shuffled into the common area: a new guard. The new guard spoke in a hushed voice. The atmosphere in the room changed. There sound of clinking coins and glasses stopped.

“What do you think they’re talking about?” I whispered to Fae.

“Be quiet and I’ll tell you.”

Again Fae stuck her head out of the crossbarred door. I couldn’t make out a single word but from the look on Fae’s face, I guessed she could.

There was more murmuring. The voices sounded grim. Then I heard the sound of fabric rustling. Several guards stomped out of the room together and slammed the door behind them.

Fae pulled her head back. She climbed up several rungs, threaded her tail around a crossbar and hung upside down with her arms crossed. 

“What is it?” I asked again.

“I couldn’t catch everything, but the topic of their conversation was clear.”

“Something tells me they weren’t talking about dreadnoughts.”

“Nope. We’ve got more monster girl attacks.”

“You mean attack right?”

“No, attacks. I heard that part clearly.” She frowned. “I think you were right Tem. The way those men reacted. It doesn’t sound like a cover-up. It sounds like they’re nervous about the sudden increase in deaths. They were probably gambling to get their minds off the subject.”

Fae flipped off the bars and glided down to the cell floor. She began pacing the length of the cell, muttering under her breath.

“What’s up?”

“We need more information, Tem.”

I thought about it. “I could send Helia to question the guards?”

Fae scoffed. “Knowing her, she’d probably end up sleeping with them. Or killing them outright.”

“Fae, she’s not that kind of monster girl anymore … but still, you’re probably right. It’s too dangerous. She can’t control her transformations well yet. Hmm …”

“Any ideas?” Fae asked.

“I’m thinking …”

“You do that. Meanwhile, I’m going to take my breakfast.” She reached for my trouser strings. “I’ll be damned if I’m going to eat fish like a common animal.”

When Fae finished her meal, she burped, letting out a small trail of smoke. Then she curled up on my lap and was soon asleep. With each rise and fall of her chest, little streams of smoke billowed through her nostrils. I stroked her back with a finger, enjoying the warm, smooth sensation of the scales that lined her lower back and buttocks. Even being locked up in a cell with nothing to drink but muddy rainwater wasn’t so bad when you had a spunky dragon girl to pass the time with.

If only there wasn’t so much to worry about. We had a missing sorceress, and—if our hunch was correct—an epidemic of deaths in Arrowside. If only there was some way to get Fae out of this cell … I scanned the room, looking at the stone bricks, the crossbarred cell door, the bucket of rainwater, the bits of straw lying strewn over the stones.

And then I saw it: the window. It was so obvious in retrospect. Like the cell door, the window was made with crossbars. That was why I had ignored it. But upon closer examination, the bars were set a few centimeters farther apart than the ones on the door. For a human, it would not matter. But for a dragon girl … maybe she could get through.

“Fae …” I whispered.

No response. Just the rise and fall of her scaly chest.

“Fae!” 

I shook her gently with a finger, and then more urgently.

“What … Tem … I was sleeping …”

“I’ve got a mission for you. A way to get more information.”

She sat up and rubbed her eyes.

“Does this mission involve rain?”

“Yes.”

The rain had continued all night and until the morning. There was no sign of it letting up. I could hear it running by on the streets below our cell.

The dragon girl groaned and flopped back down onto my lap. 

“I hate rain. I’m going back to sleep …”

“Fae! It’s important.”

I shook her awake again. She groaned once more, but this time she stood up and, still half-asleep, began to shimmy her way up my arm. When she reached my shoulder, grabbing onto my ear for balance, I pointed to the window set into the far wall.

“Tem, I hope you aren’t—”

“Can you fit in through there?”

“Not comfortably.”

“How about uncomfortably?”

“This better be important.”

“Lives are at stake.”

Fae sighed. “I suppose I should go then. I wouldn’t want all these lovely citizens of Arrowside to die terrible deaths at the hands of sex-obsessed monster girls. … Let me guess, you want me to go eavesdrop on our bratty Chief Constable.”

“Not eavesdrop. I just want you to see if you can get up to her office. Rifle through her documents … official records … Can you do that?”

“Can I do that? Who do you think I am? I aced all my espionage classes at the Academy.”

It was a tight fit, but with a little bit of slimy moss taken from the cell wall, we were able to lubricate her enough to get through. When she reached the ledge on the other side of the window, Fae gave me a thumbs up and then dove off the edge, into the rain. She disappeared, plummeting down toward the stone street below, and then reappeared in a flutter of wings, soaring up toward the third floor: and Carlytte’s office.




With the sun hidden behind rain clouds, there was no way to tell the passing of time. But sooner than I expected, Fae appeared at the window. She pushed halfway through and stopped.

“Tem!” she whispered to me. “Help me.”

“Help me what?”

She blushed.

“I’m stuck.”

The rain had washed off the slimy lubricant from her shoulders. Now they were pinned to her sides, and she lay prone on the windowsill with her tail and legs sticking out into the rain. 

I made a sound, halfway between a snort and a cough.

“That better not have been a laugh.”

“Of course not.”

“What are you looking at?”

“Just enjoying the view. Usually it’s me that’s stuck in awkward positions.”

“Hilarious, Tem. Now help me out of here now or I’ll chew your rod off the next time you feed me.”

I sighed. I listened for any sound of the guards. Nothing but a few snores. I grabbed Fae’s horns with my fingers and pulled. She grunted but did not budge. I dug my heels into the stone and tried again. Still nothing. Finally, I put one foot onto the wall and pulled with the entire weight of my body.

My grip gave before Fae did. I flopped backward onto my back, sliding a few centimeters before slamming my head into the pail of water. Fae made one final push of her own and popped free, shooting across the cell before gliding gracefully onto my legs. She stood there with her arms on her hips, looking down at me with a satisfied expression.

The pail of water had fallen over and drenched my face in rainwater.

“That’s what you get for teasing me.”

“I suppose I deserve that.” I sat up and shook the water out of my hair. “You came back fast.”

“It wasn’t much of a mission. Our little princess wasn’t in her office. The papers were in a wooden cabinet by her desk. It wasn’t even locked.”

“I don’t see any papers on you.”

Fae tapped one of her horns. “Top of my class at the Academy, Tem. Everything I need is in here.”

I grinned. “Fae, you’re the best. Okay, what did you find out?”

“You were right. There’s been a sudden increase in attacks. I found a cabinet was full of attack reports. The ink was still fresh. We’re talking about two dozen deaths last night alone.”

“Two dozen?”

Fae shrugged. “Makes sense. We only walked a small fraction of the city last night and ran into three bodies.”

I frowned. What kind of monster girl were we dealing with? What kind of monster was capable of dishing out this much destruction? Even Helia, who had been a powerful succubus, had only “fed” on one or two men a night. Now we had a girl who had taken down two dozen. Or was there more than one?

“All of them monster girl attacks?”

“Mostly. There were petty crimes mixed in. Jewelry thefts, bar fights. Two jealous lovers killed each other in an armed duel.”

“Quaint.”

“And there’s one more thing,” said Fae. “It turns out our Carlytte is new to the Chief Constable position. She’s only been here for a few months. The older attack reports were signed with a different name.”

“Her predecessor?”

“It’s likely.”

“Well she is only eighteen or nineteen years old …”

“Listen to this, Tem. Before Carlytte took over, attacks in Arrowside were rare. They’ve always been strict about security. At least for the past decade or so. Then all of a sudden this new girl takes over … men start dying … what do you think?”

I blinked.

“Are you suggesting that Carlytte is the killer?”

“Why not? Helia hid herself well enough.”

She had a point. I hadn’t suspected the succubus at all until she’d locked me into a bedroom and tried to take my life.

“What do you think Tem? It makes sense. She kills the old chief … takes over control of the constables and guardsmen … and now she’s protected and has a free pass for feeding off the men!”

“Maybe …” 

It was a solid argument, but somehow it didn’t feel right. Carlytte hadn’t given me that feeling. She had seemed like a good, albeit troubled, young woman. Someone forced to take responsibility beyond her years. 

And even if she was an intelligent monster girl disguising herself as human, why would she kill so many men at once? Three dozen lives a day. Doing something like that would be the easiest way to blow her cover.

We shut up as one of the guards, a red-faced man with thick sideburns, came in with our lunch. Some kind of stew in wooden bowls plus more black bread. Another dead fish for Fae, which she threw back out the open cell door at the guardsman.

For a moment Sideburns seemed ready to beat us with his cudgel. Then he spat and stomped back into the common room.

“You shouldn’t anger them like that Fae …” I whispered.

“They should stop treating me like your pet.”

“It’s only because you’re so cute.”

Fae turned away but I was pretty sure she blushed.

The stew was a bit spicy for my liking but tasted good enough. I ate most of it and mopped up the rest with the black bread. Partway through Fae walked over and helped herself to her meal. I was so used to feeding Fae by now that it seemed as ordinary as taking a shower or brushing my teeth.

“Fae,” I said, pulling up my trousers when she was done. “Do you remember the details from the reports? I need details of the way the men died. Anything that might help me identify who the monster girl was.”

“The men were drowned. Lungs filled with fluid. Froth on their lips.”

“That’s no surprise. We saw that last night. Same thing with all of them?”

“With some minor variations.”

“Good.” At least that meant we weren’t dealing with multiple monster girls of different types. “Anything else that might be useful?”

“The reports also included the location of discovery. Place names like the Soothorn Square or the Greenbay Foundry. I had the time to look up the locations on a map in Carlytte’s office. Most of the places weren’t near bodies of water. The bodies weren’t found floating in lakes but lying in the middle of streets, in dark alleyways, behind houses, stuff like that.”

I scratched my chin. Fluid in the lungs … I had come across monster girls like that in the games I played back on Earth. But which ones? I could feel the specifics floating in my head, just out of my conscious reach.

“Anything else?”

“Looks of pleasure on their faces. Lack of clothing on the bodies.”

“But we knew that already.” 

“Yup.”

I sighed. It wasn’t enough. Any number of monster girls could kill a man by filling his lungs with fluid. Or undress them and make them naked. Plus, some monster girls were intelligent enough to kill their victims and then fake the method of death, to deceive nosy investigators.

I went over the clues we had again.

“Fluid in the lungs … bluish-white froth … no marks on the body. A lack of clothing. A sudden burst of attacks after an extended period of quiet. Hmm.”

“And if it’s Carlytte, also the ability to take on human form.”

“If it’s Carlytte. But I don’t think it is.”

“You’re the expert Tem.”

I sighed. I was supposed to be the expert but I was pulling a blank here. We had information now … but not critical information. I needed something to help glue the pieces together.

There were monster girls in Arrowside. That was for certain. But where were they? How were they hiding? There hadn’t been any sightings, only deaths. And the way these men had died … it didn’t feel like an attack by a monster that could transform. Monster girls who transformed were more crafty and intelligent. These attacks seemed brutish, primitive almost.

I stood up and patted the dust and hay off of my trousers. Outside the window, the sky was still gray and hazy. I could see the roofs of the buildings across the street. The rain was coming off in sheets, cascading to the stone-paved path below. A few women ran past, holding coats or baskets above their heads. Apparently they hadn’t invented umbrellas in this world.

There were plenty of things to love about Centralia, but getting drenched whenever it rained was not one of them. I felt myself missing the luxuries of Earth: umbrellas, indoor plumbing, central air conditioning, and vehicles that weren’t pulled by foul-smelling animals.

“Fae,” I said after a time. “Where does all the water go?”

“What?”

I nodded to the street below us. “There’s been so much rain … and there’s not much of a slope in this part of the city. But the streets aren’t waterlogged.”

“Isn’t that obvious?” said Fae. “It goes down into the sewers.”

“There are sewers?”

“Of course they are. What do you think we are? Primitives?”

“You don’t have umbrellas.”

“What?”

“It’s nothing …” I thought about the gutters I had seen the night before. I didn’t recall seeing any sewer grills, but that was the kind of thing you took for granted. “You have better eyes than me. Can you point out one of the grills?”

Fae grabbed onto one of the iron bars and stuck her head out the grill. 

“Hmm … there should be an opening of some kind … Oh! Over there … come to my side and you can see it.” 

She was right. From one side of the window grill, I could just make out a blurry square patch in the street below. It was hard to see in the rain, but it did look like the rain was flowing in there.

“These sewers … are they extensive?”

“What’s with the sudden interest in Centralian wastewater management?”

“Just tell me what you know.”

She scratched her chin with a scaly finger. “I read something about this in my studies. These Northern cities get a lot of rain. In particular Arrowside, because of how it’s set into the Rodog Mountains. Some centuries ago large parts of the city were torn down and sewers were constructed … Though the design is rather crude from modern standards …”

“How so?”

“The sewage flows directly out into the river.”

I recalled the river we had crossed to reach the gates of Arrowside.

“Hm …”

“What is it, Tem?”

“I think I know what we’re dealing with.”

“You mean Carlytte’s true form?”

“No … I don’t think it’s her … We’re dealing with something else. Something that can’t disguise itself.” 

The answer came in a flash.

I could see it all in my head, like a digital encyclopedia. The clues, the death markers of the monster girl victims, the accelerating pace of the attacks. It all pointed to a particular kind of monster girl … one was able to attack its victims and disappear into the night. One that grew and multiplied as it fed off the sexual excretions of its victims … 

“Fae … we’re dealing with a slime girl.”

“A slime girl?” said Fae.

“A slime girl, yes. Or slime girls, perhaps.” I began to mutter things to myself and pace back and forth around the cell. “This is bad … really bad … Yes, that makes sense. The sudden increase in deaths … And they’re only going to get worse.”

Fae made an irritated noise. “Tem … ‘slime girl’ doesn’t mean anything to me. Monster girls didn’t exist in Centralia until quite recently.”

“No time Fae. We don’t have time to be waiting around. Slime girls grow and multiply quickly … A few more days of this and the whole city will be frothing from the mouth. All the men, at least. Things are worse than I thought. There wasn’t just a sudden increase in attacks. There was an acceleration. If our teenage constable isn’t going to do something about the attacks … then we’ll have to do something ourselves.”

A mischievous grin appeared on Fae’s face. “Does that mean …”

A matched her grin with one of my own. Despite the rain and the cold and the deaths in the streets of Arrowside, life was beginning to sound like fun.

“It’s time to break out of jail.”
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“So what’s our plan of escape?” asked Fae, grinning wickedly. “Shall I melt a hole in the cell with my flame, burst into the common room, and roast the guards until the fat drips off their bones?”

“Thanks for the idea, but if possible I prefer to keep murder off the menu.”

“You’re no fun Tem.”

I hid a smile. Fae looked excited for the first time since we had come to Arrowside. Despite all our bickering, it had hurt me to see her depressed by the rain. 

“I want to try something a bit sneakier. It’s risky … but it’s the best option we’ve got. And I’ve been wanting to test out her powers as well.”

Fae groaned. “By her you mean the succubus, don’t you?”

“You’ll grow to like her, I promise.”

“Not if she kills us all first.”

Thankfully, the guards hadn’t cared enough to relieve us of our possessions. The pouch holding the essence rod was still attached to my waist. I pulled out the rod containing Helia and pressed down on the tip. It expanded from the size of a small vial to the size of, well, a large glass dildo. 

I paused for a moment to listen to the guards. There were at least three of them. One was snoring. The others sounded like they were playing dreadnoughts again. 

I pointed the essence rod downward and pressed the button located at the base of the shaft. A spurt of white light spurted out from the tip of the rod, landing on the stone floor of the cell. The pool coalesced into a woman’s figure. Moments later, Helia was sitting next to me in the cell. She was naked except for the bat-like wings that curled around her waist like a skirt.

She paused to let me look at her breasts before materializing a layer of black fabric that hid her most revealing parts. Then she pressed her head to my shoulder and nuzzled against me.

“I thought you would never let me out!”

I put a finger to my lips and nodded to the guardroom next door. Her eyes flickered to the cell door and then the room beyond, nodding in understanding. 

“He let you out, what, a day and a half ago?” whispered Fae. “Inside the essence rod it was less than two hours.”

“Two hours without Master is a long time.”

Fae groaned and rolled her eyes.

“Been practicing your faces Helia?” I said.

She nodded.

“How long can you hold a transformation for?”

“A few minutes … maybe five? Not long, as it’s quite tiring. And I’ll have to suck up your energy to recharge myself.”

“Want to help me out with something?”

“Of course, Master. I’d love to. Does it involve … this?”

Her tail, long and thin like a dominatrix’s whip, snaked out from behind her wingskirt and began to trace a line up my thigh. The tail had reached my waistband and was beginning to wriggle inside my trousers before I pushed it away and cleared my throat.

Helia may have grown weaker after her capture, but she was just as attractive as before. A single glance at her was enough to make me think naughty thoughts.

Stay calm, Tim. This isn’t the time to be sleeping with your pet succubus. 

“I’ll take a pass on the tail … and whatever you were planning to do with it.”

Helia pouted at me. “But it would feel  so good for you … I practiced the technique on myself and—”

“Sorry Helia, but this is urgent. Both of you, listen carefully … We’re going to break out of this cell. Helia, I’m going to shoot you out the window using the essence rod. Fae will follow you by squeezing through the bars. The two of you will go through the main entrance, disguised as someone … distracting. There should only be three or four guards left: the rest went out. … Helia, I need you to keep them distracted long enough for Fae to steal the keys to the cell door. And get us all out of here.”

“Impressive plan, Master,” cooed Helia.

“Wait,” said Fae. “And where exactly am I supposed to hide?”

Helia opened her wingskirt, revealing a tuft of dark pubic hair and the cleft between her legs. Then, the wings disappeared, transforming into a skirt of black fabric. She lifted the hem and pointed inside.

“You want me to hide up your skirt?! Uh-uh. No way!”

“Shh!” I put a finger to my lips. “Then guards will hear you.”

“Tem …” Fae hissed back. “I am not hiding between a succubus’s legs. It’s a disgrace.”

I sighed and scratched my head. Hiding between a succubus’s legs sounded like pure heaven to me, but it seemed Fae was too proud. I turned back to the succubus, who was trying to nip at my nipples through my shirt.

“Can you materialize a more … substantive outfit?”

“But that will hide all my tantalizing curves.”

“I’m sure you’ll still be charming enough.”

“Okay Master, but only because you insist.” Helia knitted her brow in concentration. The black skirt and top faded away, leaving the succubus naked for an instant. Then new clothing materialized: a loose-fitting cloak, like you might expect a monk or priest to wear. The hood was large enough for a ten-inch dragon girl to hide inside.

“How’s that, princess?”

“That’s better,” muttered Fae. “Still disgraceful … but better.”

“Ready?”

Fae sighed again. “Are you sure we can trust her, Tem? She’s a succubus. Knowing her, she’ll trip and fall … and somehow end up with a guardsmen’s spear between her legs.”

Helia gave Fae a hurt look. “I will do no such thing …” She put an arm around my waist. “Unless it is with Master. If it’s for him … I’ll trip and fall on his spear as many times as he likes.” She brought her lips to my ear and cooed softly, letting her warm breath tickle my earlobe.

“Gross.”

“You’re just jealous, dragonling. Unlike some of us … I’m actually large enough for Master’s spear to fit …”

“Why you—”

“Girls, quiet. Quit bickering. And Helia, you know my spear isn’t going anywhere. You can trip and fall on it all you like after we get this mission sorted out. For now, we’ve got a monster girl to capture … and a city to save.”

“Is that a promise, Master?”

Fae groaned. “Let’s just get going. Even flying through the rain is preferable to this drivel. Listening to you two flirt is going to turn my brain to mush.”

“With a head so tiny,” Helia said. “Your brains are probably—”

Helia didn’t finish her sentence. I tapped her with the essence rod to suck her back inside. Then, after allowing Fae to squeeze through the bars (thankfully she didn’t get stuck this time), I checked that the street below the window was clear before extending the rod out the window and pressing the button.

Then, standing on my toes, I watched as the shining liquid fell to the stones below and coalesced to form Helia’s body. Fae signaled quietly to me before disappearing inside Helia’s hood. Then they were gone across the corner, heading for the precinct house’s main entrance.

There was nothing to do but wait.

And so I waited. In the cell, there was only the sound of the rain and occasional shouts from the guardsmen playing dreadnoughts. The minutes dragged by. I listened for the sound of Helia’s voice. For any sign of a disturbance next door.

Nothing.

I felt a wave of fear. What if something had happened to Helia? Her powers were still imperfect—what if her face ‘flickered’ back to its true form when she was inside the precinct? Or had Fae been right? Had Helia betrayed us and run off to her freedom? Had I made the wrong choice in setting her free?

There was a sound in the guardroom. A voice called out … one that sounded vaguely like Helia’s. But also vaguely like another voice … one I couldn’t quite recall.

“On your feet, men.”

“Ma’am!”

The sounds of chairs scraping on stone. Then the click of boots.

“Playing dreadnoughts again?”

“No ma’am!”

“There’s been another attack in the Merchant Quarter! I want you to go and investigate. Make sure the citizens are safe. Establish a perimeter. Make sure no nosy foreigners are asking questions.”

“But the cells,” said one of the guards. “Someone needs to watch them.”

A moment of tense silence.

“What did you say?”

The guard hesitated. “The cells …”

“I gave you an order. Or perhaps you’d like me to write in your quarterly report how carefully you were guarding over your dreadnoughts cards …”

“No ma’am. Attack in the Merchant Quarter. We’ll be right on our way.”

More shuffling of boots. The sound of coats being put on. Then footsteps down the stairs … and silence.

It made no sense. Why had the guards just left at Helia’s command? I had expected her to act like a poor widow or a damsel in distress, maybe seduce the guards by flipping her skirt up or doing some revealing side-boob action. But instead, she had barked an order and the guards had obeyed.

Fae came flying in, with the ring of keys looped through her tail.

“What is god’s name is going on?” I asked as she inserted the key into the door.

“Long story, Tem.” The lock clicked and Fae pulled the cell door open with a flap of her wings. “It’s better if you see for yourself.”

I followed Fae out of the cell area, shaking the blood back into my stiff legs. When I stepped into the guardroom, I froze. Sitting in a guard’s chair with her arms crossed, glowering in our direction, was Chief Constable Carlytte.

I took a step back. “Carlytte … um … uh … there’s a perfectly good explanation for this.” 

Carlytte laughed and kicked her feet up onto the table.

“Hello Master. Did I do a good job?”

It took me a moment to process the situation.

“Helia?”

It was a masterful disguise. She’d gotten everything down perfectly, from the blonde hair in a bun, to the strict librarian-style glasses. Underneath her cloak, she was wearing the same tight-fitting brown uniform. Even her breasts had shrunken several sizes smaller to match the young woman’s.

“I’m losing it …”

Carlytte’s face flickered. The features melted away. Her eyebrows and hair darkened. A tail appeared, poking out from under her cloak. Then the cloak faded too, leaving only a wingskirt and naked breasts. The Chief Constable was gone and now there was only Helia.

“Oops,” said the succubus. “I guess that’s my limit.”

“Wha—”

Fae tugged on my shirt. “We should get out of here first. Talk later. The guards will come back when they realize nobody’s died in the Merchant Quarter.”

“Wait, we can’t go,” said Helia.

“Why not?”

“I need to recharge my powers.”

Fae sighed. “You can’t be serious. You’re going to make love to him here?”

“How else are we going to get out?”

She was right. It was a flaw in my original plan. We would have to walk out the front entrance. Without Carlytte’s authority, there was no way we were getting outdoors.

I began to unlace my pants. I was getting pretty good at that. Lacing and unlacing. 

Fae sighed. “Be quick about it. And be quiet. I’ll check the stairs to see if anyone comes up.” 

“Don’t worry,” Helia said, bending over the guards’ table. She hiked up her skirt, revealing her tail and her firm ass cheeks. “I recharge pretty quickly. A few dozen thrusts should do.” 

There was no need to finish inside Helia—the succubus recharged her powers through sexual contact, not sexual release. But I couldn’t resist. A few dozen thrusts later, I held back a moan and thrust into Helia, emptying myself inside her. I felt myself weaken slightly as the monster girl drained my magical powers.

“Thank you Master,” she said breathily. “I feel much better. Now let’s get out of here.”

“Uh … shouldn’t you clean yourself up?” A trail of white liquid was beginning to creep down her inner thigh.

“Why?” Helia said, pushing it back up inside herself. “That would be such a waste. I want to feel your warmth inside of me.”

“If you say so …”

After a moment to focus, Helia again transformed into Carlytte. We called Fae in and had her hide inside Helia’s cloak. Then, with Helia still dripping between the legs with my semen, we headed down the stairs. 

The first-floor reception area was mostly empty except for a man dozing at his desk. When we walked past, Helia coughed. The man nearly fell out of his chair in a hurry to salute the passing Chief Constable. 

“Everything okay?” Helia said.

“Yes ma’am. Sorry ma’am. Just tired from these attacks.”

“Don’t let it happen again.”

“Ma’am …”

The same thing happened with the other guards. At the sight of Carlytte, they immediately saluted and did not question why I was following her. In the room with bookshelves, young women were still scribbling furiously on some pieces of parchment, but they paid no notice to us.

We walked right out of the double doors and into the rain, the guards saluting as we passed. I felt a rush of excitement. Here we were, breaking out of jail and nobody was even blinking an eye.

* * *

Once outside, we cut across the main square and went past the central fountain. The shop stalls were still boarded up and there weren’t many people about. Just a few women holding oilcloths or baskets over their heads, hurrying on their way. 

When we exited the square, Helia ducked into an alleyway. Just in time for her transformation to run out. Her hair turned from blonde to black and her cloak disappeared. Fae popped out and fell halfway to the cobblestones before catching herself mid-air.

“Whew,” Helia said, panting slightly from the exertion. “That was close. Maybe we should do three dozen thrusts next time, just in case.”

“Where are we going?” I whispered, handing Helia my cloak so she could cover herself.

“You’ll see,” Fae said.

Helia exited the alleyway and took us past a dry goods store with its windows boarded up. Then she turned the corner into another alleyway. I saw rainwater flowing down the gutters, draining into one of the sewer grills. Now that I knew they were there, I could see sewer grills on every street corner. Somewhere below us … the slime girl was hiding.

The succubus stopped next to a few sacks of garbage. She frowned, put her hands on her hips, and looked around. 

“Now where did she crawl off to … I swore we left her here …”

“You’re right,” Fae said. “She’s gone.”

“Leave who? Who’s gone? Can somebody explain to me what’s going on? How did you know what Carlytte looked like? You were in the essence rod when we met he— Oh.”

I stopped. Down the alleyway, I saw another sack of garbage. It was long and brown and tied up with a thick rope. It was also squirming down the alleyway, heading away from us.

“Oh,” said Helia. “There she is.”

She walked over to the squirming sack and turned it over. The sack had a face. It was Carlytte. Her mouth was gagged with a strip of cloth and strands of wet blonde hair were stuck to her face. I could see the fury in her eyes.

I put my face in my hands.

“Please don’t tell me … this is the real one.”

“It’s the real one.”

“You can’t be serious, Helia. You bound and gagged the Chief Constable?”

“Well Master, she mostly bound herself. She got so tangled up when fighting back that, well, all Fae had to do was tie the knot.”

I looked at Fae. “And you helped her?”

“What would you have preferred? That I roast her alive? We turned the corner to the main square Helia bumped right into her. Knocked me out of the hood. She recognized me. It was a miracle that we got her into this alleyway without anybody noticing.” She gave Helia a look of begrudging respect. “It was thanks to the succubus’s quick reactions.”

“I’ve had a lot of practice attacking and seducing men,” said Helia, not without pride. “Of course, that’s all in the past now.”

I sighed and looked around. There was nobody else in the alleyway … for now. But we couldn’t just stay here. The sack of garbage tried to crawl away again. Helia hooked her tail around it and dragged it back.

I sighed and rubbed my temples.

“This is more trouble than I asked for.”

“Did I do wrong, Master? This was the best I could manage, given the circumstances.”

She was right. It wasn’t her fault that Carlytte had bumped right into them. And given the situation, things could have turned out far worse.

“You did great Helia … but …”

I scratched my head. Now that we had Carlytte, we couldn’t exactly let her go free. If she did, all the guards in the city would be on our heels within the hour. And we needed that precious time to investigate the monster girl killings.

Carlytte was now glaring daggers at me. She was trying to talk through her gag and somehow I knew that they were dirty words unfit for a young lady like her.

I sighed and grabbed the bundle of cloth, throwing it up onto my shoulders. Carlytte wriggled and kicked, and there were muffled shouts, but Helia had tied her up so well that there was little Carlytte could do to resist.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I said. “There is a zero probability that this will end well.”

“Very few probabilities are truly zero,” said Fae with an academic yawn. “And who knows. Maybe it was a good thing. After all”—she pointed her tail up to the sky—“it looks like the rain is finally letting up.”
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I ducked behind a hedge as a team of guards ran by, boots splashing in puddles of rainwater. On my shoulder, Carlytte tried to scream for help through her gag, but the guards did not hear her.

“We’re not going to hurt you,” I whispered into her ear for the tenth time that day. Carlytte replied by trying to headbutt me in the face. 

We had made slow progress after retrieving Carlytte. Multiple times I’d had to step duck under shop awnings or into alleyways to avoid guards that were running through the streets of Arrowside. It didn’t help that Carlytte had tried to worm away at every opportunity. And when I carried her on my shoulders, she would ram her knee into my shoulder blade repeatedly.

“Awful lot of guards,” I muttered to Fae as another group of guards moved past. 

“Probably because of all the deaths. Or they’ve found out we’ve escaped.”

“We’re not going to get much done with this much security.” I looked at Carlytte. “Maybe our only option is to negotiate with her.”

Fae rolled her eyes. “You’ll have better luck negotiating with a dungheap.”

“Yea but what choice to we have?” I checked the alleyway to make sure it was empty. Then I reached over and pulled the gag from Carlytte’s mouth.

“Guards! GUARDS!!” screamed the blond girl. “The Watche—mhmfmfm!!!”

I hastily stuffed the gag back into her mouth. Fae and I exchanged looks.

“If I were you,” I said to her. “I would have roasted her alive already.”

“I’m feeling charitable today.”

I turned to Carlytte. 

“If you scream, I’ll just gag you again. All I want to do is talk. Do you understand?”

She continued to glower.

“Look we can sit here all day. While more people die. I just want to talk.”

No response.

I sighed. It was worth one more try. I reached forward and slowly pulled the gag from her mouth. This time, she didn’t scream. Instead, she turned her head to the side and spit onto the stones.

“Don’t spit,” said Fae. “It’s not ladylike.”

Carlytte tried to spit again, but there wasn’t enough spittle in her mouth. A little trail came out of her lips and then stuck to her chin. She looked away, but I was pretty sure she was blushing.

“I do not negotiate with criminals.”

“We’re not criminals.”

“That’s what criminals always say.”

I sighed. How could you talk sense into someone this stubborn. 

“Look,” I said. “We were just trying to investigate the monster girl attacks when your men arrested us. We’ve been through your files. We know about the sudden increase in attacks. We know what kind of monster girl is hiding in your city. We can help you.”

Carlytte met my eyes. “Breaking and entering, kidnapping an official, and now … stealing information from the constabulary. I will see you hang for this!”

It was like trying to talk sense to a cardboard box. She reminded me of the characters in hard-mode dating sims, who were impossible to seduce. She was far too bitter for a girl of eighteen or nineteen.

“You do understand that the laws of a Kingdom are not set in stone,” Fae suggested. “When necessity calls, sometimes we have to bend the rules.”

The blonde girl sniffed. “Do not lecture me. I have been training in the law since before I could walk. My father …” She trailed off. Was that a flicker of sadness on her face? “The law does not operate like the gears in a machine. But it operates nonetheless. Arrowside does not need your vigilante justice. We solve our problems. And you … you are just a petty criminal.”

I looked at Fae. “What do you think we should do?”

“Throw her in the sewers and make a run for it.”

“And leave the entire city to die from slime girl attacks?”

Fae sighed. “I suppose we’re too noble to allow that to happen. I guess we should … find Orsella and try to ask for her help again. If the guards don’t get to us first.”

“Why do you continue spouting such nonsense?!” said Carlytte. “There are no sorceresses in Arrowside. The occupant of that house has lived here for over two decades. I had to see her personally to apologize for your brutish actions. I was on my way back when your … minions ambushed me.”

“Who are you calling a minion?” Fae looked at me. “Can I eat her?”

I shook my head.

“She wouldn’t taste very good anyway. Too bitter. Still …” Fae scratched her chin with her tail. “That means Orsella is back at home.”

“I suppose it does.”

“She could at least have down to the precinct house and cleared up the misunderstanding,” Fae muttered. “It’s just like Orsella to leave us rotting in that cell. It’s no wonder sorceresses are loners.”

“Well,” I said. “I guess that settles it. We’ll just have to go to Orsella and ask her to tell Carlytte that we’re innocent. Then maybe she’ll listen to reason.” I turned to the Chief Constable. “How’s that sound?”

“You aren’t innocent. You broke into an innocent widow’s home. You ruined her furniture. You broke her pots. You kidnapped the Chief Constable. You stole documents from—mhmfhfmfm!”

I stuffed the gag back into her mouth.

The sky was bright blue and the rain clouds had disappeared without a trace. Now the rain was gone, the prospect of climbing the steps to Orsella’s home didn’t seem so bad.
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“I can’t take this anymore. I’m taking a break.”

I set Carlytte down on the steps and sat down, breathing hard. Even with my enhanced Watcher strength, carrying another human was tiring. My calves burned and my lungs burned even harder. Even Carlytte seemed tired. Instead of trying to ram her knees into my neck, partway through the climb she had settled for lying limp on my shoulders and trying to be as heavy as possible.

“Tired already?” said Fae. 

“Easy for you to say. You were riding on my shoulder.”

Fae ignored my remark. She looked around and frowned. “We shouldn’t be out in the open. Looks like the alarm that sounded earlier drew most of the guards away, but still … We’ve received too many suspicious looks.”

“Just give me a sec to catch my breath.”

“Still feel like someone is watching you?”

“Not anymore.”

An alarm had drawn the guards away, giving us an opening to start up the hill. Soon after, I had again sensed someone watching us. It couldn’t have been Carlytte’s men. They would have arrested us. So who was it? A widow peeking at us from the shutters of her home? Just my imagination?

I leaned back into the steps and looked around. We were on the central terrace of the hill, the one with the statue at the center. Rainwater was still flowing down into the terrace, following gutters that lined the waist-high circular wall. Near the wall, I saw several more sewer grills, which drained some of the fast-flowing water away.

Now that the sun was out, I could make out the central statue’s features. It was the figure of a man. He was facing the Arrowside gates, one arm raised to his forehead in salute. He looked familiar somehow. It took a moment to realize why: he wore the same uniform as Carlytte. A military-style uniform with tall laced boots. Badges of some sort on the chest. 

I looked at the girl. She was curled up on the stones, gazing up at the statue. When she caught me looking, she turned away.

“Who’s the guy?” I said to Fae.

“No idea,” Fae said. “Probably some minor official who saved the town from a spoorg infestation.”

“Minor official gets a statue?”

Fae shrugged. “Every city needs its heroes. You can study local history for centuries and still not learn all the names.”

“Looks like he’s wearing military uniform.”

“He’s not wearing anything Tem,” Fae said, her tiny mouth stretching into a yawn. “He’s a hunk of rock.”

“Leave it to a scholar to point out the obvious,” I muttered. 

After a while, I stood up and started to walk toward the circle-wall. The air was cool and crisp and felt good after a night spent sleeping in a stuffy cell.

“Where are you going, Tem?” Fae rose up and fluttered after me.

“I need to pee.”

“At a time like this?”

“When you gotta go you gotta go.” In truth I’d been holding in my urine. The “toilet” in the prison cell had been little more than a slop bucket. Which was repulsive, considering I’d grown up using heated toilet seats.

I took a few more steps. Fae was still behind me.

“What are you doing?”

“Following you.”

“I told you, I’m going to pee.”

“And I’m following you. To watch.”

“What about Carlytte?”

“She’ll be fine. I want to see.”

I sighed. Several times around camp I had caught Fae peeking at me while I was relieving myself in a bush or behind a tree. There was nothing to hide, but still … it was embarrassing somehow.

“What’s so interesting about a man urinating?”

“A man? Nothing. But you … well that’s a different story.”

I stepped behind the circle-wall. It came up to just below my navel. Beyond, I could see Carlytte lying at the foot of the steps, pointedly not looking in my direction. Fae lay down on the wall and looked between my legs with her chin resting on her hands.

“Okay,” I said, pulling down my trousers. “And what makes my thing so different from another man’s?” After I had been summoned from Earth, I had gained length and girth, but I wasn’t exactly massive. 

“Well …” Fae let out a sigh of pleasure. “That lovely thing between your legs is where my food comes from. Don’t you like watching a chef prepare meals? Or sharpen his knife? It’s the same kind of pleasure.”

“I suppose that makes sense … Kind of like watching people cook on the Internet.”

“What’s the Internet?”

“Nothing. Be quiet so I can pee.”

I waited. Nothing came out. Birds chirped from the trees around us.

“Doesn’t Centralia have the concept of privacy?”

“I’m your familiar. You don’t get any privacy from me.”

I waited some more. Still nothing. The wind carried the voices of washerwomen up from the terrace below us. 

“Nothing’s coming out Tem,” said Fae. “And is it just me, or are you growing stiff?”

“Because you’re watching me.”

“I didn’t know being watched turned you on.”

“Me either. Now get out of here or we’ll be here all day.”

“But …”

“Fae, please.”

Fae took one last at my half-erect cock. Then she shrugged and took off in a flap of her wings, circling back toward the statue. She landed on the statue’s arm and squatted there, looking down at Carlytte. 

I sighed in relief. For a moment I thought she’d ask me to feed her again. Not that I didn’t enjoy “feeding” Fae—who doesn’t enjoy a blowjob from a dragon girl—but my bladder was about to explode.

I began to use breathe deeply, using Mara’s relaxation techniques to calm myself. Soon I was relaxed enough to pee again. I took a step forward and directed a stream of urine into the gutter. 

As I peed, I watched the rainwater flow around the wall, draining into sewer grills that lined the statue. Fae was right, it was an impressive feat of engineering. Even on Earth, people had trouble making sewage systems that worked. During rainy season, the parking lot outside my apartment had often flooded. 

Suddenly, I again sensed I was being watched. The hairs on my neck pricked up. The feeling was stronger this time. Almost as if someone was directly behind me … I craned my neck to look. There was nothing behind me but grass, a few shrubs, and the stairs leading down to the terrace below.

The sound of a window opening. Had it come from the terrace above? Was someone watching from the houses there? I looked up and scanned the line of stone buildings.

“Maybe it is just my imagination,” I muttered to myself. “All this sneaking around is making me nervous.”

I was almost done peeing. Yawning, I took another look at the sewer grill.

The grill had a woman’s face. And the woman’s face was blue.

I stumbled backward, spraying pee onto the wall as I fell to the grass. Blue liquid was rising from the sewers, squeezing up through the metal grills and pooling at the foot of the wall. The viscous liquid coalesced into a shimmering ball of blue jelly. The face in the jelly turned to face me, its red eyes smoldering like hot coals.

A slime girl!

I tried to scramble back but my trousers around my knees slowed me, tripping up my legs.

A tentacle shot out from the mass of slime and grabbed my foot. Or, rather, I should say swallowed my foot. When the slime made contact, it began to suck me backward. My boot sank into the blue mass and felt myself sliding forward, pulled toward the ball of slime. I tried to walk back with my free foot and hands, but the suction was too powerful.

I opened my mouth to scream 

“FAE HELP M—mhm!!”

Another slime-tentacle shot out, filling my mouth and stifling my call for help.

I fell back and reached for my mouth, trying to tear the slime tentacle away. But my hands slipped through the blue liquid and grasped nothing.

I began to panic, flailing and kicking, sure the slime would suffocate me. But it didn’t. I found I could still breathe. The slime hadn’t blocked off my breathing passage, and my nose was still exposed to the open air. 

She was keeping me alive.

I forced myself to calm down. Struggling was only making things worse. I tried to look around. Had anyone seen us? 

We were behind the circle-wall. Fae and the statue were out of view. I could see the windows of the houses in the terrace above: but all were closed. I was alone and at the slime girl’s mercy.

And she was changing.

A shape emerged from the mass, growing a torso, breasts, neck, and head. The slime blob was turning into a woman! Her proportions were well-defined, sexy even. But everything about her, from her hair to the nipples that stood on the tips of her breasts, was made of blue slime. 

The “hair” on her head—made of slime just like the rest of her—was a dark blue, differentiating it from the rest of her body. From the waist down, she did not form legs but instead retained the bulbous mass of blue slime.

The slime girl looked down at me. A mouth formed, with luscious lips that shone in the sunlight. The mouth opened, and the slime girl began to giggle. 

The ball of slime had me trapped. My legs were sunk into the slime ball’s surface. The rest of me lay on top of the slime bubble, stuck to the surface like a fly in a gum trap. Whenever I tried to move or thrash, the slime gave way, providing no resistance, no way to pry myself free.

The slime girl’s torso moved toward me. I felt fluid pushing up between my legs, forcing them apart. Soon the slime girl was between my legs

The red eyes looked down between my legs at my flaccid penis … and giggled again.

Again I tried to scream, but with the slime-arm in my mouth, no sound emerged but a faint gurgle. Where was Fae? Was she still asleep?

She’s going to try and harvest my Watcher fluids, I realized. But first she needs to get me aroused.

The slime girl shimmered. Some sparkling essence emerged from her body, forming an aura around her. The sparkles traveled down the slime girl’s arm and into my mouth, filling it with the taste of blueberries.

Suddenly I was horny as hell.

I lay there, half in horror and half in excitement as the blood began to fill my cock. The slime girl had stimulated me with some kind of pheromone!

Two more slime-arms emerged, this time coming from the slime girl’s shoulders. They thickened and grew fingers, until they took on the shape of a woman’s arms and hands. The hands reached between the legs and sucked onto my cock, pulling it in. 

What happened next I can only try to describe. 

The slime girl began to fuck me with her slime-hands. Instead of riding me like a human woman, or using her mouth to stimulate me, her slime arm swallowed my hardened shaft. And then it began to suck. Like a woman’s mouth, but with far more force, and far more contact.

The slime was warm and viscous, almost like the lubricant found in some sex toys. Except way better. It was like the liquid understood how I felt. It responded to the subtle movements of my body, and to the sensations of pleasure I was feeling. 

Each time the slime girl pumped her hand against my cock, I felt a rush of pleasure. 

At first, I fought to control my breathing, using Mara’s techniques to keep myself for orgasming. 

But then the slime girl shimmered again. Again, I tasted blueberries. My lungs filled with the slime girl’s minty scent. Suddenly, I no longer cared. Who cares if I cum, I began to think. It’s not like it’ll kill me. She’s not a succubus. One time couldn’t hurt. Just let go …

The slime girl threw her entire body onto my shaft, plunging me deep inside of her belly. The pleasure was immense. My balls contracted, and I began to cum inside the slime girl’s torso. 

White spurts shot out, decelerating to float inside the slime girl’s body like bits of cotton. My orgasm didn’t stop but went on like an extended climax. I kept cumming and cumming until my balls began to hurt. More semen spurted out, filling the slime girl.

The slime girl was shimmering again. The bits of white liquid inside her glowed brightly for a second and then vanished. 

She’s absorbing me into her body.

When the super-orgasm ended, I lay back on the slime, too weak to tense my muscles. Every ounce of excess energy had been drained from my body.

What happens now? I thought weakly. 

A thought floated past, answering my own question: Now she kills you.

Again, the slime girl giggled. Suddenly, the slime-arm in my mouth began to thrust deeper, forcing its way into my throat. I coughed to push the invasive liquid out of my lungs but the force wasn’t enough.

The world began to darken.




And then I saw her. A shape flitted overhead, appearing over the circle-wall. At first, I thought it was Fae, swooping down from the sky. But the shape was much larger than Fae. 

It was Carlytte. 

She carried a washerwoman’s pole in her hands. As she came over the wall, she swung it down, aiming for the slime girl’s arm. The rod passed harmlessly through, but I felt the grip on my lungs weaken. I spluttered, coughing out the slime and sucking in much-needed oxygen.

The slime girl turned to Carlytte and shot out a slime arm. The blonde lithely twisted out of the way and struck back with another sweep of the washer pole. The pole hit the slime girl’s torso, passed into her body, and became lodged there. 

More slime arms attacked Carlytte. She let go of her makeshift weapon and dodged back. She ducked under one arm. Jumped back from another. But the third arm, creeping up from below, leaped up and bit at Carlytte like a snake. She tried to pull back but the arm was too fast. The “hand” grabbed Carlytte’s elbow, pulling her down to the ground.

She doesn’t know how to fight it, I realized. She’s never fought anything but humans.

With Carlytte suppressed, the slime began to push into my lungs again. This time, I didn’t feel as much fear. If Carlytte was here, then it meant someone had freed her. Someone I could trust with my life.

“Tem!”

Fae appeared in a brilliant flash of sunlight. She swooped down and released a jet of flame from her mouth. The fire struck the slime girl. She let out a bubbly scream. The grip on my lungs loosened. Another jet of flame. The slime-arm wrenched free from my mouth and shot out for Fae, trying to trap her. The dragon girl dodged and wove in the air, just out of the arms’ reach.

I gasped for air and tried to sit up, but I couldn’t. My body was still weak, and the slime blob’s suction kept me pulled to the surface.

In the corner of my eye, I could make out Carlytte. She was circling the slime girl, looking for an opening. Our eyes met. Her eyes flitted to the rod, which was stuck inside the slime girl’s body. Next to it was something I hadn’t noticed before. Floating at the core of the slime girl’s body, just beneath her slime cleavage, was a red crystal the size of a pearl. It smoldered with the same light as the slime girl’s eyes.

Of course. The core.

More slime-arms shot out, whipping through the sky to grab Fae. She dodged one and pivoted under three more. But a third one struck her tail. Fae howled in frustration as the slime girl began to suck her in.

It was now or never.

“Carlytte! Pull on the rod!”

The blonde charged forward. She grabbed the rod to wrench it from the slime girl’s body. The slime girl resisted, sucking the rod back in and shooting arms at Carlytte that hit her shoulders, her breasts, her waist.

“Watcher! It’s not coming out!”

Of course it’s not. That wasn’t the plan.

With the double distraction of Caryltte and Fae, I felt the suction on my body weaken. I wrenched one arm free.

In a single fluid motion, I formed a spear with my fingers and plunged my hand into the slime girl’s chest, reaching for the shimmering red crystal. The slime girl responded, trying to push me away. I didn’t give her time to do so. I gripped the crystal as hard as I could.

Then I began to finger her. 

I flicked my finger against the crystal core. The slime girl let out a frothy moan. She began to writhe and twitch. Again she tried to push me away, but gripped the crystal and continued to finger.

Please let this be enough.

The slime girls moans grew louder. I felt the suction weakening. She was approaching a climax. I released my grip on the tiny crystal and this time began to stroke it with all five fingers of my hand. 

The slime girl moaned again, so loud that her insides vibrated. Bits of slime fell from her body, hitting me and Carlytte.

Sorry girl, I’ve got to do this.

At the moment of tclimax, I grabbed the crystal and pulled, tearing the core from the slime’s body. She let out a final bubbly scream. The slime below me burst like a bubble and I fell to the grass with a thud. Fae came careening down from the sky and landed by my head.

The three of us lay there in the grass, breathing hard.

“Messy business,” Fae finally said. Her entire body was coated with blue slime. “It’s bad enough when you pound the village women until they squirt Tem. No safe place anywhere in the room. But this … this is on another level.” 

She grimaced and pinched some slime off her wing. She threw it into the gutter with a look of distaste.

I lay back in the grass, stroking Fae’s tail gently.

“You okay Fae?”

“I feel violated.”

“Good to hear it.”

The rest of the slime girl was flowing away into the gutters. Without the crystal to hold her together, she had disintegrated into minty blue water. I held up the red crystal between my thumb and forefinger. It glittered in the sunlight.

“That shouldn’t have been so easy,” Fae said. “Monster girls are supposed to be impervious to my flame. And most magical attacks.”

“That wasn’t a real slime girl, Fae. This was only a piece of her. A slime daughter, if you will. The slime mother’s core will be larger than this one. And we won’t have such an easy time subduing her either.”

With the adrenaline gone, my whole body felt heavy, lethargic. The slime girl attack—and subsequent orgasm—had taken a lot of me. Several townspeople, no doubt alerted by the sounds of our struggle, opened their windows and peered down at us from the terrace above. I ignored them. I was too tired to care.

I turned to Carlytte.

“T-thanks Carlytte you saved us.”

I expected her to yell at me. Or shout for the guards and ask for my arrest. Instead, she blushed bright red and turned away.

“Carlytte?”

“You idiot!”

“What? Why?”

I knew my Watcher body was handsome, with lean muscles and full six-pack abs. But was I handsome enough to make a woman blush? 

“P-put on some clothes you dolt.”

I looked down at myself. The blood rushed to my face. I was naked. A final parting gift from the slime girl. She had dissolved my clothes.
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With my clothes gone, I had no choice but to wear the rags the girls had used to tie Carlytte up. 

“How do I look?” I said, looking down at the makeshift toga.

“Like a sack of potatoes,” said Fae. 

The dirty cloth barely covered my privates, and each gust of wind sent shivers through my body. The slime had also dissolved my boots and socks, and I was barefoot on the cold stones. 

Carlytte was sitting on the circle-wall, facing the other direction.

“Are you dressed now?”

“Have you never seen a naked man before?”

She flushed so hard that the back of her neck turned red.

“Of course I h-have … it’s just b-been a while. My father …”

“Wait a second. You’ve never seen a naked man but your father?”

No reply.

Fae and I exchanged looks. Carlytte’s uptight attitude was finally starting to make sense.

“How did you get out of your bindings anyway?”

“Your pet lizard let me out.”

“For the last time, I am not a lizard. I am a dragon girl.” Fae looked at me. “I was sitting on the statue not watching you pee as requested when I heard you scream. Though it was more a gurgle than a scream. You’re lucky I have good hearing. I saw you losing the fight, so I burnt the female’s bonds and enlisted her assistance.”

“You didn’t enlist my anything,” said Carlytte, finally turning around to face us. “I chose to help. And you nearly burnt my eyebrows off.” She held up a lock of her blonde hair. It was singed at the ends. “I’ll have to cut this off, no thanks to you.”

I looked at Carlytte. Her eyes met mine. Then they drifted lower. She blushed again.

“W-watcher … It’s showing.”

I looked down. My privates were peeking out from the hem of the toga.

“Oops sorry.”

“It’s b-big,” she said, looking down at the ground. “Bigger than my father’s.”

“That’s what doping can do for you … Anyway, that’s not the point. I wanted to say thank you.”

“Thank you?”

“For saving me. Without your help I would have died.”

“I … I didn’t do it for you. Allowing you to die when I could have saved you would have been equivalent to murder. Even criminals and lizards deserve a chance at life.”

Fae and I exchanged another look. I could tell Fae had dealt with types like Carlytte at the Academy. And I had met my fair share at university. She was the type that showed up early to class, sat in the front row, and raised her hand to answer all the professor’s questions.

I sighed. Fae and I had our work cut out for us.

“So are you going to arrest us?”

Carlytte bit her lip. “I … I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” Fae said. “In that case, may we go, your excellency? Because we’ve got a sorceress to meet. And an entire city to save. You saw what we’re dealing with.”

“Fae’s right,” I added. “We have to fight back now, before it’s too late.”

If it’s not too late already.

Carlytte was silent for a time. She twirled the burnt lock of hair in her fingers. Finally, she said:

“You weren’t lying. About coming to investigate the monster girl attacks.”

“Did it look like we were?”

“Yes … no …” She shook her head. “It’s rare to meet a foreigner who tells the truth.”

Fae and I exchanged looks again.

“We traveled a long way to come here,” I said. “I don’t know much about your country. Or the ways of life here in the North. But it seems to me the monster girl we just saw is beyond what your men can handle. You need our help. And we need yours”

Carlytte bit her lip again. Her brow was furrowed. 

“Listen,” I said. “If we bicker like this … the entire city may die. That thing. That monster girl, was a slime daughter. An offshoot of the main slime girl. She’s hiding in the sewers. With each man she … feeds upon, she grows stronger. She makes more slime children. And these slime children go on to harvest more men … The attacks accelerate, until the whole city is in ruins. Soon there will be nothing left of Arrowside but lonely wives and starving children. The entire male population will die if we do not act now.”

Carlytte studied me. Slowly, she stood up. She tied up her singed hair into a bun and wiped her glasses on her uniform.

“I’ll have you know … you two are still criminals. Escape from jail and kidnapping of an official.”

“And breaking and entering?” Fae added helpfully.

Carlytte ignored her. “These are extraordinary circumstances. I will allow you to continue your … investigation. But do not think I am letting you go free. You will be prosecuted … once we solve this monster girl problem.”

“Fair enough.”

“And one more thing …”

I sighed. “What?”

“I will accompany you to ensure you do not … misbehave.”

I groaned inwardly. “Accompany us? Shouldn’t you tell your men to block off the sewers? Or give them information about the monster girl we’re dealing with?”

“You’ll escape.”

“We won’t, I promise..”

“I don’t trust you.”

I sighed. This woman was impossible.

Carlytte pointed a gloved finger at Fae. “How about you send your … liz— dragon friend? She can convey my orders to my men.”

I looked at her. “Well … if she’s okay with it …”

Fae sniffed. “I am not an errand runner.”

“Fae … we don’t have much choice.”

“Top of my class …” Fae muttered. “Star student … nobody like me in centuries … first dragon girl graduate of the Academy … and what do I get …”

I rolled my eyes. She was starting again.

“After this is all over. I’ll give you double rations for two weeks.”

Fae perked up. She studied me for a time before saying, “And you let me watch you pee.”

I sighed. “Fine. You can watch me pee. But you have to ask me first. I don’t like being spied on. Or followed, for that matter.” I turned to the blonde. “Carlytte is there something we can give Fae? To convince your men that we haven’t roasted you alive?”

She pulled a piece of paper from her uniform pocket and jotted a message on it with a stick of charcoal. Then she unclipped a badge from her uniform and passed it to the dragon girl. It was made of silver and showed an arrow piercing a shield.

“This should do. A message and a sigil of my authority.”

“I feel like a carrier pigeon,” Fae muttered. But she took off as asked, flapping her wings to climb high before gliding down the hill, toward the town square and the precinct house.

“Well,” I said, turning to her. “I guess we’re alone.”

Carlytte blushed again. This time, I was feeling mischievous. Instead of pulling down on my toga, I pulled up, giving Carlytte a full view of my equipment.

She flushed from red to dark purple.

“Like what you see?”

“Public indecency is a crime in Arrowside.”

I sighed and pulled down the hem of my toga.

“Everything is a crime in Arrowside, apparently. C’mon. We should hurry. It’s still a way to the sorceress’s house. And we’ve got a city to save.”
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Nobody had fixed the door to Orsella’s house. It had fallen outward and was lying on the dirt path leading to her home. I was about to step on it when I sensed Carlytte glaring at me.

“What?”

“You tore down a poor widow’s door, and now you come back to step on it with your muddy naked feet?”

I sighed. “For the last time, she’s not a widow, she’s a sorceress. Look at the nameplate …”

“What nameplate?

I frowned. The nameplate by the door had disappeared. There was only smooth stone.

“That’s strange … it was there before.”

I realized then I had no idea what Orsella looked like. Fae was the one who knew her, not me. I regretted sending the dragon girl away. My experience with sorceresses had taught me that they were eccentric … and quite perverted. There was no guarantee Orsella wouldn’t tear off my testicles and pickle them as part of her “research.”

I stepped around the door and into the house. There was a pool of rainwater where the doormat should have been.

“Hello?” I called out. “Orsella?”

A woman with green hair poked her head out from one of the back rooms.

“Oh, you’re here. I was waiting for you.”

“You were?” 

Carlytte and I spoke in unison and then exchanged looks. 

The woman who stepped out had dark green hair, center-parted, that spilled over her shoulders in thick curly locks. She looked to be in her early thirties, but with sorceresses, you could never tell. They used magic to slow down the again process. Her real age could have been sixty—or six hundred.

She gestured to a table at the center of the room. On it was a tray with a ceramic teapot and several teacups painted with glyphs.

“Please sit. I have prepared tea.”

“That’s very kind of you,” Carlytte said. “But first I’d like to ask— eep!”

She never finished her sentence. Carlytte let out a girly scream—one quite unbecoming of a Chief Constable—and sank to the floor. One of her gloved hands had detached from her wrist and was floating through the room toward the table. 

“Lesson number one,” Orsella said. “Do not refuse my hospitality.”

Carlytte’s hand zipped to one of the teacups, gripped the handle, and then began to fly back toward its owner. The hand must have misjudged its return speed, because it snapped back onto Carlytte’s wrist at high speed, spilling hot tea on her chest and neck.

Carlytte yelped and tried to scoot away, which only made her spill more tea onto herself.

“Please,” Orsella said with distaste. “You’re going to stain my floor.” 

Carlytte’s other hand—the one not holding the teacup—detached. It floated up to her face and began to wipe off the tea that was dribbling down her chin. Except this hand’s movements were just as clumsy as the first. Instead of wiping the Chief Constable’s face, the hand succeeded in slapping across both cheeks until they turned red.

When it was all done the teacup was empty and Carlytte was sitting on the floor with a dazed expression. There was tea dripping from her blonde locks and her glasses were fogged up from the hot tea.

The sorceress turned to me.

“Tea, Watcher?”

“T-tea sounds very nice thank you,” I said, hurrying to sit down. I preferred to sip my tea, not have it forced down my throat by my own two hands. As I shuffled forward barefoot and sat down on one of the chairs, I swore I saw a smile pulling at the edge of Orsella’s mouth. 

“Young people these days,” she said, sitting down across from me. “They don’t understand manners. When you are offered tea by a host, you do not refuse. This is a basic tenet of hospitality across Centralia, is it not?”

“I wouldn’t know. I’m new here.”

“So you are.”

She watched me in silence as I drank my tea. 

“So …” I said after a while. “Does the part where you pour scalding tea onto the guest’s head also count as a basic tenet?”

I regretted my words the instant I said them. I was sure she was about to make me pull out my eyeballs with my own fingers (or something much worse), but instead, the sorceress looked at me … and began to laugh.

“Fair enough, Watcher. That was intended as a display of my abilities for the Chief Constable’s sake … but I overdid things slightly. Hands are hard to control you see. Lots of small muscles.”

Carlytte finally snapped out of her daze. She checked her hands to make sure they were attached and then pointed a shaky finger at both of us. 

“Y-you’re a sorceress!”

Orsella sipped her tea. “That is an accurate statement. I am a sorceress.”

“What have you done with the widow who lived here?”

Carlytte was standing now with her hands on her hips. She was making an impressive show at appearing dignified, given her glasses were still fogged and tea was dripping from her uniform.

“She died.”

“She what?”

“Oh no don’t look at me like that. I didn’t kill her. She hung herself from the rafters right above this table. Happened some eight years ago. She couldn’t take the death of her husband and decided to join him … Nasty business … The corpse was starting to smell when I found it …”

Carlytte made a noise that was either a snort of disbelief or a sneeze.

“W-why … wh-what … you … you!”

Orsella raised an eyebrow. “Translate for me, Watcher? I do not speak idiot.”

I scratched my head. “I think she wants to know how you assumed the widow’s identity. And what you’re doing in her house. Et cetera et cetera.”

“I didn’t assume anyone’s identity. I simply took up residence here. Our poor suicidal widow had few friends. When I took up residence here, the neighbors barely noticed the change. People see what they want to see. All that was needed was a little extra magical push.”

“Like the disappearing nameplate?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you expect me to believe that?” asked Carlytte. “That you fooled the entire city for eight years with your magic?”

“I don’t expect anything. I simply state the truth.”

“Impersonating an Arrowside citizen. Illegal use of another’s housing. This is grounds for arrest, if not more.”

Orsella finished her tea and began to pour herself some more.

“Are you ignoring me?”

“Carlytte,” I said. “Maybe we should sit down and listen to her? Before jumping to conclusions. We shou—”

“Quiet Watcher. I’m sick of you magi walking all over us common folk. Because of you people father—”

She stopped herself. 

“Father what?” I asked.

“Nothing.” She pointed a finger at Orsella. “You’re under arrest. Behave, or I will be forced to bind your hands.”

Carlytte walked towards the room toward us, boots stomping on the floorboards.

“Carlytte I really don’t think you should anger her …”

I was too late. Orsella waved her hand again. The Chief Constable came apart at the knees. Her feet and shins continued marching forward toward us, but the rest of her body fell to the floor face-first with a thud.

Carlytte’s booted feet marched a circle around the girl’s flailing torso. Then they clicked their heels together and began to do a tap dance on the floorboards. There was still tea on the floor and each step sent up showers of golden-brown liquid, spattering Orsella’s furniture and Carlytte’s body.

“Legs are a bit easier to control than hands,” the sorceress said to me conversationally. “More tea?”

I wasn’t thirsty but I took the tea.

Meanwhile, Carlytte was using her hands to pull herself toward us. Her bun had come undone. She was shouting some unfamiliar Centralian curse words. It was quite unbecoming of a lady. 

“A difficult girl, this one,” said Orsella.

“You and her both.”

“What did you say?”

“Nothing … it’s nothing …”

Orsella watched Carlytte crawl toward us. When she got too close, the sorceress raised a finger. Carlytte’s hands detached again. With nothing to hold her up, Carlytte fell to the floor, where she could only crane her neck up at us and glare. Meanwhile, her feet continued to tapdance in the puddle of tea.

It was a rather tasteless display of magical prowess. But the message was clear: don’t mess with me; I’m a sorceress.

I bet she has some really kinky sex.

“She really doesn’t like you,” I said, nodding at Carlytte.

“She bears a grudge against the magi,” said Orsella, nodding to Carlytte. “She thinks they’re the reason her father died.”

“Her father?”

“A former Chief Constable, some years ago. Quite famous in these parts. You saw his statue on your way up here, I believe.”

I recalled the circular wall where the slime girl had attacked me. So that was why the statue had on the same uniform as Carlytte. And, to think of it, the bearded man had kind of resembled his daughter.

“What did the magi do to him?”

The sorceress shrugged. “I do not know. It was before I arrived in Arrowside.”

I did the math. Orsella had come here eight years ago. So Carlytte had been just a little girl when her father died. Traumatizing. Maybe that was why she took her job so seriously—maybe it was a way of coping.

“For a girl of nineteen, she’s been through a lot.”

“I’m eighteen,” said Carlytte. “Now give me my arms and legs back so I can lock you up.”

Twice more Orsella had to “sever” Carlytte’s arms to prevent her from trying to arrest the sorceress. But eventually, she gave up and sat down in the far corner of the room, glowering at us with her arms crossed.

When Orsella offered her another cup of tea, she took it.

“How’s the tea?” asked the sorceress.

“It’s good,” Carlytte said begrudgingly. “What’s in it?”

“It’s an aphrodisiac.”

She spit the tea out. “What?”

“Too late, you already swallowed some. I have a taste for young blonde maidens. In five minutes you’ll start gushing from your loins.” 

“W-why?”

Orsella flipped her hair and smiled at Carlytte.

“Want to know the secret to my youth? It’s drinking maidens’ nectar.”

Carlytte brought a hand between her legs and flushed red.

“Drink m-my n-nectar?” she said with a look of horror. “Y-you beast!”

“Why not? I’ll make it good for you too.”

“I-I-I’m not interested in that kind of blasphemous behavior.”

Another smile tugged at the corner of Orsella’s mouth.

“I think she’s joking, Carlytte.”

The blonde’s reactions were like those of someone half her age. It was like parts of her had grown up too fast and others not at all. 

When Carlytte and I had finished our last drops of tea, Orsella waved her hands. This time my hands detached from my wrists. They flew around, gathering the teacups back on the tray. Then they zipped to the kitchen to rinse out the teacups.

“You can’t just do that whenever you feel like it,” I said when my hands returned to me. They smelled like soap. “Those are my hands. Not your toys.”

“Why not? You were not using them.”

I sighed. Was it me, or did every powerful woman in Centralia have several screws loose? 

“Now that we’re done drinking tea, can we talk?”

“You are here to ask my assistance with the monster girl attacks.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“You know?”

“Of course. I am a sorceress. I have been following the attacks for weeks now.” She waved a hand toward a dresser in one corner of the room, next to where Caryltte was sitting. On it was a mirror leaning against the wall. With a flick of Orsella’s hand, the glass began to glow with a pink light. A moving image appeared. It took me a moment to recognize what it was. 

It was a replay. Of me peeing onto a wall. And then being assaulted by a slime girl.

“You can do that?” Carlytte said, eyes wide.

“Eight years in a city,” Orsella was saying. “A sorceress develops ways to ensure her security. I have sightstones set up in major locations throughout Arrowside. It gives me a holistic, if not complete view, of the happenings here.”

The three of us watched as the slime girl shot out a slime-arms and began to pump its pheromones into my mouth. When the slime girl began to pleasure me, Carlytte blushed and looked away. Orsella, on the other hand, wet her lips.

She was a strange girl. From her reactions it was like she had less sexual experience than I had, when I was still on Earth. Maybe she spent her youth training in law enforcement. Maybe she had never been with a man.

When the clip stopped playing, Orsella waved her hand and the mirror turned dark.

“You were watching us? In real-time.”

“Yes.”

“And … did it occur to you to come and help?”

“No, why? What merit would there be in coming to your assistance?”

Ooh, boy. 

Carlytte and I exchanged looks.

“And …” I scratched my head. “I suppose you feel the same way about helping us stop the monster girl attacks.”

“Indeed. There is no merit in it.”

Carlytte stood up.

“People are dying!”

“I am aware of that.”

“You must help us. If you don’t help, you are a murderer.”

The sorceress snorted. “In that case, all of us in this room are murderers. One cannot spend one’s life, however long, trying to stop every death that occurs. There would be no end to it.”

“B-but …but with your powers, we could save the town. We could—”

Orsella cut her off. “With my powers you could accomplish nothing. The best Magi in the kingdom have tried to stop the monster girls and failed. You think I have not tried? They are impervious to magical attacks. The task is impossible.”

I found her answer distasteful, but she had a point. Before I had come to Centralia, nothing the most powerful magi had tried had worked. Summoning me had been an act of desperation. And even that had been a disappointment. I was not a powerful otherwordly scholar. Just a video game nerd with a fetish for monster girls. Orsella had no reason to believe in me … 

I shook my head. No. Things were different now. There was reason to hope.

I recalled something Fae had said to me when we were locked in the cell. She had told me that Orsella only acted when something piqued her scholarly interest. In that case, I would have to pique it.

“Orsella, things are different now. I am here. And I am accompanied by your former student, Fae.”

She drummed her fingers on her thigh. “What of it? I saw you flailing with the slime daughter. The three of you were barely able to defeat it … and if the readings on my magical instruments are correct … the slime mother in the sewers is a hundred times more powerful.”

So she knew about the sewers. I felt a wave of irritation. She knew so much and she hadn’t even bothered to share information with Carlytte or the citizens. I was beginning to understand why Northerners found magi and sorceresses so unbearable. 

I took a deep breath and touched my waist pouch.

“I understand that I am weak. But … what if I could convince you that this is a cause worth fighting for?”

“Save me the sentimental dribble and get to the point.”

“We’ve captured a monster girl.”

A flicker of surprise. It disappeared as soon as it had come, but it was something. So Orsella didn’t know everything, didn’t have sightstones everywhere. She was a rogue sorceress, unaffiliated with the Magus Guild. She didn’t know about the essence rods … or about Helia.

“When we captured this monster girl,” I continued, “she changed. Her powers weakened and she became less feral. I am no expert but I suspect some kind of magical tampering … If you could help us capture the slime girl … it could help us figure out who is behind these attacks.”

Orsella’s expression did not change, but her eyebrow twitched slightly.

“You lie,” she said. “There is no way to capture a monster girl. They are impervious to magic.”

“There is a way to capture the monster girls. I’ve done it.”

“Nonsense.”

I sighed. I didn’t want to reveal Helia here, especially with Carlytte in the room. But it seemed I had no choice. I slid the essence rod from my waist pouch, enlarged it, and pressed the release button.

Moments later, Helia was standing in Orsella’s common room.

Carlytte gasped. “It’s her. The woman who kidnapped me!”

“The succubus who kidnapped you,” Helia said, dismissing Carlytte with a curt look. Then she turned to me and leaped into my arms. 

“Master! I missed you!”

Orsella stood and stepped back, no doubt preparing to use her magic on us. 

But then she paused, watching with interest as the succubus began to plant kisses all over my face and neck. She was trying to kiss her way down my toga to my belly button when I pushed her off gently. 

“Not now Helia. Behave. We have company.”

“Curious,” Orsella murmured. “Very curious.”

Helia glanced at Orsella as if seeing her for the first time. 

“Who’s the old lady?”

The sorceress scratched her chin with a long finger. “And you say she’s tame? She doesn’t assault men?”

“Not unless she does it while I’m asleep.”

Helia pouted. “Master, you know I would never …”

I grinned and patted her on the lower back. “Just joking, Helia. I know you’re reformed now.” Turning to Orsella, I said, “She’s lost her memories. And we’re trying to figure out why. We thought maybe you could help us …”

Orsella circled the succubus. She brought a hand forward to stroke her wingskirt. With another, she fingered the length of Helia’s whiplike tail, earning a moan of pleasure from the succubus. 

“Yes … very curious. Perhaps I misjudged you Watcher. You did this?”

“I didn’t do anything,” I said. “After we captured her, Helia changed. Now she’s timid and not dangerous at all.”

“Timid?” 

Helia had slipped her tail under my toga and was trying to fondle my equipment with her tail.

“Okay maybe timid isn’t the right word. But she isn’t the bloodthirsty monster girl she was before we caught her.”

Orsella pondered.

“Watcher … how about we make a deal. I will help you capture your monster girl. In return, you permit me to study this one.”

“Non-invasively. So no harm comes to her.”

“Of course.”

I looked at Helia.

She shrugged. “If you want me to cooperate, I will, Master.”

“Alright,” I said with a smile. “Looks like we got ourselves a deal.”
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When the three of us returned to the town square, we saw gray figures lined up facing the central fountain. As we drew closer, I saw they were guardsmen. The guards were looking up at the top of the fountain. Perched at the apex and wearing a makeshift guard’s hat, was Fae.

“Will you look at that,” Orsella said. “My former student is coming up in the world.”

The dragon girl pointed a tail in one direction and barked an order. One row of guards saluted to Fae and then ran off down a main street that cut east across Arrowside. She barked another order, and a second row of guards pulled away from the crowd, this one heading west. 

Carlytte and I exchanged looks.

“I told her to communicate my orders … not take command.”

“Seems like she’s doing a decent job.”

As we walked up to the fountain, I half-expected the guards to curse at me or spit at my feet. Instead, they cleared the way for us. Some of them gave me begrudging looks of respect. And I heard hushed whispers of the word Watcher. 

Well that’s a big difference from earlier today. Is it because I’m with Carlytte? Or did something happen to change their low opinion of me?

When Fae saw us approaching, she swooped down and landed on my shoulder.

“About time you got here,” she said. “I’ve been running this whole city by myself.”

“Enjoying yourself?”

“Just saving lives Tem. I sent several teams of guards to cordon off places where we know there are sewer entrances. There must be hundreds in this damn city … Other guards are going door to door, informing the male citizens to stay indoors at all times. We’ll need to keep people off the streets until you catch the monster girl.”

“Deaths?”

“Several more. Two deaths in the market district. One fish seller and a butcher. Another third taken behind an alehouse. A well-known drunk and frequenter of brothels. He was reportedly urinating into the gutters … It seems any fluid carrying the scent of a man’s body attracts their attention.”

I nodded. “That makes sense. People working in markets wash their hands often … and there would be runoff into the sewers. It also explains why the slime girl chose her particular timing to attack me …”

I made a mental note to avoid pissing in any more sewer grills.

Fae turned to Orsella. “Hello, old teacher. You’re looking even younger than when we last met. Still seducing young virgins and drinking their blood?”

“Oh, my dear student Fae,” said Orsella without missing a beat. “You must be mistaking me for the vampiress we dissected back in my Undead Anatomy Seminar. I don’t drink virgin blood, I drink their nectar.”

Orsella reached around and squeezed Carlytte in the ass. The Chief let out a yelp and swatted the arm away, blushing red.

“S-stop that,” she said. “Not in front of my men.”

Orsella blew her a kiss.

“Okay dear, I’ll save it for the bedroom.” 

Fae grinned. “You haven’t changed one bit Orsella. So Tem convinced you to sign on?”

“You could say that.”

I felt a tinge of jealousy. I could tell from the banter that the two of them got along well. It reminded me that, before becoming my familiar, Fae had spent many human lifetimes living a life I knew nothing about.

“Sorry to interrupt the pleasantries,” Carlytte said. “But we should cut introductions short. Arrowside citizens can’t stay indoors and pee into buckets indefinitely. Even with my men delivering food and water … we can only hold out for a few days at most. I’m not used to working with outsiders, but—”

“—but given the circumstances you’re willing to make an exception?” I suggested.

Carlytte glared at me.

“What? Like you said, we’re in a hurry. And constantly glaring at me isn’t going to improve our teamwork.”

The blonde opened her mouth to say something but thought better of it.

“Fair enough,” she said. “Come with me.” 

* * *

Carlytte led us into the room lined with bookshelves where I had seen women scribbling on parchment earlier in the day. She disappeared for a moment and then reappeared, followed by a team of secretaries. They began rearranging the tables in the room, bringing them together to form one large central table. 

Another secretary appeared carrying a big rolled-up sheet of paper. She had pink hair and was dressed more stylishly than the others. When she entered the room she brightened at the sight of me.

“Well, well, well … If it isn’t the Watcher. I hoped he would be here.” She licked her lips and ran her eyes down my body.

Carlytte cleared her throat. “Gwen … that’s enough.”

The woman named Gwen shrugged and walked to the table, but not before brushing her hips against my groin as she passed. Gwen put the rolled-up paper on the table and spread it out. It was a map of Arrowside.

I looked down at the map and waited for something to begin. Nothing did. It took me a moment to realize everyone was looking at me.

“What?” I said. “Is there something on my face?”

Carlytte rolled her eyes.

Fae squeezed my shoulder with a tiny hand. 

“They’re waiting for you to brief us, Tem.”

“Me?”

“Who else? You’re the one who knows the most about the monster girls. And you’re the first man to survive a monster girl attack.” She leaned forward and whispered, “Before you arrived, I made sure to spread as many rumors as I could about your brave actions defeating the slime girl earlier today.” She winked. “Of course, I left the embarrassing parts out.”

“Oh. Thanks, I guess …”

So that was why the reason for the guardsmen’s sudden change in behavior. Hours earlier they had locked me in a cell, now they were treating me like a minor legend.

It was weird, having a team of attractive women watching me expectantly, waiting for my next command. Back on Earth, something like this would have never happened. I’d never held a leadership role, never been in a position of real responsibility. But now thousands of lives were in my hands. 

It was almost enough to make me nervous. Almost.

You’re someone different now from the Tim you knew on Earth. You’re Tem. 

“Alright,” I said, lowering my voice to give it authority. “Listen up. Here’s what we know so far, from Carlytte’s records, Orsella’s magical sensors, and from direct contact with the monster girl that attacked us on the hillside. There is a massive sewer network beneath Arrowside, which transports rain- and wastewater from the Rodog Mountains.

“I’m going to need maps. Maps that can tell us where the sewer grills are in the city.”

Carlytte barked a few orders. Several secretaries hurried out of the room.

“Now, this slime girl attacks a man to ingest his seminal fluids. She uses pheromones to arouse him physically and then strokes him to orgasm. Once the male ejaculates, the slime girl absorbs his fluids, growing larger and more powerful. Once a slime girl has grown large enough, she then divides, birthing a second slime … the slime daughter …”

As I spoke, I noticed Carlytte was blushing and looking away again. I’m going to have to do something about her embarrassment. I can’t have her looking away when the slime girls attack. I made a mental note to see Carlytte in private after the meeting. 

“Each slime girl is powered by a crystal core. This is the source of her power. Is this correct Orsella?”

The sorceress nodded. “My instruments have verified this.”

“The slime girl’s core,” I continued, “is also her weakness. She experiences pleasure when the core is stimulated.”

“Like a floating clitoris,” said Orsella.

At the word clitoris, Carlytte flushed an even deeper red.

“Yes Orsella,” I said. “That’s one way to put it. And in the case of the slime mother … the core will be large. Maybe her body too. If there have been as many deaths as I suspect, the slime mother could be ten times the size of a human male.”

“And she will be impervious to magic,” Orsella added, “which means my assistance will be minimal.”

“Yes,” I said. “For the mother slime, we can’t rely on help from Orsella or Fae, at least not direct help. That’s where I come in. External attacks do not work, but internal attacks do. So I need to get inside the mother slime, reach her core, and stimulate her until she reaches a climax. If I can do that, she’ll be weak enough to capture with the essence rod.” 

To show the others, I pulled an empty essence rod out of my belt pouch and enlarged it in front of the others.

It felt strange to talk about sex so openly in front of a dozen beautiful women, but the women—with the exception of Carlytte, who was studying the floorboards—didn’t seem to mind. If anything they seemed aroused. Gwen was batting her eyelashes at me, flipping her pink hair seductively. Another secretary kept finding reasons to pull up the hem of her dress, flashing the white flesh of her thighs.

I wondered if Fae had spread other rumors about me as well during my absence.

“Let me guess,” said Fae. “This isn’t as simple as climbing into the sewers and hunting down the slime mother?”

“Sadly, no. If we descend into the sewers, we’ll be playing on the monster girl’s field. Dozens of slime daughters, low visibility, unfamiliar layouts … Even with maps, it would be a massacre.”

“So we need to draw them out?” said Fae. “In that case we can just use Tem as bait. Like when we captured Helia. Maybe you could pee into a sewer grill, attract them with your essence.”

I thought about that for a moment.

“I’m open to being bait … but I’m sure not it will work. As long as the slime daughters exist, the slime mother will send them instead of taking the bait herself. Plus, all quarantines are imperfect.  I expect some citizens will disobey. In the time it takes to defeat one slime girl, there could be five more attacks elsewhere in the city. Those slimes would make more slime daughters … for every slime we defeat there might be two more … until …”

“Until all the men of this city are dead,” finished Orsella.“Something else bothers me. Surely the slime girls would be better off if they kept their victims alive. To repeatedly harvest their fluids.”

“Yes,” I said. “Slime girls are typically cute creatures who do not kill. Something is turning them feral … and enhancing their powers. Now, as I was saying, defeating the slime daughters one by one won’t work. We needed a concentrated attack. That’s where Carlytte’s men come in. We can use them to bait the slime daughters out of the sewers … where we will defeat them in a coordinated counterattack.”

“Wow, Tem!” Fae said, flying a circle around me. “You suggested something of actual intelligence for once. I’m impressed.”

I turned to Carlytte. “Are you opposed to having your men used as bait?”

Carlytte seemed to have recovered from her embarrassment. She straightened her uniform. 

“Not at all. They’re willing to lay down their lives at any time. I’ll have my men ready to depart in a quarter-hour. We must act immediately.”

I put up a hand.

“No, we can’t. We must wait for morning …”

“But …”

“With the quarantine in place, we can afford to wait one night. Visibility will be low at night … it’s too risky. And certain preparations need to be made.”

“I … I …”

“Carlytte, can you trust me in this?”

At first, the blonde hesitated. Then she met my eyes and nodded.

“Okay Watcher. We shall do it your way. But understand that my men are still under my command. If they are to be used as bait, then I will be the one responsible for their lives, not you.”

If you can stop yourself from blushing, I thought to myself. But I only nodded back. There would be time to work on Carlytte’s discomfort later that night.

“Okay, we’ve got a long day tomorrow. Let’s get some rest in the precinct station … I assume Carlytte has rooms … I will—”

I paused. The sorceress was looking at me with one hand raised.

“What is it, Orsella?”

“I have suggestion.”

“Go on.”

“When Carlytte’s men ‘bait’ the slimes, what do you intend to use to attract the slime daughters?”

I paused. 

“I assumed urine …”

“Why not a man’s seminal fluid?”

I thought about that.

“That’s a good point,” I said. “Semen will be more effective. Could we do that Carlytte? Ask your men to ejaculate into the sewers?”

Carlytte was studying the ceiling. She jumped at the sound of my voice.

“Hm … oh … yea … I suppose we could have them m-m-m-m—”

“Masturbate?” finished Fae helpfully.

Carlytte blushed again and nodded.

Fae did a backflip in the air and landed on Orsella’s shoulder. Then she sat there studying me. Slowly, a wicked grin spread over her face.

“I just had an idea.”

I felt a chill.

“Tem, your semen is more potent than an ordinary guardsman’s.”

“Yes …”

I did not like where this was going.

Fae licked her lips. “In that case, we could use your semen as bait instead of asking the guards to masturbate.”

“Of course I intend to contribute, but …”

“But?”

“But enough semen for a concentrated attack? That would take liters …”

“Dozens of liters Tem.”

I groaned. “Please don’t say what I think you’re going to say.”

“It’s a good thing we have all night to prepare for tomorrow’s assault. I think, with the assistance of a few of the ladies here, we can manage to milk a few dozen liters out of you. What do you think, ladies?”
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“I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

After washing up and eating a light meal, I was now lying naked on a mattress on the precinct house’s third floor. Normally reserved for guards on nighttime duty, Carlytte had cleared off an entire wing of the barracks for “private” use. The bunks had been moved aside and a soft mattress laid out against one wall.

Beside the mattress were several stacks of soft towels, a large carafe of water, a half-dozen wooden buckets, and several rod-like instruments that looked very much like to me sex toys. Nearby someone had organized vases full of flowers that filled the room with a relaxing scent. 

“I trust this is to your satisfaction?” asked Carlytte. She was standing by the door and seemed was looking at everything but my eyes.

“Satisfaction?” I snorted. “I feel like some rich aristocrat’s favorite whore.”

Caryltte twitched at the word whore. 

“I thought it best that you b-be relaxed.”

“For when you milk the cum out of my cock?”

Carlytte’s face flushed bright red.

“N-not me …” She wrung her hands. “My female staff will help you to reach your … um …”

“Climax? Orgasms?”

“Yes. Those things.”

“You’re blushing.”

“Am not.”

I held back a smile. She was awfully cute when she wasn’t barking orders or trying to boss me around.

Carlytte coughed. “Well if you don’t need anything else, I’ll call the first girl in …”

“Wait.”

She jumped again.

“What about you?”

“What do you mean, Watcher?”

“Won’t you be assisting me?”

Carlytte’s face deepened from red to purple. Any more of this and she might rupture a blood vessel.

“M-my female staff will ensure that—”

“But is that fair?” I said, cutting her off. “Surely you’re not above doing the grunt work.”

“I have other things to go. If you’ll excuse me.”

“Carlytte, listen to me.”

She stiffened, but let go of the door.

“You blush as red as a maiden whenever someone mentions sex. How are we going to defeat the monster girls tomorrow if you can’t even look them in the eye?”

She bit her lip.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“People could die tomorrow. You’re in command. If this isn’t your duty, what is? Trust me. Just a few weeks ago … I was uncomfortable with sex too.”

She met my eyes for an instant.

“Really?”

“Yes really. When I came to Centralia I barely had any experience. It just takes practice … I can help you … I understand that you might have childhood trauma from your father’s death. But you can’t be afraid of men all your  life.”

As soon as I spoke I knew I had made a mistake. At the mention of her father, Carlytte stiffened.

“You know nothing about my father.” 

She spat the words out. And then, without a look in my direction, she left, slamming the door behind her.

I rubbed my eyes and sighed.

Well, I fucked that up …

What had happened to Carlytte’s father? Why did she hate the magi so much? I didn’t have much time to think about these things. Soon, there was a soft knock on the door. Gwen stepped into the room. She was dressed in a silk gown. Her pink hair spilled over her shoulders. Through the thin fabric, I could see her nipples and a patch of pink pubic hair.

“Oh …” I said throatily, trying not to stare. “It’s you.”

She laughed and twirled around in a circle.

“How do I look?”

“Delicious.”

She giggled. “Do Watchers dine on the flesh of virgins?”

I snorted. “If you’re a virgin, then I must be one too.”

“In that case …” She took a step forward. “Shall we lose our virginity together?”

I cleared my throat. “That’s not what we’re here for.”

Gwen ignored me. She began to step out of her gown, revealing creamy skin and small but well-formed breasts. She was hairless save for the tuft of pink hair above her groin.

“You didn’t have to take that off.”

She tossed the gown aside and took another step toward me.

“My orders are clear,” she said. “To assist you in reaching orgasm.” She held up her breasts, jiggling them in her hands. “Things will go faster this way, no?”

“I guess so …”

“Excellent. Then if you’ll excuse me …” Gwen sauntered forward and pushed me back onto the mattress. She slid my trousers off and gasped. I was already hard.

“Oooh …” she said, trying to grip my shaft with her hands. “It’s … thick. Thicker than any I’ve seen. As expected of a Watcher. Now let’s see how it tastes …”

“You can just use your hands, I— ahh!”

Gwen took me into her mouth, looking straight up into my eyes. As she worked me with her tongue and hands, she occasionally leaned forward to whisper naughty things in my ear. It didn’t take long to reach climax.

“I’m about to finish,” I groaned.

“Do it,” she said. “Finish in my mouth, Watcher. Let me taste you.”

When I was done, Gwen opened her mouth to show me the semen inside. Then she reached for one of the buckets by the mattress and slowly let my seed drip from her mouth into the bucket. Not once did she break eye contact.

“There’s still some left in your mouth.”

Before I could react, Gwen closed her mouth and swallowed my seed.

“I … I don’t think you were supposed to do that.”

She licked her lips.

“Accidents happen.” She grabbed my hips and pushed me back down onto the mattress. “Now let me help harden your serpent again … I want to feel it’s head inside me.”

“But the other girls …” I protested. “You’re supposed to take turns.”

She laughed and reached for my cock, massaging it with her slender fingers.

“I won’t tell them if you don’t.”

* * *

The harvest went on for hours. After I exhausted Gwen, she was replaced by more female volunteers. Girls with hair colors and body types of all kinds. Blonde hair, red hair, blue and green hair … Some were tan with toned muscles, others paler of skin and with sensual curves. All of them were hot—Carlytte had spared no effort in gathering the most attractive women in the city to help “milk” me for the next day’s assault.

It was nice, but also too much of a good thing. By the time Fae and Orsella walked in to check on me, my stamina was failing. My orgasms had weakened and the amount of “Watcher Extract” I produced had slowed to a dribble.

I groaned and lay back on the mattress.

“I can’t take much more of this.”

“Running out of stamina already?” Fae said, clucking her tongue. “I’m ashamed to be your familiar.”

“It feels like someone beat me between the legs with an iron club,” I complained. “After Wayheath I promised myself I wouldn’t do any more orgies … but here we are …”

“You’ve still a long way to go,” Orsella said, peering into the wooden buckets by my side. “You haven’t even filled two.”

She was right. Gwen and the others had helped me fill one bucket and half of another, but there were still four more buckets without a drop in them.

“This isn’t happening … not without help,” I said, looking down at the buckets. It was hard to believe one body was capable of producing that much fluid. “Orsella, don’t you have a magical charm or something? That increases semen production?”

Orsella considered for a moment.

“Well … there is something. Not an amulet, but a potion of sorts. It’s banned by the Magus Guild, but,” she shrugged, “They can’t exactly expel me from their order twice.”

Fae sucked in her breath. 

“Orsella, I hope you’re not talking about Maidensbane.”

“The very one.”

The dragon girl groaned. 

“What?” I asked. “What’s Maidensbane?”

“A powerful sexual stimulant,” Fae said. “It increases the volume and potency of the potion-drinker’s seed. Before it was banned, it was often sold to impotent men to help them father more heirs.”

“Sounds like just what I need right now,” I said. “How can we get some?”

“The recipe is simple, albeit a heavily guarded secret,” Orsella said. “The ingredients commonly available at any apothecary of positive repute. Luckily I happen to know the formula. I did some of the pioneering research into its effects.”

I decided not to ask what kind of research.

“Well what are we waiting for?” I said. “Let’s brew it up and pour it down my throat.”

“Well …” said the sorceress. “There is one problem with the potion. It has certain side effects.”

“Like what? Warts? Inflammation? Swelling?”

“Warts would not lead the Magus Guild to ban a formula. I am talking about an effect on the mind”—Orsella tapped her temple—“Maidensbane turns men feral.”

“Feral?”

“For the duration of the effect, men become almost like monster girls,” Fae said. “After drinking Maidensbane, men became so sex-obsessed that they forgot about their wives, their lovers, and instead just tried to sleep with every female they came across. Soon these men were fathering plenty of heirs, but with all the wrong women …”

“Ouch.”

“Ouch is right. If you drink Maidensbane,” Fae shrugged. “There’s no guarantee you’ll even remember your mission. Maybe we should give up, Tem. Two buckets are enough. Let the guards handle the rest.”

I lay back and stared at the ceiling.

“No … We can’t give up now. Having my Watcher Extract raises the probability of success enough for it to be worth the risk. If I start going feral, Orsella can always disable me. I think it’s worth a shot. Can you brew it up, Orsella?”

“Normally I don’t like being ordered around,” said the sorceress, heading for the door. “But this is interesting enough … I’ll forgive the infraction. I believe the precinct house keeps a suitable stock of herbs for medical emergencies. I’ll return when I have your Maidensbane ready.”

I caught a bite to eat (the food for the guards was salty but surprisingly delicious) and caught few quick winks while Orsella was gone. When she returned, she carried a glass vial that fizzed with a glowing green liquid. She had on gloves and held the vial a considerable distance from her body.

“Looks cancerous,” I said. 

“Only in large doses.”

“Is that a large dose?”

“Considerable.”

I groaned. 

“Well, I suppose my Watcher body gives me some resistance to cancers.”

Neither Fae nor Orsella responded.

“Thanks for the reassurance …” I took the vial from Orsella and stared down into it. The glass was hot, and the bubbly mixture inside smelled like rotten eggs blended with river muck. Before I could talk myself out of it, I pinched my nose and downed the entire thing in one gulp.

A slight fizzing in my stomach, then nothing.

“Well?” Fae asked. “Feel feral yet?”

“Hmm … I don’t feel any different. Does it take a while to take effect?”

“Curious,” Orsella said. “Very curious. The effect should be immediate. Perhaps Maidensbane does not affect your Watcher genetics. Do you feel more potent?”

“Well … I feel less fatigued than before. But that might be because I took a nap.”

There was a knock on the door. Carlytte entered with her eyes averted.

“Watcher, I’m sorry about earlier,” she murmured. “I shouldn’t have snapped at you when you mentioned my father.”

“Oh it’s no problem,” I said. “By the way, do you mind taking your uniform off Carlytte?”

“Wh-what?” Carlytte flushed red. “Why?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” I said. “I want to suck on your nipples.”

Fae and Orsella both stared at me.

“What?” I said. “Why are you looking at me?”

“Curious …” Orsella murmured. “Very curious.”

“Tem, did you just say you want to suck on Carlytte’s nipples?” Fae asked. 

“Yea what about it? I’ve been thinking that since we first met her. There are a few other places I’d like to suck on too … once she takes her clothes off. Why are you just standing there Carlytte? Get unbuttoning!”

“No don’t unbutton,” Fae said, slapping me in the face with her tail. “You’re being rude Tem. It looks like the potion has taken effect after all.”

“Really?” I said. “I don’t feel any different.”

“Well you’re acting different. Sorry Carlytte,” Fae said, waving the Chief away. “Best if you leave. Tem drank a potion and it turned him a feral sex-loving beast. If you stay any longer you’ll be ravaged in all sorts of ways.”

“I don’t feel very feral,” I said. “I feel tired, and my balls still hurt. Carlytte, can you come over here and massage my balls? Preferably with your mouth. I think that would feel best.”

“She what I mean?” Fae said.

Carlytte blushed even deeper. But she shook her head.

“I’m not going to leave. I want to help. It’s like you said Tem, I want to do my part to contribute to this operation. And I can’t let myself be distracted by s-sex.” She glanced at my naked body and then looked away. “Or by a man’s naked body. We’ll see plenty of both tomorrow. My weakness could cost my men’s lives.”

“Very courageous,” I said. “After you’re done massaging my balls, do you think you could eat out my ass?”

Fae slapped me on the head again.

“You sure about this Carlytte?”

She nodded again. “It’s good for me that he’s this way. It’ll help me overcome my … hesitation. We don’t have much time.”

“Well,” Orsella said with a yawn. “I’ve seen enough. Sex between a man and a woman does not interest me. I’m going to bed.”

In the end, Orsella and Fae went off to bed, and I was left alone with Carlytte. Then her rehabilitation began.

* * *

Carlytte’s “rehab” lasted far longer than any of us imagined. We went on through the night, trying all manner of positions and orifices to coax the Watcher Extract out of my body. Carlytte responded shyly at first to my requests, but, as the night went on, she grew more and more confident. By bucket five, she was the one taking the lead. And by the time I filled bucket six, the Maidensbane ran out. I collapsed onto the mattress, utterly exhausted.

Beside us were six wooden buckets, filled to the brim with white liquid.

“What?” Carlytte said, her face flushed slightly from the exhaustion. “We’re done already?”

“I th-thought this was your first time with a man.”

“It was.”

“You lie.”

The mattress beneath us was damp with our sweat and the entire barracks smelled of sex. Carlytte rolled over next to me and pinched me gently on the skin of my thigh. 

“I don’t lie, Tem.”

“But nobody … nobody lasts this long their first time.”

Carlytte pinched me again. 

“I had … practice.”

“Practice? Without a man?”

She nodded, warm hand resting on my bare thigh.

“I have a t-toy.”

I raised an eyebrow. “A toy.”

She flushed. “It’s the hormones … all the physical training we do. Without my t-toys I couldn’t focus on my duties as Chief Constable. At first I used fruits and vegetables to pleasure myself. Carrots, cucumbers, eggplants … But when those weren’t enough I asked a carpenter to fashion one for me.”

“And what did the carpenter say to that?”

“Nothing. I told him it a replacement leg for a table.”

I laughed. “For what? Six inches? Ten? Awfully short for a table leg.”

“No actually it’s quite long. At first it hurt to use it …” She shrugged. “Now I can go for hours.”

“…”

“What?” 

“You’re not as innocent as you look.”

She giggled and squeezed my thigh. “I suppose you’re right.”

“You feeling ready for tomorrow?”

“Tired. But not shy anymore.”

“Cock,” I suddenly said. “Tits. Vagina. Tongue in ass. Blowjob. Nut all over your face.”

At my barrage of obscenities, Carlytte barely twitched. Her face did not flush. And instead of turning away, she looked at me with her wide blue eyes.

“Yea,” I said with a smile. “Looks like you’re cured. Though it took four buckets to do so.”

“Four and a half.”

We lay quietly next to each other for a time. 

“Carlytte?”

“Hm?”

“You never wanted to be with a man? An alternative to your toys?”

She shrugged. “There was never the right person.”

“And was I the right person?” I wanted to ask, but I did not. It would have been pointless to make her confess such a thing. Instead I took her hand and squeezed it. She squeezed back.

“Tem …” Carlytte murmured into my ear.

“Yea?”

“You are not to tell my men about this.”

“Of course not,” I inclined my head in mock deferral. “Your secret is safe with me, your excellency. Now let’s get some sleep. It’s a long day tomorrow.”

Carlytte nuzzled up to me and entwined her legs in mine. Her soft breasts rose and fell against my chest and I could feel the heat of her breath on my neck. I fell into a deep sleep, too exhausted to worry about the following day’s challenges.
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“Good morning Watcher!”

Carlytte was waiting for me in front of the precinct house, her arms clasped behind her back. Her uniform was freshly ironed and the badges on her breast shone in the dawn light. Before us in the town square was the entire Arrowside guard force. The men saluted as I stepped out onto the stairs.

I yawned and adjusted the guardsman’s uniform I had borrowed for the day. It was bit too tight around the thighs.

“I thought there was still some time before mission start.”

“There is. But I teach my men the importance of timeliness.” Carlytte didn’t look my way, but I saw a smile tug at the edge of her mouth. “Didn’t sleep well, Watcher?” she asked. “You sound tired.”

“You know why I didn’t sleep well,” I said, keeping my voice low. “You were milking me until near dawn. I barely got two hours of sleep. How come you’re not tired?”

My whole body ached and it felt like someone had injected me between the legs with a numbing agent. I tried not to think about the six buckets of “Watcher Extract” I had produced the night before. The thought of that much liquid coming out of my body made me nauseous.

“Why would I be tired?”

“Carlytte, we must have gone at least fifty rounds, if not more …”

“It was nothing. I expected a Watcher to have more stamina.”

“Must be nice to be young.”

“It’s not youth. It’s discipline and training.”

I restrained a smile. The rehab had paid off. Carlytte’s was a new woman. Gone was the shy bumbling girl from the day before. Of course, the sexual restraint was still there—there was only so much you could do in a day—but now she had the confidence needed to take on the monster girls. 

Behind me, I heard the sound of tinkling glass. Several of Carlytte’s female assistants emerged from the precinct house, each lugging a wooden bucket filled with viscous white liquid. One of them was Gwen, the pink-haired beauty who had been the first to “service” me the night before. 

Her eyes flickered to the bucket and then to Carlytte.

“I see you and the Chief had a busy night after we went home.”

“Something like that,” I mumbled.

Carlytte was blushing tooؙ—but only a little. 

“Less talk more work, Gwen.”

More assistants appeared carrying crates. These were filled with glass vials. Another woman I vaguely remembered bedding the night before came out carrying a stack of reeds, which she set down with the buckets. 

“What are the reeds for?”

“You’ll see.”

Gwen kneeled down, inserted a reed into the bucket, and sucked, pulling my Watcher Extract up into the reed like a straw. Then, maintaining suction, she inserted the tip of the reed into one of the vials and let the white liquid dribble out, filling it.

“This is quite difficult,” said Gwen with a wink in my direction. “I think I might have swallowed some.”

“Couldn’t you use an eyedropper or something?”

Gwen cocked her head. “Drop your seed into my eye? Whatever for?”

“Never mind,” I said. “It’s an Earth thing. As you were.”

Soon a crowd of females was kneeling before the buckets, sucking my semen into straws and transferring it to vials. For a time, there was no sound but the sucking of reeds and—not infrequently—the sound of an accidental swallow.

The ritual was quite erotic, albeit in a surreal way.

When the final drops were being transferred to the last vial, the precinct house’s double-doors slammed open. Out came Orsella with Fae on her shoulder. The sorceress was dressed in a regal sorceress’s gown. The fabric was a dark green that matched her hair and the hem was decorated with red and gold embroidery that shimmered in the morning sun.

“Looks like we’re all here,” I said. “Everyone know their jobs?”

The women nodded.

“Alright then … let’s go kick some slime girl ass.”

* * *

Carlytte signaled. The town square churned into motion. Trios of guards peeled off from the central mass, running off in the four cardinal directions. A third of the guards remained behind in the square, stepping aside to give us a path to the central fountain. 

Propped up against the fountain’s edge were a half-dozen glass mirrors, each taller than I was.

“Orsella?” I said. “Ready?”

“I am always ready.”

“Sightstones, please.”

Orsella muttered some words under her breath and began to wave her arms. Her brows knit up in concentration. The borders of the mirrors began to glow with a pink light. Images appeared on each of the mirrors. One showed a market square. Another showed a series of luxury stone buildings—Arrowside’s aristocratic district. A third showed a seedy area with a brothel and several drinking establishments.

All six mirrors were connected to sightstones that Orsella had set up around Arrowside during her eight years in the city. 

“I still don’t like it,” said Carlytte. “Spying on citizens without permission. It’s a crime.”

“Well you can take it up with the sorceress after she helps us save the entire city from death and destruction,” I said. “Right now we should let her work.”

In one of the mirrors, a trio of guards ran into view. They uncorked a stopper and began to pour white liquid into the sewer grill: the Watcher Extract. Soon guards appeared in the other mirrors as well and repeated the action. 

I turned to Fae, who was on sitting on my shoulder, holding a tiny warm towel to her throat.

“The first team has arrived. You ready to go?”

She cleared her throat and let out an experimental blast of fire.

“I’ll take that for a yes.”

Fae leaped off my shoulder and took to the air. She flapped her wings, climbing higher and higher until she was just a speck soaring above the rooftops of Arrowside. Then she flew out of view, heading for the first “point” that we had decided on beforehand. 

Both Orsella and Fae were on reconnaissance duty. Teams of guards were laying bait all around the city center, pouring my seed into every major sewer grill within a sizable radius. But there was no telling where the slime girls would show. It was Fae and Orsella’s job to find out. The sorceress’s sightstones would provide early warning for either myself or the auxiliary guard force to rush to their assistance. 

However, Orsella’s sightstones took weeks to set up and were not available in all locations. Filling in blind spots was Fae’s job. Her job was the fly point-to-point over the city, watching over the guards who weren’t visible to Orsella’s sightstones. It was an imperfect plan: Fae couldn’t watch over all points at once. The guards out of Orsella’s view were most at risk. 

A flawed plan, but our best chance.

I took a deep breath, trying not to let the tense atmosphere get to me. Everyone was on edge. You could almost smell the fear. The guards in the square barely spoke, and when they did it was in hushed, nervous voices. Carlytte’s face was stretched taught, making her look older than her eighteen years. As for Orsella, beads of sweat were beginning to run down her forehead. I wondered how much concentration it took to control six magical mirrors at once.

Carlytte had made it clear to her men that we had to defeat the monster girls in this single attack. Everything was riding on this one operation. Here, under a clear blue sky and with birdsong floating down from the mountainside, Arrowside was making its final stand.

In the mirrors, nothing was happening. The guards waiting around their assigned sewer grills were beginning to grow impatient, shuffling their feet and looking around.

I looked up, scanning the skies for any sign of Fae’s fire. A single blast would indicate that a slime girl had appeared. But there was nothing but blue sky.

I felt a flash of fear. What if our plan was a failure? What if the slime girls didn’t take the bait? Maybe the slime girls in Centralia were different from the ones I knew from video games. Maybe they were too smart for a simple trap like ours.

“Tem …”

“What?”

Carlytte pointed at the leftmost mirror. Something was moving.

It was the team in the market district. A blue blob was pushing out of the sewer grill next to a fish stall.

“Slime girl!” Carlytte shouted. “Support teams ready!” 

I sucked in my breath. A wave of energy surged through the crowd. So one slime girl had taken the bait. And where there was one, there would be more.

“Hold your positions!” shouted Carlytte. “Wait for my command!”

In the mirror, the guards drew their swords and began circling the slime girl. The blob had climbed fully out of the sewers now and was forming the shape of a woman. This slime girl was “fleshier” than the one that had attacked me, with wide hips and breasts the size of winter melons. 

One of the men stepped forward and took a hesitant swing. A slime-tentacle shot out from the monster girl’s torso, trapping the man’s sword arm and sucking him to the floor. His companions tried to cut at the slime-arm with their swords, but the weapons slid harmlessly through the slime girl’s arm, striking the stones below.

“Idiots!” shouted Carlytte. “I told them not to use swords! Reinforcements!”

Six more guards peeled off from the reserve mass, running in the direction of the market square. In the mirror, the slime girl had shot out more arms, disabling all three men. She was beginning to suck them into her body mass.

One of the guards grabbed onto a nearby post and was trying to pull himself away. Another slime-arm shot out and thrust into the man’s mouth.

I winced. I knew what would come next. Blueberry ecstasy.

“Carlytte. They’re not holding their own. We should go help.”

“No.” The blonde’s face was grim. “We stay here. Maintain discipline.”

The man flailed his limbs and clawed at the tentacle in his mouth. Then he tensed up and fell back, a noticeable bulge rising from between his legs. He no longer tried to resist and instead lay there with his eyes glazed over.

“Is he dead?” someone in the crowd said.

“Carlytte. We should go.”

“No, Tem. I am in command.”

He wasn’t dead. Just forced into arousal by the slime girl. I gritted my teeth. Three trained men were no match and this was a slime daughter—a shade of the slime mother we would have to face later. 

More arms shot out, drugging the other two men. They collapsed and lay still, bulges poking from their pants. Already, their clothing had begun to dissolve. Now all that was left was for the slime girl to feast on them.

I grabbed Carlytte’s shoulder and shook it.

“We have to go help them!” I shouted. 

Carlytte ignored me.

“If you won’t go. Then I will.” 

I pushed aside a guard and began to run toward the market square. But when I tried to step forward, my legs missed the ground. I found myself flailing in mid-air and then fell to the ground with a thud. 

Orsella had severed my legs at the knees.

“What was that for?!”

“Calm down, Watcher. Let Carlytte’s men handle this.” The sorceress’s face dripped with sweat. “Do not make me waste my energy.”

“But …”

“She’s right,” said Carlytte, not looking down at where I lay on the stones. She was a different woman from the passionate lover I had known the night before. Now her face was grim, disciplined, hard. 

“Trust my men, Tem. They know what they’re doing.”

I cursed. Carlytte was right. We’d discussed this the night before. Carlytte and I were here for emergencies. If we rushed off to help every team of guards, we wouldn’t be around when things got bad. But still … it felt wrong. 

“Watch,” Carlytte nodded to the mirror. “My men can handle this.”

The six reinforcement guards appeared in the market square, their cloaks wavering in the breeze.

The slime daughter, which had begun to pleasure her victims, turned to face the new guardsmen. She shot out six arms at once. 

It was over in an instant.

The guards whipped their cloaks in an arc, blocking the slime girl’s arms. Then all at once, they rushed forward from six different directions. The slime girl blocked four of them, but two men managed to reach the slime girl’s torso, arms plunging into her body to reach the core.

The slime girl shuddered, let out a shriek of delight—at least that’s what it looked like, as the mirrors did not transfer sound—and then disappeared in an explosion of blue slime.

“See,” said Carlytte. “My men know what they are doing.”

I realized what was happening. Carlytte had kept the most able-bodied guards behind. The first teams were there to distract the slime girls so that the more capable men could fight and defeat them.

But there was little time to celebrate.

More slime girls were appearing in the mirrors, climbing out of the sewer grills in the aristocratic district, the brothel quarter, the tavern street. There had been a lull after the first attack. Now there was no lull at all. It was an all-out attack.

Carlytte barked a whirlwind of orders, sending more support teams to assist and capture the slime-daughter crystals.

At the same time, someone shouted:

“Signal in the sky!”

I looked up, just in time to catch a trail of flame winking out of sight.

Two more support groups broke off from the dwindling reserve group in the town square, running for Fae’s flame signal.

It was a new kind of torture. Just standing there next to Carlytte, watching her men suffer through Orsella’s mirrors. Sure, the men were being pleasured by the slime daughters. But once the slime daughter was done with the men … she would kill them.

“Carlytte,” I said, my voice low. “I thought you said that not saving a life was equivalent to murder. Well, your men are out there dying right now. Why aren’t we help—”

I trailed off. Carlytte’s face was pale and, though the air was cool, sweat was running down her face in great rivulets. Blonde hair was matted against her forehead. She looked like she was about to cry.

“I know,” she said softly. “Don’t tell me. I know.”

I felt a wave of guilt. Of course she understood. As the person in command of those men’s lives, she understood more than anyone. I tried to think of words to reassure her, but couldn’t. So I just stood there, trying to look confident and reassuring.

I was saved from my misery by another pillar of flame in the air.

“Signal!”

Carlytte raised a hand and called out, preparing to send more guards. But then she paused. After the first pillar of flame faded, two more followed in quick succession.

My stomach twisted into a knot. We’d discussed our signaling system with Fae beforehand. One burst meant monster girl sighting. Two bursts meant “Things are bad! Send extra assistance!” But three bursts? We hadn’t discussed it, but I had a feeling what the ad hoc signal meant: things are really, really bad.

I whirled to Carlytte. “Let me go—“

“I know,” she said. “And I’m coming with you.”
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Carlytte left two men in charge and dashed off in the direction of Fae’s signal.

I sprinted after her, surprised by the young girl’s speed. Even with enhanced strength and stamina, I had trouble keeping up. Carlytte sped through cobblestone streets, turning corners, leaping over trash pails and ducking into side alleys where the stones were still slippery with rainwater. I chased after, lungs burning, knocking over pans and slipping on the stones.

It felt like we were running in circles. I had long lost track of where Fae’s signal had appeared. But Carlytte navigated the tangled streets of Arrowside as easily as an open plain. 

As I ran, I marveled at her abilities. Not only was she a natural athlete, but she apparently also had a perfect mental map of Arrowside stored in her head. 

We turned one last corner around a blacksmith’s shop and came out to an open area beside Arrowside’s stone walls. A wooden stage stood with the wall as the backdrop. No doubt it was used for plays or musical performances of some sort.

But the events onstage were no performance. 

On the stage were three guardsmen. Trapped in slime, all were naked, their uniforms dissolved away, swords lying useless on the cobblestones. The fight was gone from their eyes, replaced by lust and animal desire. All I could hear were guttural moans and the schlorp, schlorp, schlorp of the slime girls as they milked the helpless men.

Yes, I say slime girls, for there were three.

I looked at Carlytte. Her face was flushed, and she was not looking directly at the naked men. But neither did she turn away.

“You okay?” I asked her.

“I better be,” she said, undoing one of the brooches that fastened her fire-red cloak to her shoulders. She swept it in front of her like a shield. “So … which one do we take down first?”

Before I could respond, one of the men, a young blonde youth who couldn’t have been much older than nineteen, let out a scream. Except that, with slime girl’s arm stifling him, it came out more as a desperate moan.

“Rolan!” shouted Carlytte, motioning me toward the young man. “Help him!”

Perhaps because of his youth, the man named Rolan had less “stamina” than the other men. He moaned and arched his hips, shooting his load inside of the slime girl’s body. The slime girl shimmered slightly, growing larger as she absorbed his essence. 

The slime girl let out a bubbly laugh and began to pull the man’s entire body into the blue mass beneath her slender torso, no doubt in an attempt to drown him.

Lungs filled with liquid.

“Like hell that’s going to happen,” I said. 

Carlytte and I charged together, rushing toward the stage like two pincers closing on their target. The slime looked up from the boy, who was half submerged inside her. Her mouth opened.

MINE! MINE! MINE!

The words came out bubbly, like we were submerged in lake water.

Slime-arms shot out from the slime daughter’s torso, aiming for our legs. Carlytte’s leaped up nimbly over one and parried the other with a sweep of her cloak. 

I wasn’t nearly as graceful. I dodged one arm, and ran chest-first into another, stumbling as it hit me. Another slime-arm struck my leg, pulling on my boot. I tried to kick off the boot but the laces were too tight. The slime daughter whipped me backward and threw me to the ground, dragging me feet-first up to the stage.

I grunted and flailed, trying to pull the tentacles off of my leg and chest. I grabbed at the woodwork to stop myself from being pulled in. This accomplished nothing at all … except give Carlytte the opening she needed.

For an instant, the slime daughter had directed her focus toward me. This gave Carlytte the opening she needed. As she charged, she swept her cloak outward, hiding her small, lithe body from the slime girl’s sight. Slime arms shot out, hitting the cloak.

There was nobody behind.

In a blink, Carlytte had circled the slime girl, out of view of her red glowing eyes. She leaped forward onto the stage. In another burst of speed, she closed the gap to the slime girl and jumped, using the solid mass of Rolan’s body to propel herself upward.

For a moment she was suspended in the air. Then, with a twist of her body, she plunged her arm into the slime girl’s chest.

Carlytte’s slender fingers fumbled for an instant. Then they found the core. She began to pleasure the slime girl with all five fingers. The slime girl let out a bubbling moan of pleasure. She tried feebly to redirect her attacks to Carlytte. But it was too late.

Guided to climax by Carlytte’s nimble fingers, the slime girl began to tense and shudder, splattering the stage with slime.  She screamed once more—and that was when Carlytte tore the core from the slime girl’s body.

In an instant, the “grip” went out of the slime girl’s body. She fell apart in a splash of blue liquid, spattering the stage, and soaking me where I still lay, legs in the air, halfway off the stage platform.

Rolan fell to the wooden floorboards with a thud.

Carlytte landed nimbly on her feet and looked down at me. There was hardly any slime on her.

“Nice work,” she said, extending an arm. “Let’s go with that plan. You distract them by being a clumsy oaf. I’ll take the gem.”

“That was my intention all along,” I said. I took her arm and scrambled onto the stage. One boot was gone, dissolved by the slime girl, and the front of my borrowed uniform was covered in slime. I scraped it off with the back of my hand and threw it aside.

Rolan was fine—just sleeping—so we turned our attention to the next two slimes.

Another, this one older and stocky, with streaks of white in his hair, grunted as his stamina gave out. The slime girl holding him, this one more slender and with only small mounds for breasts, opened her mouth and let out a bubbly laugh.

YUMMY! YUMMY!

Carlytte and I charged, this time with more confidence.

This time, instead of trying to look cool and dodge her arms like Carlytte, I focused on making noise and becoming as large of a target as possible. I shouted and flailed. I stomped my feet on the stage. Then, when the slime girl turned her attention to me, shooting out slime-arms and pulling me to the ground, I let them hit me instead of trying to dodge. 

And once they had me, I clawed at the stones, dug my fingers into the wood, doing anything I could to slow down the slime girl and buy Carlytte time. 

She didn’t need much.

In another flash of fabric, Carlytte faked right and circled left, leaping away from the slime girl’s arms. The arms shot out at her feet, tracking her and narrowly missing. Another slime-arm hit her leg and latched on. She cursed and tore the pant leg free, revealing the flesh of one shapely leg.

Then she was off, dashing to the left in a blur of movement.

“Not that way Carlytte!” I shouted. “You’re going to hit the wall!”

She did hit the wall, but not quite in the way I expected. She hit the wall and kept going, boots finding purchase on the stones. More slime-arms shot out but Carlytte dodged them, found more height, and jumped, leaping backward off the wall.

I gasped. 

Instead of aiming for an arc, Carlytte pushed off with all her strength, using her legs like pistons. She shot back in a straight line, hit the slime girl’s chest at a perpendicular angle, and popped out the other end like a spear piercing jello.

Carlytte did a flip in the air before landing gracefully on the stage.

Behind her, the slime girl exploded in a shower of blue slime, the air still echoing with her bubbly laughter. 

“How was that?” Carlytte said as she cleaned the slime off her glasses.

Really fucking sexy.

“It was alright,” I said. “But I’ve seen better.”

We made even quicker work of the third slime, rescuing the guard before the slime girl could bring him to a climax.

“Why did you stop her!” said this third guard, after we had saved him. I recognized him as Puff-face, the guard who had given us so much trouble at the gates. “I w-was just about to finish!”

He tried to swing a punch at me. I sidestepped it. After handling three slime girls, the man’s movements were as slow as cake batter. 

Carlytte slapped the Puff-face in the face, hard enough to leave a welt. Then she slapped him three more times, for good measure.

“Get a hold of yourself! We just saved your life.”

The guard stood up holding his face. His cheeks had already started to swell up like a chipmunk’s.

From puffy to puffier, I found myself thinking. 

“Chief … I’m sorry … I didn’t know what I was thinking.”

“Poor guy,” I said. “So that’s what the slime daughter’s pheromones do to a man.” I recalled the tremendous lust I had felt when the slime girl had drugged me. Just how powerful would the slime mother’s abilities be? I shuddered at the thought.

* * *

With the crisis averted, Carlytte and I returned to the town square. The fighting went on through the day and late into the afternoon. 

Carlytte cycled her men to keep them fresh, returning the weary ones to the reserve force and sending fresh teams—equipped with new vials of Watcher Extract—to replace them. There were several casualties, and two more times Carlytte and I had to rush off to do battle. 

But as the sun began to sink in the sky, the pace of the attacks slowed. And then, after one pitched battle near the mouth of the town square, the attacks stopped altogether. We returned to the fountain, covered in slime and grime, arms and legs heavy as stone.

“Is it over?” I said. “Because I can’t take much more of this.”

Orsella pulled a stone from within her grown and turned it over in her hands. Her face had turned gaunt from sightstone exertion. Long lines had appeared where there had only been smooth skin. She looked like she had aged twenty years. After a moment she said softly, “Yes … I detect only one mass of magic underneath the city now. The only other mass is … here …” She nodded to the cluster of slime daughter cores we had retrieved. 

Carlytte’s men had cleaned the cores and carefully laid them out on a sheet near the fountain. They sat, glowing a fierce red in the light of the setting sun.

There were nearly fifty of them.

“It’s a miracle that we only lost a half dozen men,” said Fae. Her voice was raw from breathing fire signals into the sky, and I felt her body trembling from exhaustion when she alighted on my shoulder.

“It was no miracle,” I said. “It was thanks to Caryltte. And her excellent command.”

“You did your share as well, Watcher.”

“All I did was play the clumsy oaf.”

She grinned. “That you did. And by the end of the day, you were getting pretty good at it.”

I smiled back. I felt a pang of guilt for doubting her. Eighteen had seemed too young for someone to command … but Carlytte had proved herself beyond a seed of doubt. But would it be enough to defeat a slime mother? 

That I did not know.
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We were honored guests that night.

Several blocks from the precinct house there stood a giant tavern frequented by Carlytte and her guardsmen. Shaped like a dome, the tavern interior was one giant common room with an arched roof and a kitchen annex. Wooden tables and chairs were arranged in circles around a central fire. We gathered there for an evening of roasted meat, mead, music, and much-needed recovery. 

The guardsmen we had fought alongside were there—drinking flagons of mead like it was seltzer water—as were Carlytte’s secretaries, looking pretty in their evening dresses. 

Gwen, the pink-haired one, was sitting on my lap and whispering sweet nothings into my ear when Carlytte appeared, carrying two skewers of roast meat. The juices ran off them onto Carlytte’s slender hands. 

When Gwen didn’t react, Carlytte cleared her throat.

“Chief?” said Gwen, looking up. “Sorry, I didn’t see you. What’s up?”

“Gwen,” Carlytte said. “Find one of the other men to seduce. The Watcher’s mine.”

Gwen and I exchanged looks.

“What did you do to her?” Gwen whispered. “She was like a puppy before. Couldn’t hold hands without blushing as red as a bloodfruit.”

I glanced up at Carlytte, who could hear everything we were saying.

“I think she turned into a she-wolf.”

“In a single night?” Gwen giggled, running a finger down my chest. “Was that because of your magical Watcher powers? Or just because you happen to be good in the sack?”

“Both,” I said with a grin. “But the real reason was Carlytte.” I looked up at the Chief. “Deep down, your Chief was always a she-wolf. She just kept it hidden. In fact, let me tell you about the toys she uses when she’s alo—” 

Carlytte slapped me on the head. I grinned at her. She grinned back.

It was Gwen’s turn to clear her throat.

“Got it Chief … I’ll find one of the guards to take home tonight. Have a good night.” She winked at me, mouthed the words enjoy yourself, and then sauntered off. 

“Lovely girl that,” I said, watching her hips swish as she walked off and plucked the drink from the hands of a handsome-looking guardsman. The guard didn’t seem to mind.

“Lovelier than me?” Carlytte sat down beside me and handed me a skewer.

“Of course not.”

For a time we sat on the chairs, eating our meat and staring into the fire. The men were getting more and more drunk. Some had broken into song and begun to dance around the fire. Others were passed out, lying on top of tables and on the tavern floor, snoring loudly and burping. 

“Watcher …”

“Hm?”

“When this is all done …” Carlytte hesitated, taking a nibble of her skewer. “When this is all done. You will go on. Leave Arrowside.”

She said it as a statement, not as a question.

“I suppose we have to,” I said. “Monster girl attacks are happening all over Centralia … If I were to stay here, well … As you say, not going out to help those people would be—”

“—be equivalent to murder, yes,” finished Carlytte. “I am aware …”

She finished off her roast meat and tossed the wooden skewer into the fire, where it crackled and turned black. Her cheeks were flushed red, perhaps from the heat of the fire, and perhaps from something else.

Carlytte opened her mouth to speak.

“Do you think—”

I didn’t let her finish. I leaned forward and kissed her. For a time, our tongues explored each other. I could still taste the herbs and spices on her tongue. Someone cheered for us. Others whistled or catcalled. I didn’t care. I went right on kissing. When I pulled away, Carlytte’s face had flushed even deeper. This time I knew it wasn’t from the flames.

“That was nice,” she said. She was slightly out of breath.

“Agreed.”

“Last night … we didn’t kiss much.”

“Not mouth to mouth, anyway.”

She blushed.

“Before you interrupted me, there I was about to say something. Important.”

I shrugged. “Some things are better left unsaid.”

It was a line I had picked up from some TV show, but it seemed apt for the moment. Carlytte stared off into the fire, the flames flickering in her eyes. Her eyes were watery, and I wondered if it was only due to the smoke. 

When she turned back to me I thought she would protest but instead, she said,

“Do you want to hear the story of my father? About his death?”

“If you want to share it.”

She nodded.

“Do you know of the country that lies to the north, beyond the Centralian Peninsula?”

“Yes, I’ve heard from Fae. It’s called Aregrond, no? Fae tells me relations with Centralia are strained … there has been talk of war.”

Carlytte shrugged. “There is always talk of war. But it’s true. We are not friendly with Aregrond, not anymore. It wasn’t always that way … In my father’s time, relations were better. Merchants from the north, carrying furs and fine cloths and all manner of Aregrondian delicacies, stopped by Arrowside on their journeys southward. When I was a young girl, such merchants often shared our dinner table.” Her eyes turned wistful. “These men had dark hair and thick beards. And they delighted a young girl with stories of the snows so thick that men who misstepped would be swallowed up by the white earth, never to be found again.”

“I suppose those dinner table stories stopped happening?”

Carlytte nodded.

“My father was a just man … but he was also a kind man. He believed that there was goodness in every man’s heart. That criminals live the way they do because they have no other option—or because the cruelties of fate have hammered the goodness out of them.”

“He sounds like a wonderful person.”

“Perhaps … but his kindness is what got him killed.”

“How so? If you don’t mind me asking.”

“Eight or nine years ago … it depends who you ask … things started to go wrong with Aregrond. They had a cold year, where the soil would not thaw. What few crops that grew came out gnarled and dry, devoid of sustenance. Villages starved. There were riots … assassination attempts on the king. Refugees left, crossing the mountains south to Centralia … Some of them inevitably came here to Arrowside …”

Carlytte bit her lip.

I put a hand gently on her thigh. The muscles there were tense, almost like iron.

“And I suppose your father welcomed them into the city?”

She nodded. “Without question. Some of his men complained, but my father would not hear a word. He even welcomed all to eat at our table.” She trailed off. “Most of those he welcomed in were honest people. People just trying to get by. I know that now. But not all of them. Some wanted to take Arrowside, make a home for themselves in the north …”

“Magi?” I said.

She nodded.

“The ones dressed in red robes. My father welcomed them into our home. ‘Magi are humans, just like the rest of us,’ he said. They shared our food. Laughed at our jokes. Drank our mead. And once my father was asleep, they killed him. Exploded his body with their blood magics … When I woke up, I found his room coated with blood and innards …” She shuddered. “And not enough left of his face to recognize. I never got to say good morning. Or goodbye. I was ten years old.”

I opened my mouth and closed it.

“I-I’m sorry,” I finally managed to say. “I didn’t know.”

She shook her head. “It was a long time ago. But many lives were lost driving those blood mages out. Since then, we’ve never liked foreigners here in Arrowside. Magi even less so. The wounds are still fresh. After my father’s death, we strengthened the fortifications, enforced selective entry requirements … did everything we could to keep insiders in and outsiders out. When the monster girls appeared, these security measures saved us.”

“Until they didn’t.”

“Until they didn’t.” Carlytte sighed. “Anyway, my point wasn’t to tell you a sad story about me. My point was to say thank you.”

“Thank you?” I raised an eyebrow.

“For helping remember what my father believed.” She took my hand and squeezed it. “That there are many kinds of foreigners, and not all of them are bad.”

“Is that a confession of love?” I said with a grin.

Carlytte responded by kissing me. A hungry kiss. It was as if she was letting her tongue say the things she could not put into words.

* * *

“You lovebirds done chewing out each other’s tongues?”

After some time, Orsella and Fae, who had been chatting near the far wall of the dome, joined us. Both women’s faces still looked weary, but not as bad as they had that afternoon. Fae’s scales had recovered some of their sheen, and Orsella’s face had recovered most of its youth.

Carlytte almost blushed at Fae’s comment, but caught herself.

“I do not chew. It’s called a kiss. You should try it sometime.”

Fae yawned. “I have no interest in whatever is between Tem’s lips. It’s his other mouth that interests me. The one that keeps my belly full and my magical energy charged.”

“Girls. You realize I can hear everything you say, right?”

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

I sighed and took another bite of my skewer. Except there wasn’t any meat left on it. I tossed it into the central fire. Some of the guards had formed a ring around the fire and were dancing, singing folk songs loudly and off-key.

Orsella waved an arm. A guard sitting nearby let out a yelp as his hands detached, dropping the mug of mead he was holding. The floating hands then stole the guard’s chair from under his behind (making him fall to the floor) and whisked the chair to Orsella, who sat down without a single look in the guard’s direction. 

“You do realize,” Orsella continued, ignoring the guard’s drunk curses, “that the most difficult part of our fight lies ahead. Should you be allowing your men to drink and carouse this much?” She looked with distaste at the men prancing around the fire. The fire hissed and smoked as they splashed mead into the flames.

“I understand that,” said Carlytte. “But my men have fought hard. They deserve to relax. They’ll need to recover, both spiritually and mentally, before our fight with the slime mother. And …” She gestured to the inn’s double doors. “It is night. To fight without the sun in the sky would be to send my men to their deaths.”

“Speaking of which,” Fae said, gliding down from Orsella’s shoulder to my lap. “What’s our plan for defeating the slime mother? We have the slime daughter cores”—she nodded to a bundle of cloth on Carlytte’s lap which contained the cores—“but how will we draw the slime mother out? Dump Watcher Extract into the sewers again? Harvest ten buckets from Tem instead of six?”

“Anything but that,” I said with a grimace. I still had that dull ache between my legs from the previous night’s exertions. “There’s no way I can manage ten buckets, even with Maidensbane and Carlytte’s assistance,” I said. “But I don’t think we’ll need Watcher Extract.”

“We won’t?” Carlytte seemed disappointed.

“The slime mother should feel the pull of her daughter’s cores. They are a part of her body. She will be attracted to them, even more strongly than to a man’s essence. We can use the daughter’s cores to lure the mother out.” I shrugged. “Or at last that’s how it works in theory. What do you think, Orsella?”

Orsella had stolen the hands from another guardsman’s wrists and was using them to carry a platter of skewers toward us. The platter floated too near the central fire: the guard let out a yelp, followed by another string of curses.

Orsella ignored him, selecting a skewer from the platter and taking a dainty bite.

“It seems plausible. My readings indicate that the magic from the cores matches that of the magic deep in the sewers. For these two magics to exert a pull on each other, or even communicate, would not be unheard of … more meat?”

“Well here’s one plan,” I said, taking another skewer of meat from the floating platter. “If the slime mother can sense her core fragments … then she should also be able to sense when they are in danger. What if we … do something to the cores? Attack them magically or put them in a position where they might be destroyed. That should alert the slime mother and attract her to us.”

“Whatever we do,” said Carlytte, “it’s best if we lure the slime mother somewhere safe and away from the rest of the populace. Perhaps we can use the river outside the gates. The sewers empty out there.”

More of Carlytte’s men were stumbling off, heading home to their wives or to the brothels that dotted the town. Many others were falling asleep on the floorboards. The kindly tavernkeeper—a middle-aged woman with an enormous stomach—was dragging some of them into a corner so that they would not be stepped on.

The toughest of the guards were still awake. More had joined the dancing around the fire. They linked hands and began to circle the fire while doing a jig. I watched as they danced, faster and faster, until their bodies were a blur. The ring expanded and contracted, expanded and contracted.

As more guards joined, the guards circled toward us, trying to get us to join. Carlytte laughed and clapped her hands. But the ring was going too fast. The guards were out of control. The ring of hands broke, sending guards flying in every direction.

One drunk guard struck my chair with his boot, nearly knocking me other. Another hit my knapsack, spilling its contents onto the floor. 

“Watch it!” I shouted. I scrambled to pick up the contents, just in time to see another guard bump into Carlytte, nearly knocking her from her chair.

Carlytte stood up to scold her subordinate.

That was when the chaos began.

In the commotion, Carlytte had forgotten about the cloth bundle on her lap. Inside, fifty shining slime cores. The bundle tumbled to the floor and fell open. A few red jewels, round like marbles, rolled out, heading for the direction of the fire—and the incoming guards. 

There was no time to react. Drunk guards came barreling around carried by the momentum of their spin. Boots stepped on the slime cores. The guards slid and fell, slipping and sliding in all directions. Some guards fell into the fire and howled, rolling away and patting at their clothes. Slime cores flew into the air, rolled under tables, disappeared into flagons of mead. Others bounced into the fire, where they snapped and crackled like firewood. 

“SILENCE!”

It took me a moment to realize Carlytte was shouting.

“SILENCE!” she shouted again, cuffing one of her drunk men on the head. The men turned silent. Some were lying on the floor, others tottering and trying to maintain their balance. 

“Silence you fools! The cores we worked so hard to capture …”

There were slime cores all over the tavern floor. I tensed and pricked my ears. There was no sound but the crackling of firewood.

After I few more moments I let out a sigh of relief. 

“I a-almost thought we were done for there,” I whispered. “Some of the slime cores got into the fire.”

“Tongs, Tem,” said Carlytte, motioning toward the doors that connected to the kitchen annex. “Let’s fish the cores out before anything bad happens.”

“G-good idea,” I said shakily.

I headed for the kitchens, stepping over sleeping guards and spilled flagons of mead. It was a good thing the slime mother hadn’t reacted to the cores … the guards had taken the drinking too far. We were in no condition to fight. I made a mental note to be more careful with the cores in the future.

I reached for the kitchen door and froze, holding the handle.

A low rumble was coming from the kitchen, shaking the door and floor beneath my feet. There was a gurgle, like the sound of water draining out of a bathtub. Somebody screamed. I pressed my ear to the door.

Without warning, the door exploded outward, snapping my head back and throwing me onto the floorboards. A shower of splintering wood rained down on me.

I scrambled to my feet.

A great blue mass was billowing out from the doorway. The kitchen interior was filled with blue slime: it was as if, beyond the barrier, the kitchen had become part of the sea. The chef and several of his assistants floated in the dark mass, clothes already beginning to dissolve from their bodies.

The slime mother.

With the door gone, the slime billowed out of the kitchen, spreading over the tavern floor like a great slow-moving wave. Then, suddenly, the slime reversed direction. Instead of spreading out like water, the slime began to pull back in, focused on a shining red point at its center.

That’s the core, I realized. It’s condensing.

Blue turned to navy and then to black as the slime drew in on itself, hardening and taking on solid form. It took on the appearance of a slender woman. She was made of black slime that glistened in a firelight. She had a sylphlike torso with toned curves, high breasts, long arms and … legs.

Unlike the slime daughters, the slime mother had legs. 

The slime mother took a step forward. The core in the center of her chest was the size of a tennis ball and shone much brighter than those of the slime daughters. For a moment, the slime mother regarded me. 

Then she screamed. A scream low and frothy and full of hate.

I scrambled back, falling over sleeping guardsmen in my hurry to join Orsella and the others. The women were on their feet now, eyeing the slime mother cautiously. You could almost cut the tension in the air with a folding knife. 

Carlytte’s eyes were narrowed. With a slow motion, she tied her hair back up in a bun, adjusted her glasses, and unpinned her cloak. Orsella had her arms raised, her green hair buoyant, ready to channel magic. Fae jumped on my shoulder. I could sense her nervousness from the way she gripped my neck.

The slime mother took a step forward. She was slim, with smaller breasts and buttocks than any of the slime daughters. And you could tell her slime was much denser than her daughters’: when she stepped on a flagon, it did not sink into the slime of her leg. Instead, the flagon shattered.

“Well,” I said. “So much for getting her away from the city center.”

“We have to stop her here.” Carlytte’s face was grim. 

The slime mother was walking slowly toward us, hips swishing, crushing bits of food cookware beneath her slender legs. As she walked, she left a thin trail of dark slime in her wake.

“Any plans?” asked Fae. Even she sounded nervous.

“No,” I replied, picking up a chair off the ground. “But maybe if we play nice, the slime girl will give us time to come up with one.”

I met the slime mother’s eyes. They were red, and smoldered with magical energy. I smiled at her, trying to look as harmless and charming as possible.

The slime mother smiled back.

Then, with one final frothy scream, she charged.
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Carlytte’s men were drunk, but the mead hadn’t made them into cowards.

When the slime girl charged, the men moved to our defense. A moment earlier, they had been drunk, spilling mead, and singing around the fire. Now they were forming a defensive wall between the slime girl and the rest of us. They were ready to protect and to serve.

Their efforts were wasted.

Compared to the slime mother, the slime daughters had been clumsy, stupid, slow. The mother moved with intelligence and agility. One guard stepped forward and swung a chair at her. The slime girl ignored him. 

She stepped through both man and chair. 

The guardsman passed through the slime girl’s body and emerged from her backside covered in dark slime. He fell to the floor knocking over tables and chairs. The guard curled up into a ball and began to twitch and moan with pleasure. The slime girl ignored him. Her glowing red eyes were directed at only one thing. 

At me.

“Interesting,” said Orsella, her hands still raised, ready to cast magic. “She can pleasure a man by without direct stimulation. Something in the slime, perhaps? And she shows more intelligence than her children.” Orsella muttered something and drew a glyph in the air. The glyph simmered brightly. A barrage of ice spikes appeared, arcing toward the slime girl. When they drew near, a bright bubble of protective energy appeared around the slime girl, deflecting the spikes away.

“Magic doesn’t work, as expected,” the sorceress said dryly. “An inside job for the watcher.”

“You want me to get inside that? I’ll end up just like that man.”

“I don’t see any other option.”

The guard was moaning, bucking his hips and rolling about, lost in his own world of ecstasy. Then, when his pleasure reached a height, the guard let out an airy gasp, twitched several times, and lay still.

I recalled the taste of blueberries and the slime daughters’ poison. If that poison had been powerful enough to fill my head with blind lust, what could this slime mother—one dozens of times more powerful—do to me? 

Next to me, Carlytte tried to run forward and join her men. I grabbed her arm and held her.

“Wait,” I said. “We need a plan.”

“We can’t just sit here and do nothing!” Carlytte shouted, trying to shake off my arm. “She’s taking down my men!”

“I know!” I shouted back, surprised by the power of my own voice. “But hold on. To go now would be suicide. Give me a few seconds to think …”

Carlytte tore her arm free from my grasp but remained next to me.

I gritted my teeth. Plan, plan … I need a plan. Things were very bad. Most of Carlytte’s men were inebriated and useless. The rest were fatigued from fighting slime daughters. And, worst of all, we didn’t understand how this slime mother’s powers worked. 

But we had to fight back. If we left the mother here to feed on the guards … the city would soon be swarming with new slime daughters.

Two more guards leaped at the slime girl in a pincer attack. One guard passed harmlessly through her and fell. The slime girl sidestepped the other guard and then slapped him to the floor with a snap of her black slime arm. There was an audible snap as she slammed him down. He hit the ground so hard the floorboards cracked.

“She’s much faster than the daughters,” said Fae. “And it looks like she can manipulate her density at will. I bet that arm was as hard as a steel bar.”

The slime mother turned back toward us, leaving the guards twitching on the ground. She began to saunter forward again, taking slow unhurried steps. She stepped onto a sleeping guard as if he were a footstool. Dark slime pooled on the sleeping guard’s stomach. He began to twitch and moan. 

“Looks like some kind of poison,” Orsella said. “Activates upon physical contact.”

The slime mother paused, still standing on the guard’s stomach. He was twitching underfoot, slime running off his body, dripping onto the floor. But the mother wasn’t looking at the guard. She was looking down at something lying next to his boot.

Something small and red that glittered like a red jewel.

“A slime daughter core …”

The four of us watched as the guard underfoot reached his climax, bucking his hips into the air. He was twitching and thrashing underfoot, but the slime mother stood as if on solid rock. One black arm thinned out and extended to retrieve the slime daughter’s core.

She examined the core for a moment before setting it down on the twitching guard’s chest. His torso was coated in a thick layer of dark slime.

“What’s she doing?” Fae asked. “Why is she putting the jewel on his body?”

“I don’t know,” I replied. “But it can’t be good.”

Carlytte tensed again but I put a hand on her shoulder. “She won’t kill him,” I said. “Just watch. He’s buying us much-needed information.”

The dark slime coating the guard shimmered with a bright silver sheen. It was absorbing his essence. The slime core began to sink into the slime layer, shining brightly as it was swallowed up. There was a hissing sound. Then the slime coating the guard began to bubble and expand. The dense black slime billowed outward and upward, turning from black to navy to bright blue.

“She’s making a slime daughter,” Fae said in horror.

“Not good,” I said. “Not good at all.”

The new daughter was small, about a third of the size of the ones we had fought earlier that day. She looked around the tavern, babbling something happily, her red eyes glowing brighter than the firelight.

Carlytte shook off my hand.

“If she can make slime daughters, we need to act now.”

She was right. And it wasn’t just about the safety of her men. The whole city was at risk. There were sleeping guards lying all over the tavern, ready to be turned into slime daughters. The drunken guards had kicked the slime cores all around the room: into the fire, under tables, between cracks in the floorboards. It would only be a matter of time before the mother turned these cores into new slime daughters. 

My throat was cracked and dry. I was having trouble breathing. I fought down the panic.

Just pretend it’s a video game, Tim. Stay calm. Think. This is the final boss. What do you do?

“Tem, we need a plan now. Right now!” Carlytte hissed.

The slime mother was ignoring us for the moment, patting her new slime “daughter” on the head and making affectionate noises.

“Okay. Listen guys. Tentative plan, but it’s the best I’ve got. The basics are the same. We need to get our hands on the mother’s slime core. Stimulate her and bring her to climax. That’s my job. But I know my weaknesses. I won’t be able to get her on the first try, especially since we don’t understand her powers fully. 

“That’s where Orsella comes in. Her magic won’t work on the slime girl, but it will still work on me. If the slime mother traps me, use your magic to free me.”

“If she encases you in slime,” Orsella said, “I’m afraid I won’t be able to use my magic. The shield will block it.”

“Okay,” I said. “Then you’ll have to free me before things get that bad.”

More drunken guards were stumbling toward the slime girl, doing their best to buy us the time we needed. The mother had found another slime core. She knocked an incoming guard to the floor and began to create a second slime daughter.

“Fae, you’re the most mobile. Find the fallen slime cores and retrieve them before the mother gets to them. We can’t fight fifty slime daughters at once. Get them somewhere safe, out of her reach.”

The dragon girl nodded.

“Carlytte … can you take two slime daughters at once? I need you to keep those two little ones off our back.”

“What about the mother?” she said. “I can take her.”

“I doubt it,” I said. “Neither magic nor brute force will work here. Best leave this to me.”

The blonde frowned.

“Carlytte. Trust me. Please.”

She hesitated. Then she nodded.

“Okay, we have our plan.” I turned to the three women. “Of course, you’re all lovely and way more capable than me. Permission granted to act freely if needed. Everyone ready?”

A chorus of “Ready!”

“See you on the other side.”

* * *

Fae was the first to act. She dropped off my shoulder, gliding low below tables and chairs, zeroing in on a fallen slime core. 

The slime mother reacted too quickly. She turned, leaped over several tables, and landed on the floor a few meters from Fae. She shot out a slime arm, arcing it low like a whip. The dragon girl dodged and rolled, veering under a table before she could retrieve the slime core.

“Shit!” I shouted. “She’s going to get another core!”

But she didn’t. Two hands disconnected from a nearby sleeping guard. They shot through the air like birds of prey. One hand blocked the slime mother’s arm. The other swooped down and grabbed the slime core, carrying back toward Orsella. The sorceress had her arms crossed in concentration. Her green locks floated in the air, charged with magical energy.

Nice call, I didn’t think of that.

Meanwhile, Carlytte had rushed forward and was fighting the two new slime daughters. They had her pinned between them. The daughters were firing slime tentacles out from their slender torsos, trying to trap her. Carlytte was a blur of movement. She dodged and weaved under tables. She kicked up chairs to block tentacles. It was beautiful.

But would it be enough?

Held down as she was, she was unlikely to be able to steal back the slime daughters’ cores. And who knew how long her stamina would hold?

I had to defeat the slime mother and do it fast. But how?

Less thinking more doing, Tim. Trust your instincts.

I was a Watcher now, not just some everyday loser from Earth. I could do this thing.

The slime mother was preoccupied with Fae and Orsella. She had sprouted two new black slime arms and was racing Fae and Orsella to try and retrieve the slime cores. Orsella’s face was coated with sweat, but she was controlling six flying hands at once: blocking slime arms while simultaneously retrieving slime cores fallen on the tavern floor. 

Suddenly the slime mother stopped. She turned away from Orsella and Fae, running toward an unoccupied area of the tavern.

Shit, I thought. She’s smart. She’s going for the uncontested ones.

Carlytte was pinned down. Fae and Orsella were busy with their own slime cores. It was up to me to stop her.

I ran forward, knocking over tables and chairs in an attempt to cut off the slime mother. The slime mother shot an arm into a fallen flagon of mead and pulled out one of the slime cores that had rolled inside. Another arm plucked a second core from a groove in the floorboards.

By the time I closed the gap, the slime mother had produced two new slime daughters. They bubbled happily at their mother before rolling off towards Orsella and Fae.

I can’t let her retrieve any more cores.

The slime mother extended an arm into the fire. It hissed and began to steam, but did not seem to cause her pain. When she pulled the arm out, it held another core. She turned toward a guard sleeping by the fire.

Like hell you will!

I jumped forward, trying to catch the slime mother in a bear hug. The slime mother’s body shimmered. For a moment, it felt like my head was submerged in a vat of jello. Then my body slipped through the monster girl’s and fell to the floor, my head inches from the fire. 

Idiot! What did you think would happen?

There were bits of slime on my face and arms. I felt a faint tingling sensation, then sudden rush of sexual energy filled me. The slime mother was looking down at me, almost with curiosity. The little red slime core was pinched between two of her dark gray slime fingers. 

She’s targeting me now.

I looked at the slime mother’s breasts. They shimmered brightly in the firelight like immense black jewels. I could see the gap between her slender legs. I wonder what I would feel like to be inside her. Would she be warm or cool? Tight or soft? Suddenly, the slime mother seemed incredibly attractive. More attractive than Carlytte, Fae, or even the beautiful elf woman Eris. I felt a tightness in my trousers. Waves of pleasure pulsed through my body, making me shudder uncontrollably.

A thought flitted into my head. This feels pretty good. Maybe I should just lay here and let her make a slime daughter out of me … One orgasm couldn’t hurt.

The slime mother knelt down beside me and set the slime core on my chest.

I’ll fight back after I orgasm. I just want to know what it feels like.

She paused to stroke my face. Bits of black slime dripped from her arms, coating my body. More tingles of pleasure, each as powerful as an orgasm.

God this feels so good.

Something in the fire snapped. A wafer of hot wood popped out, striking my face. It was hot. Ht enough to burn. I yelled out and turned away. 

The pain provided a momentary distraction. Enough to realize what was happening.

The poison!

It was like waking from a dream. Suddenly I remembered the drunken guards lying all around me. I remembered Fae and Orsella and Carlytte, who was desperately fighting two slime daughters at once.

I bit down on my lip, drawing blood. I dug my nails into my thighs as hard as I could. Freed from my lust by the pain, I began to focus on my breaths, inhaling quickly and exhaling slowly, relaxing every muscle in my body. 

The slime mother looked at me with her head cocked, as if surprised by my will to fight. Slowly, she raised a leg and set her foot down on my torso, pinning me down. I grunted. It was like having a log drop on my stomach.

I tensed my stomach muscles to resist the pressure, but the slime mother only pressed down harder. Something in my chest cracked. I felt a sharp pain shoot through my chest.

Someone, help me!

In the corner of my eye, beyond the fire, I could see the others fighting with the slime girls. Carlytte dodged another barrage of tentacles and then slipped on a puddle of spilled mead. She fell and was instantly pinned down by the other slime girls.

A third slime daughter had its slime-arm sucked onto Fae’s tail. The dragon girl was flapping her wings, trying to break free. Orsella was laying on the floorboards, chest heaving from the exertion. 

I’m the only one left. 

My poor excuse for a plan had come apart in seconds. The slime mother added more weight to my chest. More cracking sounds followed by sharp pain.

Suddenly, the slime mother took her foot away.

I gasped for air, clutching my chest. Several ribs were broken, if not more.

Why did she stop? I wondered, through a haze of pain. 

The slime mother brought her foot back, but this time it was soft. She began to rub it up and down over my groin, coating it with a layer of slime. There was a hiss as my pants dissolved, revealing my fully erect cock.

The slime mother cackled in delight.

She’s playing with me, I realized. Now that the others are defeated, she’s going to take her time. Suck every bit of fluid out of me.

As if on cue, the slime mother lifted her foot and stomped down on my erect shaft. I winced, but what followed was not pain. The foot was still soft. Instead of being crushed, my cock slipped into the slime mother’s leg. 

Then, slowly, and without ceremony, the slime mother began to stomp down on my cock with her slime leg, literally fucking me with her leg. Schlorp … schlorp … schlorp …

I moaned. Her insides were warm and sticky and dense. I could feel slime pulsating around me with a drum-like rhythm. Clench, release, clench, release. Now in direct contact with the most sensitive part of my body, the slime mother’s poison tripled in intensity. I dug my fingernails into my thighs again to try and numb the sensations shooting through my body. I tried to breathe … I tried to … to …

Oh my god, she feels so good.

Once, while still alive and on Earth, I had tried masturbating with a sensitizing cream. All it did was light my penis on fire. But now, as this slime girl fucked me with her leg, I was experiencing what I had wanted that cream to do. It was like my entire body had become a single sexual organ. Every time the slime girl slammed her foot down on me with a schlorp, pleasure shot through my body, making me tremble from finger to toe.

How could digging my fingernails into my thighs contend with that? 

All the others are gone, said a voice in my head. There’s nothing you can do alone. Just enjoy this while you can. That’s what you always wanted, right? To die having the best orgasm of your life. Well, now you can.

I stopped resisting, stopped trying to control my breathing. I lay back, ready to allow the slime mother to harvest my essence from my body. I let my hands fall to my side.

By coincidence, my hand brushed the pouch by my side.

Another tiny voice in my head. You’re not alone, Tim. There’s still one more thing you can try. There’s still .. her!

The slime girl wasn’t looking at me. She was looking up at the dome ceiling, letting out little frothy moans of pleasure. Schlorp … schlorp … schlorp … With the last of my willpower, I slipped Helia’s essence rod from my belt and enlarged it. I bucked my hips up into the air as hard as I could, unsettling the slime mother. Surprised, she lost her balance and fell, landing on my shaft in the cowgirl position.

At the same time, I thrust the essence rod into the slime girl’s body. And set Helia free.

A stream of white shimmer liquid shot from the essence rod, right into the slime girl’s chest. The mother jerked back, more from surprise than from pain. She looked at me, curiously, as if to ask, “Why can you still resist?”

For a moment nothing happened. I felt a twinge of fear. What if the slime mother could absorb Helia’s essence too? Then all was lost!

Then the essence inside the slime girl’s chest gathered into a ball and exploded outward. Helia the succubus materialized at the heart of the slime girl’s body. The slime girl reacted nearly instantaneously, plunging her slime arms into her own body to push Helia out.

But the succubus was even faster. An instant before the slime mother found her and pushed her out, she grabbed the slime mother’s core and pushed it down through the slime mother’s body toward me, too fast for the slime mother to harden and defend herself.

With the slime girl distracted, I was able to slip my hand into her pelvis and reach for the core. The slime girl tensed up and moaned. I felt the grip on my shaft weaken.

It worked! She got weaker!

I thrust my other hand into her groin. The slime girl twitched and moaned again.

I began to wiggle my fingers, brushing against the core. The slime mother’s moans grew louder, more urgent.

Keep going!

I continued to pleasure the monster girl with my hands. At the same time, I began to thrust, plunging my cock into the slime girl’s body. With each thrust, my shaft brushed against her core, pleasuring the slime mother.

She began to writhe and moan. Bits of slime fell from her body, splattering my chest, my face. 

She’s losing control.

I began to thrust faster, teasing the slime mother’s core with both hands while also thrusting into her from below. The slime girl’s moans turned into screams. She lost more solidity. Dark slime was pouring down onto me now, nearly submerging me.

She arched her back and began to shake uncontrollably.

Now!

I popped an empty essence rod from my belt and thrust it into the monster girl’s body, striking her shining red jewel. She tensed up and shuddered. She began to glow white. Then, like a hose sucking up fluid, she was pulled into the tip of the essence rod. One moment she was there. Then she was gone.

The essence rod fell to the floorboards with a clatter, bounced once, and lay still.

I lay back, gasping for air. Above me, Helia was standing with her hands on her hips, looking down at me with amusement.

“Did I do a good job, Master?”

“Yes Helia,” I said. “You did an amazing job.”

Somehow, I had done it. I had finished the slime girl before she could finish me. In the tavern, the others were getting to their feet, looking around with dazed expressions. There was no sign of the slime daughters.

“Master?”

“Yea?”

“You’re still hard.”

She was right. My pants were completely dissolved, along with half of my jacket. There was slime everywhere.

“I suppose I am.”

Helia licked her lips.“You want some help getting the slime off?”
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“Okay fine,” said Carlytte, passing the essence rod to me. “You can let the slime girl out. But if she fights back … and we survive a second time, I’m taking you to the gallows.”

The four of us were in Orsella’s hilltop home, gathered comfortably around the hearth. Or I should say five of us, because Helia was there too, sitting on my lap, her long thin tail rubbing seductively against my thigh.

After the monster girl’s contribution in the final fight, it felt wrong to leave her trapped inside the essence rod.

“Gallows?” I said with a grin. “How primitive and cruel of you. I knew you were an evil tyrant at heart.”

Carlytte scoffed. “What tyrant allows a lawbreaker like you to escape justice? Plus … if my men knew I was here releasing the slime girl … I’d be the one with a noose around my neck.”

“So you’re letting us go free?” I wanted to say, but instead I just smiled at her.

She smiled back. 

We were still giddy from our victory the night before. We had captured the slime mother, and nobody had died. The worst injuries had been a few broken bones. I had cracked several ribs in the fight, but thanks to my Watcher genetics, they had healed overnight. Now there was only a dull ache below my sternum.

Orsella went into the kitchen and came out carrying a tray of tea. For once, she was using her own hands and legs. 

“I just hope she doesn’t get slime all over my furniture,” the sorceress said, setting the tray down. “A broken door is bad enough.”

She motioned to the empty entrance to her home. There hadn’t been time to find a replacement door, and a cold draft was blowing into the room, sending embers flying from the hearth. The remains of the door I had kicked down two days before were crackling in the fire.

“I still think we should give the slime to the Magus Guild,” Fae said from her seat above the hearth. “One murderous monster girl is enough. But now two? They’ll team up and kill us all!”

“Hey,” I said, patting Helia’s thigh. “Helia is the reason we’re alive right now. She saved us all.”

“Maybe,” Fae said begrudgingly. “But she probably did it for selfish reasons. She wants to keep you alive so she can keep draining you.”

“And what about you?” Helia scoffed. “If it’s draining you wish to speak of … You feed from Master three times a day. Morning, afternoon, evening. I, on the other hand, do not even require Watcher Extract to live. All I need is”—she wiggled her butt against my crotch, trying to elicit a reaction—“a bit of pleasure and a tiny amount of his magical energy …” 

“Girls, please,” I said. “Not this again. I’ve had enough fighting to last a lifetime.”

Fae looked away in a huff, but her hostility looked forced. Maybe, at last, she was coming to trust Helia.

I gulped down my tea. 

“Well, if everyone is done making objections that I will ignore, we might as well get this over with.”

There were a few grumbles from Carlytte and Fae, but neither outright objected. Orsella was simply looking at the essence rod with curiosity. As for Helia, she seemed too busy grinding against me to have an opinion either way.

“Here goes nothing …”

Without further ceremony, I enlarged the essence rod and pressed the button at the base.

There was a click.The rod jerked in my hands. A pool of white liquid shot out, coalescing in the center of Orsella’s common room. The light faded, revealing a blue blob of slime. From the blob, a torso emerged, with curvy breasts and a slender waist that dripped with blue slime. The eyes opened. They were not an angry red but instead a kind and caring white, with pupils almost like a human’s.

“She’s blue,” Orsella said with surprise. “Like the daughters. Curious. Very curious.”

The slime girl looked around. It seemed she was trying to get her bearings. She turned left. She turned right. She bobbed up and down a few times, using the blob below her waist as a cushion.

Then she turned once more … and saw me. Our eyes met. The slime girl opened her mouth and began to giggle.

I let out a sigh of relief. 

“Master! Master!” She babbled happily. She began bobbing up and down more furiously on her slime cushion, sending bits of slime flying in every direction.

“She’s getting slime all over me!” said Helia, covering her face.

“Shes’ getting slime all over everything,” said Orsella with a sigh. “The sacrifices I make for my research .”

The slime girl wriggled across the room toward me. As she moved, the blob beneath her waist solidified and transformed into a pair of slender legs. She began to run, leaving little splashes of slime where her “feet” hit the floor. Then, pushing Helia aside, she hopped onto my lap and began to bounce up and down. Her body wasn’t as firm as the slime mother’s had been. With each bounce my body sank partway into hers.

Each time my skin made contact with the slime, I felt a pleasant tingling sensation. It wasn’t the rush of arousal caused by the dark slime, but a gentle tinge of pleasure throughout my whole body, almost like I was receiving an oil massage.

“Yea … nice to meet you too …” I said as the slime girl bounced. With each bounce she pushed her slime breasts into my face.

“C-calm down!” I said, pushing her away.

She paused, looking at me curiously.

“You’re going to drown me.”

The slime girl babbled something in response.

“Um … can you speak?”

“Master!”

“Anything other than Master?”

She cocked her head.

I sighed. “Well at least you understood what I’m saying. Right?” 

She nodded.

“So … do you still want to kill men and harvest their essence?”

The slime girl shook her head.

“And you’re no longer attracted to other men ?”

A nod this time.

“What about me?”

The slime girl seemed to consider that for a moment. Then she let out a happy giggle and began to bob up and down again, babbling “Master! Master!” while sending more slime flying in all directions.

Fae dodged a splatter of slime and swatted another away with a swish of her tail.

“In addition to changing her color,” the dragon girl said with a sigh, “the slime seems to have lost most of her intelligence. That’s exactly what we need. Another halfwit on the team.”

At the word halfwit, the slime girl shot a slime arm from her torso, whipping it toward where Fae was perched above the fire. The dragon girl dropped off, dodging just in time. The slime arm hit the wall and burst apart, sending a shower of slime falling onto Fae’s horns and wings. She fell to the floor in a squelchy thud.

“You know what?” said Helia. “I like her. Can we keep her?”

“That’s the plan,” I said. “I’m sure Fae can handle one more thing to complain about. God knows she has plenty already.”

Fae shot me a glare and began to pick bits of slime off her body, muttering dark words about dimwits and simpletons.

I turned to Carlytte. “Permission to keep her, Chief Constable?”

“Well she seems harmless enough,” Carlytte said, scratching her head. “I suppose I can leave her in your care. As long as you don’t let her out in public. The citizens would protest.”

“You’ll need to give her a name then,” Orsella said, taking a sip of her tea. She was the most unaffected by the slime girl’s behavior. The splashes of slime, which had coated almost everything else in the house, had somehow missed the sorceress’s body. Her red and gold robes were spotless.

“A name huh?” I said, stroking my chin. I had never named a monster girl before. Helia had chosen her own name. “Any ideas?”

“How about ‘Blockhead?’”

The slime girl babbled angrily and shot another tentacle at Fae, who rolled away, barely dodging it.

“I don’t think she likes Blockhead, Fae.”

The slime girl shook her head in agreement.

“Ragnarok?” suggested Carlytte.

The slime girl stood up on my lap and struck a pose. She raised a slime arm into the air, forming it into the shape of a longsword. She made a few experimental swings (splattering slime over the ceiling and walls). But then she shrugged and sank back onto my lap, shaking her head. 

“I guess Ragnarok is a no,” I said. “Maybe she wants a cuter name?”

The slime nodded vigorously, spattering slime into my teacup.

“Slimy?” suggested Orsella. “Or Bubbles?”

Two more shakes. The slime girl heaved her chest up and down in an exaggerated sigh. As if to say, “That’s all you can come up with?”

“Hmm …” I said, scanning Orsella’s common room. Almost everything had slime on it. Someone had opened a cabinet in one corner of the room. Inside were a few glass jars I hadn’t noticed before. They were filled with liquids of various colors: fiery reds, mellow purples, noble golds. In one jar was a bright blue liquid that shimmered and seemed to move of its own accord.

I knew better than to ask Orsella what was inside, especially with Carlytte around. They were probably potions of some kind … for exterminating parasites, or perhaps sold to the men and women of Arrowside for a boost in the bedroom.

I blinked.

“What about Potion?”

“You mean what about potions?” suggested Fae.

“No I mean what if we call her Potion?” 

 The slime girl considered my words. She compressed herself into the shape of a potion bottle, then bounced back into human form. The slime core in her chest glittered brightly. She began to nod and babble happily. 

“You like it? Potion?”

She nodded again.

“Okay, Potion it is!”

The slime girl climbed off my lap and began to dance around the room. For a while the rest of us watched her dance, dodging the occasional shower of slime that came our way. But there was a note of discord in the silence. I could feel it in the air. We had captured the slime girl. But what next? 

“There’s one thing we haven’t confirmed yet,” Orsella said suddenly. “We don’t know what happens when she’s infused with Watcher Extract.”

Was it my imagination, or were her eyes twinkling?

To be honest, the thought had also been in the back of my mind. Potion was cute, with sexy proportions that any man would have been attracted to. And I was looking forward to sleeping with a slime girl that didn’t want to strangle me and fill my lungs with fluid. 

All the women were looking at me, even Potion.

“What?” I said. “You want us to do it here?”

They nodded in unison.

“Every one of you is crazy. Even Carlytte.” I stood up. “Come on Potion, follow me. Orsella, I’m borrowing your bedroom.”

“Absolutely not. You’ll ruin my bedsheets.”

“Orsella come on … this is impo—”

“Important, I understand,” she said. “Which is why I am giving you permission to use my kitchen.”
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Orsella’s kitchen door had no lock. It looked like the typical kitchen you see in fantasy RPG games, except the room was much warmer than the others, and smelled faintly of a spice I did not recognize.

I stacked two chairs in front of the door so Fae and the others could not peek inside. Then I turned to Potion, who had pulled one of Orsella’s cooking pans off the shelf. She was banging it against the counter, spewing slime over the cookware and kitchen tiles. 

“Stop that,” I said, snatching the pan away. “That’s not what we’re here for.”

Potion cocked her head at me.

“You do know what we came in here for right?”

Potion seemed to think about it for a moment. She mimed someone laying down on the kitchen floor. She climbed over this imaginary figure, straddling them. Then she began to bounce up and down, letting out bubbly moans and spattering my face with slime.

“You can stop now, Potion … This slime thing is going to take some getting used to,” I said, wiping some liquid off my face. “But I see you have the general idea. Except if we’re going to … uh … bounce, I want it to feel good for you too.”

Potion nodded in understanding. She stood up and pointed to the slime core that was shining in her chest. It was nested between her breasts, sunken into her torso. I noticed then that the core had shrunk. It was not the size of a tennis ball but a small pearl. Potion motioned between her legs.

“You want me to move your core down?”

Potion nodded.

“Okay …” I reached forward to sink my fingers into Potion’s chest. Then I paused. Her breasts were smaller than I remembered. And they were also lower. In fact, her whole body was lower to the ground. When I had released her from the essence rod, she had been nearly as tall as me. Now the top of her head was barely up to my neck. 

“Potion is it just me or are you smaller than before?”

The slime girl looked down at herself. She felt her breasts. She used her arm to draw a line from her forehead to my chest. Then she looked at me with an expression of surprise.

“Small …” she said. “Potion … small …”

“Hey! So you can say more words than just ‘Master!’”

I wondered if, with training, Potion could learn to control her slime and speak more words. After all, the slime mother had had complete mastery of her body. Maybe, with training, Potion could learn to crack skulls. Or learn to stop leaking over everything she touched.

Potion was miming something else now. She shrank down into a blob, spreading herself out on the tiles, and then popped back up into female form.

“Potion … small … smaller …” she said.

“Yea,” I said. “You’re shrinking. I suppose it’s no surprise, given how much slime you left in Orsella’s common room …” I suddenly had an idea. “I think I might know what my Watcher Extract does to you, Potion. Ready to do some, um, bouncing?”

She nodded happily.

“Okay, but before we do that, I want to explore …”

I felt a rush of excitement. Ever since I’d become addicted to monster girl games, slime girls had been one of my favorite monsters. I’d imagined doing all sorts of things with them, most of them sexual. And now here I was, with a real living slime girl. And, for once, she wasn’t trying to kill me.

I brought a hand forward and set it against one of Potion’s breasts. My fingers did not sink in. There was a surface tension that pushed back against my hand like when pressing against a bowl of jello. 

“Does that hurt?” I asked.

She shook her head.

I brought my other hand to Potion’s other breast. I began to play with her tits, fondling them, squeezing them, moving them around. I found that if I was gentle, gentle enough not to break the surface tension, I could play with them like a human woman’s breasts. I fondled them, making circles with my hands. I lifted up both breasts and watched them drop. They sank back down with a viscous slowness, resisting the pull of gravity. 

Potion could feel what I was doing. As I massaged her, she began to let out little moans, moans that were somewhere between a purr and a growl. 

Encouraged by this, I leaned forward (quite far as she had shrunken considerably) and gave Potion’s breasts a hesitant lick. Again, the surface tension resisted my tongue, sending tingles of pleasure into my body.

The taste wasn’t bad. A salt flavor, mixed with a minty sweetness. It was like licking a piece of gum. Except the gum gave you a mini-orgasm teach time you tongued it.

Wow, I thought. A guy could get used to this.

I gave Potion a few more licks. With each lick, Potion moaned and shuddered, dripping slime onto the kitchen tiles. It was like her whole body was a single giant nerve ending. If licking the surface of her body brought this much pleasure, what would stimulating her core do?

I decided to find out.

I squeezed harder on Potion’s breasts. At first, they pushed back. Then the tension gave way, and my hands slipped inside Potion’s body. My fingers began to tingle. The sensation was weaker than when I had used my tongue: apparently, the amount of pleasure depended on the sensitivity of the body part.

My tongue was more sensitive than my hand. As for things more sensitive than my tongue, I could think of at least one thing, which was pushing painfully against the fabric of my pants.

I swam my hands through the viscous slime, reaching for Potion’s core. When my fingers found it, she let out a little gasp and put a hand against my chest. 

“Sorry,” I said. “Are you sensitive there?”

She squeezed her eyes together and nodded at me.

“I’ll try to be gentle.”

I pinched the core lightly between my thumb and forefinger, trying to apply as little pressure as possible. Potion moaned again and leaned into me. She snaked her slime arm under my waistband, exploring, looking for my cock.

When she found it, it was my turn to moan. Her hand grabbed my shaft and squeezed, enveloping it in a layer of slime. A bolt of pleasure shot through my body, ten times as powerful as when I had licked her. 

“Master?” Potion asked, cocking her head. “Hurts?”

“N-no it feels good,” I said. “Really, really good. But go slowly, ok?”

She nodded.

And so our strange ritual began. With Potion’s core pinched between my fingers, I began to pull it down through her body, past her breasts, the curve of her “stomach,” moving toward her waist and pelvis. Meanwhile, Potion had dropped my pants and was massaging me slowly with her slime arm. She pushed the palm of her hand onto my cock, applying pressure until the surface tension gave way. I slid into her forearm, moaning with pleasure as the tingling slime enveloped my most sensitive organ. 

Potion slid her arm back, releasing my shaft. Then she pushed forward again, palm-first, thrusting me into her forearm. She began to repeat this motion, slower, then faster. She was fucking me with her arm. With each thrust, her slime squeezed down on my shaft. It felt amazing. Only the breathing techniques I had learned from Mara kept me from cumming then and there. 

And even then, once I had brought the core down to Potion’s pelvis, I had to push her hand away.

“Master?”

“G-give me a sec,” I said, trying to relax. “You feel too good.”

Now that the slime girl wasn’t trying to kill me, the amount of pleasure was much greater. I tried to imagine what the slime girls could have accomplished if, like Helia, they had focused on seduction instead of brute force. 

Potion was pointing to the floor, indicating I should lie down.

“You want to bounce?”

She nodded.

I took a few more deep breaths. Then I lay down on the tiles. They were warm to the touch. Apparently Orsella had made some magical modifications to the kitchen. That explained why the room was so warm.

“Master?”

My cock was still rock hard. I took another breath, preparing myself mentally for the pleasure that was to come. 

“Okay, I’m ready.”

Potion stepped over me, jumped into the air, and plopped down on my cock with a giant schlorp. I grabbed her hips and began to thrust. With each thrust, my hips rubbed against Potion’s red pearl, making her shudder and moan.

Potion began to lose control. Her moans grew louder, more urgent. Slime fell from her body, landing on my chest and stomach, spattering  the floor. Each thrust of my hips made her grow a bit smaller. Before long, she was only half my height.

If we keep this up any longer she’ll disappear outright.

It was time to finish.

“Potion,” I moaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Cum! Cum! Cum!” She shouted back happily, still bouncing on my cock to the rhythm of her thrusts. As her body shrank, her moans had grown higher and higher pitched. She was practically squealing now.

Let’s see if we can make a slime girl squirt.

I grabbed Potion’s hips with one hand. With the other, I pressed my thumb into her pelvis, adding pressure to her core from above. Potion shuddered and let out another squeal. Now each thrust pinched her core between my hips and my thumb.

I clenched the muscles of my ass and began to thrust as fast as I could. Schlorp, schlorp, schlorp, schlorp. The thrusts blended into one tidal wave of pleasure. I felt my balls tightening.

Suddenly, Potion stopped bouncing. She fell forward. Her tiny body hit my chest and she grabbed my torso with her arms. Her whole body began to vibrate, sending slime flying in all directions.

A slime girl orgasm!

The vibration of Potion’s core brought me over the edge. I thrust one final time, so deep that my hips sank into Potion’s body. I moaned and released my load, injecting the slime girl with spurt after spurt of hot seed.

When I was done, Potion lay twitching on top of me. I held her close to me for a time. Then, gingerly, I sat up and slid her off. I could see the strands of semen inside her belly, moving with the rise and fall of her chest.

“Now let’s see what happens …”

Potion looked down at herself. Inside her, the Watcher Extract shimmered and began to glow. It shone brighter and brighter and then disappeared in a flash of light. For a moment, nothing happened. Potion and I cocked our heads, looking at each other. Then, slowly but surely, Potion began to grow. Her legs, torso, breasts, and arms all began to lengthen until she was the same size as before.

No, she was even bigger. 

I gave Potion a hand and helped her to her feet. She was a head taller than me now. And her breasts had grown from D-cup size to something closer to F or G. 

I stood on my tiptoes and gave her a kiss. There was no tongue in her mouth, but the fluid inside her pushed against me, massaging my tongue. She tasted like mouthwash. As we kissed, I reached around and fondled her ass. It had grown larger and firmer than before.

“Well,” I said, pulling away. “Do you feel replenished?”

She nodded happily.

“I guess we’ll have to do this whenever you start striking too much.”

Another nod.

I grinned at her.

“But don’t you dare shrink yourself on purpose. I’ve got more than enough monster girls to deal with already … I can’t have you diminishing yourself just to have more bed time with me.”

Potion giggled. Then she made an exaggerated shrugging motion.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I said.

But Potion was already sauntering away from me toward the kitchen door. That was when I noticed that the chairs in front of the door were gone. The door was half open. Four heads were poking out, staring at me with evil grins on their faces.

“Wait,” I said. “Were you ladies watching the whole time?”

All three heads nodded.

I sighed and pulled up my pants. They were wet and heavy with slime.

“Can’t a man have some privacy in this world?” 
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After I finished “replenishing” Potion, I put her back in the essence rod. I cleaned myself up and, after helping myself to some food in the sorceress’s kitchen (which was thankfully free of dried lizards and frog legs), I went out to the hilltop to enjoy the afternoon weather. Carlytte was already there, sitting on the steps, staring out at the Arrowside cityscape that unfolded below.

I sat down next to her. A breeze was blowing, sending a few strands of Carlytte’s hair flying out behind her. Her gaze was distant, and I realized she wasn’t seeing the city at all.

“Penny for your thoughts?” I said.

“What’s a penny?” she murmured back without looking toward me.

“Ah … that’s a kind of coin we have back on my … my world.”

Carlytte folded her hands and then unfolded them again. I felt her arm brush against my shoulder. Felt the heat of her skin on mine.

“You really are from another world, aren’t you?”

“Yup.”

She sighed, a long slow sigh that expelled all the air from her lungs. 

“Well,” she finally said, turning to look at me with her blue eyes. “You got what you came here for. You found your monster girl. And saved the city.”

“And I slept with the beautiful maiden too.”

She smiled at that.

“Maiden … Do you mean me, or Potion?”

“You, of course. I prefer not to be thrown into prison again.”

We grinned at each other. Carlytte took my hand in hers and we sat there, watching the birds glide down from the mountains and over Arrowside toward the city walls and the river beyond.

It was a while before Carlytte spoke.

“You can’t stay,” she said. “Men are dying everywhere. To stay—”

“—would be a form of murder,” I finished. “I know.”

Carlytte squeezed my hand.

“So you’ll be leaving in the morning, then?”

“Don’t want me to go?”

“What do you think?”

Her eyes glittered in the sunlight. I leaned forward, still holding her hand, and kissed her lightly on the lips.

“Well, that’s a worry for another day. We won’t be leaving in the morning.”

“You won’t?”

“Nope. Orsella has agreed to help us study the monster girls. She thinks there are some tests she can run on Helia and Potion that might help us determine where they came from. It will take a few days at least.” I kissed her again, this time more forcefully. “I guess you could say … we have a duty to stay.”

Carlytte smiled, the first wide smile I had seen that day.

“Well, if it’s your duty to remain, I suppose it can’t be helped.” She put her head on my shoulder.

“Your guards will see us.”

“Let them.”

I put my arm around her waist and held her close, enjoying the smell of her hair.

“So,” I said after a while. “Are you going to hang around to make sure I don’t cause trouble?”

“Plan on making any?”

“Well …” 

Suddenly, I hoisted Carlytte into the air and slung her over my shoulder like a rucksack. Then I headed up the steps, back to Orsella’s house.

“Tem? What are you doing?”

“Making trouble,” I said. “You’re not as slimy as Potion. I think, if we ask nicely, Orsella will let us borrow her bedroom.”

* * *

Hi, Hankyu here. Did you enjoy Book Two ?

If you want to read more about Tem’s sexy monster girl adventures, here are two easy things you can do:


	Leave a review or a rating. This is so, so, so important. I use the number of ratings to decide whether a series is worth continuing. Leaving a rating takes just 5 seconds and means the world to me. Thanks! 

	Follow my Amazon page. This is the easiest way to get notified when I release a new book. Here’s the link: https://www.amazon.com/Hankyu-Hikaru/e/B0BCPG67MT




I also send free advance copies of my books to newsletter subscribers. You can sign up here: https://hankyuhikaru.carrd.co/

That’s it! Thank you for reading my book. See you in the next one :)
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