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A Harem Prologue—Pinky Peach


Pinky Peach watched as Blossom burst through the metal-lined double doors of Press X to Blossom, spinning with glee as she entered her lobby. "Welcome to my fuggin' gaming news empire!" she squeed as Pinky Peach, Spinella, and Petal trailed in behind her.

Petal was just a step or two back, already gasping with awe, her hand landing reverently upon her prodigious bosom. “Oh my gosh, Blossom! It’s so flippin’ beautiful!”

Pinky Peach quirked a brow at the pair of them as Petal promptly grabbed Blossom’s hand and the two started skipping circles around the room. “Wait—I thought Petal had seen this place before. Am I wrong?”

“Oh, she has,” Blossom clarified, not looking back at the unicorn girl. “Like a billion times.”

“And every time is more magical than the last!” the xenodryad insisted. “I love you so much, Blossom!”

“I know, tits!” Blossom said, smacking her ass.

“I love you, too, Pinky! And you, Spinella!” Petal quickly added, beaming back at them with such a huge smile that her eyes closed about three quarters of the way. “And I love Brocky, and Mamba, and Ember Black, and Tahini, and—Oh! I love Viperka, and..."

Pinky stopped paying attention to that adorable rambling as Spinella entered the room, her many eyes darting this way and that. “You alright there, Spinny?” Pinky smiled gently as Spinella’s legs chittered anxiously behind her.

The purple skinned spider girl pressed her index fingers together shyly, glancing around. “Are there a lot of people in this place? I haven’t been outside in days, and I’m not sure I’m emotionally prepared to talk with strangers without Eppy’s help.”

“Just do what I do and pretend you’re naked!” Blossom told her, grinning wide.

“You mean, pretend they're naked?” Pinky asked, arching a brow. “I’ve heard that tip before. Does it work?”

Blossom let out a maniacal cackle as she skidded to a synchronized stop with Petal. “No,” she clarified, “I pretend Spinella is naked because her tiddies are smaller than mine, and seeing them gives me a shot of self-confidence.”

Spinella frowned more deeply. “I’m not sure that method will work for me.”

“Greetings, Blossom!” a high pitched voice called out, and next thing Pinky knew, a smaller flower sprite that only came up to her waist emerged from behind a desk much too tall for her and started hopping in her pot toward Blossom and Petal.

“Oh—you don’t have to come here,” Pinky muttered shakily. “Whoever you are—just stay put.” Her bubblegum pink eyebrow twitched as the tinier flower sprite lost some soil from her pot with every hop. “Fucking-god-fucking-dammit, where is your broom closet?”

“Huh?” Blossom asked, cocking her head. “You think we need one of those?”

Pinky swallowed hard, trying to keep from freaking out. This wasn’t her place, after all. It wasn’t her business if the floor was caked with potting soil. In fact, now that she looked around, the whole room seemed to be covered with a dusty layer of it, only hidden at first blush due to the blackish-brown coloration of the tiled floor.

“This place... is filthy,” she muttered under her breath.

Spinella reached out and tried to pat her on the shoulder, probably in a show of support, but Pinky recoiled, gagged, and doubled over, panting. “Don’t. Touch me. Right now.”

“Uh—got it,” Spinella said.

Eventually she did calm down, and did her best to remain calm, as Blossom’s unfortunately named assistant, Potty, kicked off the tour. They followed her down the hallway, and Pinky winced, grimaced, or shuddered, with every pounding thud that Potty’s pot made when it hit the ground.

“So! Press X to Blossom is the only major gaming news junket to cover Adult-rated games. It’s also the only friggin’ gaming media outlet to hire so many plant girls of various types! Due to most plant girl breeds having what xenobiologists in Meteoropolis have labeled ‘room-temperature IQ’, the jobs market for plant girls has always been friggin’ tough. But thanks to Blossom, things are changing around here, and people are seeing just how effective we can be!”

“That’s awesome,” Spinella said, relaxing a little, though Pinky Peach felt like her confidence was only bolstered because she felt relatively composed in comparison to her. “How many plant girls do you employ?”

“So far, thirteen,” Blossom said proudly. “We also have a goblin, a wood elf, and a draconid.”

“Who—” gag. “Who is handling your finances?” Pinky burped, finally putting herself together. The feeling of dirt under her hooves was constant, nagging, and oppressive, but this was Blossom’s business. She had to be supportive.

“Hephi referred an accountant,” Blossom said. “He does our budgets and taxes and all that junk. Whenever I go over the budget, he shows up and yells at Potty for a few hours, then leaves.”

Potty giggled sweetly. “I don’t like him.”

Blossom shrugged. “If it works, it works.”

“You’re so wise, Blossom,” Petal cooed, stopping suddenly to pull Blossom into an enormous hug. “I bet you’re a great boss.”

Potty nodded. “She’s friggin’ awesome! Every time we post a review that reaches our view quota, she lets us play Titty Patrol at work for the next two days!”

“That game is popular among plant girls, then?” Pinky asked, scratching her jawline. “Interesting.”

“It’s popular among everyone but fuggin’ creeps and prudes,” Blossom declared, hands on hips as Petal continued to brutally nuzzle her cheek.

Potty giggled. “It’s all thanks to you, Blossom. The studio that developed Titty Patrol sent Blossom a statue made of solid mithril depicting the protagonist from the first game. They said her coverage on Flinch made them so rich that they would sponsor our startup for the next decade at least!”

Blossom snickered. “Potty, watch the front desk for me. The rest of us can check the break room and see what the girls are playing in their time off, shall we?”

As they entered the break room, they saw a few more plant girls lounging on brightly colored bean bag chairs. Two xenodryads that looked quite like Petal were sitting side-by-side, their faces scrunched up in concentration as they played a multiplayer game on handheld consoles.

“Pistil, Podella,” Blossom chirped, waving her hands wildly over her head. “We’ve got guests!”

The two plant girls looked up and waved, saying, “Hello, guests!” in perfect unison.

“What are you playing?” Spinella asked.

The two snickered impishly. “League of Pornmasters,” one of them said. “It’s this new porn mod of Loremasters where everyone is butt-naked.”

Pinky Peach blinked and nodded. “G-Great. Good. Interesting.”

Blossom cackled and gestured broadly at the room, neon-lit and cozy. It had a fridge in the corner and a kitchenette perpendicularly placed. "This is where the magic happens!" Blossom declared, gesturing around the room.

Pinky Peach and Spinella traded awkward looks. “What magic, exactly?” Spinella finally asked.

Blossom shrugged, bobbing Petal’s head in the process, since she was resting her cheek on Blossom’s shoulder. “I don’t fuggin’ know. It’s just something people always say when they go on tours. I saw it on TV.”

The tour kind of went on like that for a while. Pinky Peach was amazed how normal things seemed to be, all things considered. When she imagined a business run by plant girls specializing in reviewing and doing news about smutty video games, she imagined something a lot more chaotic than this.

“Can you show us your recording studio, Blossom?” Pinky Peach asked. “I saw some of your videos online and it seems like a pretty good setup. I was hoping to view it in person if that’s alright?”

Blossom winked at Pinky and gave her a thumbs up. “If you show me your tits later, abso-fuggin’-lutely!”

Pinky Peach sighed and rolled her eyes. “Fine.”

Blossom led the group down a hallway adorned with framed screenshots from various video games, many featuring scantily-clad female characters in compromising positions that emphasized their busts. Pinky Peach smirked at the predictable sight as they finally approached a door marked "Studio A" in neon green letters.

"Here we are!" Blossom announced, pushing the door open with a flourish. "Our state-of-the-art recording studio!"

“Blossom?” Pinky Peach said, smiling.

“Yeah?”

“For future reference, you should probably say that this is where the magic happens.”

Blossom winked at her and sniggered. “Got it, my Breasty Bestie! Shall we?”

“Oh, Blossom,” Petal sighed. “I can just tell this is going to be amazing.”

Pinky smiled at the xenodryad as they strolled into the room. “Is this your first time seeing this room?”

“No, I actually spent the night in here once,” she said. “It was amazing then too.”

Pinky added nothing to that as they entered. Turning a corner, they saw a beautiful dryad with vibrant green leaves for hair adjusting her position in front of a camera, talking animatedly with someone just out of sight. Coming in closer, Pinky could see that behind the camera stood a short, round figure that looked like a potato with arms and legs.

The dryad looked up and smiled warmly. "Oh, hello there! I'm Fern, and this is our camera... girl, Spud."

Spud, more or less a goblin-sized potato with breasts, waved, her eyes barely visible beneath their leafy top. “Why hello there, ladies,” Spud cooed with easily the sexiest female voice Pinky Peach had ever heard.

The unicorn girl stepped forward, extending her hand. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Fern, Spud. I'm Pinky Peach."

Fern shook her hand, her grip firm and professional. "The pleasure is all mine! I've heard so much about you—you know, from being a huge fan, and from Blossom. Would you like a quick tour of our setup?"

"That sounds wonderful," Pinky replied, impressed by Fern's poise. Dryads weren’t the same as flower sprites, but they sure looked similar enough, so it was quite refreshing to see a plant girl so eloquent and well put together for once. Not that she didn’t adore Blossom but—well, it was nice to know they had someone like Fern to rein things in.

As Fern began explaining the various pieces of equipment, Petal continued peppering Blossom's cheek with kisses. Blossom, weirdly enough, was entirely unperturbed by the onslaught of constant love, occasionally offering an "Uh-huh" or "That's right" in response to Fern's explanations. Seeing Petal like this with Blossom wasn’t at all unusual, but juxtaposing the pair of them against Fern and the sexy-voiced Spud made for a wild comparison.

Pinky took note out of the corner of her eye as Spinella, probably feeling a bit out of place, spotted a water pitcher in the corner. "I'll just... get myself a drink," she mumbled quietly, scuttling over to it.

Fern turned to face Pinky, grinning. "I was actually about to record a review for 'Bliss Mistress.' Would you like to see how we do things around here?"

Pinky's eyes lit up. "That sounds amazing! I'd be honored to witness your process."

As they prepared for the recording, Spinella reached for a paper cup. A chitinous appendage accidentally knocked over the entire stack, sending cups scattering across the floor.

"Oh no," she whispered, bending down to gather them. As she did, her tummy bumped the pitcher, causing it to wobble precariously.

Spinella straightened up quickly, trying to steady the pitcher. "I've got it, I've got it," she muttered, more to herself than anyone else. “That was close.”

Just as the pitcher settled, she reached for the spigot with a shaky hand. Water gushed out, overflowing her cup and splashing onto the floor.

"Oops," she giggled nervously, grabbing for some nearby napkins. In her haste, she knocked over a small side table holding a potted plant.

The table tipped, the plant fell, and soil spilled across the already wet floor. Spinella froze, all eight of her eyes wide with horror. By now, everyone was staring in silence.

"I'll clean this up," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She grabbed more napkins, dropping half of them in the puddle as she did so.

As she bent to wipe up the mess, her elbow caught the edge of the larger table. It rocked, teetered, and then collapsed with a thunderous crash. The water pitcher that had been sitting on it shattered, sending glass and water everywhere.

Spinella stood in the middle of the chaos, dripping wet, covered in soil, surrounded by broken glass, wet napkins, spilled water, and scattered paper cups. She looked around at the decidedly blank faces of her friends and the studio staff.

"Whoops," she said weakly, attempting a smile that came out more like a grimace.

The silence that followed was deafening, broken only by the steady drip of water from the overturned pitcher.

Before anyone could react, Spud began counting down. "Anywaaaay... Three... two... one..."

Fern seamlessly transitioned into her on-camera persona. "Welcome, gamers! Today we're diving deep into 'Bliss Mistress,' the latest offering from Euphoria Studios. This HRPG promises to blend classic turn-based combat with intimate cumshot focused relationship mechanics."

Pinky watched, fascinated, as Fern delivered a detailed, professional review that somehow managed to treat the game's lewd content with both the seriousness and humor that such an endeavor justified.

When the recording finished, Pinky turned to Blossom, beaming. "I'm so proud of you, Blossom. This is really an impressive little operation you have."

Blossom's inky black eyes suddenly welled up with tears. "You mean it? You're not just saying that?"

"I mean it," Pinky assured her.

Blossom launched herself at Pinky, wrapping her in a tight hug. Petal, of fucking course, joined in from the side.

Pinky didn’t notice Spinella approaching from behind to enter the group hug, but she apparently decided to join in as well. Pinky only noticed when four gargantuan spider legs cocooned around her from the back, two of them right in her face.

"HOLY SHIT!" Pinky screamed as the arachnid limbs entered her field of vision.

Spinella immediately retracted her legs. "Oh! Sorry, Pinky! Did my legs scare you?!"

Pinky let out a traumatic wail. "No! Not your legs! You’re covered in dirt and tried to hug me! Are you crazy?! I could have diiiiied!"

“... Oh.”

As they left the building a couple of hours later, Pinky felt her phone buzz. “Well that was a great time, Blossom. Thank you for showing us around.” She reached in her pocket as she beamed at the flower sprite.

“Good enough to justify seeing your tiddies as soon as we get home?” Blossom asked hopefully.

Petal tugged on Blossom’s tank top, whispering loudly in her ear. “And her butt.”

“And your butt?!” Blossom added.

Pinky was honestly touched that Blossom was looking out for her friend, so she sighed and smiled reluctantly before saying, “Fine. No problem. But let me check my phone really quickly.”

She unlocked it to see a text from Hephi.

> Pinky, can we bump up the next vacation meeting to tonight? Something came up.

Pinky started to text back but paused. "You know what? I should probably just call her."

She dialed Hephi's number, and the elf picked up almost immediately.

"Pinky? Did you get my text?"

"Yeah, I did. What's going on? Why do we need to move the meeting up?"

Hephi groaned. "Bad news. The place we chose for the vacation got shut down for the week because of a xenospore infestation. We need to find a new option for this weekend ASAP. The problem is most places will already be booked full this short notice."

Pinky ran a hand through her pink hair and closed her eyes, thinking, focused, calm. "Okay, okay. We're on our way back now. Can you get the other Dream Girls together? And see if Brock can attend too, since it concerns him."

"Sure thing," Hephi replied. "See you soon."

As Pinky hung up, she turned to the others. "Good news, girls. There’s been a change of plans. We've got a meeting to get to."

Blossom, Spinella, and Petal looked at each other in confusion. “What’s the good news?” Spinella asked.

Pinky cocked her head at them, lips twisting into a bemused smirk. “Uh—that we get a bonus meeting. Duh!”

It took her a minute before she put together that no one would see that as a positive aside from her.


Chapter 1—Brock


Ihad the phone pressed against my ear, trying not to laugh out loud as ol’ Sleazeballs Luna went on another one of his trademark rants at my expense. "Look, I'm just saying, if you're going to insist on calling yourself the Love Doctor,' you should at least have a degree to back it up."

"Oh, please," I shot back, rolling my eyes even though the old bastard couldn't see me. "Like I need a piece of paper to prove I know my way around a woman's body. Or seventeen women's bodies, for that matter. Eighteen if you count God’s vaguely vampiric daughter."

"And who wouldn’t?" Luna conceded with a sigh. “But just because you slept with a handful of women doesn’t grant you a doctoral diploma.”

“No, hang on—if you’re going to insist on being called Dr. Luna everywhere we go, even by strangers and waiters, then I get to be Dr. Clayton. It’ll give our group a more professional vibe. It benefits us both.”

“I didn’t go to medical school for a half a century so that you could swing your dick around Meteoropolis and call yourself a doctor when we hang out,” Dr. Luna protested. “Conversation over. Anyway, about next week—”

"Oh, right," I cut in, suddenly remembering. "I've got the Dream Girls' vacation this weekend, so I won’t be around. We’ll keep up the new trend of doing our hangouts on the weekdays. I’ll be way too distracted during the weekend, if you catch my drift."

"Distracted? You?" Luna's voice dripped with sarcasm. "I'm shocked. Why, you’re a paragon of focus. There are those that would liken your self-control around the fairer sex to that of a feral tomcat, or perhaps a rabbit on amphetamines at the dawn of a fertile spring."

I chuckled at the good natured jab. Well, hopefully good natured. "See, you get me, Arty. Actually, there's a bit of a crisis. Our vacation reservation got canceled—something about xenospores—so I've got another meeting in a few minutes to figure out our Plan B."

"Another meeting with the Dream Girls? Have those gotten less chaotic?"

"Nope," I admitted with a sigh. "But somehow, things always work out in the end. I'm not about to mess with a winning formula. The other day, the girls had a meeting about the possibility of a group visit to get their fingernails done together, and the meeting ended with a sponsorship from a major salon chain based right here in the Sylvan District. Also, while most people were focused on that, Satina looked up a really good recipe for sprinkle donuts in the shape of a dragon’s head."

“Aren’t you offended? That feels kind of weird given that you’re a dragon.”

I blinked. “I wasn’t until this very moment.”

Just then, there was a knock at the door. "Speaking of the meeting, that's probably my cue. Gotta run, Arty. Tell your better half I say hi."

"Try not to cause an interdimensional incident on your trip," he quipped before hanging up.

I strolled over to the door, fully expecting to see one of my girls on the other side, here to drag me to yet another colorful meeting. When I opened it, I wasn’t disappointed. I was greeted by Hephi's lovely bespectacled face and pointy ears, so I was off to a good start.

"Ready to kick off that meeting, babe?" I asked with a grin. "Let me guess, you've got color-coded notes and a slide show all set up on some device that Pinky will be drooling over for half of her presentation."

Hephi's lips twitched in what might have been amusement. "There is no meeting in the history of Meteoropolis that I wasn't born ready for," she replied. "But I'm actually here to discuss something more serious before we make our way to meet the others."

My eyebrows shot up. "Oh? What's up? Everything good?"

Without a word, she handed me an envelope. My stomach dropped like a pervert’s pants in a public park when I saw the seal: Meteoropolis Department of Magical Abuse.

"What is this?" I asked, though I had a sinking feeling I already knew the answer.

Hephi's expression was carefully neutral, though there was a slight eyebrow twitch that didn’t escape my draconic supervision—assuming that was a thing I had. "I haven't opened it yet, clearly, but I can guess. You've been using your chrono dome time magic and that illegal spell amplifier, heedless of the future consequences. Well, here are your consequences, Brock. This is probably a citation and a notification that you're expected to appear in court to discuss the matter."

“Well, that’s bullshit.” I sighed. “How bad could this really be, though?”

Hephi's expression turned serious. "First-time fines are usually pretty low. Maybe cool it with the experiments until after the hearing, okay?"

I couldn't help but groan. The idea of putting my research on hold was like a pirate ship’s wheel attached to my balls—it was drivin’ me nuts, especially when I felt like I was still making valuable progress every time I used the spell. "Come on, seriously? I'm so close to cracking this thing wide open. You know how important this is."

"I know how important it is to you," Hephi said, her voice softening a bit. "But we need to play it smart here, Brock. We don't want to make things worse or be seen as flouting the laws. It’ll run your good name through the mud and make us all look bad by association."

I ran a hand through my hair, frustrated. "Yeah, I get it. It's just... this chrono magic could change our destinies."

"There’s still time for it to do that," Hephi said, putting a hand on my arm. "But we need to do this right."

"Look," I said, feeling a little knot form in my stomach, "I’m all for making my case in front of the court, but for the sake of the girls, we’d better try not to let me do any time. Can you imagine what would happen if I was locked up? Blossom would wilt, and my kids—and well let's face it, a whole harem showing up for visiting hours? That's not gonna fly."

Hephi chuckled, probably picturing the same ridiculous scene I was. "Okay, that would be pretty entertaining to watch. But yes, let's not let it get to that point."

"Right," I nodded. "So, what's our play here?"

"First things first," Hephi said, gesturing to the envelope. "Let's see what we're actually dealing with. Open it up."

I took a deep breath and tore into the envelope. My eyes scanned the contents quickly, my heart rate picking up a bit as I read. "Okay, so... ten thousand gold coin fine. We can handle that. It's not pocket change, exactly, but it won't break the bank either."

"Could've been worse," Hephi agreed, and I could hear the relief in her voice.

"Yeah, true," I agreed, feeling some of the tension leave my shoulders. "And there's a summons to the Special Court – I guess that’s the one that deals with all this magic bullshit."

"Among other high profile cases that require privacy. Any date set for the hearing?" Hephi asked, leaning in to take a look at the document.

I shook my head. "Not yet. Says they'll send a follow-up with more details after I pay the fine."

"Alright, so we've got some time to prepare a case," Hephi mused. I could tell by the way her lip curled that her beautiful mind was already working on our strategy. "We should probably get Pinky and the others involved. They might have some ideas. But let’s not worry about it until after the vacation trip."

"Speaking of which," I started, but before I could finish my thought, Pinky Peach appeared at the door to more or less finish it for me.

"Hey, you two," she said, her eyes darting between us frantically. "Meeting time! Come on, baby! We’ve gotta get this thing going before Blossom slinks off to find Petal or Satina starts up a Rites of War match with Velvet!"

Hephi and I exchanged glances. We'd have to finish this conversation later. For now, it was time to face a room full of some of my favorite ladies and figure out our next move on an entirely different front.

Hephi and I followed Pinky out of the room and into our usual meeting spot. The other Dream Girls were already there, chatting and laughing among themselves. I took a moment to appreciate the sight: Blossom gesticulating wildly and shouting “fuggin’” about something while Satina nodded along, her pregnant belly even more prominent than last week; Tahini and Mamba deep in conversation, probably about some Loremasters thing that would go over my head; Spinella lay comfortably in Eppy's lap, the two of them in their own little world.

As Hephi and I took our seats, Pinky stepped up to the front of the room. "Ahem!" she called out, and to my surprise, the chatter died down almost immediately. That was new. Usually, it took at least three "Ahems" and possibly a gavel slam or two.

"As everyone knows," Pinky began, "our reservation was canceled, and we need to figure out a new destination."

I blinked, caught off guard by her directness. Where was the usual song and dance?

Apparently, I wasn't the only one thrown for a loop. Mamba raised her hand, wearing a puzzled expression on her face. "Uh, Pinky? Are you feeling alright? You didn't take attendance, nor did you go into a long, unnecessary, exposition-heavy explainer to catch everyone up and set the tone for things to come."

“That is weird! She’s fuggin’ pregnant again!” Blossom gasped, wagging her finger accusingly. “Name the baby after me!”

Pinky waved her off, which was even more surprising. "You already named your own baby after you, and I’m not pregnant—though I did leglock Brock last night. Anyway, we won’t beat around the bush; people get what this is about by now. Let's keep the plot moving."

Blossom bounced in her seat. "Ooh! How about we go to the Pottery Museum in the Atlantean District? I hear they have these amazing amphora styled pots that—"

"Hard pass," Mamba cut in. "That sounds like a trip you and Petal can take on your own. We need a three-day trip that’ll appeal to everyone—and I have very little interest in going outside the Sylvan District. People always accuse me of being some kind of gorgon in the Atlantean District, and it gets exhausting."

Tahini stroked her chin thoughtfully. "What about the Holo Technica? It’s a high tech resort where holograms let you feel like you’re traveling anywhere and doing just about anything you can dream up. I always wanted to try it out."

"Sounds too active," Satina shuddered. "And it doesn’t seem very food-forward."

"The Dark Spider Caverns of the Twisted Queen of All Spiders, She whose name cannot be uttered by mortals lest they be damned forevermore?" Spinella suggested from Eppy's lap.

"You just keep sitting on my lap and being pretty, sweetheart," Eppy chuckled as she ran a brush through Spinella’s long white hair. “Besides, you’re a little goddess in your own right, my pet.”

Spinella giggled and leaned back in Eppy’s lap until they were cheek to cheek. “Okay.”

Eppy cleared her throat. "Besides, I have my own suggestion. What if... we just stayed home?"

The room fell silent, all eyes turning to her. The collective looks on everyone’s faces were a cross between dismissive and curious. The vibe was mostly, “Yeah, no, probably not, but we’ll hear you out,” which was honestly generous, I thought.

"I mean," she continued, a bit self-consciously, "it's hard on my artificial body to travel much, and I can't risk getting too far from Pinky or I’ll just get sucked back up into her head. I saw this term once—'Staycation.' How about we just have a long, cozy weekend of pajamas, pampering each other, blanket forts, ordering in, massages at home, pedicures on the couch, gaming in the living room—you know, domestic bliss? Maybe wrap up the whole thing with a big dinner. Just three full days of relaxation and comfort right in our own beautiful house that is honestly going to be way better than any hotel room we can find."

There was a pause as everyone considered it.

"We have other opportunities in the future to go out and try wild and crazy new things," Eppy added, trying hard to seal the deal. "Perhaps having our reservation canceled was fate's way of telling us to take a step back and take it easy." She produced a knife from under the cushion of her seat and rubbed it playfully against Spinella’s cheek. “Besides—some hotels don’t allow me to carry around all the necessities a girl needs.”

Spinella giggled. “Well, I’m sold,” she said as she nuzzled Eppy’s knife blade. I know how it sounds, but I swear this is normal behavior for the two of them.

Satina's face lit up at the suggestion, too, after hearing the elven princess out. "Oh! I could arrange for us to have a private chef for our final meal, too. Maybe we’ll invite all our friends for it, too. That could be exciting!"

Pinky nodded enthusiastically. "And you know what? Ember Black referred me to that plant girl who worked at the beach spa the Nightmare girls went to— Tria. Apparently, she has a bunch of clones that help her run a massage business all over Meteoropolis."

"I've still got half a barrel of lube, for what that's fuggin’ worth," Blossom chimed in.

"Not much," Mamba muttered, then added, "But we appreciate the spirit of the suggestion, Blossom."

One by one, they all sounded off their agreement—and then they looked to me.

I sat up a bit straighter and beamed at all of them. “Hey, you know me. I’m pretty easy with all this stuff,” I began.

“He really is easy,” Blossom agreed, nodding. “Submissive and breedable.”

“Not what I meant, but sure,” I went on with a winsome grin. “Look—the only thing that matters is we get to spend this time together. I like the idea of being close to home, even if it’s easy for me to travel back at a second’s notice by solarporting. Being near home makes it even better because Blossom and Pinky won’t be out of reach of our daughters if they need to see them.”

Tahini rubbed her belly. “That reminds me,” she muttered anxiously, and everyone turned to her. “Satina and I had our appointments with Quinny last night. I’m likely to deliver the kittens over the weekend, so yeah—being at home does make a certain amount of sense, given that.”

“Why the fuck did you not lead with that?” I blurted out, shocked. “Then yes! Discussion over! We’re staying home, and we’re keeping Quinny close. What did she say about Satina, though?”

Satina smiled. “Oh, I can deliver whenever—but they’re going to have to induce. It doesn’t seem like it’s happening on its own, probably because I underwent the splice in the middle of my pregnancy, which kind of confused the development of our baby.”

I blinked. “So—double baby deliveries this weekend, then?”

“If that’s what you want to do,” Tahini said nonchalantly. “My kittens are coming whether you’re ready or not, but I don’t mind delivering with Satina.”

“Don’t worry,” Satina said, wiggling her fingers excitedly. “I already made an ice cream cake for us to eat during the process.”

“We aren’t eating during labor,” Tahini growled.

Satina shrugged. “Well, then I’ll finish it up now. Between you and me, I already finished two-thirds of it.”

Pinky grinned. "Alright, looks like it’s settled, and it’s going to be a pretty momentous freaking weekend, at that! Let's make it official with a vote. All in favor?"

Everyone raised their hands. Pinky, to everyone's exasperation, counted each vote with exaggerated care.

"And the motion passes!" she declared, banging her gavel with unnecessary force. "It's decided. The Dream Girls are having a Staycation! But no Nightmare Girls or Evil Girls allowed!"

Hephi snorted. "Good luck with that."


Chapter 2—Brock


I’m a pretty happy-go-lucky guy these days, and you can probably see why. Having so many incredible women in one’s life is surely enough to get any hetero guy waking up with a smile on his face, a spring in his step, and a song in his heart. But that didn’t mean that I didn’t experience stress or worry.

Another defense mechanism I’d developed and doubled down on the larger my harem got, was always keeping that positive attitude and smiling face plastered on at all times for my girls. It’s something you really can’t understand until you’ve lived through it, but think of it this way—if your loving girlfriend sees you frown, you’re going to get questioned on it, right? Right.

Now, imagine having seventeen girlfriends. And imagine each of the seventeen girls expecting intimacy, romance, and affection from you very regularly. There was simply no time to sulk because if I did, it would turn into a haremwide crisis as my neurotic cuties started panicking and trying to figure out how to cheer me up, calm me down, relieve my stress, or alleviate my worries. And that usually only made me more tense.

So I suffered in silence. Not to be dramatic—again, there is no one in existence who would say I wasn’t lucky. Succinctly put, this was merely the cost of doing business. Private feelings had to stay private. Sometimes I talked to Jasper about these things, but whenever Go’Urden got emotional, he tore off his shirt and challenged me to a wrestling match, and whenever I started to mention anything about my feelings to Dr. Luna, he would cup his hands to his mouth like a megaphone and shout “Gaaay!” until I stopped.

So, yeah. Anyway, at least I had Jasper.

But today I wasn’t upset or unhappy, per se. I was anxious. Tahini and Satina were just a couple days away from delivering their babies, and that was a very big deal to us all. But I couldn’t be visibly shaky or overly emotional about it in front of them because, well, they were. And they needed me to be the strong one.

Wearing a performative smile, I knocked on the door to Melody’s nursery as Tahini and Satina each rested a hand on one of my elbows.

“Shit, I’m so scared,” Tahini muttered, her tail taut behind her pert little rump. “We’re so close. It’s really happening—finally.”

Satina was shaking and entirely unable to speak, adding to my nerves. I scratched my neck as I waited for Melody to answer the door. “Coming!” she called back to us, and the door swung open a moment or two later. Melody completely phased right through me to reach Satina and Tahini and hug them. “Girls, come on in! Quinny is in her office waiting for you.”

“Wow, greeting them and not me,” I said, smirking at my sister. “I see how it is.”

Melody looked back at me and stuck out her blue tongue as she ushered them inside. “They’re the ones pregnant with my nieces. And if I ever greet you with a hug, you know what that means.”

“It’s an evil doppelganger and I should call for help,” I said, nodding thoughtfully. “Good point.”

“Kill it with fire, then call for help,” she snickered.

I followed her inside and made my way to the front of the pack, booking toward the office door on the left. I opened it up, holding it for the girls, and winked at Tahini and Satina as they ambled inside.

“Thanks, Big Guy,” Tahini chuckled with a wink. “I probably could have handled that, though.”

“Probably,” I admitted. “But you’re already doing enough of the heavy lifting with this pregnancy thing. Least I can do is hold a door.”

“You’d better be that thoughtful when she’s exhausted and tired of changing diapers in those first few weeks,” Melody warned me, wagging her finger.

Satina giggled, relaxing a bit. “I’m sure he will be.” She blew me a kiss, and I tried to walk into the nurse’s office behind her, but a shrill, dark elven voice scolded me for my attempt.

“Stop right there, male!” Quinny shouted, holding a syringe in her hand. “I’m afraid this first part of the appointment includes a private questionnaire with the girls, featuring questions that they may not feel entirely comfortable answering in front of you.”

“Oh, no problem,” I said, backing off. “Just let me know when I’m needed.”

Satina let out a sweet giggle which she levied at the nurse’s premise. “Quinny, sweety, I’m sure there’s nothing you could ask us that we’d be shy to answer in front of Brock at this point.”

“Oh?” Quinny squeaked as she adjusted her glasses, smirking deviously. “Very well. Question One: How would you describe the consistency of your bowel movements since our last appointment?”

Tahini and Satina took a beat to look each other in the eyes, nod, and then turned back to face me. “Get the fuck out,” they told me in unison.

I nodded and closed the door. I took a moment to stand in silence, then took a deep breath. The breath left my body suddenly when I felt Melody’s icy hand tap me on the shoulder. “Jesus!”

“How could you already forget about me?” she muttered in disbelief. “Dickface.”

I shook my head and spun on my heel to see her ghostly blue body crossing her arms and staring me down disapprovingly. “In my defense, you’ve never been quiet for so long in your entire life.”

“Bold claim, considering I’m literally millions of years old,” she sighed. Her look of irritation melted a moment later, though. “Hey.”

I blinked. “Hey, what?”

“You okay?”

I was taken aback by the question. “Am I okay?” I blurted, confused. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“I don’t know. I can just tell from your body language and the sorta microexpressions your face is trying to hide. There’s something going on in that big stupid head of yours, big bro.”

“Oh,” I said, running a hand through my hair. “Nah, I’m good.”

“Because you have to be, right?” she said, smirking knowingly.

I rolled my eyes. “You think you’re so smart.”

“I am so smart. But this isn’t about that. I know my big dorky brother. You used to have the same constipated smile when Mom was struggling to pay bills. You would spend your entire weekends from morning till dusk mowing lawns and tackling oddjobs so you could help her put food on the table, and you’d come home with the same fake-ass smile.”

“I also seem to remember you were a totally useless brat back then,” I said, chuckling.

“I was, like, ten. And I was too busy oscillating between worshiping you and hating your guts to help you out.”

Laughing, I shook my head. “I don’t remember the worship phase as well as I’d like to. I mostly just remember that time you stabbed me in the leg with a pencil and Mom had to rush me to the ER.”

“You farted on me!” she squealed, scowling, then tossed her hair and snorted with disgust. “Whatever. Jackass. The point is you can’t hide anything from me. If I really wanted to, I could just read your mind.”

“Oh, please don’t,” I pleaded, holding up my hands. “A disproportionate amount of thoughts that I tend to have are impure.”

“Which is precisely why I don’t,” she murmured. “I already interrupted one too many creampies with Pinky Peach. That shit haunts me—and I’m a literal ghost.”

I shot her a thumbs up. “Good talk. I’ll just wait here for Quinny to—”

“Not so fast,” Melody huffed, crossing her arms again and hovering up so that we were at eye level. “What has you looking so stressed?”

“Nothing,” I insisted. “Just tired of one thing after another, you know? Always stuff to deal with, babies to deliver, harems to soothe, politics to navigate, friends to hang out with, bills to pay, immortality to preserve, legal issues to worry about, drama to keep up with—and the whole time, I have to make sure that everyone knows that none of it gets to me. That’s all.”

Melody cocked her head. If she weren’t an evil brat, I would say it made her look kind of cute. “But... it does get to you, right?”

“But I can’t let them know.”

“Them being... the girls?”

I nodded.

She frowned, then looked like she was about to launch into a tirade, but quickly thought better of it. Eventually, a shockingly sympathetic look made itself known on her face. “Liam didn’t struggle with that.”

“Yeah, well, he is God,” I pointed out. “Kind of a high bar.”

“No,” she murmured, shaking her head. “And—sorry, babe, if you’re out there listening—he didn’t bother with that shit because he stopped caring. At least in a human sense. He became very detached. He would leave us for years, even centuries at a time and forget to check in. So I don’t really know how to help you.”

“It’s not your job to help me,” I said. “But honestly? The fact that you seem to get where I’m coming from is... nice.”

“I do,” she admitted. “I can totally imagine how it’s a lot to deal with, and by now I know your girls well enough to know that you’re right—if you showed them weakness, they’d all get nervous, blame themselves, and make all kinds of drama that would only exacerbate the stress. It must be lonely.”

I closed my eyes. “It is.”

“Do you want... a hug?”

I opened my eyes up again and cocked a brow at her, smirking. “Alright, bitch, who are you and where did you hide my sister?”

Melody snickered. “Good. You passed the test. If you said yes, I was just going to kick you in the shin when you went for it.”

“That sounds about right.”

The unmistakable voice of Quinny penetrated through the door behind me. “Male! Submit yourself to us now! Your presence is required!”

Satina called out next. “She means, we’re ready for you in here. No rush.”

Melody chuckled. “You’d better get going. But if you do want to talk sometime, you know I got you.”

“Thanks, Mel,” I said, smiling at her. “That means a lot.”

I turned around and was about to open the door when I felt her cold, ghostly, temporarily corporealized hand on my shoulder. “Hey.”

I looked back. “Yeah?”

“I love you, big bro.”

“I know.” Smirking smugly, I started to walk through the door until I suddenly found myself contained in some kind of glowing blue forcefield, floating in a void.

Melody’s face appeared in the infinite blackness in front of me, frowning. “Say it back.”

“Fine! I love you too. Jesus! Needy much?” I sputtered.

She smiled and snapped her fingers, and in a flash I was back in the doorway of Quinny’s office. “That’s better.”

Shaking that reminder of our power differential off the best I could, I walked into the room and saw Satina, Quinny, and Tahini looking at me expectantly. “Did she send you into a void prison again?” Tahini asked.

I looked down at my feet. “I mean... she didn’t not send me to one.”

“Shut your pretty, servile mouth, male!” Quinny said. “Firstly, let me state that you look utterly delicious today. Absolutely suited for breeding and impregnation.”

“Oh—gosh, thanks, Quinny,” I said, brightening a little. That was a really sweet compliment coming from her.

She blushed and continued on, shaking loose her bun so that her white hair cascaded down her back. “Now—I just wanted to give you an update as to the status of the pregnancies going into these final days and hours—not because you are owed one, but out of the magnanimity in my heart, and the hearts of your well-bred mates.”

“You can just call us girlfriends,” Satina muttered.

Tahini shifted awkwardly. “Yeah, ‘girlfriend’ works best for me, too.”

I chuckled. “I appreciate anything you can tell me.”

“Firstly, did you read all the baby birthing books this time?” Quinny asked.

All three pairs of feminine eyes looked at me suspiciously. I could understand why. Last time I screwed the pooch with Moonie’s birth, mistaking the unicorn birthing book for a child’s book I was supposed to read to the newborn. As such, the delivery process was totally unexpected madness, one thing after another.

“Yes,” I said. “So You Impregnated a Valestrian Beastkin was eight hundred pages, so I just read the Satyress part.”

“Lazy, but expected,” Quinny said, nodding as she unbuttoned a few buttons of her nurse uniform. “And the catgirl book?”

“Well, yeah. I’ve read the half-elf books cover to cover, and I had a long talk with Nefertari Go’Urden about what to expect over coffee last month before I dove into the Werifesterian catgirl book. I think I’m good,” I said.

Tahini looked surprised. “You never told me that. Mom never told me that, either.”

I shook my head. “Sorry—I wasn’t trying to keep a secret or anything. We’ve just been so busy that it never really came up organically.”

“Well, I’m glad,” she purred. “Look at you, Big Guy—primed and ready to be a father to kittens.”

“About that,” I muttered, brows furrowing. “How did the latest imaging scan look? What percentage is dragon, catgirl, et cetera?”

Quinny nodded as she shucked off her red heels and sat on the examination table, wiggling her toes at me. “For Satina’s daughter, the dragon influences are relatively few and far between. We’re looking at more phoenix and satyress influence than anything else, but the presence of golden scales more than confirms your genetics.”

“That was never in question,” I chuckled.

“Indeed. As for Tahini’s kittens, the only draconic features I could verify were forked tongues and dragon claws. However, we will not be able to confirm the presence of other features, such as a breath weapon like Moonie’s rainbow fire, until a few weeks after birth, most likely.”

“I see,” I said, as Quinnie’s feet started rubbing my crotch. “What are you doing?”

“Satina and Tahini are aware of my intentions,” Quinny said dismissively.

I looked at the two of them and they nodded. “Uh. But I’m not.”

“Your need to know is secondary to your need to serve me, male,” she said, licking her lips. “Now—I have put together a detailed packet of information I believe is relevant to you as the father. Review it and call me this evening with any questions. There shouldn’t be any surprises, even for your submissive male mind. The long and short of it is that you have more healthy babies well on the way.”

I blinked a few times and her feet rather skillfully massaged my growing bulge. “Cool. Cool cool cool.”

“Well,” Tahini chuckled, standing. “I guess that’s our cue to go.”

Satina winked at me. “Have fun, you two. Brock—I baked you seven pies of various flavors earlier if you’re hungry.”

“I don’t really need to eat, as you are well aware,” I said, still making tense eye contact with the cooing dark elf.

“Oh, shoot. I forgot. No worries, I can finish them,” she said.

“But Valestrian and Werifesterian monster girls are not like humans or elves. Your digestive tracts store food much longer, so you must fast a day or so before your delivery, or you will likely fall ill,” Quinny shouted at her, momentarily ceasing her ministrations to do so. “Do not forget! Eat too much, and you will be nauseous. But stay hydrated at all times.”

Satina growled and slammed the door behind her, making me chuckle. “Anyway, did you need something Quinny?”

“Brock, say ‘I consent’ right now,’ Quinny commanded as she hastily tore off her nurse’s uniform. My cock practically exploded out of my pants at the development, staring at luxuriously beautiful dark elven nudity in a mere matter of seconds.

I stared intensely, swallowing hard. “What is this about?”

“I do not owe you an answer, but I will give you one because you are a superior male,” she said.

“Th-thanks,” I grunted.

“I am feeling an extreme need to be bred,” she explained. “I am young, barely a century old, only freshly an adult, and yet I am so very fertile.”

Gulp. “Ah. I see.”

“I want a baby, Brock. I am very tired of meeting with the rest of the harem about their pregnancies, their timelines for conception, their plans for parenthood—what about me, Brock? Am I not worthy?”

Quinny always put on such a domineering face that it was hard for me to see her looking so vulnerable. I tried to speak calmly as my penis punched the fly of my faded blue jorts like a jackhammer plugged directly into the sun. “You’ve been great. You’re an amazing nurse and a good friend to your fellow Evil Girls. You’ve saved us more times than I can count when it comes to pregnancy crises, and you’re going to be instrumental in continuing to help the rest of the Dream Girls, Nightmare Girls, and Evil Girls use Splice Partners to gain immortality.”

“Which is to say, what, exactly?” Quinny said, her eyes going glossy as she ran her hands across her naked breasts.

I scratched my jaw. “That one day, I absolutely will give you a child.”

“A daughter,” she insisted. “You are uniquely poised to give me not just a daughter, but a powerful, beautiful, mighty one. She will certainly grow up to dominate many men.”

I chuckled at that. “Fine by me. But I have to be clear—I want to be closer to you first. When we do take that step, I want there to be love behind it.”

Quinny blushed. “B-b-b-but... there is love. On my side... you filthy male.”

“I’m well aware of the onboarding process,” I sighed. “Pinky and Hephi do a great job of convincing everyone to love me as they enter the harem. But I want us to be on the same footing.”

“Which means you don’t love me,” Quinny muttered, suddenly covering herself. “I see.”

I took off my jacket and draped it over her, closing it in front of her. “You are beautiful, intelligent, strong, and interesting. I’ve got no doubt that we’ll get there—but right now? My focus is on my new daughters and the weekend that I’m about to spend with the Dream Girls.”

Quinny’s brow furrowed. “I have humiliated myself.”

“No, you haven’t,” I told her. I leaned forward and pecked her on the forehead. “I understand where you’re coming from. We’ll get there.”

“We will get there next weekend,” she declared, making a fist. “In the Evil Girls spa visit to Bliss Falls, I will achieve maximum affection and earn your love. And when you, male, finally admit your love for me, you will verify your reciprocation by fertilizing my domineering womb.”

I lifted her chin and pecked her on the lips, making her moan a cool, minty breath into my face. “Sounds like a plan.”


Chapter 3—Tahini


Tahini looked both ways before crossing the street with Satina, the two of them utterly silent, though for different reasons.

As they walked across the road, Tahini couldn’t help but feel like she wasn’t walking beside a peer or an equal, but instead someone she would look to for guidance in the years to come. Satina was born and bred for motherhood. The girl had been waiting her whole damn life for it, craving it, impatiently pining for a child of her own to nurture and raise.

Satina was going to be an amazing mother. Hell—even Pinky Peach, who hated kids, was turning into a decent mother.

But Tahini? Well...

She didn’t know the first thing about being a mother. She didn’t even spend enough of her time preparing herself for every step of her own pregnancy. When she’d heard Brock say he dialed up her mom to ask about what to expect in the birthing process, a part of her instantly felt resentment toward him. It was a traitorous emotion to feel toward the man she loved most in the multiverse, and who had clearly done no wrong.

On the surface, she wanted to blame those feelings on the fact that Brock had gone behind her back to ask those questions. But that would be disingenuous. She resented it because she didn’t have even a shred of maternal instinct, or she would have taken the time to do the same.

Her parents called every week—multiple times a week, in all honesty, if anyone was counting. They always talked about how excited they were for the babies. Tahini’s mom, time and again, would offer advice, which Tahini batted away like her mother’s words of wisdom were a pesky gnat.

What was she guarding against? Why did she keep doing that?

“I’m so excited,” Satina shuddered, grabbing the catgirl’s hand as they reached their front stoop. Tahini reached for the door, but Satina grabbed that hand too, stopping her. “Wait—can’t we talk for a bit?”

“Can’t we talk inside?” Tahini asked, arching a quizzical eyebrow, thin and dark.

Satina sighed. “Once we go inside, it’s back to being normal. I’m sure I can speak for both of us when I say the only thing I can think about is how excited I am to be a mother. Can’t we just... take a minute to bask in it?”

Tahini felt the guilt in her heart like a tiny knife. Why didn’t she feel that way? “Uh. Sure.”

Satina clearly picked up on her leery tone and scrunched up her face. “Is something wrong?”

She shook her head. “No. Everything is fine. I’m just—nervous, I guess.”

“Oh, gods, so am I!” Satina gasped, jumping up and down. Tahini was far from gay, except that she did have a little thing for Blossom, but even she couldn’t help but watch as Satina’s prodigious, milky rack jiggled. “It’s the honor of my life! I can’t wait!”

“R-right,” Tahini said. “I mean—no.” She firmed up, deciding to be honest.

Satina stopped jiggling. “No?”

“Not that I’m not excited—but I don’t feel like I have a very maternal, mature impulse toward being a mother like you.”

“Oh,” Satina said, grinning. “That’s alright. It’ll come.”

“Will it?” Tahini asked warily, her eyes narrowing with doubt as her ears flattened and tail straightened behind her. “I’m not so sure about that.”

Satina’s smile made Tahini feel warm. “If catgirls and elves are anything like most sentient races, then you’ve got nothing to fret about. It’s not that weird for someone who didn’t spend that much time dreaming of being pregnant and having kids to not really know how to feel when it happens. That’s just common sense. But once you hold those little bundles in your arms and see all your favorite features of Brock and yourself looking up at you—heavens, that maternal instinct is going to kick right in.”

“I hope you’re right,” Tahini said. “I haven’t talked to Brock about it.”

“Why?”

“Because... I’m ashamed?” she confessed. That was the truth, though she said it like a question. “Yeah. I’m ashamed of myself. He cares more than I do, and he already has a few kids.”

“Five,” Satina said. “The four flower sprites and Moonie. But the fact that he’s still excited for yours should only help to assure you that it’s nothing small. I mean, look—he’s taking your babies more seriously than he took Moonie’s birth. For one thing, he actually read the baby books.”

“Yeah,” Tahini snickered. “You’re right. Just feeling a bit jittery. I guess part of it is me worrying about the lifestyle changes.”

“That makes sense,” she said. “Melody will help us a lot, but you’re still going to have a ton of free time eaten up by your girls, especially in the first few weeks. How fast do catgirls start walking and talking?”

“A few months usually, but there’s no way to guess how it’ll really go based on what happened with Moonie. Maybe they’ll pop right out of my coochie saying ‘please’ and ‘thank you’.”

Satina chuckled at that, her hand finally reaching for the door. “Change isn’t always a bad thing. We’re doing fine financially, so—”

“I don’t give a fuck about the money,” Tahini cut her off, something about that assumption annoying her. “I want to hack and build more computers and game with my friends.”

“I understand,” the satyress assured her, still smiling. “I didn't mean to suggest you were shallow. My point was that we have flexible lifestyles. If you need to take time off streaming to balance the babies with the things that make you happy outside of them, then we can make that work. Thanks to Brock’s hard work, and Pinky and Hephi’s brilliant leadership, we’re all taken care of. We’ve got more money than we could reasonably spend in seven normal human lifetimes.”

Tahini let out an airy breath as she eyed Satina’s hand, resting on the doorknob. “Yeah. You’re right. I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be difficult.”

“You’re not, darling,” the satyress said softly. “I swear, I do get it. It’s not like I don’t have the same feelings.”

“You do?” That was news to the catgirl.

Satina actually laughed at her. “Of course I do! Everyone has those feelings—but there’s room for the good feelings too. Your problem is that you’re so worried about shaming yourself for the scary feelings, that you aren’t letting your happy ones shine.”

Tahini beamed at that. She was right. Deep down, Tahini was happy. She was excited. She was thrilled, even. She was all those things, but she’d been letting her worries overwhelm her good feelings, like love and hope. Lesson number one—always leave room for love and hope.

“Thanks, Satina,” she said, nodding at the door. “I feel better. Can we go inside?”

Satina gave her a once-over, looking her up and down as if she was deciding whether the catgirl really was all better. “Hmmm. Alright.” She opened the door and started walking straight into the kitchen. “Sounds like Brock won’t be able to finish all those pies, so I’d better do it before they go bad.”

“And what about fasting before giving birth?”

“I’m pretty sure that’s just a suggestion. Besides, we’re supposed to fast twenty-four hours before giving birth. I should be alright.

As Tahini strolled into the living room, the scene there was fairly standard for this time of day. Spinella was straddling Eppy, her arms and legs wrapped around the blonde elf’s back while the elven princess sat on the couch and played a Sega Genesis game called Altered Beast. She had to rest her head on Spinella’s shoulder and peek through the space between her frequently chittering spider legs to see the screen, but she wasn’t about to complain. Her emotional support serrated knife was resting on the coffee table in front of her.

The door to Pinky’s room was wide open, but Pinky was clearly having some kind of meeting over the phone or through her PC. “Yes, Tammy, that’s what I said. No. No—listen, I don’t know how many times I have to explain this, but you need to get used to record profits with me at the helm. It’s going to be like this for a while. Yes, I get that it’s hard to trust when things are going this well, but I understand this business.”

Tahini shook her head, smirking at that. Meanwhile, Mamba’s door was closed. Rather than return to her own room, Tahini thought she’d check in with Mamba and see what she was up to. She was in the mood to duo-queue some Loremasters, and it seemed like everyone else was occupied.

The catgirl knocked on the door, rubbing her pregnant belly as she waited for the hissfolk beauty’s reply. “Yeah? Who is it?”

“It’s me,” Tahini said. “Can I come in?”

“Sure. Hang on, let me unlock the door.”

Unlock the door? That kind of surprised her. The only reason Mamba used to lock her door, according to Pinky Peach, was when she wanted to get off—but Brock served their needs frequently enough that that hadn’t been necessary for anyone in a long time. In fact, Tahini had never witnessed Mamba lock her door before, at least as far as she could recall.

With a click, Mamba unlocked the door as promised and opened it. She was dressed in a rather smart gray business suit and blouse with a gray skirt that matched the jacket. Tahini blinked several times, giving her the elevator stare, up and down, before muttering any kind of reply. “Uhh—what’s going on?”

“I was going to ask you the same thing,” Mamba said. “You’re the one who knocked on my door.”

“R-right. Sorry. I was just curious if you wanted to play some Loremasters.”

Mamba nodded after giving it a moment’s thought. “Grab your laptop and lap desk. Let’s do it on my bed like a proper girls hangout.”

Tahini chuckled at that. “You got it.”

When she returned a few minutes later, Mamba was in the process of changing into a braless tank top and pajama-like booty shorts. Tahini let her wrap that up as she settled onto the bed. When Mamba grabbed her own laptop and joined her, she finally asked the question more properly this time.

“So why the fancy attire? Were you in on that business meeting Pinky was having with her VP?”

“No,” Mamba said. “I got a job offer from Meteoropolis PD—full-time.”

“Whoa,” Tahini gasped. “I mean—it isn’t that surprising. You’re the most powerful psychic in the city. What’s the job?”

Mamba preened a little. “Chief of Psychic Investigations. It’s... kind of a big deal.”

Tahini’s jaw dropped. “Holy fuck. Are you going to take it?”

“I don’t know,” Mamba admitted. “Being able to use my powers freely and without surveillance to fight crime and keep the city safe is really appealing. But I’m happy with my current life.”

“It’d definitely change things,” Tahini said, suddenly frowning. “I mean, in a few years, most of us will be busy raising kids and pursuing our own side hustles. How much longer do you think the Dream Girls will last?”

Mamba’s eyes widened. “Tahini. The Dream Girls will never end. We’ll always be together. If we retire from streaming or switch to part-time, then the Nightmare Girls are there to carry the torch for a while. But Solar Dreams Media—and more importantly, our harem community—isn’t going anywhere. I need you to say that you know that.”

“I know,” Tahini muttered softly, looking down at her computer as she loaded up the game. “I’m—I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that.”

“Good,” Mamba said, smiling. “You’re my sister. You, Pinky, Blossom, Satina—even Spinella and Eppy. I can’t go on without knowing you and the rest of the Dream Girls have my back, and that you need me to have yours.”

“I do,” Tahini said, her eyes briefly flitting up to meet the Hissfolk beauty’s gaze. “Need you to have my back, and also have your back, I mean.”

Mamba eked out a creaky sigh. “Besides, I’m not sure I’m going to say yes. I need to talk about it with Pinky and Brock at the very least before bringing it in front of a meeting.”

“That’s a personal decision,” Tahini told her seriously. “It’s your choice, not one to put up for a vote. By all means, see if others are seeing pros and cons that you don’t if you want, but in the end you need to be the one to pull the trigger or not.”

Mamba grinned. “Thanks, kitty.”

“No problem,” Tahini said, cracking her knuckles just before she clicked the Confirm Queue button in the game’s UI. “Now, let’s school some noobs.”


Chapter 4—Brock


After finishing up with Quinny in the office, I went back out into the nursery proper and played with Moonsong Melody and the flower spritelings for a while. I figured my sister could use the break, and more importantly, I was itching to see what they’d been doing lately.

“Daddy, can you be my customer?” Moonie asked as I sat in a vastly undersized play chair at her colorful plastic table.

“Sure, sweetie,” I said as I ran my fingers through the vine-hair of Blossom 2 while the other three sang a very distracting, wordless song.

Moonie beamed happily. “Today I’m making you some tea. Do you think we can use one of my sisters’ leaves for it?”

“No, definitely not,” I muttered. “No taking their vines or leaves, alright? That can be painful for them.”

“Yeah, don’t take our fuggin’ leaves!” Dewdrop shouted, waving her fist. Flora and Polly yelled along with her.

Moonie just ignored her floral sisters and pretended to make me tea at her little kitchenette playset in the corner. “Daddy, can I ask you a question?”

“Of course,” I said as I lifted the four flower girls’ pots into my arms to better snuggle them. They benefited from proximity to me, after all, given the solar radiation I constantly emanated.

“I heard Aunt Mamba tell Auntie Melody that I was an accident. What does that mean?”

I took a deep breath. This was a toughie, but she seemed level headed and unoffended, so we were getting off on the right foot. “Well, it just means that your mother and I didn’t plan for you. You were just a lucky consequence, and we’re very happy you came into our lives.”

“I learned about consequences today,” Moonie muttered, frowning. “I didn’t want to practice reading, so Auntie Melody filled my head with books when I was trying to meditate.”

I chuckled at that. “Filled your head with books?”

“When I closed my eyes, I was in a dark demiplane where the only thing I could see was my beginner books. When I opened my eyes to get away from them, Auntie Melody was there, holding them in front of my face.”

“Did you do your reading practice in the end?” I asked, smirking as my unicorn daughter walked over to me and put an empty teacup in front of my face. I lifted it and pretended to sip.

“Yes,” she said. “I learned my lesson. A consequence is when you do something, and something else happens because of it.”

“Very good.”

“So what was I a consequence of?”

Suddenly my brow filled with sweat. My eyes darted over to Quinny, who was just leaving her office and locking up. “Welp, gosh, is that the time? I should get going, sweety. But that’s a question that your Aunt Melody would love to answer for you—and if she doesn’t, then that one’s on your mother.”

“Okay, Daddy,” Moonie said, nodding. “Before you go, can you kiss my horn?”

“Of course,” I chuckled, and I stood up, bent down, and pecked her on the horn, then nuzzled each of my tiny flower sprite daughters.

Quinny waited for me at the front door, and I tagged Melody in with a wink as I walked by her. “What exactly am I supposed to explain to her?”

“Creampies, but let’s keep it G-rated,” I said.

She looked at me in utter confusion, her blue face twisting with shock. “How do I keep that G-rated?!”

“Dunno, gotta go.”

“Hurry, male,” Quinny barked, posing imperiously with her arms crossed like she was a foot taller than me and not more than a foot shorter in heels. “I don’t have all day.”

“You literally do,” I said. “You’ve got no more patients for today, and there are no meetings on the schedule.”

She scoffed. “I’m supposed to call Dr. Luna later about his newest Splice Shards, for your information.”

“Do you mind if I walk with you to the Evil Girls’ place?” I asked, brushing past that little update. I wasn’t really in the mood to concern myself with that kind of thing today. “I wanted to spend a bit of time with you all before the weekend. You know—let everyone get their snuggles in before I’m sequestered to the Dream Girls’ place.

Quinny’s silvery gaze widened and she shuddered a bit at my words’ potential. “S-snuggles?! Oh—umm. If you must, male—but you should be formally invited to step foot in a house belonging to women. So, I hereby invite you.”

“Thanks for inviting me into the house that I bought and gave to you all, Quinny,” I chuckled, shaking my head.

She fiddled with her medical tablet, tapping it nervously despite the screen being off. “You’re welcome. Please, follow me.”

To reach the Evil Girls’ home, I didn’t have to cross the street, as it was right next to the nursery. On the opposite side of the nursery was the little halfling hole style home where the Nightmare Girls all spent most of their time, and I had every intention of going there following this detour.

The construction of the Evil Girls’ home was really similar to the cabin-style dwelling the Dream Girls abode had once been, long before we started renovating and upgrading. As such, it was a lot more humble, but there were only four girls, and more often than not Quinny and Mitsy shared Hart’s huge bed since Hart preferred to sleep out in the stables I built for her with Jasper’s help. We hadn’t really had a reason to expand the house beyond that just yet.

Quinny opened the door and gestured at me to go inside. “Submissives first,” she said, nodding charitably.

I bowed slightly as a reflex and awkwardly shuffled through the doorway. The smell of cookies baking was in the air—and a familiar extra scent.

Quinny frowned at the twitch of my nose, closing the door behind her. “Oh, yes. I forgot. Mitsy was going to bake some of her slutty pussy cookies for you.”

“Brock?!” the kitsune called from the kitchen, her tone tinged with an almost musical lilt. “Oh my gods and goddesses, Brock?!”

“You act like you don’t see me basically every day,” I chuckled, bracing myself. I heard Quinny let out an airy sigh beside me.

As soon as Mitsy rushed out of the kitchen, her nine fluffy white tails fluffed up like giant pom-poms. The kitsune launched herself at me, and I barely had time to blink before she shoved me against the door I’d just closed, pinning me to the wood. Her icy blue eyes sparkled as she peppered my face with rapid-fire kisses, notably never closing her eyelids as she continued to stare with unhinged passion.

“Mua! Mua! Mua mua mua!” she giggled, pecking wet kisses all over my face, neck and chest. “No one loves you like I do, baby. Nobody!”

I laughed, half caught off guard, half out of a sort of nervous, borderline trauma response to this wild shit, but I was getting used to it. “Alright, Foxy Lady, I just walked in the door,” I said, trying to catch my breath. She wasn’t having any of my protests as she pressed her lips against my cheek one more time, harder for emphasis.

“Don’t pull away from me, baby,” she declared with a wide grin, her enormous fox ears twitching in that adorable way they did when she was hyper-focused on me. “If you don’t let me have my fill, I swear to the fucking gods of the grove that I’ll burn this house down.”

I blinked, eager to change the subject. “So—you’re baking, right?”

She sniffed the air, and her grin grew wider. “Cookies smell heavenly, right? Notice anything special about the aroma, my precious, precious darling?”

“They do smell incredible,” I said, leaning back a bit, my grin trying to match hers but coming up a bit short. “I think I detect a certain familiar tanginess?”

“I hope it’s familiar. You ate my pussy just the other day, baby,” Mitsy winked, her fluffy tails flicking playfully behind her. “They’re still cooling, though. I, uh, used a little too much of the, um, special stuff,” she admitted, lowering her voice. “So they’re a little soft.”

“That’s alright,” I said with a smirk, scratching the back of my neck. “I’m far from starving anyway. But if you keep kissing me like that, I might just have to sample that special ingredient straight from the source.”

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” Mitsy giggled as her cheeks flushed pink. She leaned in close again, peering at me with those mischievous blue eyes, but saying nothing—just staring.

Quinny cleared her throat, making her presence formally known, probably just in case Mitsy actually didn’t notice. “Yes, I brought the servile male back with me,” she said, placing her hands on my shoulder semi-possessively, like she was trying to make sure that the claim Mitsy was staking wasn’t too all-encompassing. “He wanted to make sure he spent some time with us Evil Girls before he runs off and gets unduly spoiled by the Dream Girls all weekend.”

“Exactly,” I said, giving her an exaggerated, serious nod. “You all definitely need some love before I disappear off the face of Meteoropolis for a few days.”

Mitsy giggled and playfully fanned out her tails, letting them sway hypnotically behind her. “So, what’s the replacement vacation spot you guys picked?”

“We had to compromise,” I said with a sigh. “It’s a staycation this time. No big getaway.”

Her ears flattened a little, but she brightened up almost immediately. “I’m sure it’ll still be loads of fun. But I’m really looking forward to our hot springs trip next weekend. Bliss Falls, right? I’ve never been there, but I’ve always wanted to go!”

“Yeah, I can’t wait for that one either,” I said, just before I scooped her up in my arms. She squeaked in surprise, and her tails fluffed out even more.

“Oh!” Mitsy gasped with eyes wide as I held her close, breathing hard as though it was the first time I ever picked her up.

Quinny’s commanding voice suddenly cut through the moment. “Yes, very good. Kneel, male.”

I turned my head to see Quinny standing behind me with her arms crossed, her lips curled into that bossy little smirk of hers. Despite being very short, she did her best to dominate the space.

I gave her a look of mock defeat, slowly lowering to one knee with Mitsy still in my arms. Quinny squirmed with excitement for a moment, then gave me an approving nod as she climbed onto my back like I was a horse. She even kicked the sides of my legs like her stilettos had spurs.

“Now carry us like a proper steed into the living room,” Quinny declared, flipping her ghostly white hair over her shoulder.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, smirking. I carefully let Quinny get comfortable on my back, then adjusted my grip on Mitsy so she was secure in my arms. “Off we go.”

Mitsy giggled like a bride on her wedding night as we walked into the living room, which was only a few feet away. “Giddy-up, baby!”

With an exaggerated groan, I walked toward the living room with Mitsy’s giggles and Quinny’s devious cackles continuing the entire time. When we reached our final destination, I carefully lowered Mitsy onto the couch.

“There we are, my ladies,” I said, tipping an imaginary hat.

“Fuck, I’m so wet I could make three more batches of cookies,” Mitsy sighed dreamily as she gazed up at me.

Quinny climbed down from my back and sat down next to Mitsy with a satisfied grin. She gave me a look like I was her greatest achievement for the day. “Good male. Mitsy, praise him for his obedience.”

“Good job, honey.”

I shook my head, chuckling as I plopped down on the couch between them. “Thank you, I guess?” I muttered under my breath. “Yeah. I’ll go with ‘thanks’. It seems safe.”

“I’m sure thankful,” Mitsy chirped. “I always forget how warm you are until I’m holding you.” She poked my arm as if to prove her point, like her finger might just sizzle at the touch.

“Where’s Hart and Opal?” I asked, looking around. “I was hoping to spend some quality time with all four of you.”

Mitsy cupped her hands around her mouth like a megaphone. “Hart! Opal!”

From upstairs, Opal’s irritated voice called out. “What do you want? I’m getting dressed! I just got out of the fucking shower!”

Mitsy snickered. “Brock’s here!”

Opal appeared mere seconds later, slithering into the room in a lacy purple bra and a matching, form-fitting negligee skirt, which, given her lamia body, was what she usually wore in lieu of panties. She shot me a sly grin, her snake tail trailing into the hallway behind her.

“Never mind then,” she said with a wink, “This will do.”

I winked back. “Just wanted to spend some time checking in before the weekend gets busy for me.”

Opal crescented her eyes predatorily, her hips swaying as she made her way over to the couch. “Oh, is that all? Better make it worth the trip. That way you might want to sneak out in the dead of night to give us some extra attention.”

“Not sure I’ll be able to get away with that, but I’ll think of it as an open invitation,” I chuckled. “What are you all up to this weekend, anyway?” I asked, leaning forward to create a welcoming gap between me and the cushions.

“Planning our next game show,” Opal said with a dismissive tone as she slid onto the couch behind me, wrapping her tail around the sofa.

“Game show, huh?” I rubbed my chin thoughtfully. “I had an idea for one. It’s called Huff That Fluff. In it, we’d take all the fluffy-tailed girls in the harems, and—”

Mitsy cut me off, blushing so hard her pale skin turned bright pink. “This is the fourth time you brought it up in like a week,” she muttered, shyly hugging one of her tails against her impressive chest.

“Well,” I said, grinning, “what are we waiting for, then?”

Quinny rolled her eyes. “It’ll happen, male, but we need to build the set first. Maybe we can record it before our spa vacation next weekend if you behave yourself.”

I nodded solemnly. “Sounds perfect.”

Hart chose that moment to trot in, her big brown eyes lighting up when she saw me. “Brock!” She came right over, lowering herself to the floor so she was eye-level with me, but her body parallel to the couch so I could pet her back. “Well, this is a nice surprise! Sorry I was a bit late. I was just finishing up some journaling.”

I smiled and reached out to pat her. “It’s good to see you.”

Opal, from behind me, pressed her breasts against my body and hugged me from the back, her tail coiling tightly around the couch. Quinny stayed quiet as she nestled closer to my side, and Mitsy mirrored her on my other side. Meanwhile, Hart leaned her body closer until her side was pressed up against my knees.

“So,” I said, feeling pretty well snuggled at this point, “how have you girls been adjusting?”

Hart was the first to speak. Her voice was a little quieter this time. “We’ve been doing fine, but... I wonder if we’re really pulling our weight. The other harems make a lot of the money, and right now, we seem to be consuming more resources than we contribute.”

I waved it off, patting her horsey back, then, awkwardly, her more humanoid one. “I’m not worried about that, and neither should you be. The most important thing is that you’re happy. The rest of the details will come with time.”

Hart smiled softly at that, but I could tell there was still some doubt in her big, gentle eyes. Opal, meanwhile, scoffed. “See, I told you not to worry about it. Brock’s fine with us leeching off him like the pretty little parasites we are.”

“Thanks, Opal,” I laughed, rolling my eyes with a grin.

Quinny, who had been quiet for a while, suddenly looked up at me. “You already know what I want, male,” she said, her voice a little lower than usual. “As long as I get that someday soon, I will be satisfied. And, unlike the rest of these women, who get by on their pathetic submissiveness alone, I actually have a role within the larger harem as your fertility nurse.”

I glanced at her, meeting her gaze. She didn’t say it outright, but we both knew what she was talking about. She wanted a baby, plain and simple. I gave her a slight nod, not pressing the issue but acknowledging it all the same.

For the next hour or so, I relaxed with the girls, watching the TV, getting and giving a lot of head until my phone ultimately buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out to see a text from Ember Black.

> Hi, Brock! Are you coming to see us before the weekend by chance? The girls and I were hoping to squeeze in one last five-on-one before you’re tied up with the Dream Girls.

I chuckled, kissing each of the girls goodbye. “Well, that’s my cue. I should get going. I still need to visit the Nightmare Girls.”

“Do you have to go?” Mitsy asked, batting her lashes at me. “Can you please try to find a minute or two to sneak away over the weekend? I know about the exception you made for Blossom on the last trip.”

I scratched my head nervously. “Well, that was a special request from Petal, actually. But point taken. We’ll see if there’s an opportunity, but don’t count on it this time. My duty to the Dream Girls is first and foremost this weekend, just like my duty to you will come first when we’re at Bliss Falls. Got it?”

“Got it,” they all sighed in unison.

“Alright then,” I said, standing and making my way toward the door. Amusingly, all four of the girls clung to and followed me the whole way there. “Take care of yourselves. I’m sure it won’t be long before you get me alone again.”


Chapter 5—Pinky Peach


Pinky Peach was... busy.

Between being the number one most popular streamer on all of Flinch, the leader of the Dream Girls, the de facto supreme leader of Brock’s harem trinity, the President and CEO of the aforementioned media empire, Flinch, a new mother, and someone who tries her best to be there for the people that she loves... Yeah. You could say she was a little busy.

Overworked might be a more apt term, and she knew that it hadn’t gone unnoticed by Brock or the other girls in his orbit. She delegated where she could, but there was only so much delegation she could stomach before she felt like her life was being lived by proxy.

Brock’s sister was an amazing help with watching over Moonie, and they were so blessed to have her as part of their family. Pinky still did her best to spend as much time with Moonsong Melody as she possibly could. She didn’t want to let her sister-in-law do all the childrearing for her, or what would be the point of having a daughter to begin with? Besides, with how stressed she was, the number of irresponsible creampies in her life had only skyrocketed, meaning that, if she wasn’t pregnant again already, she was going to be sooner or later.

But, with as busy as Pinky was with work and... everything else in her life, she had to make sacrifices and compromises on her time, and try as she might to avoid it, some of those sacrifices were related to how much she saw her own daughter.

Even worse, when she did see Moonie, she sometimes was too sick and tired to be much of a mother. Half the time they visited, she just held Moonie while her little daughter did her relaxation meditation or played with one of her many dolls. She felt so guilty about that. Even with as busy as Brock was taking care of the whole harem, he sometimes spent twice as much time with Moonie throughout the week as her.

Of course, Brock would never make her feel guilty about that, but she could tell that he silently took note of it. Not that he blamed her, asked her to change her ways, or anything like that—but he noticed. He felt it, too, how shitty of a mother she was. She was trying her best to be there, but she just couldn’t be there all the time.

Now, this coming weekend, Satina and Tahini were going to join her and Blossom’s little club and become mothers as well. She had no doubt that both of them would be better mothers than her. And then Brock would definitely, absolutely notice. He might even be forced to acknowledge it in some roundabout way.

But, though her absence in Moonie’s life was her biggest pain point, every other part of her life suffered as well. Right now, Mamba and Tahini were hanging out in Mamba’s room, playing Loremasters together the way that Pinky used to do with Mamba. Her friends were forming deeper bonds without her. It’s not that they were annoyed with her about her lack of presence—they knew and understood how busy she was. But dammit if it didn’t suck, watching them all have fun and live such carefree lives while she toiled and suffered.

Things were going great with Flinch. Since she took over, the company had been seeing record profits week after week as they continued to adapt her changes and push her as the face of the company. She was an accomplished businesswoman already, and within a few years she’d probably be on the covers of every major finance publication. She was already the first female half-elf by way of Splice Partner featured on the cover of Meteo-Business Monthly, and the very first person to wear a midriff-baring tank top on the cover of a major magazine.

But she knew she could be doing even better for Flinch—if she didn’t have Moonie, Brock, and the Dream Girls. And she knew she could be a better girlfriend, if she didn’t have Moonie, Flinch, and the Dream Girls. And she knew she could be a better friend, if she didn’t have Flinch, Brock, and Moonie. But she didn’t want to give up any of those things. If she had to, her career could go for her family and friends—but would she be happy with that?

Plus, she still worked with Eppy to clean the house for three hours a day. Now, that was a stupid habit. That was something she should let go of and delegate to a professional, but... she just couldn’t. She needed it. It grounded her.

Pinky Peach had been on a call with her VP at Flinch HQ. After ending it, she tore off her headset, chucked it at her gaming chair, and fell backwards onto her pink bed, still full of dragon stuffies and plushies to this day. She’d given a bunch of these to Moonie, but she hadn’t found the time or energy to carry the rest over. Yet another failing. Then again, at least Moonie had some to snuggle when she spent time in the Dream Girls Streamer House.

But that was an excuse.

Pinky Peach swore as she felt hot, salty tears sting the corners of her eyelids. She grabbed a fuzzy rainbow dragon and wiped her eyes with it, cursing to herself. “Fuck, no you don’t, bitch. You don’t get to cry. You don’t have the time to cry.”

She wiped her eyes and inhaled deeply, in and out, in and out, hearkening back to the meditation lessons she shared with Brock under Koriana’s tutelage. She became aware of her heartbeat thudding in her chest, the deeper she breathed. It wasn’t beating all that fast, but it did beat hard. Loud. So loud she could hear it.

Suddenly she also heard the sound of someone clearing her throat. Pinky shot up straight, then rushed to her hooves, waving her hands in apology as Hephi stood there with an arched eyebrow and an expression that was tough for the unicorn girl to decipher.

“Sorry!” Pinky Peach squeaked. “I just got off a call and needed a beat to rest before hopping onto my next task.”

“I wasn’t questioning you,” Hephi said. “You’re crying. Take more than a beat.”

Pinky whipped her head from side to side in refusal. “No, absolutely not. I have three hundred and twenty items on my to do list today, and I’ve barely made it through a hundred.”

“Still plenty of hours left in the day, but I just—wait, did you say three hundred and twenty?!” Hephi actually gasped, cupping her hand to her mouth in abject horror. “Pinky, let me see your list!”

The unicorn girl shook her head. “I can’t show you all of it. Some of it is Flinch stuff wrapped behind layers of secrecy—projects we have yet to get off the ground or announce. But I’ll send you what I can, hang on.” She wiped her eyes on her milky white forearm, then grabbed her phone from her desk. Tapping the screen, she pulled up the to do list, which she had organized in groups and layers, and copied the non-top secret things to text to Hephi. “There you go. So now you see why I can’t really stop or slow down.”

Hephi pulled out her own phone at the sound of the tone. Her skeptical expression shifted to one of shock as she did her best to speedread the two hundred and eighty list items Pinky sent her. “Gods above,” she mouthed. “Hekiri’s release, you weren’t kidding! And these aren’t minor tasks. I was expecting you to have a bunch of bullshit on here, but you’ve got at least forty phone calls scheduled today alone. Pinky—you can’t keep this up.”

“I have to,” she said, frowning. “What choice do I have? If I step away from the wheel at Flinch, we’ll lose our momentum. If I leave managing the harems to you and the rest of the leadership committee, that’ll take a hit, and I’ve always been a core part of it all, so I don’t want to do that. And I can’t eliminate the stuff relating to my daughter or Brock. I’d rather die than do that.”

“You’re going to die if you try and keep this up,” Hephi insisted, putting down her phone.

Pinky weakly shook her head. “Forget it. What did you need?”

Hephi’s face suddenly lanced with guilt. “Nothing. I’ll handle it. You get some rest. I’m going to take this list and see what the rest of the Dream Girls can bang out—but of course I’ll leave the Brock and Moonie bits for you.”

“I can probably just say goodbye to the Brock items for today,” Pinky sighed. “He’s going to be so busy prepping for the weekend and—wait, that’s what you were going to tell me, right?”

“I’ll prep for the weekend with the other girls. Brock is with the Nightmare Girls now, last I checked. They wanted to sneak in a five-on-one with him before the weekend started and they lost access.”

Pinky Peach nodded. “Smart of them.”

Hephi bit her bottom lip for a moment, then frowned as she eyed the unicorn girl uncertainly. “I can’t just leave you like this.”

“You have to. We’ve both got shit to do,” Pinky Peach said.

“Yes, but—”

Pinky Peach strode to her as the elf started talking and put a hand on her shoulder. “It’s alright. I’ll be fine. Things are overwhelming right now, and they will be for a while. But that’s what these vacations are for, right? I already planned to take a step away from Flinch for the weekend. I’ll live my life looking forward to this one weekend a month that I can spend with you all and Brock. And in the space between, I’ll just... survive, I guess.”

“That’s not living, Pinky,” Hephi muttered.

Pinky’s sad smile turned into a look of bitter irritation. “What am I supposed to do, then? Right now, I hear a lot of nagging and empty words of concern, but I don’t see a solution. If you find one, I’m all ears, but I don’t think it’s happening.”

“I already said I’d—”

Pinky shook her head, her pink hair whipping side to side. “You’re going to see what the Dream Girls can take off my plate? I appreciate the idea, but let’s be real—those tasks, those various list items are all meant for me. Most of them are related to my work as a streamer, head of the Dream Girls, or CEO and President of Flinch. And if you try and take my cleaning time away from me, I’ll go fucking insane.”

Hephi took a step back, her face going neutral and blank again. “Fine,” she said. “Suit yourself. All the same, the least I can do is handle the plans for the weekend. You focus on your Flinch stuff for the rest of the day if you’re fully intending to take the weekend off. But Pinky?”

Pinky arched an eyebrow. “Yes?”

“Go full incommunicado. Leave it to your VP and board of directors to manage any crisis that comes up over the weekend.”

“There won’t be any crises,” Pinky sighed. “I’ve got my bases covered. But I’ll still have to check my emails and stuff or—”

Hephi wagged a finger in Pinky’s face so close to her eyes that the unicorn girl flinched. “No. At least promise me that.”

Pinky Peach groaned. “Fine. Full incommunicado.”

Hephi nodded, but her own eyes were filling with tears. She spun on her heel and stormed out the door, obviously hoping that Pinky Peach didn’t notice.

Great. Now her suffering was making her closest friends feel guilty and suffer as well. She didn’t want this. She didn’t ask for this.

Pinky Peach sat down at her computer and prepped her next video call. She had a branding meeting with DrinkCo, the corporation that owned Monster Girl Energy Drink and GamerGruel.

After this, she would talk to her accountant, then head downtown for a shareholder meeting in person. After that, she had about thirty more short phone calls to make—some could be turned into text exchanges. Following that, she’d take Moonie back to her room and stream while Moonie played with toys beside her. After that, she’d pump her breast milk while looking over some spreadsheets and approving presentations for next week’s big meeting. And after that, she’d have dinner, if all went well.

That was another thing. She was losing weight. So far only Brock had noticed, but she had lied and told him that it was just extra weight she’d stored during her pregnancy. It wasn’t. She barely gained any weight during her pregnancy.

Out of morbid curiosity, Pinky Peach got up from her computer, deciding to make the call a minute later since the person receiving it was always behind schedule. She pulled a scale out from under her dresser and stood on it, not sure what she was expecting to see.

She’d lost ten more pounds. She was basically wasting away. This was the physical, undeniable shock to her system that she needed, though. Since having Moonie just a couple of months ago, she’d lost twenty-five pounds in total—a fifth of her starting weight. She was now thinner than she was the day she met Brock, and didn’t look any better for the fact.

As annoying as it was to have Hephi rubbing guilt in her face without any solutions, she had to admit one thing: the elf was right. Something had to change.


Chapter 6—Brock


Ah yes. I had been here many times before. Not specifically at the Nightmare Girls’ halfling hole, though that was true as well. But in this particular situation—the fabled five-on-one, a peculiar romantic entanglement in which five women happily submitted to me.

“Ohh, yeah, Brocky,” Petal moaned as she ground her pussy on my fingers. The xenodryad was as naked as the rest of the girls, sitting on his hand while she nibbled on his ear, his upper arm hugged by her parted cleavage. “Wiggle ‘em a bit inside my flussy.”

I obliged happily, letting his fingers writhe and delve inside her sopping pussy. “How’s that?” I asked, smirking.

“Nghh—ohhh shit! That feels so fucking good! I love you Brocky! And I love you, too, Viperka! And you, Ember Black! And you, Lunaticia! And also—guh—haww fuck!—you too, Velvet!”

“Thank you, Petal,” the deer girl giggled sweetly from the opposite side, herself getting fingered by my other hand. “Uhh—mmm, yes. That’s the spot. It’s a good thing I used the potty just before you came over, Broccoli.”

I, meanwhile, lay backward to spectate the awesome show being performed upon my penis. Ember Black and Lunaticia had their legs wrapped around each other, pulling their crotches tightly together as their dueling pussy lips sandwiched my cock between their folds. The girls were performing one of the most touching acts of wanton love—the double pussyjob.

But their teamwork didn’t end there, as Viperka was low to the ground at the edge of the bed between my legs. She used her own long, forked, reptilian tongue to slurp my base and massage my balls. The pleasure I was feeling at that point was truly beyond words. I’ll spare you a description of the sounds I was making.

The naga also made good use of her four arms, using two on the floor for balance and holding herself in the perfect position, while the other two fondled the pegasus girl and hellcat’s impressive breasts.

“Ohhh... How’s that, b-b-b-baby?” Ember Black moaned as she whipped her hair back in a sensual arc, tossing it over her shoulder. The sexy sheen of sweat that glazed her entire body was now even more evident than before with her long white tresses vacating her charcoal-black tits. “Oh, g-gods, I ffffucking love your thick fucking c-c-cock!”

“By Zaxdozaan’s throbbing rod, if I cum any harder than last time, I’ll end up with the same stutter as you,” Lunaticia purred as her pussy pulsed and ground against me.

Ember Black’s silver eyes shot open. “Hey! That’s m-m-m-unkind!”

“You’ll get over it—soon, too, judging by the way I feel your slutty cunt starting to throb,” Lunaticia chuckled.

Her words were nigh on prophetic. The pegasus girl froze for a moment, seizing up, then starting to gyrate even more wildly than before, putting on less of a performance and now entirely focused on chasing her own pleasure. “Ohh shit! B-B-Brock! I’m cumming!”

In several waves, a fragrant watery ejaculate squirted and squelched out of her weepy pussy, going in all directions because of the barrier of my cock acting something like a finger in a hose. Some of it caught the top of Viperka’s head, too, which I noted from a dangerous growl that the naga probably didn’t appreciate.

“Guhh–haa fuck!” Ember Black continued to moan.

Petal watched that display like it was a glorious fireworks show. “Wow. I want to try that next!” she cooed. “Please, Brocky, can I grind my nectar-filled flussy on your big, strong, cock until I cum my face off like she just did?”

“I don’t see why not,” I muttered, feeling my heart rate reach an impressive high for this time of day.

“Well, I’ll just end up peeing, so count me out,” Velvet said, despite the fact that she literally just peed before we started this. “I suppose Viperka’s biology would make it somewhat hard for her, too.”

“More for me,” Lunaticia chuckled breathily.

Ember Black’s tongue hung out of her mouth, her eyes pornographically crossed as she tried to catch her breath. “Fuck,” she gasped at last. “I’m sweating s-s-so hard right now.”

“Then hop off that dick, sister, and let me have a turn!”

Ember Black scoffed as though in unmasked disgust, her body recoiling from the words like she’d been slapped in the face. “I already called d-d-dibs on sucking all our cum off of him when Lunaticia and I were d-d-done.”

“Well, I’m almost there,” I admitted, feeling my cock start to twitch from the base as Lunaticia’s movements started to show telltale signs of another impending release. Call me butter because I was on a roll.

“Nyah! Me too, big boy,” she moaned. “Ohh—gods below, I’m going so hard! Ahhh! Ahh!” Her voice went so high with those moans that I ended up shocked into cumming as well.

I gritted my teeth as a fountain my own release shot into the air like a janky fountain that only worked in short bursts. As soon as it started happening, every girl except Lunaticia, who was still reeling herself, dismounted from their current position and task and dove for my cock like her life depended on it.

Ember Black was of course there first, her blowjob reflexes utterly peerless, but Viperka had the benefit of physical adjacency, while Petal and Velvet lagged behind.

All four of those girls’ heads clashed with one another, and soon they were all whining and rubbing their foreheads in pain.

But although this was true for Ember Black as well, she didn’t relinquish the seal of her lips as she sucked every drop of seed she could claim from me down her throat. Her eyes rolled back as though she was tasting heaven itself while her hands greedily pumped my shaft, constricting around and, perhaps unintentionally, using Viperka’s still wrapped-around tongue for added texture.

It took me a while, but I finished and let out a sigh of inner peace once the matter was settled. Reclaiming my fingers from Velvet and Petal’s honeypots with a duet of lewd, wet popping noises, I licked my fingers clean and then folded my arms behind my head, letting a drunken grin paint my face.

“Wow,” Velvet sighed. “I think I came maybe... three times?”

“Same here,” Petal giggled.

“And to think we’re just getting started,” I chuckled. “Vipey definitely needs her turn.”

“I’m glad you said something, because if you didn’t, I was going to bite your balls,” she muttered. “Not that I mind being down here, but it eventually gets old watching all my friends cum their faces off, and I’m kind of getting tired of the taste of pegasus and hellcat pussy juice dripping onto my tongue.”

Ember Black blushed, though it was hard to tell due to the darkness of her features. “S-s-s—apologies about that,” she managed. “At least my juice is really s-s-sweet, right?”

“It is,” Viperka sighed, nodding with a furrowed brow. “But that just makes me feel weirder for loving the flavor.”

“Hell, I don’t feel weird about it,” I chuckled. “Bottle that shit up and I’ll take it home with me. That’s the real Monster Girl Energy Drink as far as I’m concerned.”

Ember Black giggled sweetly as though I’d just said the most romantic thing ever. “Oh, B-b-baby. You’re so cute.”

“I’m fucking adorable,” I confirmed, shimmying my brows.

“Well,” Lunaticia said, finally relaxing from her own latest orgasm, “enough talk. More fucking.”

I laughed out loud at that. “Well, hang on there, tiger,” I said, holding a hand up to slow things down. “We all know you’re insatiable, but let’s take a breather for the rest of the girls’ benefits, alright? Look at poor Petal. Her flower is showing signs of wilting.”

Petal smiled. “Oh, it’ll be just fine in a little bit. I just wiggled my pelvis a bit too much and burned more energy than I should have.”

I shook my head. “We can take a short break, though. Besides, Ember Black is covered in sweat and still panting.”

Ember Black nodded. “I could go for a little water before round five, actually.”

Velvet grabbed her water bottle and handed it to the pegasus girl. “Have mine. I really shouldn’t drink as much as I do.”

“Thanks, Velvet,” Ember Black said as she took it and started gulping it down.

“How have you all been since our stay at Moonchild Beach?” I asked, smiling up at them. “Everything going well?”

“We missed you during this last week,” Petal admitted. “I was really sad for a while, but then I just thought back to all our happy memories together and I felt a little better. Plus, you let me sneak in through Blossom’s windows a few times, so that helped.”

That got me angry looks from a couple of the other girls. “Huh. Did I? That doesn’t sound right.”

“Oh yes, and you made me so happy when you said my butthole might be your favorite butt—”

I covered her mouth with my hand, my eyes going wide. “Nope. How about everyone else?”

Ember Black tried to hide a burp and tapped her chin with the lid of the water bottle. “We’ve been b-b-busy, but not too bad. Not compared to P-P-Pinky Peach.”

I frowned at that. I was well aware of just how tight the unicorn girl’s schedule was and was doing my best to help, but something had to give sooner or later. I was hoping this weekend we’d have a chance to address it.

Lunaticia groaned. “How about you talk with them while I ride you?”

I laughed but shrugged. “Help yourself, I guess.”

The catgirl pumped her fist in triumph and mounted me, and before long she was properly bouncing on my cock. This was definitely a mistake, as suddenly it got a lot harder to focus on the conversation with her perfect breasts just jiggling in my face.

“So, Vipey,” I muttered. “How about you?”

“I’m doing fine lately. I can’t complain,” Viperka said.

“Wow, that’s crazy,” I said, gasping partly out of mock surprise and partly out of reaction to Lunaticia’s continued efforts. “I know how much you like to complain.”

She gave me a rude gesture with her favorite finger and winked. “Fuck you. But in all seriousness, I think the vacation system works really well. This week I felt really centered and fulfilled coming off that vacation. I didn’t miss you as much as I thought I would when you were focused on the other harems.”

“That’s great to hear.”

Velvet sighed. “I missed you a lot, but I really enjoyed playing Rites of War with you and Satina throughout the week. Thank you for actually doing that with me—it means a lot.”

“I said I would, so I did. Besides, I actually love doing that with you girls. I’ve been trying to get Jasper and Luna into it, too. Apparently Koriana plays.”

We all continued to talk for another ten minutes or so, and then, after I filled the hellcat’s kitty with dragon seed, I took turns properly rutting each of the Nightmare Girls until I’d tuckered them out to the point of having to tuck them in before I left.

Things had been really good for me lately. Not perfect, because whenever someone was unhappy, like how I sensed Pinky was unhappy, that got to me, and I felt responsible. At the moment, my only confidant was my baby sister, and though she offered to talk, I didn’t want to be vulnerable with her either. She had her own shit to deal with. And my babies’ shit.

It wasn’t just Pinky worrying me, either. I could also tell that there was something on Mitsy’s mind that she’d been wanting to talk to me about, but she hadn’t brought it up yet. Part of the reason was probably because we hadn’t been alone together often enough, but still. I sensed it. And eventually it would have to come out.

But now it was time to shift my focus away from the Nightmare Girls and the Evil Girls to focus entirely on the Dream Girls. The weekend was about to start, and I would have three days to spend time with my very first harem and show them all how special they still were to me.

Not actually going on a big trip for this vacation kind of worried me, though. Moonchild Beach had been an incredibly effective change of pace, and I’d looked forward to having that same, or similar, experience with the other two harems. I was a little concerned that being confined to our own home for a so-called staycation was just going to result in no one taking the weekend event seriously, and it would end up being a wasted opportunity to get closer to them and see what I could do for Pinky Peach and the new mothers.

My face brightened with a grin as I walked inside, thinking of that last detail. New mothers. I was going to be a father again, very soon. I couldn’t be more thrilled about that, and I was sure Satina and Tahini were just as excited as me.

Maybe being at home really was the right call, given the fact that the babies were coming. This way we didn’t have to shoot back to the panic room when the moment happened, and everyone could be there to dote on the new mommies and help out where they could all weekend.

Well, no matter what happened, I was sure I was going to enjoy myself. After all, I was spending a three day weekend with the Girls of my Dreams—that’s a play on Dream Girls, in case you didn’t get it.


Chapter 7—Brock


The passage of time has consistently been a theme in my life lately, and that week was going to be no exception. In fact, the final day before the Dream Girls staycation started passed by so fast that I silently found myself asking where it went.

I sure as hell knew when it began, though.

"Rise and shine, everyone!" Pinky Peach shouted into her megaphone—something we all wish she'd never purchased. I didn't need to sleep like the girls, but after snuggling all night long with sleeping beauties in a cuddle puddle, I did enter a sleeplike state of a sort. Sleeplike enough to suck to get awoken from in this manner, anyway.

"Pinky, I will strangle you with my fuggin' vines," Blossom hissed from atop my chest. Her feet, which she'd recently gotten done to look more like sexy human or elven feet, dangled off the side of the bed, tiny root tendrils connecting them to the soil in her nearest pot.

"I'm with Blossom on this one," Mamba groaned as she rubbed her eyes. "Strangulation may be necessary if you don't get that thing out of our faces."

Pinky just giggled. "I know, I know, everyone hates the megaphone. That's a cute little bit, but I don't buy it. How could you hate something so cool?"

Tahini did a big, yawning stretch somewhere north of my head, squished between the pillow and the bed frame despite the mattress being huge enough to accommodate all the Dream Girls at once. Her body arched in something like a bridge pose for a moment, then twisted into something else vaguely yoga instructor worthy.

"She's out of line, but she's right. We really should get up," the catgirl said. "Three days isn't all that long, after all."

I found myself agreeing and gathered the three women under my arms like they were small stuffed animals and stood, making them giggle. "Alright pretty naked ladies, let's get this day a-going."

"A-going?" Tahini snickered. "You're already sounding more and more like a dad by the second."

"By the time I have my daughter someday, he'll speak entirely in bad puns and folksy turns of phrase," Mamba sighed.

I frowned at that, scrunching up my brow as I set them down beside Pinky. "Well, you don't know. It could be a son."

"Unlikely. Melody told me that Quinny said as far as Y-chromosome sperm goes, you're practically shooting blanks."

That just made my brow furrow even deeper. "I wish my goddamned sister would stop chatting about my fucking sperm."

None of the girls rushed to get dressed. Neither did I. In fact, just as I was about to suggest putting on some cozy pajamas for our staycation attire, Blossom started hugging me again, lifting a leg to loop it around my back. "Mmm... this staycation was an amazing idea. We can just do this all day long."

"Umm, no we freaking can't," Pinky corrected her. "Everyone needs to put on some clothes. Go back to your own rooms—Hephi special-ordered you custom onesies from Satina's sponsor."

"Surely I don't have to wear a motherfucking onesie," I said, my tone casual even as my words seemed harsh.

Pinky blanched a little. "I mean, I guess you don't have to if you don't want to, but we got you one. It's in this bag, here." She rattled a plastic-covered package that had been under her armpit until that point.

"And where's yours?" Mamba asked, eyeing the unicorn girl critically. "All I see is a lacy black bra and panties."

Pinky Peach scoffed in offense. "Puh-scuse me? At least I'm awake!"

"Technically we all are awake," Tahini pointed out with a smirk, swatting Blossom's hand as it reached for my cock to casually insert it into her flussy.

"Bad kitty!" Blossom muttered, finally setting her leg down. "Alright, though, fair enough. If you're all done here, I'll help Brocky get dressed and then go get dressed, too. What's for breakfast, Pinky?"

"We hired an anonymous courier to buy us some Darkling Donuts," Pinky Peach explained. "We thought it'd be a good breakfast for nostalgia's sake."

"Yep, and I put a psychic blocker on the courier that should make it difficult for Darkling HQ's own powerful psychics to notice that we're the intended consumers of said order."

I frowned. "They don't need to be that serious about the ban. It's not that big of a deal, is it? I literally only stole two girls from them."

"Technically three. I worked part-time there until you were my Capsule Puppy," Pinky Peach sighed. "I think you've been on their radar since that far back."

Blossom giggled. "I also left a job application there one time that said I changed my mind halfway through filling it out because Brock Clayton was all that I needed in life."

"Well, that was just rubbing salt in the wound," I muttered under my breath, scratching my scalp. "Shit. Now I kind of get it."

"Also, in addition to Satina and Spinella, Opal, Mitsy, Hart, and Ember Black all used to have jobs working at Darkling Donuts."

"Before they met me though, right?!" I sputtered. Pinky Peach looked away and sighed, shaking her head. "Before meeting me, though, right, Pinky?!" I repeated.

"Anyway... It's a good thing Mamba's as powerful a psychic as she is," the unicorn girl muttered.

Mamba suddenly straightened. "Wait a minute—let's not brush Blossom's bullshit excuse that she's going to help Brock get dressed under the rug. Blossom, you go get yourself dressed, and let Brock worry about his own onesie."

"Is it at least a manly onesie?" I asked hopefully, my eyes pleading to Pinky Peach.

She pouted guiltily. "Do you hear yourself? Have you ever heard of a manly onesie?"

"Why, though?!" I groaned, throwing up my hands.

Blossom started rubbing my chest, shushing me. "Shhh, there there, Brocky. I'll stay with you and make it all better."

"Like hell you will," Tahini said, grabbing Blossom's hair vines and pulling. "you're coming with me."

"No! Wait!" Blossom shouted. "There really is something I wanted to talk to him about!"

I could tell by her voice that she was serious so I raised a hand to stop the catgirl. "It's alright. For once in my life, I'll stay on task."

Pinky Peach handed me the onesie, still looking a bit pouty. "Well... I hope you don't hate it as much as you seem to think you will." And with that, she spun on her hoof and stormed out. Mamba, Tahini, all shot me looks ranging from disapproval to concern as they followed her.

"Shit," I growled. I didn't need to be that defensive. Blossom grabbed the plastic bag and ripped the packaging off. The onesie was a solar dragon kigurumi with a red cape in the back that said, "I ‘heart’ the Dream Girls." I felt even shittier reading that.

"Give me that fucking thing," I muttered, snatching it from Blossom and hastily donning it. To my surprise, she didn't continue to paw me or eyefuck me like usual. She actually looked..serious.

"Brocky?" she muttered.

"Yeah, babe?" I said as I buttoned the onesie in the front and made sure the buttflap was secure. I looked like a giant stuffed animal version of my draconic form, but I had to admit, the fabric was cozy.

Blossom batted her eyelashes at me. "Can I ask you a favor?"

"Anything," I told her. "Of course you can."

She nodded. "I knew you'd say that, but I don't think you should make that promise until you hear me out."

Frowning, I nodded for her to go on.

She let out a heavy breath of air tinged with her cute voice. "Oh, Brocky. I really love our babies so much."

I blinked. "I know you do," I said. This was not at all news. For the first few weeks after the flower spritelings sprouted, she was kind of detached and chose to visit them rarely. They needed way less attention than a normal baby, after all. But once she started visiting them more often at Satina's suggestion, she couldn't stop. She started visiting them every day, multiple times a day, and even sleeping with them all night on evenings that I spent in another harem's house.

"I want more," she said, pressing her hands on my chest. "Please, Brocky—consider it. They're so cute! And—I want you to knock up Petal, too!"

I remained calm, though what she was requesting was a bit out of left field. Well, the latter part, anyway. I'd been prepared for the possibility that her or maybe even Pinky Peach might want another baby soon. Pinky was too busy, but not so busy that she would swear off creampies on her fertile days. Blossom—well, she loved being a new mommy so much that it definitely seemed like a possibility that she'd want to keep that streak going as long as she could.

"I'm open to it," I said. "But why do you want to rope Petal into this? Does she even want a baby?"

"She trusts my judgment," Blossom insisted. "Jesus Christ, Brocky, you know how wise she thinks I am! I just want us to raise our daughters together. Please, baby, I'd be so grateful."

Again, she fluttered her long lashes at me and puffed up her cheeks in a pout. I gave her a hug. "We can talk to Petal sometime. But let's not rush into it. Let's see how you feel after the girls grow a bit more."

"Okay," she sighed, hugging me back. "I know you've got the onesie on, but I'm still naked. Do you wanna maybe drink some of my love nectar?"

"Sure," I said, grabbing her breast and rubbing my pinky over her nipple. "I could use something sweet."

"We've also got donuts," she reminded me.
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Following that, we made our way into the living room, where everyone was wearing their brand new onesies. Pinky Peach was wearing a pink unicorn kigurumi, while Mamba was wearing a green snaky one that called to mind her skin color before her Splice Shard appointment. Satina’s had a sheep design, probably because they didn't have goat ones, and Tahini had a black cat outfit. Blossom, of course, had a green onesie with pink floral patterns all over it.

Then there were Spinella and Eppy, who both wore spider ones. I looked at Pinky and gestured to Eppy. "She's so close to Spinny, and they didn't have elf ones, so it made the most sense," she sighed.

“It works for me, Pinky, dear,” Eppy giggled.

“If Eppy’s happy, I’m happy,” Spinella sighed, nuzzling her cheek.

Pinky forced a weak smile at the sight of me in mine. "You look very cute, baby."

"Thanks," I said. "Sorry about earlier, I—"

She held up her hand. "No, it's fine. I should have consulted you about it. It wasn't even short notice, to be honest. I ordered these with Hephi as a surprise back when I thought we'd be going on our other trip."

"I was wondering how they got here so fast," Mamba chuckled. "I guess that explains it."

Suddenly there was a frantic, uneven knocking at our front door. "I got it," I said. "Probably the delivery guy."

The girls watched me go for the front door and started their own conversations. The first order of business, apparently, was everyone scolding Blossom for still being naked, so she ran off to her room to put on her own vacation uniform.

I opened the door, and at first I didn't see anyone—but I did smell them. My brow furrowing, I reached out and snatched the perpetrator by the throat, causing whatever cloaking magic he had to drop. Within seconds I was staring at a ratfolk man with an eyepatch and a few paper bags—from Darkling Donuts.

"You people weren't kidding about the job," he said, coughing a bit as I released him. "That was the most deadly gig of my life. Those fuckers really have it out for you."

"Yeah, well, I recently learned it was fairly justified. What exactly happened? You smell like burnt fur."

"Flamethrowers. Shotguns. I'd better get out of here. Tell the hot unicorn chick to wire me the cash, but if you ever need a delivery again—go fuck yourself."

He slammed the door on me the second I managed to secure the last bag in my grip. Shaking my head, I headed back inside, finding all the Dream Girls eyeing me expectantly.

"Breakfast is here," I sang. "So—what exactly is the plan for the day?"

Pinky Peach smirked, grabbing a slideshow clicker from her onesie pocket. "Ahem!"


Chapter 8—Brock


Dream Girls meetings were always the most fun—aside from, possibly, the joint harem meetings, of course, but that's just because the chaos of a typical session got ramped up to the point of absurdity more often than not. Having seen a few big meetings like that lately, I was sure that this information session was going to feel relatively tame by comparison.

Pinky Peach banged her gavel on the podium three times for good measure. "Ahem, I say!"

Hephi nodded as though she couldn't agree more with the sentiment. I chuckled at that, but watched as the unicorn girl's eyes kept drifting to the tablet in Hephi's hands as the expensive stylus began dictating everything they said.

"Uh—anyway," the unicorn girl continued, frowning as the projector screen slowly lowered behind her. "In this meeting, we're going to go over the plan for the big weekend! As we—"

Satina raised her hand but didn't wait to get called on to make her inquiry. "I assume it's fine if we eat our breakfast while the meeting goes on," she said, not exactly posing it as a question.

Pinky Peach smiled. "Of course. As we begin this momentous—"

Mamba chimed in next. "Did you eat, Pinky? Maybe we should just put this off until after everyone finishes breakfast."

"No, that's alright. I can wait. The schedule kind of launches right into the thick of things pretty fast, so time is a bit sensitive. Now—As we Dream Girls embark upon this momentous—"

"Did anyone see where Eppy went?" Spinella asked, a little concerned by the sound of her voice and the way her tarsi ground together.

"Shit," Hephi muttered, palming her face. "This is why we take attendance."

"W-wait, what? I just saw her a second ago," Pinky stammered in disbelief. "Hang on." She closed her eyes and focused, no doubt trying to use her psychic link to Eppy to track the elf princess down. "I think she's in the bathroom. Which is... odd."

"Her body is magically synthetic," Spinella mumbled with deepening concern. "She doesn't use the bathroom at all. She doesn't even need to shower much. Well, but she compulsively showers for hours a day anyway."

I stood up, trying to stay positive as I could tell the girls were a bit worried. "You go ahead and say anything you need to say specifically to the girls first. I'll go see what's going on with Eppy."

Pinky Peach nodded. "Okay. Thanks, baby. Now, girls—in that case, the first thing we have to do is review the proper handling and use of a broom."

I walked away from the meeting area as Pinky Peach launched into a slideshow I was sure would have been entertaining for all the wrong reasons, making a beeline toward the hall where the bathroom was. I knocked on the door. "Eppy, you in there?" I asked, speaking with as gentle a tone as I could.

I could have sworn I heard her sniffle before answering. "Yes, I'm in here, darling."

"May I come in?" I asked.

"... Alright," she said after a slight pause. "The door is unlocked."

I opened the bathroom door and stepped inside, seeing Eppy's beautiful silhouette blurred behind the shower curtain as she sat, fully clothed, water off, in the tub.

"What's going on?" I pulled the curtain back, revealing the gorgeous elven blonde. Her eyes looked either on the verge of crying or maybe just done with it—I couldn't tell. It was always strange to me how biological her body seemed considering the fact that, like Spinella pointed out, she was more or less a conscious spirit possessing a high tech doll that took on the shape of her psychic signature.

Eppy didn't look like she wanted to answer me, but she had her phone in her hands.

"You can tell me," I said.

She seemed dubious about the proposition, frowning as she looked up at me. Her eyebrows knitted together, and she placed a hand on mine. "Do you promise you won't be upset with me?"

"Of course," I said. "As long as you didn't murder someone, I mean."

"I didn't. It's..." She let out about the heaviest sigh I could remember hearing as she tapped her phone screen and unlocked it. When her screen returned to what it had been on just before I showed up, I froze in surprise.

"What's the meaning of this?" I asked, trying to stay calm and not pass any kind of judgment. On my screen was the nanny cam feed of Moonie's bedroom. The little unicorn dragon girl was in the middle of sounding out a book with my sister.

Eppy shook her head. "I—I don't know. It's foolish of me."

I blinked. "Why are you spying on my sister and daughter?"

"It's nothing," she said. "You wouldn't understand. And neither will Pinky, by the way—so please don't tell her."

I frowned at her, putting some things together. "Is this why you were so averse to doing anything that would take us away from home? You were afraid of a situation where you'd be forced back into Pinky's head, and she'd know what you were doing?"

The elf nodded. "I'm afraid so. I've been deceitful to you, Brock. I never thought I'd be capable of that, but—I'm feeling very intense feelings toward your daughter."

"Motherly feelings?" I guessed, putting the clues together. "Your closeness and your enduring link to Pinky has made you feel as though Moonie is your daughter too on some level, I guess?"

"Well, isn't she?" she huffed, her eyes wet and glossy. "How is she not? Pinky and I are, in a sense, the same entity. In our default state, we share a mind, and our personalities influence one another. Even when we're apart, I can feel her inside me, and I know she has kept many of my traits. Obviously." She pointed at her impressive chest for that last word.

I climbed into the tub with her and lifted her up, setting her on my lap. "You should definitely talk with Pinky about this," I told her. "But I understand completely. For what it's worth, I think what you're saying makes a lot of sense."

"Thank you," she said as her arms wrapped around me. "I've suppressed and barricaded the feelings from her as long as I could, but these last few days, Moonie is all I can think about. I wonder about what it must be like to hold her, to sing to her, to play with her. She is part elven—that's me!" She squeezed me tight. "That's my blood, not Pinky's. She's my daughter, too!"

This was about the most complicated bathroom situation I'd walked in on since Boy Scouts. "Alright," I said. "Does Spinella know about these feelings?"

Eppy nodded, then paused, then shook her head. "I told her about them after Moonie was born, but I haven't exactly updated her as the feelings continued to evolve. I didn't want to worry her—she's very dependent on my happiness."

"I know," I said, smiling. "She's softer and easier to upset than you. I think she should know, though, don't you? As close as the two of you are, I mean, it makes sense. I bet she'd feel more hurt than protected if she knew you weren't sharing this with her."

"Was the poor darling worried about me?" Eppy smirked, looking into my eyes with her baby blues.

"Yeah," I said. "Of course she was. Let's head back to the meeting, though. Sometime, over the course of this weekend, I want you to tell Pinky Peach about these feelings and work something out with her. Pinky gave birth to Moonie—not you. But I think you have a right to feel the way you feel and be a bit more involved in our daughter's life than you currently are."

"Much more," she contested. "But thank you."

"Speaking from experience," I went on, "this kind of thing is exactly why these vacation weekends are great. The Nightmare Girls really worked through a lot of shit on their three days together."

"Well, I'm not them, so we'll see how it goes." Eppy stood, dragging me onto my feet with her, though keeping our bodies close the whole time. "You smell so good. I wish I could split you open from groin to throat, crawl right inside, sew you back up, and snuggle with your beating heart."

"Yeah, well, I'm glad you suppress that impulse," I said, patting her on the butt. "Let's get going."
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"And that, ladies, is why they say 'Cleaning gives Meaning, and Scrubbing is Loving,'" Pinky Peach smugly said just as we were walking back into the room. "Oh! Brock, Eppy! You two are just in time! I'll catch you up on the cleaning slide show later."

"I'm sure it was brilliant, Pinky, dear, I can't wait to see it."

I frowned. "I can wait."

Pinky Peach giggled. "Ahem! Alright, now we're starting the proper meeting. First of all, you all should have a printed schedule in front of you. In about twenty minutes, a dryad named Tria and some of her clones will come to visit us for a very cozy morning. Since I was threatened with brutal nipple pinches if I didn’t let Blossom talk about Tria as she’s a plant girl too, I'll give Blossom the floor for this part.

Oh? This was interesting. Everyone turned to look at the flower sprite, and I smiled as I saw Blossom stand up straight and strike a proud posture. "Thanks, tits! Alright, everyone, listen up! Petal told me about a dryad that the Nightmare Girls met at Moonchild Beach. They got her socials and contact info before leaving because they had such a fuggin' awesome time getting rubbed down by her and her clones that they decided to make it part of their regular routine. Well, this weekend, we're stealing Tria away from them! We're going to chill and relax together in the living room this morning while getting pampered by a bunch of identical, super hot plant girls with big boobs and servile natures! You're fuggin' welcome."

Blossom sat back down, and a slow clap began for some reason or another, and everyone eventually joined in.

"Right," Pinky chirped. "And after that, we'll order in a nice big lunch and take a snuggly nap in the superbed in Brock's room. Once our food is all digested—"

"We'll eat more food!" Satina interrupted, clapping once more. "I love it, Pinky! Brilliant!"

"No, we'll have a group yoga session, also hosted by Tria—we booked her for the whole day. Brock can relax and enjoy the view for this part," the unicorn girl giggled.

"Sounds like a fucking plan to me," I said, cracking my knuckles. "Don't be surprised if I take the initiative to smack a few booties."

Hephi cut in here. "And then, of course, you have some rest time, dinner, and facials. Brock, you can participate for that part. It should be relaxing."

I shrugged, having already accepted the onesie. I could handle getting a bit pampered. "Facials it is. Sounds nice."

"That's the idea," Pinky Peach giggled. “As for Days Two and Three—well, let's just wait until tomorrow morning to go over the details, but you can get a basic idea by looking over the printed schedule."

I did as she suggested, glancing down at the handout. There was a big all-morning brunch scheduled, which Satina would definitely love. No wait—

"What the absolute fuck!" she gasped. "I'm scheduled to deliver the baby during brunch!"

"Right," Pinky frowned. "We'll definitely save some stuff for you, but you're not really supposed to eat before it anyway, so there really isn't much we could do."

Satina started hyperventilating, her eyes going wide, instantly glassy and dry looking as Mamba started rubbing her back. "It's alright, sweety, we'll save one of everything for you."

"One?!" Satina gasped. "One?! Oh, gods of the grove, what have I done to deserve this! Call Quinny—this baby isn't coming out until—"

I cut through her panic attack the best I could. "No, we're doing this. And when it's over, and it's safe to eat, I'll give you the biggest, fanciest meal of your life, alright?"

Satina's eyes went wide. "I hope you know what you're promising, Brock, I really do."

"So do I," Hephi muttered. "I'll never forget the time she got us kicked out of that seafood buffet."

The other stuff marked for day two looked promising, though I'd of course be in and out due to two of my girls having their daughters. The whole weekend looked well planned and very laid back, which suited me just fine. I didn't need huge trips with big events. Watching the ladies get pampered and letting them treat me like a big stuffed animal was more than enough to satisfy me.

We made it through the rest of the meeting minutes pretty cleanly and in almost record time. As the girls started filing away, I rose, too, getting ready to leave and prepare to be reunited with Tria. It would be weird seeing her in my own home.

"Where do you think you're going, handsome?" Pinky Peach said accusingly, though there was an obvious smile in her voice.

I turned back and blinked at her. "To get ready?"

"Yeah, no. You missed the cleaning presentation, remember?" she reminded me. "There's some really good info in there that I can't wait to share with you."

I frowned, but Eppy clapped her hands excitedly beside me. "Oh. Right. Of course."


Chapter 9—Blossom


"I'm just saying, I should probably grab a quick snack before they get here," Satina said as her cloven hooves clicked against the hardwood. She hovered near the kitchen doorway, her red ponytail swishing nervously as Blossom hummed an old Earth song Brocky had taught her, arranging the last massage table. "Shot through the butt! And you're so lame! You give love... something..." Well, she didn't remember it exactly.

The morning sunlight streamed through the garden doors made Blossom's ivy-green skin tingle pleasantly. It was no substitute for having her nude little body pressed against her super hot solar boyfriend, but it was nice.

"We literally just finished breakfast, Satina," Tahini pointed out as her black tail went taut in exasperation. With a series of grunts and nods, she directed Blossom in positioning the table. Her cat ears twitched as she surveyed the arrangement critically. "Like, twenty minutes ago. You had four plates of eggs."

"And toast," the satyress added defensively, absently touching one of her small black horns. Her freckled face scrunched up. "But massages take a lot out of you! I read that somewhere. I think you burn more calories during a twenty minute massage than you do running a marathon."

"That is the dumbest shit I think I've ever—" Mamba started, her scaled tail giving an amused rattle, but she was cut off by Pinky's sharp gasp.

"Who," the unicorn girl demanded as her pink tail lashed behind her, "left this drop of milk on the table? Are you trying to kill us all?!"

"Oh gods," Eppy muttered, as she appeared from wherever she'd been lurking. Her blue eyes narrowed at the offending dairy specimen. "Don't panic, darling. I'll handle it."

"Handle it?" Pinky's voice went up an octave, her hooves clopping anxiously on the floor as she paced. "HANDLE IT? Do you think it's that fucking easy? It—"

"A little to the left," Tahini directed Blossom, raising her voice to be heard over Pinky's mounting hysteria. Her glasses caught the light as she gestured precisely with one bronze-skinned hand. "We want to make sure everyone has enough space between tables."

"Yeah, we do," Blossom agreed, her vines rustling as she slid the table over. The morning sun felt amazing on her chlorophyll-rich skin. "I don't want anyone's fuggin' elbows in my face while I'm getting pampered."

Behind them, Pinky and Eppy had tag-teamed the milk drop with no less than three different cleaning solutions and a UV light. The elf princess's knife collection clinked softly at her hip as she worked. Pinky's bubblegum pink eyes almost glowed as she focused all her energy on the task.

"Is that really necessary?" Mamba asked from where she was arranging aromatherapy candles with Spinella. Her forked tongue flicked out to taste the various scents. The purple-skinned spider girl beside her was carefully positioning each candle for optimal vibes, her eight red eyes blinking in sequence.

"Is preventing the collapse of civilization necessary?" Pinky shot back, scrubbing furiously, her pink mane bouncing with the effort. The unicorn girl's milky white skin flushed from her cleaning crusade. "Some people say dried milk is flammable. The house might burn down, you know."

"Nobody says that," Satina muttered. Blossom noted that there was definitely something in her mouth, but she didn't bother looking to confirm.

The doorbell chimed through the house, and immediately Scruffers burst out of Spinella's room and erupted into aggressive clicks and shrieks from his usual spot near Spinella's feet, all eight of his furry legs tensing for action.

"No, no, sweetie, it's okay!" Spinella tried to calm her tarantudog, but he took off charging toward the door with his mandibles clacking excitedly. Her spider legs chittered behind her as she moved to intercept him. "They're just the nice massage ladies! Oh gods, someone grab him!"

"I've got him!" Eppy called, leaping into a diving grab that missed completely as Scruffers darted between her legs.

"NO SKITTERING IN THE HOUSE!" Pinky shouted, momentarily distracted. "Oh, gods, this is chaos!"

Spinella finally caught up with Scruffers just before he reached the door, scooping him up in her arms. He wiggled furiously in her grasp, mandibles still clicking. "I am so sorry, he gets excited about new plant people. Let me just put him in my room."

"Fuggin' racist spider-dog," Blossom huffed. "He's lucky he's so fuggin' cute."

Before heading to the door, Hephi gave Brock, who was also moving massage tables, a quick peck on the cheek. Her face warmed with a slight blush. "Well, Tria's here. That's my cue to head out."

"Wait, why again? I don't get it," Blossom asked. "You're basically one of us!"

Hephi shook her head, her brunette hair swaying as she smiled. "No, I'm getting lumped in with the Evil Girls for their trip to Bliss Falls next weekend. Besides, someone has to handle the business side of things while you're all relaxing."

"Pfft, whatever," Blossom said, but she was already distracted by Tahini's thoughtful expression. "What's that constipated face about?"

"You seem tense," Tahini observed quietly, reaching out to touch one of Blossom's trembling leaves. "Nervous about your first professional massage?"

"Me? Fuggin' please," Blossom scoffed, though her leaves rustled. "If Petal can do this, so can I."

Still, she remembered all the times Brock had massaged her... His strong hands working out the kinks in her shoulder vines, his warmth seeping into her as he worked down her body. But this would be different. Another girl doing it felt weird. Really intimate, and not something she was used to.

Unlike some of the other girls, Blossom didn't really love to be sensually touched by another woman. She viewed her body as being Brock's domain, and maybe Petal's, but that was just because Petal was the fuggin' best. So having some strange woman walk in and rub oil all over her body was going to be... weird.

"Let's fuggin' do this, ladies!" Blossom shouted, partly to drown out her own thoughts. She made her vines perk up with forced enthusiasm.

"Hell yeah!" Mamba called from across the room where she was still arranging candles, her scaled tail rattling in excitement. "To be honest, I really need this."

Brock chuckled and easily made all the girls melt at the sound of his manly voice. "You've all definitely earned it."

Spinella returned, slightly out of breath. "Scruffers is settled back in his web-bed. Sorry about that, guys."

Pinky marched in with a line of identical dryads. They were all gorgeous, with bark-like skin a shade darker than Blossom's and flowing vine-hair that cascaded down their backs.

"Everyone, this is Tria, Tria, Tria, Tria, Tria, and..." Pinky paused at the last one, her brow twitching as she tried to remember. "Sorry, I forgot your name."

"It's Tria," the last dryad said with a patient smile.

"Got it!" Pinky nodded. "Also Tria."

One of the Trias—possibly the lead one?—stepped forward with movements both graceful and professional. "Alright ladies, please get comfortable on your tables. You can remove your cute onesies—it's completely normal for a massage. If you prefer to wear undergarments, that's totally fine as well."

Being a big fan of being naked, Blossom didn't need to be told twice. She shucked off her onesie and hopped onto the nearest table, manipulating her hair vines to help her get situated. Around her, the others disrobed. Satina's furry legs carried her to her table, while Eppy meticulously folded her onesie before lying down. She even went so far as to spritz it with air freshener. Once she was on her back, her golden hair spread across the pillow like a golden hair halo.

Blossom took a moment to appreciate all the feminine beauty around her. Sooo many glorious titties. Fugg yes.

"We'll start with foot massages," Blossom's Tria explained, draping a soft towel over her. "Just lie back and relax."

"Uh. Sure." As Blossom got settled, she studied her Tria more closely, noting how the dryad's bark-like skin caught the light coming in through the garden window. "You know, you kind of look like me and Petal."

"That's such an honor to hear you say," Tria beamed, her vine-hair perking up. "I'm actually a huge fan of yours, Blossom. I've bought several of your custom pots."

"Oh!" Blossom perked up, her own leaves rustling with pride. "Which ones?"

"The sunset series with the gold trim. And that special edition pot with the heart-shaped drain holes. I put my tree in that one. It's out in my van outside right now, actually. Dryads can't go far from our tree."

"Fuggin' nice taste," Blossom nodded approvingly. Then Tria touched her foot, and all coherent thought fled as expert fingers found spots she didn't even know could feel this good.

"Interesting," Tria murmured as her hands moved with practiced precision. "Your feet are exactly like Petal's. I remember her well."

"Same—ah!—same place did them," Blossom managed, her vines curling with pleasure. "She wanted to match me."

Tria's hands paused, and her vine-hair swayed as she cocked her head. "Please let me know if anything feels uncomfortable. I know flower sprite feet can be sensitive because of the root channels. And given that I believe you got your feet done fairly recently, you know..."

"Mhmmm," Blossom hummed, melting into the table as waves of relaxation flowed through her.

The soft crinkle of a wrapper came from Satina's table, followed by chewing. Blossom heard Pinky Peach sigh along with the new sound.

"Are you eating a candy bar?" Pinky asked, not opening her eyes.

"... No?" Satina managed through what was clearly a full mouth.

"You're going to get crumbs all over the place," Mamba observed. "Gods, I sound like Pinky."

"Worth it," Satina mumbled. "I'm eating for two, after all."

Around Blossom, the room filled with happy sighs and occasional moans of relief. Spinella chittered contentedly while Mamba made a sound suspiciously like moaning as her scaled tail swished. Pinky even seemed to forget about her endless to-do list, based on her blissed-out murmurs and the glow of her horn.

Still, even through her haze of relaxation, Blossom realized something was missing. "Wait... where's Brocky?"

"Oh, he's taking a shower," her Tria explained, working on a particularly tender spot. "Pinky arranged for all six of us to massage him at once later, so he's just waiting his turn."

"Wow, that sounds nice," Blossom giggled, then settled back down as Tria's hands worked their magic. "Mmm... So good."

As expert fingers continued their work, Blossom's thoughts drifted to her daughters. Their tiny pots were lined up in the nursery, each one a perfect little mini-Blossom. Well, almost perfect. Flora had darker leaves, Dewdrop's petals had a subtle blue tinge at the tips. And Polly—sweet Polly had somehow ended up with Brocky's dimples. Blossom 2 was more or less an exact duplicate of Blossom, though.

"You're smiling," Tria observed, her own vine-hair swaying gently.

"Just thinking about my baby girls," Blossom replied dreamily as her leaves rustled with pride. "I doubt you've seen their pots, but I designed those myself, you know."

"I'm sure they're beautiful," Tria assured her, her hands moving up to give some attention to Blossom's lower leg. "Now, I'm going to work on your calves. Let me know if anything feels too intense."

From the table next to her, Eppy's voice came soft, barely audible over Spinella's happy chittering. "Blossom?"

"Mm?" Blossom turned her head slightly, catching sight of Eppy's golden hair.

"Do you ever get... sad? When you can't be with your daughters?"

Blossom's eyes opened slightly, watching as Eppy's pointed ears twitched. "Yeah," she answered quietly. "Why do you ask?"

"No reason," Eppy whispered, then let out a quiet moan as her Tria worked on a knot in her shoulder.

Blossom closed her eyes again, but her thoughts had shifted. She thought back to the last time she played with her babies, singing them songs and give them lots of kisses, as was custom. How her heart had ached with missing them. Maybe that's what Eppy was feeling about—

The soft crinkle of another wrapper interrupted her thoughts, followed by Satina trying to unwrap something.

"Seriously, Satina?" Pinky groaned, her horn glowing faintly.

"Shhh," Satina whispered through another mouthful. "No talking during massage time. That's totally a rule."

"Since when?" Mamba asked, lifting her head slightly.

"I feel like 'no eating during a massage' is a more logical rule," Tahini chimed in as her cat ears twitched.

Blossom smiled and let their familiar bickering wash over her like a barrel of anal lube. For now, she could just enjoy this moment of peace with all her wonderful friends.

Well, almost all of her friends. It would be even better with Brocky and Petal here, but she could be patient.

For a little while, anyway.

And maybe she'd check on her daughters right after this. Just because.

Her hair vines curled contentedly at the thought as Tria's hands worked their magic. Yeah. She should probably check on her daughters, just to be sure they're alright.


Chapter 10—Brock


Being a dragon man in the vein of Trogdor for the last couple of years, spending my life in a fantastical city floating through space, I’d been exposed to a lot of new experiences. I could take a moment to list them all, from the sensation of turning into a beam of light and traveling at light speed, to the feeling that comes with getting one’s dragon dick milked by flower sprite pussy vines, but I’ll spare you, dear reader. At this point, I don’t think I have anything left to prove.

Still, with all that being said, nothing quite prepared me for what it felt like to have six identical dryad hotties expertly massage every inch of my body at once. Twelve hands roamed me, doing their best to dig in expertly and provide me some relief. My muscles and scaly flesh, though it might appear human, was next to impossible for her to apply much pressure to, but it still felt amazing just being touched in such a doting way by so many women at once. It wasn’t my first time getting a massage from Tria, but it was my first time getting a massage from all six of her.

That was about an hour or so ago. But even now, sitting in my room during a brief respite and staring at the blank TV screen where Sonic & Knuckles should be playing, I could still feel phantom touches from all those skilled hands working me over.

“Going to need a cold shower before this yoga thing,” I grunted to myself, shaking my head. “Or there could be consequences.”

Don't get me wrong—the Trias were consummate professionals. If they noticed any of my more... involuntary reactions to having twelve hands rubbing oil into my muscles, they were polite enough not to mention it. Still, it was a jarring experience having that many women who weren't part of my harem touching me so intimately. A part of me was a bit shocked that Pinky Peach had arranged it at all.

My body didn't quite know what to make of being spoiled in that way. Even my inner dragon seemed confused, alternating between contentedly rumbling and anxiously pacing in my mind.

"Come on, you piece of shit," I muttered, getting on hands and knees, fiddling with the cables behind my Sega Genesis for the third time. The screen remained stubbornly dark. With a defeated sigh, I pulled out the custom adapter Tahini had rigged up to convert Meteoropolis mana into Earth-compatible electricity. Sure enough, the delicate components looked completely fried.

"So much for finally beating Golden Axe this weekend." I gave the console a fond pat as I switched it off. At least Tahini could probably whip up another adapter eventually. She was a genius with that kind of thing, after all—the rare sort of nerd that was as good with the hardware side as she was the software.

The smell of barbecue wafting up from downstairs reminded me it was nearly lunchtime anyway. It sure did smell heavenly, too. I rose to my feet and rubbed my belly as I made my way toward the door and down the stairs. Following my nose and dragon instincts, I headed straight to the kitchen where I found Satina, Pinky Peach, and Tahini unpacking what looked like enough food to feed a small gated orc community.

"I'm telling you," Tahini was saying as she arranged containers on the counter, her tail swishing excitedly behind her, "the way the oil glistened on his muscles was just—" She caught sight of me in the doorway and promptly dropped the container she was holding. Only my quick reflexes let me dart forward and catch it before it hit the floor.

"Was just what?" I asked with a grin, setting the container safely on the counter. "Don't stop on my account. I'm curious to hear how that sentence ends."

"Nothing!" Pinky squeaked, her cheeks going as pink as her horn. She fumbled with the takeout bag she was holding. "We were just, um, discussing the catering! Right, Satina?"

"Oh yes," Satina agreed way too quickly, absently rubbing her pregnant belly, though the way she eyed the meat, I doubted she was thinking about the baby. "Very important catering discussion. Extremely professional."

"The catering. Right." I chuckled as all three of them blushed at me. "Well, don't let me interrupt your very important discussion about the food, and definitely not about how sexy I looked getting massaged."

"Oh gods, you heard that part?" Tahini groaned, covering her face with her hands. Her ears were pressed flat against her head in embarrassment.

"To be fair," Satina said as she wrapped her arms around me, "you can't really blame us. Do you have any idea how good you looked all oiled up and relaxed like that?" She pressed her impressive chest against mine, and I could feel the swell of her belly between us. "It was quite a show."

"The best show," Pinky agreed, joining the hug from my other side. "Though maybe next time we should be the ones giving you the massage..."

"Now that's an idea I can get behind," Tahini purred, completing the three-on-one embrace by pressing against my back. Her hands wandered a bit more than strictly necessary, quickly cupping my ass, and I could feel her tail curling around my leg.

For a moment I was tempted to let things progress, especially with how worked up and touch-sensitive my massage had left me. But I reluctantly pulled back, knowing we had other commitments, and Satina would certainly regret it if we let the food go cold.

"Much as I'd love to continue this," I said, "we've got yoga in less than an hour. We should probably focus on lunch and cleanup first."

"He's right," Satina sighed, giving me one last kiss that lingered just a bit longer than necessary. "This is exactly why I'm having your baby, you know. You're so responsible. And you know not to mess around when it comes to mealtime. It’s very hot."

"Everything about him is hot," Pinky muttered under her breath, though not quite quietly enough.

I was about to reply when the rest of the Dream Girls came thundering down the stairs, drawn by the smell of food. I couldn’t blame them—the same smell drew me, too, after all.

A certain flower sprite of course had more unique dietary issues to contend with, and I could see her face scrunching up as she’d entered the kitchen. She pulled her hair vines out of her face and inspected our haul.

"Tell me you fuggin' remembered to get water for me," she said, her inky black eyes scanning the spread. "I don't see any fancy bottles anywhere."

Pinky beamed. "Of course we did! We even got you one of their collector's cups. It's shaped like a skull!"

"Fuggin' awesome!" Blossom squealed, jumping up and down so that her vines rustled with excitement. "Give it here, tits!"

"The drinks are still in the bag," Tahini said, reaching for one of the many takeout sacks littering the counter. "Along with about fifty napkins because someone insisted we'd need them."

"And we will," Pinky huffed. "Have you seen how messy barbecue gets? I'm not having sauce stains all over my clean house."

"Our house," Eppy corrected gently as she glided into the kitchen behind Spinella, quickly hugging her from the back. The spider girl’s extra legs chittered happily at the sight of all the food.

I laughed a bit. “But why the napkins? Why not just use a washcloth or some magic?”

“Cleaning magic just moves things around, it doesn’t get rid of it completely,” Eppy clarified. “At least the kind I know and am able to use without kicking up a legal fuss.”

“And if they’re going to offer free cleaning supplies of any kind, we’re going to take them,” Pinky Peach added in a tone of voice that seemed to think the conversation was ridiculous. “I mean, come on, baby.”

"Oh my gods, are those grilled mushrooms I smell?" Spinella asked, her multiple eyes widening. "Please tell me you got the giant portobello caps!"

"Three orders," Pinky confirmed. "And some deep-fried cave crabs for you, too, Spinny."

As everyone started grabbing plates and serving themselves, Mamba caught my eye and gestured me over to a quiet corner of the kitchen. She was fidgeting with her tail, which was unusual for her—Mamba was normally the most composed of all of us.

"Hey, got a minute?" she asked quietly. "I wanted your opinion on something."

"Of course," I said, noting how nervous she seemed, but trying not to slip into an overly cautious tone lest my anxiety rub off on her. "What's up?"

Mamba glanced around to make sure none of the others were paying attention before speaking. "I got offered a job. Chief of Psychic Investigations for the Meteoropolis PD."

My face split into a huge grin and I wrapped her in a crushing hug, lifting her off her feet in my excitement. This was perfect—exactly the kind of opportunity she'd been hoping for. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

As long as I’d known Mamba, something like this had been her dream—to be able to use her powers in the open. “I’m so proud of you,” I whispered.

"Brock Star," she wheezed, squirming in my grip, "you're stronger than me by a factor of ten thousand. Maybe ease up a bit before you crack a rib?"

"Sorry, sorry!" I set her down quickly, though I couldn't wipe the smile off my face. "I'm just so excited for you. This is amazing news—you've always wanted this. I know how important being able to follow your traditions has been to you, to glorify Selina Silversnake, right?"

Her eyes widened. "I haven't said that name in a while, at least not around you. I'm touched you remember."

"Of course I remember. Your faith is important to you, even if you don't talk about it much these days. And being able to use your gifts to help people—that's always been something you’re good at. Tt always made me nervous, but that doesn’t mean I don’t support you."

She nodded slowly. "Thank you, babe. But..."

"But what? This seems perfect for you."

She glanced toward the others, who were piling their plates high with barbecue. Satina and Spinella were arguing good-naturedly about who got the last order of deep-fried pickled cockatrice hearts. "I don't know. I don't want to be the one who causes the Dream Girls to fall apart."

"That's not going to happen," I assured her. "We've got Spinella to take your spot with Eppy as her sub if you need to go part-time with them. And honestly? Pro gaming has always been Spinella's dream—she's just been too shy to really push for a bigger role. If anything changes with the Dream Girls, it'll be because of the new babies, not because you're taking your dream job."

"You really think so?"

"I know so." I squeezed her shoulder. "The Dream Girls are a family first and a business second anyway. Taking a new job doesn't change that. Look at Pinky—she's literally running Flinch now, and she's still here."

"True." Mamba's eyes got noticeably wet. "Though that does take a toll on her. Still, I knew you'd understand. I was so nervous to bring it up, but... you always get it."

"Of course I do. And believe me, Pinky’s issues are on my radar, too, but that’s something we have to address gently and with time. Your situation isn’t like that. So come on—let's get some food before Satina eats it all—" I raised my voice suddenly, “even though she’s supposed to be fasting before giving birth!”

“Oh, Brock, you’re so silly,” the satyress giggled.

“I’m not trying to be,” I sighed.

When we rejoined the others, they'd started to migrate to the living room. Soon we were all gathered around the TV. Someone had put on a competitive cooking show, though no one seemed to be paying much attention to it.

"Oh yeah," Tahini said, looking up from her loaded plate, "When I was in your room earlier, I noticed your Genesis cable got fried. The mana-to-electricity conversion for that thing is trickier than I thought—I'll need to splice together a more efficient replacement sometime."

"Please hurry," I begged, only half-joking. "I really think I've got a shot at beating Golden Axe this weekend."

"I'll see what I can do," she promised with a fond smile. "But no promises. Some of us have babies to deliver, you know."

She had a point there.

"Speaking of which," Satina chimed in, "someone hand me more of those deep-fried pickled cockatrice hearts. Brock, your hungry little daughter is demanding them."

"You and Spinella ate them all already," Eppy pointed out. "Like, five minutes ago."

"Well then someone needs to order more! I'm eating for two here!"

I settled onto the couch between Pinky and Blossom, grabbing my own loaded plate of barbecue. Blossom immediately curled some of her hair vines around my arm, snuggling me possessively while she wiggled her collector's cup.

"This is fuggin' great," she declared as she dipped a toe inside her cup, letting the roots sink in. "Turns out water tastes better out of a skull."

"That's definitely not going to be true for everyone," Mamba said, though she was smirking.

Looking around at all of them—my gorgeous, brilliant, ridiculous women—I couldn't help but smile too. Even with fried Genesis cables, impending births, and abrupt career changes in the air, there was nowhere else I'd rather be. These quiet moments with them, just being together and enjoying each other's company, were worth more than all the time magic in the world. This staycation was going to be a big success.

Though I really did want to beat Golden Axe this weekend.

"Hey Tahini," I called out, "are you sure you can't fix that cable today? Thats’s a meditative activity befitting someone as beautifully pregnant as you, right?"

She laughed and threw a crumpled up napkin at my head in reply. "Eat your fucking barbecue, dragon boy."

I definitely deserved that.


Chapter 11—Brock


Cleanup after barbecuing was a breeze with all the disposable napkins Pinky had on hand, though our trash bin was overflowing. I handled the dishes while Pinky Peach and Eppy swept, mopped, and vacuumed the floor. In the meantime, Spinella offered words of encouragement as she cuddled Scruffers on the sofa, and Blossom pretended to clean up some dirt that had spilled out of her pot the last time she hopped around inside of it.

Tahini and Satina worked together to wipe down the kitchen table—that’s mostly where those napkins came into use, after they used a washcloth to wipe off any messy barbecue sauce stains. Mamba took out the trash and then helped me with some of the washing up.

“We’ve got this down, I’d say,” the hissfolk beauty cooed as she sidled up with me, drying the dishes and putting them in the rack after I’d finished washing and rinsing.

“Might be nice if Spinella and Blossom did a bit more, but baby steps,” I cautiously agreed with a chuckle.

Honestly, I wasn’t in much of a position to complain, as usually the girls rushed to finish the chores before I mustered up the motivation to do anything. It was an old reflex of theirs leftover from the dreaded Brock Point System. By completing chores, they could earn points to spend alone time with me.

As far as I knew, that system had finally been put to bed as of last week, right after coming back from the Nightmare Girls beach vacation. I no longer had any charts in my face or forms to sign. Things more or less just seemed to happen organically, and it always just kind of worked out. I still had certain days mapped out for certain harems, but the ‘who and what at which time’ of it all had been eliminated.

I’d told them for ages that the BPS was unnecessary. And, what do you know? I was right. Not often a man gets to say that to his girlfriend, let alone over a dozen of them.

When I did say it at the last meeting, the girls all just let out knowing little giggles, though, which made Quinny assume a cocky look and receive a bunch of high fives from other ladies. I wasn’t sure what that was about, nor did I really want to know. I decided it was best to just let myself think I won this one.

After lunch, it wasn’t long before our next spot of activities hit the docket. Some of the girls took quick showers, and I got wrangled into a couple of those. Most notably, Tahini and Satina requested my help reaching all their hard to reach places, given the size of their baby bumps.

As the water cascaded down their naked bodies, a big part of me wondered if I could induce labor right now if I just bent them over and went to town. I decided to stick with the plan, but that didn’t stop the girls from getting on their knees to give Brock Mini the scrubbing of a lifetime.

Following that, and the additional shower that that led to, I went with the pair of mommies-to-be out into the garden where everyone else was waiting for us, and the six Trias were already set up.

The afternoon dome light poured over the garden, warming my skin just right, making my inner dragon rumble in satisfaction. Out on the lawn, the girls started spreading their own yoga mats with some guidance from the dryads, each trying to find the perfect spot between the flower beds and the disorganized array of Blossom’s homemade pots in the corner of the backyard.

“No, no, the flow of solar vibes is all wrong!” Blossom threw her hands up as her hair vines twitched dramatically. “The sun has to hit your mat just right, or what’s even the fuggin' point, Spinny?!”

Spinella’s eight eyes blinked in slow sequence. “I think I’ll set up in the shade if that’s okay.”

“It’s extremely not okay,” Blossom huffed, crossing her arms in what I took to be an obvious attempt to push up her boobs so they’d look much bigger than Spinella’s.

“But... I’m a spider girl. I like the shade.”

Blossom’s inky black eyes went wide, then narrowed as she shook her head in disgust. “Petal would get it.”

Mamba absently rattled her tail as she unrolled her mat and patted it down. “I get it, cutie. I appreciate the sun on my scales. Reminds me of snuggles with a certain solar someone.”

“I think I’m actually allergic to too much direct light,” Spinella crinkled her nose, her mouth twitching. “Ah—ah—ahhh..."

“Incoming sneeze!” Eppy shouted as she dove out of the way, arms flailing, brandishing a knife for some fucking reason.

Pinky Peach was clopping around the lawn, trying her best to line everyone up into neat rows. “If we all just align the mats like this—whoops!” Her hoof caught on the edge of her mat, sending her stumbling.

Tahini was on her in an instant, ears twitching as her dark hands reached out. “I gotcha.”

Everything seemed normal enough—just another day with the Dream Girls—but then it happened. The garden had gone completely silent. No birds chirping, no breeze stirring the leaves, no Blossom complaining about weeds getting stuck between her roots.

I scanned the lawn. Everyone was frozen. Pinky’s horn pointed at the ground as she teetered mid-stumble, while Tahini’s hands hovered in the air, inches away from catching her. Mamba’s tail hung still in mid-swish, and Spinella’s sneeze was stuck in a most unflattering way, her eight eyes squeezed shut tight, making her look both constipated and in great pain. Eppy was caught mid-dive, and Satina, for her part, was casually snacking on leftover barbecue as she apparently considered setting up her own mat with disdain on her face.

I smirked. “Alright, Styria. Very funny.”

“You caught me, handsome. You’re too quick on the draw with this stuff.”

Her voice slid from the shadows, silky in a dangerous way, her always surprising Cali girl accent seeming weirdly anachronistic yet somehow very welcome. I turned to see her leaning against an old tree, one hand resting on her hip. Then I noticed her outfit.

Welp, she came prepared at least. She wore blood-red spandex leggings that clung to her seductive figure, paired with a black leotard that left very little to the imagination. Her jet-black hair was pulled into a side ponytail beneath a crimson headband, giving her an adorably retro vibe.

“I’m here to get in a good pump,” she purred, the corner of her mouth tugging into a grin.

I chuckled, letting my gaze linger. “It feels like you planned that one in advance.”

“I thought you’d appreciate it.” She stretched lazily, her movements deliberate and slow, showing off the swell of her breasts beneath her skin tight gym attire, and bending over for some stretches to put her perky ass on display. “Been learning some new poses—I’m eager to try out downward doggy style..."

“Pretty sure it’s just called downward dog on Earth.”

Her eyes glinted with profound naughtiness. “Not if you’re spotting me the way I want you to.”

Before I could respond, she closed the distance between us with a puff of black smoke heralding her teleportation. Styria wrapped her arms around me in a way that felt possessive, like she felt she had every right to be here—just as much right as any other girl. Her cool skin pressed through the thin fabric of her leotard, and I breathed her in, allowing myself to luxuriate in her touch, just a bit. She was, after all, one of the few women in existence who could fuck me on my level.

“How’ve you been, lover?” she murmured, lettering her fingers trail down my chest.

I arched a brow as I let a hand rest upon her hip. “Something tells me you already know all about how I’ve been.”

She gave a soft laugh, her lips brushing against my ear. “So what? So I keep tabs on you, Brock. So I watch you all day and all night and fuck myself to the memory of you. So I rearranged some stars when I was bored to spell out ‘Styria loves Brock’ when you look at them from the right angle. Does that make me sound clingy?”

“A little.”

“Oops.” She kissed me, her lips cool and soft, and I kissed her back without hesitation, one hand finding her waist, the other tugging at her side ponytail playfully. She made a pleased sound against my lips, fingers trailing across my chest in slow exploration. “Gods, I fucking need this so badly. Don’t look, Daddy.”

For a second I thought that I was the ‘Daddy’ in this exchange until I realized she was talking about her actual father, the Elloway. “Is he watching us now?”

“I hope not,” she muttered. “I hope he doesn’t see when I cum my brains out whenever I’m thinking about you, either.”

“Yeah, me too,” I muttered. “That’d be weird. By the way,” I said between kisses, “I still have that stringy bikini you left behind when you popped in for a visit last weekend. Want it back?”

“Keep it.” She nipped at my bottom lip. “Make one of your girls wear it and pretend they’re me.”

“I’m not going to do that,” I laughed. “That would be weird and more than a little mean.”

“But I’m best girl,” she moaned, sucking on my ear lobe. “I bet Spinella would do it. She doesn’t have the self-esteem to be offended by it.”

“We’re working on that, though,” I muttered.

She giggled. “Good luck with that one. Eppy has been good for her, though. At least she has someone who believes in her.”

“I believe in her too,” I quickly said, sounding a bit offended.

She grinned at me, showing her vampire fangs. “I know you do, you big ol’ labrador of a man.”

Her legs wrapped around my waist then and she started grinding her crotch against mine. My hands found her thighs, supporting her weight easily. “You really are pretty flexible.”

She rolled her eyes, though a smirk pulled at her lips. Then her expression softened, one hand coming up to cup my cheek. “If you like it, maybe put a ring on it?”

“Wh-what?”

“When you pop the question to your other girls, don’t forget about me. I know you’ve been thinking about it. I know you’ve got a bunch of rings in storage. I didn’t see one that seemed to fit me, though. Makes a girl worry.”

I blinked. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious.” She trailed a finger along my jaw, sending shivers down my spine. “The closer we are, the easier it’ll be for Dad to ignore the little magical rule breaks I make to keep you around forever.”

The thought hit me hard. That was all I wanted. Forever—with all my girls, our kids, and yeah, Styria. It felt too good to be true to me even still, but it was nice to know that one of the few people who had the power to play around with the fabric of reality was on my side in making that dream come true.

“Well, about that,” I said, my voice lowering. “I might be in some trouble. You know the time magic stuff I’ve been playing with since our visit to the beach? I’ve already been cited for using magic without a license. They caught me.”

Her eyes flared, the red in them glowing like embers. “Oh, I know. My honest reaction? How fucking dare they? After everything you’ve done for this city? I’ll give those motherfuckers a piece of my fucking mind.”

“Easy,” I said, catching her hands in mine. “I’m trying not to make this worse. Whatever you’re planning, no scenes, okay?”

She pouted—an expression that somehow managed to look both cute and dangerous on her beautiful face. “I really want to make a scene with you again soon. After this weekend is over, I’m going to take you out to space and rail you so hard we fuck up some dwarf star’s orbit.”

I smiled as memories of our last encounter flashed through my mind. “How’s our world baby doing?”

“We should visit it together and see for ourselves, don’t you think?” she said with a wink. I chuckled, but before I answered, she’d moved on.

“Here,” she whispered, reaching for her neck and pulling free a pendant—an eye encased in a twisted pentagram. The metal shimmered with a pulse of mysterious energy I’d never really sensed before. “If you need me, all you have to do is kiss this. You keep doing what you’re doing as far as magic goes, and if they ever try to arrest you, you can call me in for backup. I’m still a founder of this goddamn city—they’d better listen to what I say.”

I raised a brow. “Are you sure this is a good idea?

“To be honest, you’ll be lucky if I don’t kick down some doors at City Hall well before you have the chance to smooch that thing. It’s good for booty calls, too, by the way, or if you just wanna get some kisses in with me.” She winked. It was kind of a shitty wink, but not that bad.

I chuckled. “Sure, but if you’re always watching me, couldn’t I just call out your name and expect you to show up?”

“True. But just in case.” She slipped it around my neck herself, the pendant cold against my skin. Then she kissed me again, slow and deep, pouring everything she had into that moment. “I love you, you big dumb dragon dude,” she whispered, her pale cheeks flushing a furious red before she vanished into shadows.

Time snapped back into motion before I could even react to that.

Pinky stumbled forward, yelping as she fell into Tahini’s arms. Spinella’s sneeze exploded, loud enough to startle everyone, while Blossom resumed her explanation mid-sentence, oblivious to the pause in time. Satina nodded along like she had actually been paying attention to anything other than chewing on some barbecued wings.

The Trias stood up at the edge of the garden, standing with their palms together atop their own yoga mats, looking graceful as you’d expect. “Welcome, everyone,” the lead Tria announced in a smooth, professional tone. “Today, we’ll be practicing yoga, an ancient Earth art that emphasizes the connection between body and mind. It’s become fairly popular in Meteoropolis in recent years, and you’re wise to hop on the trend. It’s an extremely healthy and effective exercise. It’s also a great complement to meditation.”

I rolled out my lawn chair behind Mamba and Pinky, ready to enjoy the experience in my own way. As the Trias led the first stretch, I couldn’t help but smile as a single tear fell from my eye. The view was perfect, the girls were getting some much needed relaxation in, and somewhere out there, an immortal vampire princess and daughter of God was watching me with love and devotion.

Some days, it really was good to be me.


Chapter 12—Brock


After yoga wrapped up and we’d wandered back inside, everyone was sprawled around the living room in their onesies looking pretty worn out. I have to admit, seeing my girls all dressed up like various animals was doing things to me. Good things. Weird things, but good things. “God, this better not awaken something in me,” I muttered, shaking my head.

“What’s that, Brocky?” Blossom asked from a few feet away.

“Nothing.”

"That was amazing," Spinella sighed from where she'd collapsed on the floor, all eight legs splayed out under her spider onesie. "I didn't know I could bend that way."

"Really?" Eppy purred, reaching down to stroke Spinella’s white braided pigtail. "I did."

"Get a room, you two," Mamba snickered as she brushed some of her nearly white hair out of her face. Her starry-sky eyes sparkled the more she laughed. She was looking pretty incredible herself in that snaky onesie. The way it hugged her curves made me wonder if maybe Pinky had ordered these a size too small on purpose. It honestly would be a little on brand.

A series of loud crashes from the kitchen interrupted my totally innocent thoughts about my girlfriends in their tight outfits. "Everything okay in there?" I called out.

"Perfectly fine!" Satina yelled back. "Just making some pre-movie snacks!"

“But we’re having dinner after the movie!” Spinella wailed.

"She'd better not really be eating," Tahini muttered. "She's supposed to be fasting before—" Another crash cut her off. "That's it, I'm going in there."

Before she could get up, Pinky came back from walking the Trias to the door. "I can't believe they left already," Mamba said, her forked tongue flicking out thoughtfully. "Aren't they supposed to stick around to give us facials during the movie? That's what the schedule said."

The look on Pinky's face was priceless. Her eyes went wide and her cheeks turned about the same color as her horn as she made the most awkward eye contact with me I've ever experienced. And keep in mind, this is coming from a guy who once had a catgirl MILF ask him if he was fucking her daughter unprotected on the regular.

"Ohhhhh," Pinky Peach said slowly. "Those kinds of facials. Right. I, uh, may have misunderstood."

“... You thought Brock was supposed to give us dragon jizz facials?” Mamba sighed.

Pinky nodded cutely. “Yep.”

Blossom snickered. “Fuggin’ works for me, bitches!”

Just then, Scruffers came tearing out of Spinella's room, all eight legs skittering across the floor as he made a beeline for the kitchen. A second later we heard Satina shriek, followed by what sounded like an entire popcorn machine hitting the floor.

"No, Scruffers!" Spinella called out, but she was still too yoga-tired to move very fast. "He gets excited by the smells of butter and fear!"

"I'll get him!" Blossom declared, hopping toward the kitchen. She hopped out of her pot, and each bounce scattered more dirt across our pristine carpet. The sound I made along with my wince made it seem like I’d just stubbed my toe and tonguefucked a lemon’s butthole at the same time.

"Bloooossom! You're literally killing me to death!" Pinky wailed, staring at the mess. I swear I could see her eye twitching from across the room.

"Don't worry, darling," Eppy said, already reaching for the vacuum. Seriously, I think she sleeps with that thing under her pillow. "I'll handle this before the dirt's essence can merge with the carpet fibers."

"That's not a thing," Tahini called on her way back from the kitchen. "Just like quantum data transfer through mana-enabled circuitry isn't a thing, no matter what Brock thinks."

"Hey," I protested, "I was just asking if you could use that theory to fix my Genesis adapter. You're the one who threw a pillow at me."

"And I'll do it again," she warned, reaching for another cushion.

Blossom giggled impishly. “Since she’s teasing him about nerd stuff, does that make it cyberbullying?”

“Yes.”

“No.”

Everyone had an opinion, but no one seemed to agree.

From the kitchen came more chaos—the distinct sound of spider-dog tarsi on linoleum tile, and Satina's voice going "No, no, those are MY kernels, you annoying but cute mutt!" I probably should have gone to help, but honestly? Sometimes it's better to let these things play out.

"Well, no to the dragon jizz facials, then—”

“Well, not so fast—” Blossom tried to interrupt, never having made it to the kitchen, but she was steamrolled as Pinky continued.

“At least we still have the movie!" the unicorn girl said brightly, clearly trying to distract from both the kitchen chaos and her mortifying misunderstanding. "Everyone get comfortable! It’s a movie evening!"

That kicked off a seating war. Things had changed in the harem recently, and largely for the better. But without the Brock Point System to regulate things like this, it was basically a free-for-all. And let me tell you, having this many girlfriends is certainly grand, but it does occasionally lead to some interesting logistics issues. It’s not for the faint of heart or low of protein.

"I called dibs on his lap like three days ago!" Blossom shouted as she was apparently helping chase Scruffers with Spinella.

"That's not a thing either," Mamba countered, sauntering closer to the couch where I was seated. "You can't call eternal dibs."

"Watch me, Snitties!"

My phone buzzed at that moment, and I decided to let them duke it out. I answered the call and was surprised to find out it was Quinny sending a reminder about tomorrow's births. I showed it to Tahini, who just rolled her eyes. "Yes, I know I'm not supposed to eat any more today. Tell that to Satina."

"That’s a soft rule," Satina muttered, finally emerging from the kitchen with what looked like enough popcorn to feed a small army. She had kernels in her hair and butter on her nose, but she was grinning triumphantly, holding a grand total of four buckets full of popcorn. Scruffers trotted behind her looking equally pleased with himself.

"Oh, nice, look at all that popcorn!" Spinella exclaimed, perking up.

Satina clutched her bounty protectively. "Oh, did you girls want some too? I suppose I can make more..."

"How much popcorn does one baby need?" I asked.

"I'm eating for two!" she protested through a mouthful. "And your daughter has a very large appetite!"

"Don’t blame the baby. It’s not like she’s forcing you to eat," Tahini pointed out.

"She speaks to me through cravings very fluently!"

Before that debate could continue, Blossom came hopping back into her pot, still spreading dirt everywhere. I swear Pinky's eye actually started twitching.

"Ladies," she cut in, her horn’s point seeming to gleam menacingly, as she tried to restore order. "Let's be logical about this. Tahini and Satina are going to get plenty of attention from Brock tomorrow during the births, and certainly the rest of the weekend as well, so they're out of the running for prime movie seats."

"That's fair," Satina agreed easily, already settling into a pile of cushions with her popcorn stash. "I'm more focused on keeping your daughter well-fed anyway, honey."

“Works for me,” I sighed.

Tahini grumbled something under her breath.

"And really," Pinky continued, "we should prioritize based on who needs it most right now."

Everyone turned to look at her, and my heart kind of ached. She'd lost weight recently—I could tell even through the unicorn onesie. The usual sparkle in her eyes was dulled by exhaustion, and bags had formed under them—something that was almost unheard of for elves of any kind or combination. She'd been running herself into the ground trying to do everything, be everything, for everyone.

Pinky squirmed under their collective gaze. "Fine," she sighed, though I caught her trying to hide a smile. "I'll take one side of Brock. And Mamba can have the other side, since it’s been a while since she’s gotten prime seating too."

"Fuggin’ unfair," Blossom muttered, but settled for curling up at my feet instead. "But whatever. Thanks to all the self-imposed overwork, Pinky does look like she needs it. Her eyes make her look like an old lady."

"They do not!" Pinky protested, then immediately started rifling through the movie collection she’d organized by genre, release date, and average review score.

"Darling," Eppy said gently, "you alphabetized the spice rack at three AM last night after a twenty-hour day. I’m not saying it didn’t need to be done, but perhaps after getting some rest next time?"

"They were in chaos! Oceanica sea salt was right next to Valestrian rift spice! It was anarchy!"

Finally everyone got settled. Pinky and Mamba snuggled up against my sides while Blossom wrapped some vines around my ankle. Eppy and Spinella curled up together in the oversized armchair, and Scruffers contentedly settled in their laps. Tahini had given up on monitoring Satina's snacking and was now simply jealously eyeballing the popcorn Everest.

The movie started up—"Constricted By You", a lamia-elf romance I'd actually already seen. Jasper and I watched it when it played on TV last month after we drew a mustache on a passed-out Dr. Luna. We started viewing it as a joke, but ended up getting completely hooked. The characters were really popping, and the cinematography was gorgeous. I told myself if I ever got the chance, I’d watch it again, so here we were.

Pinky nuzzled against my side as the opening credits rolled, and I wrapped my arms around both her and Mamba. "How are you two doing?" I whispered.

"Never better," Mamba replied softly, her tail curling around my leg. I believed her, and I smiled back.

But then I looked at Pinky, who was quiet for a long moment. "I've definitely been better," she finally admitted, her voice smaller than usual.

"Want to talk about it?" I asked. I pulled her closer against my side and pecked her cheek.

“You can say anything you want with us, Peachy Keen.”

She buried her face in my onesie immediately. "I just... I can't do it all anymore, Brock. I thought I could, but I'm drowning here."

I let out a big breath. I’d been waiting for this moment for a while. "You've been doing like fifty people's jobs," Mamba whispered. "Even for you, that's a lot."

“Couldn’t have said it better myself,” I added.

Pinky sighed. "This morning I found myself writing an email to the board of directors while feeding Moonie and trying to schedule next month's sponsored streams, all while in queue for a ranked match," Pinky confessed. "I spilled breast milk all over my keyboard and accidentally told a big shot female investor from Horcross City that my nipples were sore."

I tried not to laugh, but failed. "What did she say?"

"She offered to invest another million gold coins in Flinch's new mobile gaming division." She sighed. "Which just proves I'm good at what I do, even when I'm a complete mess! I can't delegate these things—no one else could get those results."

"Maybe not," I agreed. "But what about all the smaller stuff? You don't need to personally approve every social media post or respond to every email. There’s a lot that you absolutely can eliminate from your day."

"Hephi said the same thing," Pinky admitted. "But I know I can work more efficiently than anyone I could hire."

From across the room, Satina let out a dramatic gasp at something happening in the movie. "Oh my gods, she didn't just say that to Lady Serpentia!"

"Shhh!" Spinella hissed. "Some of us haven't seen this yet!"

I turned back to Pinky, keeping my voice low. "Look, you're probably right. You probably are three times as efficient as anyone else. But you can't do the work of ten people forever. Flinch isn't hurting for money thanks to you, right?"

"No... we're actually having record profits."

"Then use some of that money to hire help. If three people can’t do your job, hire ten. If ten people can’t, hire twenty. Get paid interns and assistants for the basic stuff, and promote people within the organization for the big stuff. With more people handling the day-to-day, you could set actual working hours for yourself. That’ll leave you more time to spend with Moonie, or me, or just doing the things you like to do."

“Like cleaning,” Pinky sighed. “And Loremasters.”

"Speaking of which," Mamba cut in gently, "when's the last time you streamed just for fun? Not for sponsors or chasing a ranked match quota or making build guide videos, but just playing games and hanging out with chat and the Dream Girls?"

Pinky's eyes got noticeably wet. "I... I can't remember. I know you're both right," she whispered, absently playing with the zipper of her onesie. "But it feels... impossible. You don't understand—I'm such a control freak that I reorganized all of Moonie's stuffed animals by species and relative cuteness while she was napping yesterday."

"Relative cuteness?" I couldn't help asking. “Relative to what?”

"It's a very complex algorithm involving ear floppiness, eye size and roundness, and nose boopability," she muttered. "That's not the point!"

On screen, the lamia character was dramatically coiling around a fountain while sad music played. Blossom let out a wet sniffle. "This is my favorite part," she stage-whispered.

"I thought you hadn't seen this," Satina pointed out.

"I haven’t, but I can tell."

Mamba's tail gave my ankle a gentle squeeze. "Pinky, we all love how... thorough you are about everything. But not when it's making you miserable. You're amazing at so many things, but you can't do them all at once. If you had to pick just three things to focus on, what would they be?"

"Only three?" Pinky looked horrified. "But what about—"

"Humor us," I said.

She was quiet for so long I thought she might have fallen asleep. Finally, she whispered, "Family. Gaming. And innovating with Flinch."

"Then that's what we'll do," I said firmly. "Eppy knows everything you know—she can represent you at harem meetings and take over in harem management. If you ever want to step back in, she can just hop back in your head and you'll know everything that happened like it happened to you."

"That's... actually a really good point." Pinky nodded slowly. "But the harem meetings... it'll hurt watching someone else use my gavel."

"Just throw that damn thing away," Tahini called from across the room.

Pinky gasped. "Shut your bitch-ass mouth! Watch the movie!"

I squeezed Pinky's shoulder. "One of the hardest lessons I've learned lately is that you can't have it all without consequences, at least not right away. Maybe one day I'll crack that time magic problem. But for now, we have to work with what we've got. And I can't stand seeing you run yourself into the ground like this."

"He's right," Mamba added. "When's the last time you slept more than three hours?"

"I just got six hours!" Pinky protested. Then, smaller: "... spread across three days."

"And when's the last time you actually sat down and ate a real meal besides today?" I pressed. "You're getting skinny, babe. And not in a hot way—in the 'I'm worried about you' way."

"I had..." Pinky trailed off, then brightened. "Oh! I had half a protein bar this morning!"

"While drafting quarterly reports in the shower?" Mamba guessed.

"... Something like that."

From the armchair near us came Eppy's voice, soft but firm. "Pinky, darling? I couldn't help overhearing. You know I'd be honored to take on more responsibility with the Dream Girls. After all, I am literally part of you."

"Shh!" Blossom hissed. "Lady Serpentia is about to reveal her tragic backstory!"

"You've still never seen this movie," Satina pointed out.

"I'm fuggin’ intuitive about these things, okay?! Also, I just read the plot summary on Meteopedia."

Pinky straightened up in my lap, squaring her shoulders. "You know what? You're all right. From now on, Eppy leads the Dream Girls. I'll hire five assistants at Flinch—no, make it ten. And I'm blocking out real time every day for gaming for fun and spending time with you and Moonie, Brock."

"You can multitask those sometimes," Mamba suggested with a grin. "Let her bounce in your lap while you climb the ranked ladder. She loves watching you play."

"Or we could stream together!" Pinky's eyes lit up. "Baby's First Ultrakill!"

"That's the spirit," I chuckled. "Though maybe we start her on something less violent. Sonic the Hedgehog is—"

"Oh my gods, she would look so cute in a tiny blue hedgehog onesie!"

"Already ordering the fabric," Satina called out, tapping on her phone.

Pinky giggled—a truly happy sound I hadn't heard from her in too long—and snuggled deeper into my arms as she pulled Mamba's hand into hers. "Thank you both. So much."

"Of course," I smiled. "By the way, have either of you seen this movie before?"

"No, why?"

"It's actually really good. If you haven't seen it, this next part—" I broke off as Pinky started slowly pulling down her onesie zipper while giving me a very particular look. "You know what? Never mind. Let’s do what you wanna do."


Chapter 13—Brock


Ihad to admit, Tahini's recommendation for dinner after the movie turned out to be inspired, even if she couldn't partake herself. The Werifesterian takeout-friendly place downtown, the confusingly named Healing Hands, sent over enough food to feed a small army—or in our case, one very hungry satyress and her ragtag group of monster girl misfits and me. The delivery guy looked utterly stunned when we finally settled the bill with him, at least partially because there was so much food involved that he had to make three trips just to bring it all in from his car.

Most of that food was meant for a particular satyress who was supposed to be fasting.

"Gods! Did we order the entire menu, baby?" Pinky asked as she helped arrange the feast across our coffee table, trying to ensure none of the sauce-laden dishes would drip on her pristine furniture.

"Only about half," I admitted. "Much to Satina’s dismay. But, unfortunately, they threw in some extras when they found out it was for the Dream Girls anyway. Apparently the owner's daughter is a huge fan of your streams."

“Aww, that’s sweet,” Pinky giggled, preening a little. “Did you hear that, girls?”

“Jesus Christ! Look at all that food! I hope the water’s good,” Blossom said, performatively rubbing her flat tummy.

The dragon inside practically growled at the spread laid out before us—or was that just me at this point? Even back on Earth, I would have fallen in love with this meal.

Grilled meats were topped with fragrant spices, often between slices of bread resembling hamburger buns. Flatbreads stuffed with roasted vegetables were also an interesting highlight, and then there were a bunch of these little pastries filled with something that smelled fruity and tasted even fruitier. The scents alone had Tahini's whiskers twitching madly as she tried to maintain her resolve.

"The fasting really is important," she kept muttering under her breath, though her eyes never left the food. "I need to do this right. For the kittens."

"You're doing great," Mamba encouraged, her forked tongue flicking out to taste the aromatic air. "Just think how much better everything will taste tomorrow when you can actually eat again. I have a feeling this will all reheat great."

"If I survive that long," Tahini groaned. "Why did I recommend this place for the one meal I can’t even eat? And gods, big guy, did you have to order all my favorites?"

"Charitable of you to assume I remembered your favorites when I have to remember the favorites of sixteen other women," I chuckled. "To be honest, I just ordered anything that sounded good."

"So... basically everything?" Spinella asked from where she was curled up in Eppy's lap, all eight of her eyes fixed on a particularly succulent-looking meat-on-a-stick of some kind.

"You’re not far off."

Tahini’s admirable restraint was not at all mirrored by Satina as she started making those obscene little moans of pleasure with every bite of her food. "Oh sweet gods of the grove," she practically purred, "you have to try this one, Tahini. The way they season the meat—it's like nothing I've ever tasted!"

“Sometimes I hate you,” the catgirl whimpered with her ears flattening against her head.

"You're supposed to be fasting too, babe," I pointed out, though I knew it was hopeless. Trying to keep Satina away from good food was like trying to keep Blossom away from great tiddies. It could be achieved with a little elbow grease, pluck, and gumption, but at what cost?

"What's that?" Satina asked innocently through a mouthful of food. "Sorry, I can't hear you over how amazing this is. Besides, I’m suffering this for your daughter, Brock, darling. She has sophisticated and demanding tastes. You should be proud of her!"

"Don't blame your complete lack of self-control on my unborn daughter," I sighed, but I couldn't help smiling. The whole scene was so perfectly what I expected—Satina demolishing plate after plate while Pinky and Eppy obsessively caught every drop of sauce before it could stain the furniture. Meanwhile, Mamba and Spinella shared knowing looks as they picked at their own portions, and Tahini looked increasingly murderous as she watched it all unfold.

And me? Well, I kind of felt like I was just along for the ride.

"You know what would make this perfect?" Blossom asked, wiggling her toes in her water cup as her roots slowly emerged. "If Petal was here."

I caught the wistful note in her voice and made a mental note to address that whole situation soon. On the Nightmare Girls’ beach vacation, Petal had gotten so homesick for Blossom, that we had to make an unscheduled early visit back in the middle of the trip. It looked like the attachment between them was mutual.

Not just that, but Blossom had been dropping more and more hints about wanting Petal to join in all the baby-making endeavors, and while I wasn't opposed to the idea in principle, I did have questions about the timing. Petal hadn't been with us all that long. It was quite a big request to foist on her planty shoulders.

The conversation drifted as we ate, touching on everything from Mamba's potential new job with the police department to the upcoming Evil Girls spa trip. I noticed that when Quinny's name came up, it was usually accompanied by shared looks between the girls that I pretended not to see. They knew something about her that I didn’t, it seemed. Whatever they were planning or referencing, I had a feeling it was better if I didn't know the details for now, or they’d have told me already.

The conversation might have continued in that direction anyway, but Satina chose that moment to let out a particularly loud moan of pleasure around her latest kebab-like food item, drawing everyone's attention back to her impressive eating display. “Ohh, gods yes! Yes! Yes!”

"I swear to Hekiri," Tahini growled, "if you don't stop making those noises..."

"What?" Satina asked innocently. "I'm just voicing my appreciation for the culinary arts. Besides, you've heard me make way more intense noises than this. Remember that time we went to the movie theater with Brock and—"

"AND THAT'S ENOUGH OF THAT," I cut in quickly, noting Pinky's eyebrows start to slant. We were definitely supposed to be a little more careful about sex during public outings than that story would have revealed us to be. "Maybe we should start cleaning up if everyone is full?"

Hours later, I found myself pacing outside Quinny's office in the nursery building, trying not to wear a hole in the floor. Most of the Dream Girls were back at the house, caught up in some kind of therapeutic shopping spree that Hephi had organized as the evening activity. I couldn't focus on retail therapy, though—not when Tahini's water had broken ahead of schedule.

The dragon inside was restless, prowling circles in my mind. “You ever been a dad before, buddy?” I asked, not sure if I was going to get a response or not. He used to talk all the time, but our personalities had merged on some level, so it was rarer these days.

Still, talk he did. A few times, I think. But I don’t remember. I remember enough to be... nervous.

“Well, you got me to keep you company this time,” I said. He didn’t reply, but I felt something bordering on quiet appreciation swell in my chest.

But I was nervous too, of course. These were my mates, my children about to be born. Every protective instinct I had was screaming at me to barge in there and assert myself, but right now all I needed to do was wait. And pace. And occasionally glance at the pendant Styria had given me, wondering if I should call her for backup in case anything went wrong. But no—this was a Dream Girls moment. We could handle this.

I'd been through this before, after all. Though if I was being honest, Moonie's birth was pure chaos and bedlam. This time I was prepared. This time I knew what to expect. This time—

"Male!" Quinny's imperious voice cut through my confident thoughts, and I was suddenly reduced to a pile of nerves again. "You may present yourself!"

I practically stumbled through the door in my haste. Both Tahini and Satina were set up in hospital-style beds, wearing medical smocks that somehow managed to look both practical and unnecessarily revealing. Leave it to Quinny to find a way to make even hospital wear sexy. She'd apparently decided to induce Satina at the same time, which seemed... efficient, if potentially fucking insane.

"Is everything proceeding as it should?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Quinny's silvery eyes narrowed dangerously. "Yes... and no." She turned to fix Satina with a withering glare. "Perhaps you would care to share what you just revealed to me, you disobedient creature?"

Satina had the grace to look slightly sheepish, though there was still some clear defiance in her expression. "Well... you remember how I was supposed to be fasting?"

"Oh, I remember,” I said, swishing my hand dismissively. “Almost as if I reminded you myself, actually.”

Tahini groaned in pain from her hospital bed. “Like, a hundred times.”

"No! Nobody reminded me!" Satina protested, though her attempt at innocence was somewhat undermined by the three sets of rolling eyes in the room.

"Are you fucking kidding me?" Tahini growled, her tail lashing with agitation. "Everyone reminded you! Constantly!”

"I have absolutely no memory of any such warnings," Satina said primly, then winced slightly. "Though I do distinctly remember how amazing that Werifesterian cuisine was. Worth it."

"When is this actually going to start?" Tahini cut in, amusingly so done with Satina’s bullshit that she seemed to prefer labor pains. Her black cat ears were pressed flat against her head, and I could see her fingers flexing nervously against the gown she was wearing. "And... how bad is it really going to hurt?"

“It will start soon. And it will hurt like a bitch,” Quinny said. “But you will be fine, Tahini, relax.”

“Should we call my mom?” Tahini asked, pouting at me slightly.

“Tahini, we agreed no parents! If you call your mom, I have to call mine, and you know why that’s a bad deal.”

She nodded. “And I sure as hell don’t want my dad here for this. He would absolutely try to record it, and then once the babies were out, he’d get so emotional that he’d probably wrestle Brock.”

I cringed at the thought. “He tends to try and wrestle me when he gets emotional, so, yeah. Probably a good call.”

Quinny's formal demeanor returned in full force, though she couldn't quite hide her continued disapproval about all the eating Satina did as she glanced at her. "Tahini, as a catgirl delivering a relatively small litter, your process should be fairly straightforward. Two kittens is nothing compared to the average litter size, so while it will hurt, your body is built to handle many more if necessary." She paused meaningfully before adding, "Also, unlike some who chose to ignore medical advice, you actually followed proper protocols."

"I regret nothing," Satina declared proudly. "Except maybe that last order of spicy meat. Though they were pretty amazing too—" Her words cut off in a sudden gasp as she doubled over. "Oh... oh no."

"And so it begins," Quinny muttered, her hands already starting to glow with healing magic. "MELODY!"

My sister materialized through the wall, managing to look both bored and annoyed simultaneously—a look only my baby sis could pull off. "You don't have to shout, you know. Some of us have perfectly good hearing even when we're—oh shit, is it actually starting?! Am I getting more nieces?!"

Quinny nodded. “Yes, you are! I need you on Tahini while I take care of Satina! Brock, you just stand in the middle and hold their hands and whisper words of quiet submission.”

“Uh—okay?” I grunted.

What followed was approximately forty-five minutes of absolute chaos—for Tahini. Satina, despite ignoring all warnings about fasting before giving birth, gave birth with such ridiculous ease that it almost seemed like she was showing off. Like, she was over and done with it within five minutes.

"There we go! Easy as pie!" she announced cheerfully as Quinny handed her our daughter. "Oh, Brock, she's perfect! Can we call her Yasmina? I've always loved that name."

"She's beautiful," I agreed, feeling my heart swell as I looked at our daughter. She was bizarre to look at. She had cloven hooves, flaming feathered wings, and a scaly tail and horns, but was otherwise mostly humanoid in appearance. The limited draconic features were obviously inherited from me, but just about everything else came from Satina, and it was a good thing too. Unlike Moonie, Yasmina seemed more like a typical baby in size and intelligence, at least at the moment. We’d see how that played out in the days to come. "Yasmina is perfect," I sighed as I bent over to kiss my new daughter on the forehead.

Melody started crying. “She’s so cute! Just look at her! I already love her sooo much!”

"Now, about those leftovers from dinner..." Satina started hopefully.

"Absolutely not," Quinny snapped as she took off her gloves and washed her hands for what would be a solid forty-five seconds. Meanwhile, Tahini was having a rough time on the other side of the room. "You need two hours of monitored recovery time as a Valestrian satyress. Tahini can eat whenever."

“In your face!” The catgirl laughed triumphantly.

Satina gasped. "This is forced starvation! That’s literally a crime!" Satina wailed, though she never loosened her perfect hold on Yasmina. "We're being held against our will! My daughter needs nutrients! Look how hungry she is!"

"She's sleeping," I pointed out.

"Sleeping from hunger, maybe!"

“That’s what your nipples are for,” Quinny sighed.

I frowned at the cruel mischaracterization of Satina’s nipple utility. “I mean—that’s one function,” I muttered. “They’re actually great in a lot of other... scenarios.”

Meanwhile, Tahini... well. We had to get Satina and the baby out of the room for her.

"HOLY FUCKING SHIT!" she screamed, her claws shredding the bedsheets. "YOU DID THIS TO ME, BROCK! I SWEAR TO ALL THE GODS I'M GOING TO—wait, is that healing magic even legal in Meteoropolis?"

"That information is not relevant to your current situation," Quinny muttered, her hands glowing even brighter with definitely-not-approved magical energy. "But don’t worry. I work for Luna, and he gets away with a lot. Focus your attention on pushing these babies out of you."

"I AM PUSHING! I'M PUSHING SO HARD I MIGHT TURN INSIDE OUT!" She kicked and flailed and sobbed and wailed, and I grabbed her hand to help her the best I could. She squeezed surprisingly hard—hard enough that a fresh off the boat version of me would probably feel a bit of discomfort at the show of strength. Thankfully, a lot had changed since I showed up on Pinky’s doorstep.

Melody floated nearby, not even trying to hide her amusement. "You know, when I had my first baby, I practically felt nothing. Because of magic. Ask Carmilla about when she had Styria sometime, though. Fuck—what a horror show that was."

"NOT. HELPING." Tahini yowled.

It took another twenty minutes, several creatively worded death threats directed at me, a variety of banned healing elixirs and balms, but eventually both kittens were safely delivered.

"They're absolutely perfect," Tahini whispered, all previous murderous intent forgotten as she cradled our daughters. "Look at their tiny dragon scales! Can we call them Cleo and Asenath? My mom really liked those names."

"They're beautiful," I agreed, feeling tears prick at my eyes as I gently touched one tiny nose. "And those names are fine with me."

"Yes, yes, very touching," Quinny said, though she wasn't quite managing her usual imperial tone. "Now, Satina, I know you can hear me behind that door! I swear by all that is unholy, if you don't stop trying to order delivery food on your phone right now..."

"I'm eating for two!" she shouted back.

"You already gave birth!" Tahini hissed.

"I'm eating for... being true to myself."

I sat between the beds, holding Cleo while Tahini held Asenath, and felt an overwhelming wave of love wash over me. Sure, my life was a bit messy at times. And, yeah, so I’d have way more children than any reasonable person should probably have. And sure, Satina was currently trying to bribe Melody to ghost through the wall and grab her some snacks.

Wait. I’m not sure where I was going with that train of thought.

It didn’t matter. Right now, it was just us, our new daughters, and this perfect moment.

"I love you," I told Tahini, my voice heavy with emotion. "All of you." I raised my voice so Satina could hear me through the door, assuming she finished placing her order.

"We love you too," Tahini purred, then glanced down at our daughters. "Though I reserve the right to throttle you in your sleep if you get me pregnant ever again."

"Noted," I chuckled.

"Well, I will certainly not be professing my love like a submissive male," Quinny huffed, though there was a hint of fondness in her voice. “Still, your words are appreciated. It is comforting to see that you know your place.”

I just laughed, breathing in the moment. I did know my place. And it was right here.


Chapter 14—Brock


Hours passed, and there we were.

Meteoropolis really was at its most beautiful in the late afternoon. The floating city's unique magical dome bent the light of the star we now orbited in ways that painted everything in warm amber hues, catching the chrome and crystal of some of the distant skyscrapers in the Sylvan District just right. The light peeked through the crowds of flying monsterfolk and vehicles above us, creating an ever-shifting pattern of shadows that danced across the streets and buildings below.

On a normal day, I might have taken the time to really appreciate it. Today, though, my mind kept drifting back to the nursery where my newest daughters were sleeping for their very first nap under Melody and Quinny's careful supervision. It was so surreal the way things played out.

The culture was kind of backward when it came to childbirths in Meteoropolis. It was explained to me that this was mostly an elven thing from some world or another, adopted widely since they were the most common race in the city. Put simply, births here were treated as, well, just another item on a daily to-do list. It might have to do with non-human recovery times being so much dramatically better than what I was used to back on Earth, but Tahini and Satina were practically none the worse for wear when all was said and done.

Their parents came to visit, and I stuck around for that. No one was the biggest fan of Satina’s mother, but she and I got along well enough. In the end, the Go’Urdens were a much bigger drain on my attention as the former Commissioner got so emotional at the sight of his granddaughters that he punched me in the face. Then hugged me. It’s just how he processed these things.

Every time I thought about my daughters’ tiny faces and those adorably forked tongues, my draconic soul would rumble with satisfaction. I'd probably looked at the photos on my phone about fifty times since we left.

"You're thinking about the babies again," Mamba observed as she pedaled her bike alongside mine, her scaled tail helping her maintain perfect balance. We decided on an afternoon bike ride for our next activity while the new moms rested, just to get us all out of the house for a bit, and honestly, it was the right call. I needed a change of scenery for a little while.

"Can you blame him?" Spinella asked from where she rode behind us, the spider legs on her back wiggling against the wind. "They're so tiny and perfect! I’m so glad we all got to see them up close!"

"They really are perfect," I agreed, unable to keep the pride from my voice. "As perfect as Moonie, or the spritelings. As perfect as my children will be with any and all of you who want them someday. I just hope the babies wake up soon. Quinny said she'd call the second they do."

"At least we know they're in good hands," Mamba said as her tail swayed slightly. "Though I've never been entirely sure leaving Melody in charge of kids is the best idea given the mouth on her."

"She's actually great with kids," I defended my sister. "Sure, she can be a little... blunt... but she loves being an aunt, and she does have a filter, believe it or not."

Ahead of us, Pinky and Eppy shared a tandem bike that the elf to minimize the distance between them. With their Splice Partner status, they still had to be careful about maintaining proximity or Eppy's consciousness would get yanked back into Pinky's head, making her synthetic body go limp and inert. The bike itself was pretty similar to the tandem bikes I’d seen on Earth. Though I mostly saw them in cartoons, so they still seemed a bit weird.

"This is actually kind of nice," Pinky called back to us as her glossy pink horn glittered in the dome’s light. "Almost like a normal family activity. I can’t wait until Moonie’s big enough to ride a bike."

"Define normal," Blossom muttered from her own bike, which she was riding with notably less enthusiasm than the others. Her dainty feet, recently modified to look more humanoid, kept slipping off the pedals. "Nothing about this is normal. My fuggin' feet weren't meant for this shit. Jesus Christ."

"Bear with us a bit longer," I chuckled. "Though I have to admit, seeing you try to work those pedals is pretty cute."

"Laugh it up, Brocky," she grumbled. "I’m gonna breed you so hard for this. My feet are so fuggin’ sore!"

"I can tell they’re top of the line. They're very pretty feet," Spinella offered supportively.

"Damn right they are!" the Flower Sprite chirped. “And now they’re grinding against this annoying pedal!” She sighed. “Petal. I miss her.”

Just then, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I hit the brakes maybe a little too hard, nearly causing a pile-up behind me as everyone scrambled to stop. “Crap!” I grunted as I fumbled through my pocket. My heart leaped, thinking it might be news about the babies.

"Way to warn us!" Mamba laughed, her tail wrapping around a nearby lamppost to steady herself.

"Sorry! Sorry!" I fumbled for my phone. "I thought it might be Quinny..."

"Babies?" Spinella asked hopefully, all eight eyes wide with excitement.

But when I checked the caller ID, it was Hephi's name that flashed on the screen. "Hey, what's up?" I answered, trying not to sound disappointed.

"Hey," Hephi's voice came through, tighter than usual with stress. "So, good news and bad news. Which do you want first?"

"Hit me with both, rapidfire," I sighed, accepting this wasn't going to be the call I was hoping for. The others circled around me on their bikes, obviously curious about what was going on.

"Well, I've managed to get through about half of Pinky's weekend task list, but there's still so much to do. How does she handle all this? I've got three assistants helping me and I'm still drowning. Did you know she personally approves every single social media post for Flinch? And the Dream Girls, and Solar Dreams Media! Every single one! And that's just the start of it!"

I watched as Pinky and Eppy did a slow circle on their bike, probably to keep from getting too far ahead. Pinky's pointy ears twitched, and I knew she could make out the fact that the conversation was about her. Her face fell slightly. I figured she was probably feeling guilty about letting Hephi handle her list.

"Yeah, we're working on that," I said carefully. "What's the bad news?"

"I paid the fine for your illegal time magic use and they instantly scheduled a hearing. They want you before a judge as early as three days from now." She paused for a breath. "I've been trying to put together some kind of defense, but honestly? With everything else going on, I'm about ready to cry."

"Don't worry about it," I told her, absently touching the pendant Styria had given me. The metal was warm against my skin, almost like it was responding to my touch. "I've got that covered."

"Really? Are you sure?”

“Yeah. Styria offered to help out,” I said.

“Oh, thank the gods," Hephi breathed. "Because I really have no clue where to begin."

"We’ll figure it out," I assured her. “Just hang in there until the end of the staycation and we’ll let you take a rest for a couple of days.”

"Not sure I’ll ever sleep again after all the coffee I’ve had," she muttered, but I could hear the smile in her voice. "Go enjoy your—what is it now, a bike ride? I'll handle what I can from here. But Brock? Maybe talk to her about hiring some actual help when this is all over."

"Already on it," I promised before hanging up.

As I pocketed my phone, I noticed Blossom had stopped pedaling entirely and was now just coasting with legs wide open and her face scrunched up in discomfort.

"Everything okay?" I asked, though the answer was pretty obvious.

"Can we head back? I bet Tria would give me another massage."

"Sounds good to me," I agreed, maybe a little too quickly. A massage sounded perfect right about now, and I'd be closer to the nursery if the babies needed me. Plus, I wasn't totally comfortable being this far from my newest daughters anyway, if I was being honest with myself, even with the ability to solarport. The distance just felt... criminal. "Anyone else want to head back with us?"

“I’m still going if Eppy’s going,” Spinella said.

"We'll keep going," Pinky Peach decided after a quick conference with Eppy. "But don't have too much fun without us. We’ll be back before too long."

"Wouldn't dream of it," I promised, though given the gleam in Blossom's inky black eyes, I had a feeling things might get a little more fun than they should, regardless.

The ride back was quicker than the ride out, mostly because Blossom was motivated by the promise of relief for her aching feet. After a while, though, she actually let me pull her bike the rest of the way back with a vine she extended from her head, which probably looked ridiculous but certainly worked.

When we arrived, I stopped in for a quick playdate with Moonie and the flower spritelings. When Melody put them down for a rest, we returned to our own home to find the Trias had set up their massage area in the living room again, though something seemed different about their demeanor. The normally professional and composed dryads seemed almost... excited. Particularly when they saw Blossom walk into the living room without any of the other Dream Girls to distract them.

One of them—possibly the original, though it was hard to tell—actually squeaked when she saw Blossom enter. "Oh! You're back! I mean, welcome back! I mean... would you like a foot massage?"

I watched with growing amusement as Blossom preened under the attention. Her pink flowers actually perked up, and her vines started doing that little dance they did when she was excited. "Fuggin' right I would! My little toesies are killing me."

"Here," I suggested, settling onto one of the massage chairs. "You can lay across my lap while they work on your feet." I had to admit, I was curious about this sudden change in the Trias' behavior. I knew they were big fans of Blossom, so it wasn’t a total surprise to see them so flustered around her, but it wasn’t exactly expected, either.

"Now you're talking," Blossom purred, making herself comfortable across my thighs. Another Tria moved behind me to work on my shoulders while the first one carefully took one of Blossom's feet in her hands, kneeling beside the end of the couch. The way she handled Blossom was almost reverent, like she was touching something precious.

"I hope you don't mind," the foot-massaging Tria said shyly, "but I have so many questions. I'm actually a huge admirer of yours, Blossom. Your custom pot designs are revolutionary! The way you integrate form and function, the innovative drainage systems, the aesthetic choices—it's all incredible!"

"Oh?" Blossom's leaves perked up even more with interest, and I swear her black eyes actually sparkled. "Ask away, cutie. Just don't mind if I get a little... cozy while we talk. It’s not every day I get time with Brock when the other Dream Girls aren’t shoving their tits in his face, if you know what I fuggin’ mean."

"I think everyone knows what you mean," I chuckled, then closed my eyes as the Tria working my shoulders started trying to use her elbow to get into a knot. "You’re not going to penetrate my hide, so just take it easy there, bud,” I said.

“Oh, right,” my Tria muttered. “My mistake.”

"Remember when I almost got that sponsorship deal with Meteo Market?" Blossom asked, clearly warming to her audience. Her hair vines were practically vibrating now. "Those fuggin' basic bitches tried to tell me my designs were too provocative! Can you believe that shit? Just cuz I had a bunch of nipples on one."

"They clearly didn't understand your artistic vision," Tria agreed earnestly, her hands working magic on Blossom's feet. Her own leafy hair wavered with excitement. "The way you incorporate sensual curves into functional drainage systems is genius! And don't even get me started on your use of glazing techniques!"

"Right?!" Blossom squealed. "Finally, someone who gets it! You know who else does beautiful glazing?”

“Don’t say it,” I muttered.

“Brock. On my titties.”

Tria gasped. “Oh my,” she giggled, all six of her, who had gathered around and started rubbing parts of both of us by this time.

“You know, Tria, I can appreciate someone who understands that a pot can be both beautiful and functional! Ooh, a little harder with those fingers, baby. Right there in the arch. My cosmetic surgeon made his money right there."

I shared an amused look with the Tria working on my arm as Blossom continued educating her very attentive audience about the finer points of pottery design.

After a while Blossom’s face had gone devious. “Say, ladies. I’ve got half a mind to send you away so I can have a minute alone with my Brocky... unless..."

“Unless what?” the Tria on my shoulders asked.

“Yeah, unless what?” I echoed, arching a brow at the flower sprite.

“Unless you’re cool. And open-minded. I was just thinking about how hot it’d be to ride Brock’s big fat dragon dick nice and slow while you girls keep massaging us,” she proposed.

I almost choked on my own spit. “Blossom, that’s too—”

“No, wait!” a Tria gasped. “For Blossom... we’ll do it.”

My eyebrows shimmied left to right. “You will?”

All six Trias nodded together.

“Well, fuck,” I muttered in disbelief. “Okay, then.”

Right there on the couch is where it happened—one of the strangest, most intimate sexual encounters of my life thus far. Right from the jump, it was insanely erotic. Three pairs of hands massaged my arms, neck, and did a little work on my temples. while three other pairs of hands helped Blossom wiggle out of her clothes.

Soon I was staring at my naked flower sprite. It was a sight I had seen many, many times before, but it felt decidedly different this time with six similar women spectating and, in their own way, participating.

It should go without saying that I was already erect, and though I hadn’t yet removed my pants, everyone in the room was extremely aware given the size of my bulge.

“Oh my gods and goddesses,” one of the Tria’s gasped as she laid eyes on my immensity. “I—I’m sorry. I shouldn’t comment.”

“You can comment all you want,” Blossom giggled as she undid my belt and started tugging my pants and boxers down. I raised my hips to help her, all too eager to let my cock breathe free air.

It emerged from my pants with a spring, slapping Blossom right on the lips, even making a bit of a smacking sound. It didn’t phase her. The gorgeous flower sprite didn’t miss a single beat—her lips sealed around the tip of my member readily, and her tongue darted out to play along my glans.

I ran my fingers through her vine hair as the Trias continued to massage us. Three of them continued to work my back and neck, and the other three did similarly for Blossom as she knelt on the ground to pamper my cock with her loving lips and tongue.

“Is—is this alright?” one of the Trias asked Blossom.

“This is a first for us,” another explained. “If there’s something specific you want us to do, just, uh… let us know, I guess?”

Blossom broke her seal on my cock with a pop, a string of spit connecting us still. “Get those tits out, ladies,” she giggled impishly.

“Honey, I don’t really think that’s approp—”

“No, wait,” four of the Trias interrupted me at once. One of them continued the thought, the others nodding at her to go on. “This kind of feels like a once in a lifetime chance, and I’m not going to miss it.”

I blinked at her, trying to give her all my attention while Blossom started smacking my cock against one of her nipples, making a little of her breast nectar leak out. “Are you sure? I don’t want you to feel pressured. This is decidedly not in your job description.”

The Trias all nodded and answered by exposing themselves all at once. They had on a one-piece service dress, so they stripped the whole thing off rather than find some roundabout way to only show their breasts. Before I knew it, I was surrounded by six more nude plant girls—well, almost nude. They were wearing lacy black panties.

This did not at all help with the hardness of my penis. We were reaching dangerous levels, here. Blossom noticed and offered her own commentary as she crawled into my lap. “This thing is a fuggin’ monster,” she giggled. “Let’s get it inside my tight little flussy, Brock, whaddaya say?”

“Sounds like a plan,” I croaked just before she started kissing my neck. She must have winked or nodded at one of the Trias, because she emitted a little surprised “Oh!” sound as she apparently got the gist of what she was supposed to do next.

Tria grabbed the base of my cock and guided it to Blossom’s slit. A few squishy vines reached out of her opening to help pull me inside, and soon it was all wet warmth and pleasure.

“I’m too lazy to move much,” Blossom muttered as she nuzzled my neck. “One of you just jerk him off inside me.”

Two of Blossom’s attending dryads took a position on either side of my knee, where Blossom was impaled in my lap. They looked at each other and nodded, then looked at me, probably for permission.

“What the hell,” I muttered. “Go to town.”

Both Trias spit in their hands in unison and grabbed a portion of the base of my cock, the bit that couldn’t fit inside Blossom’s pussy. They started stroking together. It was a bit rough and awkward at first, until my Trias got involved.

“Wait—here!” the one who’s been massaging my left arm said as she produced a bottle of massage oil from a bag on the coffee table. Each Tria took a few drops into their hands, and the difference was like night and day when they renewed their strokes.

“How’s that, sir?” one of them asked.

“Is it to your liking?”

I gave them a thumbs up and leaned in to kiss Blossom, but she pushed off my chest slightly and wagged a finger in my face.

“Nuh uh uh. I want you to taste my love nectar,” she said, gesturing to her breast.

Flower sprites lactate a syrupy substance when aroused by a partner they’re in love with or want to breed with. It was one of the more interesting aspects of having sex with Blossom, so I was more than happy to take the invitation.

As I latched onto her nipple and started drinking, I was hit by all the overwhelming stimuli at once. Blossom’s vines milked my cock from the inside, while Two Trias jerked me off at my base. Meanwhile, another two Trias were massaging my back and sides, but each of them were also pressing their own naked breasts into me and rubbing their hardened nipples against my draconic hide.

“Oh—sir, if this is too much,” one Tria moaned, “just let us know.”

“You do you,” I grunted.

As I continued to suckle at Blossom’s perky teat, she started sucking on my earlobe. When her voice spoke into my ear in a high-pitched whisper, I almost blew right there. “Can you finish in my asshole?” she asked cutely.

The two Trias tending my cock looked to me for confirmation, and I nodded at them. Blossom raised her hips, letting me fall out of her tight cunt, only for the dryads to guide my cockhead into its new home.

Once inside, I knew that I was close. “Ohh, Jesus, Brocky, your fuggin’ cock feels so good in my little ass!”

“I couldn’t have said it better myself,” I muttered. She writhed a little, doing a bit more of the workload, but the Trias hadn’t slowed down their approach either.

With dryad tits pressed into my face, back, and bicep, and Blossom’s tight asshole winking around my length, I unleashed the dragon inside her, shooting out a torrent of seed in several sticky waves.

“Nyaahh!” Blossom screamed as she hit her own climax. “I’m cumming my fuggin’ brains out, Brocky!”

When it was all over, I lifted Blossom off of me, and she immediately faceplanted on the couch with her feet in my lap.

“You alright?” I asked, panting.

“Never…better,” she giggled through ragged breaths. She looked up from the couch cushion for a moment, then set her cheek back down. “Trias, can you clean us up? I’m too lazy.”

“O—of course,” one muttered. Three trees adjusted their kneeling positions in front of me and started licking the jizz off my cock, while another pressed her lips to Blossom’s ass.

The flower sprite shot up in alarm. “Whoa! I meant with tissues!” she shouted.

The Trias reacted predictably to the misunderstanding. It was probably the first time I’d ever seen six dryads blush at once.


Chapter 15—Brock


"It is highly irregular for there to be so many visitors so soon after birth. Let it be said now that if anyone sneezes within six feet of these infants, I will end their miserable lives," Quinny declared, her eyes narrowed as she watched us file into the nursery. "And do not even think about touching them without using the sanitizing station first. I have prepared a ten-step decontamination protocol that must be followed to the letter."

The sanitizing station in question looked more like something you'd see in a high-security lab than a nursery, complete with what I'm pretty sure was some kind of UV light emitter and at least three different types of hand sanitizer. Looking at the deluxe nature of the bottles, they probably cost about as much as Pinky’s gaming PC.

"Step one," she announced, producing a surprisingly thick pamphlet from the cleavage in her nurse's uniform. "Remove all jewelry and place it in the sterilization chamber."

"I’m pretty sure Brock’s kids will be a bit more resilient than the average baby," Pinky pointed out as she took out her earrings.

"True, but I won’t suffer any negligence on my watch." Quinny consulted her manual, pushing up her glasses with her pinky finger. "Now, step two involves proper scrubbing technique. I will demonstrate the required motions. You should be able to recite the entire theme song to Cole Bold the Kobold Detective before you’re done. It goes like this: In the dark of night, when danger lurks nearby, he will shine a light, leaving evil no place to hide..."

She was not a great singer.

Anyway, what followed from there was possibly the most thorough hand-washing tutorial in the history of this city. Even Pinky and Eppy seemed downright awed by the time step eight rolled around.

"You know," Pinky mused as she followed Quinny's precise and unforgiving instructions, working the sanitizer between each finger for precisely forty-five seconds, "maybe we should adopt this handwashing station in all the harem houses, come to think of it.”

"Don't even joke about that," Tahini muttered from her hospital bed, though she was smiling as she cradled Cleo against her chest. Asenath was sleeping peacefully in a nearby bassinet, while Yasmina dozed in Satina's arms.

Looking at them all together, my heart felt like it might pop. My newest daughters were absolutely perfect, each in their own way. The kittens had some of my features but there was no mistaking their mothers’ significant imprints. Their tiny tongues occasionally flicked out as they dreamed, reminding me of just how obviously I was the papa, but you could already see the resemblance to Tahini and Satina.

Unfortunately for Satina, she was right about Yasmina ending up with her appetite, though. “There is absolutely no way I’ll be able to produce enough milk for this little monster,” Satina groaned as the baby satyress suckled away in between bouts of slumber.

Quinny narrowed her eyes at the pair of them. “I’ll put in a prescription for a breast milk production potion.”

My eyes widened. “Better make that a double prescription,” I muttered.

Quinny arched a thin white brow at me and smirked. “Naughty male. But fine. You have been very good throughout this process. Ladies, praise the male.”

“Good job, honey!” Pinky cooed, echoed by most of the other visiting girls.

“Nice work, Big Guy,” Tahini muttered awkwardly.

“Well, he’ll get my praise when he heats up some of the leftovers for me,” Satina said. “I am starving! I don’t think I’ve eaten yet today!”

“Besides that pizza you soloed,” I reminded her. “And the order of wings.”

“Well, yeah, but that hardly counts, does it?”

I blinked. “Why wouldn’t that—”

"They're so tiny," Spinella whispered in awe, tactically interrupting me with all eight eyes wide. I turned to look at her as she peered at the babies from a Quinny-approved distance. "Can we hold them?"

"Absolutely not," Quinny snapped. "Not until you've completed the full decontamination protocol. You’re only on step seven, last time I checked."

"I've already memorized the whole thing," Eppy announced proudly. "Including the appendices and footnotes."

"Of course you have," Mamba chuckled, her tail swishing with amusement. "That’s more or less your idea of fun. The rest of us have more interesting things to spend our time on."

"Like what?" Pinky asked, genuinely curious.

"Literally anything else."

Melody drifted through a nearby wall, causing Quinny to hiss something about particle contamination and spectral interference patterns. "You know," my sister said, ignoring the dark elf's glare, "if you two want to spend the night back at the main house, that's no trouble. Quinny and I can watch the babies tonight now that they’re all fed and you've both been pumped."

Tahini's ears perked up immediately. "Really? Because honestly, a full night's sleep sounds amazing right now. These little ones are perfect, but I’m so sore and exhausted I might cry."

"I don't know..." Satina said hesitantly, holding Yasmina closer. Her maternal instincts had kicked in hard and fast. "What if they need us?"

"Then you'll be right across the street," Melody pointed out. "But these little ones are going to sleep through most of the night anyway, and Quinny has all sorts of tests to run. Might as well get some rest while you can."

"She's right," I said gently. "They’re in good hands. Plus, we've got some pretty cozy plans for this evening."

"Fine," Satina agreed after a moment, though it clearly pained her a little to do so. "But we'll be back to check on them every so often. And if anything happens—"

"We'll call immediately," Quinny assured her. "Now please, everyone who isn't actively holding an infant needs to step back three more feet. Your proximity is making my sacrificial dagger hand twitchy."

"What about me?" Blossom asked, tiptoeing toward the babies. "I can hold them for a second, right?"

"Back! Back, you chlorophyll-riddled menace!" Quinny posed defensively, like some sort of martial arts pose. “Your flowers will be too fragrant for their tiny little noses!”

“Fuggin’ racist!” Blossom screeched. “But fair enough.”

After that concluded, we finally made our way back to the main house together. I could understand where Satina was coming from and why she looked a little sad leaving the house.

A part of me wanted to spend the night with the babies too, but a little bit of separation was important so that Quinny could run her tests on the babies’ health, clean them up, and prepare them for integration into the nursery. They weren’t like Moonie. They were infants, through and through, so things had to follow a more traditional pattern with them after all.

By this point in the day, the dome had already darkened and it was very clearly night. Once we got inside, I saw a pile of blankets and pillows beside the living room couch that almost left me breathless.

“Pillow fort time!” Spinella shouted as she belly-flopped onto the pile. She looked up at me with her eight red eyes a moment later. “Did you ever make pillow forts back on Earth?”

“I’m surprised it’s a thing here,” I chuckled. “Yeah, it was a pretty common childhood activity. Honestly, I thought I’d seen my last pillow fort. This was a really cute idea.”

Mamba hugged me from behind, and I felt her tail coil around my leg and rattle. “Well, we’re really cute chicks, so that follows logically enough.”

“There’ll be time to canoodle after the fort is built!” Pinky Peach declared. “Satina, Tahini, you two take it easy and fill those bellies with food. Leave this to us!”

“Won’t get any pushback from me,” Tahini muttered, slinking off to the kitchen. “I feel like I could sleep for a year.”

Satina followed behind her, not about to debate any suggestion that ended with her getting more food. “Say, Tahini—what would have happened if you duplicated yourself and all your clones gave birth?”

She opened the fridge and smirked. “Dr. Luna and I talked about that.”

“And?” Satina asked, and I had to admit, I was curious too.

“And we agreed never to try.”

I laughed at that and joined the crowd in the living room with Mamba, getting to work.

"This is going to be so fuggin' cozy!" Blossom declared as she helped arrange pillows into something resembling walls, then draped a blanket over the top of it. Mamba, Pinky, Spinella, and Eppy also made their contributions, reinforcing everything wherever they could, using the back of the sofa for the wall of a new fort. Before long we had more of a pillow community than a single structure.

Eventually we had transformed the entire living room into a soft, warm nest of blankets and cushions. The fort's ceiling created a cozy canopy above us, and the strategic arrangement of pillows formed comfortable spaces for everyone to settle in. Pinky had even brought in strings of fairy lights that gave everything a warm, magical glow.

By this time, Tahini and Satina had joined us with bowls and platters of food, which they happily shared. Half of us were lying on blankets on our backs or sides, while the others were seated, hunched low so the tops of their heads wouldn’t brush the blankets.

"This is perfect," Pinky sighed as she settled into a pile of pillows, looking more relaxed than I'd seen her in weeks. "When's the last time we all just... talked? With no streams or meetings or major Void Cartel crises to deal with?"

"Not to add some tension to this conversation," Mamba said, her tail curling around her legs in the way it did when she was nervous but trying not to show it. "I've made a decision about that job offer."

Everyone in the fort turned to look at her, and I felt myself holding my breath. Even though we'd discussed it earlier, this felt more official. More real. But I was ready for it.

"I'm going to take it," she announced. "Chief of Psychic Investigations for the Meteoropolis PD. It's... it's what I've always wanted to do. To use my powers openly and really help people."

"That's amazing!" Spinella squealed, launching herself at Mamba for a hug that nearly knocked them both into a wall of pillows.

"We're so proud of you," Pinky added as her eyes went wet. "Though we'll miss having you around as much."

"I'll still be here," Mamba assured her. "Just... with a slightly different schedule. And maybe a cool badge to show off when you guys get snippy."

"She's not the only one with news," Pinky said after a moment, fidgeting with the edge of a blanket. "I've been thinking about what you all said about delegating more, about not trying to do everything myself. And... you're right. I'm going to start actually using the resources we have. Hire more help, trust other people to handle things."

"About fuggin' time," Blossom muttered, but she was smiling. "Maybe now you'll actually sleep sometimes."

Pinky giggled. “I know you were all worrying about me, and I appreciate that. I really do. I’ll do my best to take better care of myself. I promise.”

Many of the girls hugged Pinky, but I just smiled at her. “I’m proud of you, Pinky. And Mamba. Hell, I’m proud of all of us.”

"Speaking of life changes..." Blossom said as her hair vines twisted nervously, "Being away from Petal this weekend... it's made me realize something. I'm not getting any younger."

"You're literally ageless," I pointed out. “But go on.”

She smirked at me. "Anyway, I’m not getting any younger," she huffed, her leaves rustling with indignation. "The point is... I want to get married."

I blinked, confused. "To Petal?"

"No, dummy! To you! With Petal, though. Like, side by side. A double wedding or whatever."

Though I was a bit startled, I couldn't help but laugh, though not unkindly. "That's all fine by me, but I guess that means it's time for THAT conversation." I looked around at all of them to find wide eyes all around. "Are you all still interested in marrying me?"

The chorus of "Yes!" was so immediate and enthusiastic that several pillows went flying.

"Then I guess it's time to get serious about it." I reached into my portable storage space, where I kept the most precious items from my hoard. The rings I pulled out all had their own ancient stories, most of them forgotten to me, but I’d picked them out in private moments for just this occasion.

One by one, I placed them on their fingers. For Pinky, a ring of rose gold set with a pink diamond that matched her horn perfectly. Blossom's was crafted from a rare living metal fused with an alien plant that would grow and change with her mood, complete with tiny flowers blooming across its surface. Mamba's ring was a massive ruby set within a golden band that reminded me of the way her scales and eyes used to look before she was spliced with a Starchild, while Spinella's featured eight perfect gems arranged in a pattern that seemed uniquely suited to her, too. Eppy's ring held ancient elven runes, though they weren’t from her world exactly, and Tahini's was a simple adamantite band with a trio of diamonds shaped like a cat’s head. Satina's ring looked pretty basic, gold and diamonds, but it held an enchantment to never fall off when she was eating.

"If you're serious," I said, "then we're engaged."

What followed was me being violently tackled like I was a particularly unlikable high school quarterback. Somehow we ended up in a giant cuddle puddle, limbs and tails and vines all tangled together. Clothes came off, as they tend to do on such occasions, and onesies were added to the pillowfort’s fortifications as a lot of naked bodies warred with each other to press against mine.

"I can't wait to tell Petal about this!" Blossom squealed, her vines wrapping around anyone within reach. "She's going to be so excited!"

“Probably let me tell the Nightmare Girls and the Evil Girls,” I suggested. “They aren’t going to all be on this page just yet, and Petal might need some time before she’s ready to consider marriage. Now—whose lips are on my dick?”

“That would be me,” Eppy’s voice cooed from below as Satina and Pinky competed for my lips. “Is there a problem?”

“Nope,” I said. “Just making sure I know who to thank when all’s said and done. You may proceed.”

The rest of the evening progressed as evenings often did in the Dream Girls Streamer House. Admittedly, it had been a few weeks since a proper seven-on-one had commenced, but this one was special anyway. This one commemorated our betrothal.

The girls rotated kissing and riding various parts of me. I rarely had my eyes open, as lips were constantly pressed against my face throughout the whole evening, but I always knew just who was taking their turn on top.

“Ohh—fuck yeah, Big Guy! For some reason your cock feels even better after having kittens!” Technically Tahini wasn’t supposed to have sex with me, but she took a potion or popped a pill that made it possible, I guess.

Satina apparently did the same. “Oh gods of the grove, this is the one thing in the world I enjoy more than a good meal!”

“I love you, Brock Star! Oh—Ahh shit! Has it gotten bigger?!” Mambe complained when she took her turn.

“Oh, Jesus Christ, this fuggin’ cock is better than sex!” Blossom cried out. “Nyah! Wait, that didn’t make sense!”

As I felt Pinky Peach’s pussy lips part to take me in, she emitted a sharp gasp. “I love you—sooo much, Brock! Now, what do you say we put some cream in this pie, baby?”

Spinella and Eppy didn’t opt for penetration right away. Instead, their pussy lips surrounded my cock, grinding against it—and each other—on both sides in the sacred art of the double pussyjob. In the end, I finished that round inside Eppy because Spinella was a fucking chore to get my dick into.

All-in-all, it turned out to be an amazing night, and one of the most important nights of my life. The sex was just the cherry on top. The real prize was making official what I already planned on—spending the rest of eternity with the Dream Girls.


Chapter 16—Brock


Sleep wasn't really something I needed, per se, which was both a blessing and a curse. It was a blessing because hey, more time to get stuff done. That was cool, for sure. But it was also kind of shitty since I always had to figure out what exactly to do with myself after the ladies fell asleep clinging to me. Sometimes the ol’ sleeplike state didn’t come easily.

Right now, all that extra free time simply meant lying here wide awake in a pillow fort while every concern in my life played through my mind on repeat like some kind of anxiety mixtape.

Looking around at my sleeping girlfriends—or fiances—I couldn't help but smile despite my racing thoughts. The pillow fort had evolved throughout the evening into what Hephi kept calling a "structurally sound textile domicile" when she popped by for a visit. During that visit, I decided to come right out and tell her what happened with the Dream Girls vis a vis the marriage proposal, and her jaw dropped with shock.

“You can consider yourself engaged, too,” I told her. “That is, assuming you want to be. But we can talk more about it next weekend when we’re at Bliss Falls. Sound good?”

She nodded emphatically. “Sounds extremely good!”

And then she was gone, leaving me in the blanket kingdom with the Dream Girls. Really, it was just a more elaborate version of what any kid would build. Blankets draped overhead created a cozy canopy, while strategic "support columns" (more aptly referred to as precariously stacked cushions) held everything up.

Inside this architectural masterwork, my girls were all sound asleep in the sort of advanced cuddle formation that only comes with hundreds upon hundreds of hours of practice. Pinky had dozed off with her horn pressed against my chest. Mamba's tail was wrapped around my leg like a scaly seat belt as she clung to my side, while her forked tongue occasionally flicked out as she dreamed. Blossom's vines had somehow woven themselves into the fabric of my onesie.

Spinella's arms twitched occasionally as she slept, muttering something in her sleep. “No, Scruffers. Let that mailman out of your web right this instant..." I held in a laugh.

Eppy was curled protectively around the spider girl, one hand still gripping a knife even in sleep, which was concerning, but I was more than used to it by now. Tahini and Satina were clinging to either of my hands.

Speaking of them, my mind drifted to the new babies. Man, being a dad is just... so intense. You can never really explain how it’s going to feel, even to yourself. Each birth so far had ended with an explosion of emotions unlike anything I’d ever known before. I was surprised at just how much love I apparently still had to give.

The babies were... so perfect, each in their own way. The way Cleo and Asenath's little tails curled around my wrists the first time I held them, or how Yasmina already seemed to have inherited her mother's appetite... I was a father again, three times over. The responsibility of it all hit me anew. Especially because these babies were nothing like Moonie, who was walking and talking pretty much right after being born.

And that was just one item on the growing list of things to think about while I lay awake. There was also the upcoming court date for my time magic violations—probably should have listened to Hephi about being more careful with that. Mamba's new job would change the group dynamic for sure, even if it was a positive change in the end. Then there was the whole marriage thing that just got very real. I'd been carrying those rings around for weeks waiting for the right moment, and I figured this was as good as I was going to get with all the Dream Girls at once.

But that wasn’t even all. I was still worried about Pinky. Blossom apparently wanted more kids, and Eppy had her complicated feelings toward Moonie to address. Yeah, I needed to keep an eye on that situation too.

Being responsible for so many women’s happiness was a heavy weight sometimes, even if I wouldn't trade it for anything in any universe. I was grateful, don’t get me wrong, but the truth was this wasn’t even a particularly busy moment in my life. Things were always kind of like this.

After what felt like hours of circular thoughts, I finally spotted my opening. Spinella shifted in her sleep, creating just enough of a gap for me to begin the delicate process of extracting myself from the mess of limbs, tails, and vines that I was trapped within. Moving slowly and carefully, I managed to free myself from Blossom's botanical death grip with only minor damage to my onesie.

"Mmm... Brocky?" Blossom mumbled in her sleep. "Don't forget... the fuggin' lube barrel... My booty is ready."

I froze, fearing that she had woken up, but she just snuggled deeper into her pillows, still fast asleep. Crisis averted, I resumed my Metal Gear Solid-esque retreat, navigating the pillow maze like it was an enemy compound. One wrong move and the whole fort might come down around me. In the end, I finally made it to the garden door and slipped outside.

The cool night air hit my face like a refreshing splash of water. Above me, stars twinkled through Meteoropolis's magical dome in patterns I still hadn't quite memorized, even after all this time. The neighborhood was quiet except for the distant hum of hovercars and the occasional chatter of nocturnal creatures.

"Brock! Oh my gods, I somehow knew you’d sneak out!"

I nearly jumped out of my skin at the high-pitched voice, though I probably should have expected it. Turning, I spotted Mitsy sitting on one of the garden benches with her nine white tails spread out behind her like a fluffy fan. Her blue eyes practically glowed in the starlight as she stared at me with that intensity that only she could manage.

Before I could respond, she'd already launched herself at me with enough force to make me stumble backward in surprise. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she peppered my face with rapid-fire kisses.

"Mua, mua, mua, mua! Baby! My precious, precious darling! I’m so glad you came out. I couldn’t stop thinking about you."

"That’s still an ongoing struggle then, I see," I chuckled, steadying us both. Her floral perfume filled my nose as she continued to cling to me. I stirred a bit in the crotch department as she pressed her impressive chest against me.

She pulled back just enough to give me a slightly manic grin, her fox ears twitching. "I hope you don’t mind me popping by in the dead of night to try and catch a glimpse. I just had to sneak a peek. Besides, your curtains aren't even fully closed, so really it's your fault for tempting me!"

"That's... well, I don’t think that’s particularly fair."

She giggled and nuzzled my neck, but then suddenly went very still. When she spoke again, her voice had lost a lot of its edge all of a sudden. "Actually... I need to tell you something. I've been trying to work up the courage for a while now. I’ve been coming here every night, telling myself I’d spit it out if I had this moment alone with you, and... now I do."

"Alright," I said carefully. I was more than a little startled by the sudden shift in her demeanor. "Want to sit down and talk about it?"

Her tails curled around me like they had a mind of their own as we settled onto the garden bench. The starlight caught her silvery-white hair, and her chest pressed against my arm as I turned to look at her once we were seated. The kitsune was absolutely gorgeous, of course.

"Before I joined your harem," she started, then immediately buried her face in my chest. "No, wait. I can't look at you while I say this. Your face is too perfect. It's distracting."

"My face isn't going anywhere," I assured her. "Take your time."

She took a deep breath as her tails tightened around us both. "Before I joined your harem, you know that I did... things. Terrible things. Things I'm not proud of."

I couldn't help but chuckle. "Is that all? Water under the bridge—"

"No!" She jerked back suddenly, her blue eyes practically stabbing me with their intensity. Damn, they were pretty enough that I almost lost the plot for a second. "Don't do that! Don't be all sweet and forgiving. I know you're basically perfect and that's why I love you more than life itself, but please, I need you to listen."

"I'm listening," I said, holding up my hands in surrender. "Promise."

She started fidgeting with the hem of her nightgown. "I know you're forgiving. I know you don't see it as a big deal, but I do. I hate what I did. Even then, a part of me knew it was wrong, but I did it anyway because I'm a terrible person and—"

"Hey," I cut in gently. "Breathe."

She nodded and tried collecting herself. "Right. Okay. So... I lived for two thousand years in another world, not so different from Pinky's. They called me the Virgin of Virtue there, if you can believe it." She let out a slightly hysterical laugh. "For two thousand years. A virgin, the whole time."

"That... actually explains a lot."

She swatted my arm. "Don't interrupt. This is serious! Anyway, I wasn’t just a virgin. I made it my calling to take care of others. I helped lost travelers, counseled kings, healed the sick, fed the hungry... For two millennia, I dedicated myself to limiting suffering and serving others. I was good at it too. Famous for it."

Her ears drooped slightly. "The last thing I remember from that world was transforming into my fox form to lead some evil hunters away from a magical hind they were pursuing. But then they started hunting me instead, and... next thing I knew, I was waking up in Dr. Sycthemaw's capsule laboratory here in Meteoropolis."

I started to reach for her hand, but she shook her head frantically. "No, wait! Don't touch me yet or I'll lose my nerve and just try to ride your beautiful face instead." I suddenly had a profound desire to touch her more, but I shoved it aside. Her eyes went wide and she clapped a hand over her mouth. "Oh gods, I'm sorry! See what you do to me? Two thousand years of virtue just... poof! Gone!"

"It is what it is," I said, smiling.

"That's what I'm trying to tell you, really," She grabbed my shoulders, staring into my eyes with that unhinged intensity that only Eppy could match, but even she had mellowed out considerably since she took Spinella as her... pet, kinda.

Mitsy continued. "I tried to find my place in this new society. I kept up my charitable work—still do, of course. But there was this... emptiness inside me that I couldn't ignore anymore. Nothing seemed to fill it. Until..."

She trailed off as her tails swished nervously behind her.

"Until?" I prompted.

"Until I saw you for the first time," she whispered. "Gods and goddesses above, I remember it so clearly. Something in me just... snapped. Like a spell breaking, or maybe being cast on me. I knew you were perfect for me. I started feeling things I'd never allowed myself to feel before—selfish things, wanting things, dirty things that made me want to tear off all my clothes and—" She shook her head violently. "Sorry! Sorry. Getting off track."

"It sounded more like we just landed on a fun new track, but take a minute if you need one," I said.

She stood up and started pacing, her tails lashing behind her. "At first, I told myself it was just a little harmless infatuation. Just a little private pining, that’s all. I had a shrine to you in my home—which I still maintain, by the way, but that's not the point. The point is, I started hating the Dream Girls the more I became certain that they were with you. My feelings got all... twisted. I convinced myself that you already belonged to me, and they were making you cheat on me with them, and that after staying pure for thousands of years, I deserved this one thing for myself. I deserved you."

Tears started rolling down her cheeks. "My obsession grew. You were right to call me sick back then. When you rejected me, I should have walked away. Instead, I became even more determined. I formed the Evil Girls. We plotted to take advantage of you when your libido would be strongest, when you wouldn't be able to resist us no matter what your conscience said. We even had Quinny replace your libido suppressants with glorified sugar pills."

She collapsed back onto the bench beside me, sobbing now. "We messed with your medicine, Brock. We didn't exactly drug you, but it was still unforgivable. And yet you accepted us. You forgave us. Pinky and the others did too. You're all crazy to forgive what we did. It was truly... horrible."

Her tails drooped completely and her ears flattened against her snow white hair. "It's like my conscience was dormant all that time, but now that I have you, it's woken up again. I feel like the good woman I used to be. But now this good version of me knows she doesn’t deserve you. I don't deserve any of this happiness."

I pulled her close, letting her cry against my chest. Her whole body shook with the force of her sobs. The poor girl. One more thing on my list of stresses, honestly, but at that moment all I could think about was how badly I needed to comfort her.

"I knew all this already," I said softly. "Nothing you're saying is news to me. I made the decision to take responsibility for your happiness despite everything, and that's that."

"But why?" she whimpered. "What I did was reprehensible!"

"It was wrong," I agreed. "But people aren't simply the worst thing they've ever done. I know that deep down, you are and always were a good person. Hell, Opal is way trashier than you, and I like her too."

That got a watery giggle out of her. "She really is a bitch, isn't she? In the best way though. I love her so much. I love all of them. It’s so strange and so sick that the best friends of my life I made by doing the worst thing of my life."

"The truth is," I continued, stroking her hair, "loving someone is easy when you truly understand them. If you fully, truly understand who they are and why they are the way they are, how could you be so cold as to hate them anyway? Everyone has a story. We’re all mostly just the sum of our genetics, souls, and environments in the end."

"Even crazy stalker kitsunes who make perverted shrines to you?"

"Especially them." I kissed her forehead. "I believe you're a good woman, Mitsy. That's why we were all willing to put the drama aside and take you and the other Evil Girls in."

She looked up at me with blue eyes still swimming with tears. "How can you be so understanding and perfect? It makes me want to chain you up in my basement and—no, wait, sorry, getting off track again."

"I forgive you," I said, fighting back a laugh. "Most of the other girls do too. The real question is: when can you forgive yourself?"

She opened her mouth to respond but I lightheartedly pinched her lips shut and smiled. "Don't tell me," I said. "This is something you need to work out on your own. Just remember that I'm always going to be here, no matter what. Even if Hephi told me you still keep a shrine to me in the Evil Girls’ house."

"It's a very well maintained shrine," she mumbled into my fingers.

"I'm sure it is."

She threw her arms around my neck, all nine tails entombing us both. "I love you so much," she whispered. "Even if my love started out twisted and wrong. I can’t change the way I feel. Gods help me, I’d do anything to protect this love."

"I know," I said, running my fingers through her silky white hair. "And I know I can love you too, because love is a choice, and I've chosen to do so. I'll make that same choice every day."

When she kissed me again, her lips were sweet, just with a tiny bit of salty tears corrupting the flavor. “Brock,” she moaned into my mouth. “I could cum just from kissing you.”

"Wouldn’t be the first time," I added after we broke apart. "You know, you should probably take down that shrine."

"I can’t," She kissed me again, harder this time. "It's load-bearing. The whole house would collapse at this point."

I had to laugh at that. "Ah, well, that’s that then."

She snuggled against me, her tails finally calming down slightly. "Thank you for listening. For understanding."

"Always," I promised, holding her close as the night seemed to close in around us.

A bit of the old draconic hunger took over then, and what I did next became more a mission than a choice. Kissing her neck, I gently pulled the red bathrobe off Mitsy's shoulders, revealing a lacy nightgown underneath. The swell of her breasts poked through, the material sheer enough that I could make out the subtle shape of her hardened nipples through the fabric.

“Oh, Brock,” she whimpered in a reedy, needy tone. I raised my head up from her neck, and she leaned in. Our lips met, wet, and warm. One of my hands gripped her thigh, and I immediately felt the sweltering heat that emanated from her pussy. I savored the taste of her lips, and as we deepened the kiss, I tugged the shoulder straps of her gown downward, revealing the pink, pale flesh of her perfect tits. I began to suck on her nipples, and she wrapped an arm around my neck while the other reached behind to balance her against the back of the bench. She let out a soft "Mmmmm" and cried out my name as the heat between her legs continued to build.

Mitsy’s hands eventually grabbed my shoulders, and one of them started wandering downward. She was just past my navel when I stopped her. "No, no," I whispered. "I'm getting pampered enough this weekend. Let me take care of you."

She giggled, a sly smile spreading across her face. "In that case, can I make a request?"

"Anything you want," I replied.

She leaned in, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want to ride your face. I want to look down into your eyes while you suck my pussy dry, darling."

I grinned and cracked my knuckles. "That's an easy task, and one that I'm more than happy to fulfill."

I lay on the grass, and Mitsy straddled my face, her thighs spreading wide as she settled into position. She raised one leg and reached inside her nightgown from the bottom to peel her panties off, then lowered herself upon my waiting lips.

“Oh, fuck, Brock! Ohhh—gah! That—oh my gods, you really don’t fuck around!”

I wrapped my arms around her hips, holding her in place as I began to lick her tender slit. She let out a series of soft moans that became a lot louder and harder the longer I went, her hands roaming up and down her own body as she arched her back, her breasts tossing an erotic shadow on my face and grass.

My hands squeezed her thighs intensely while I supped and suckled on her juicy cunt. The taste of it was so pure, so fresh. It was so fresh that it was almost devoid of the flavor I usually loved to taste on these lewd lower lips. She must have just showered, I figured, and washed the sweat and accumulated juice away.

But that wasn’t stopping me from having a good fucking time. “Ohh my fucking gods, baby! I’m gonna—I’m gonna drown you! Wait, let me get off the ride!”

I shook my head and doubled down, sexing her pussy with my thick, forked, draconic tongue, delving it deep inside so I could savor every hint of her taste that I could get. It didn’t take long for her to fall apart after that.

“Guh—nyah! Br—Brock! I’m—I’m cumming!”

I let her lewd, foxy sex flood my mouth as girlcum overwhelmed me. I swallowed it down like it was a bottle of ice cold water and I’d just survived a week in the desert. When it was all over, she wobbled a bit, then started to fall over, but I caught her.

I brought Mitsy to my side, lying next to me on the grass in the garden, just a few feet away from some of Blossom and Petal’s pots that were almost ready to be shipped. I stared into the kitsune’s icy blue eyes as her tails, which had been quite taut for a while, started swaying like mad as she stared at me and grinned.

Sometimes the best thing about not needing sleep was moments like this—quiet conversations under the stars, moonlit snuggles, twilit faceriding sessions in the garden...

Honestly? This life was worth the sleepless nights.


Chapter 17—Eppy


"Hit the fuggin' button!" Blossom screeched, mashing the controller so hard Eppy worried she might snap it in half. Since Tahini and I found a spare mana-to-electricity adapter, the flower sprite had been trying to master NBA Jam for the past hour while sprawled in Brock's lap, and patience wasn't her strong suit.

From her spot on the couch, Eppy absently stroked Spinella's hair while keeping one hand on her favorite concealed knife, just in case any of those Grimgarian waffle crumbs Satina kept dropping came too close to her spider girl. The satyress was a menace with crumbs. Pinky's eye twitched every time another piece hit her pristine floor, and even vacation mode couldn't completely suppress her cleaning urges.

"These fuggin' controls are bullshit!" the flower sprite huffed, her vines rustling with irritation. A few leaves from her vines actually fell off and drifted to the floor, making Pinky's eye twitch from across the room. "And what the hell is a turbo button anyway? Why would anyone need more than one button to play sportsball?"

"It's this one right here," Brock said, reaching around to guide her fingers. His muscular chest pressed against her back as he showed her the proper technique. "You know, the Super Nintendo version of NBA Jam didn't even have music, which is why the Genesis port is the best 16-bit version of the game. The soundtrack really adds to the—"

"Brocky, sweety, I have no idea what you're talking about," Blossom cut him off as she wriggled in his lap—though she did press the button he indicated. "Holy shit! I actually made the shot! Did you see that?! The ball is on fire! Like, literally on fire!"

"He is heating up," Brock confirmed with a grin.

"You're kind of hot when you nerd out about old games," Spinella observed from where she was curled up against Eppy, all eight of her eyes fixed on Brock's enthusiastic expression. Her spider legs chittered happily against the couch cushions. “Then again, you’re kind of hot all the time.”

Mamba's forked tongue flicked out as she smirked from her armchair. “Brock Star must get pretty numb to all the praise you throw his way, don’t you think?”

"True," the spider girl admitted without shame, snuggling deeper into Eppy's embrace. "But especially when he gets all passionate about stuff like this. Remember when he spent an hour explaining why something called 'Chrono Trigger' was the greatest RPG ever made?"

“The greatest JRPG,” Brock clarified as Blossom bounced on his lap some more. “Let’s not bring western RPGs into the discussion. It gets messy from there.”

Satina stuffed a waffle into her mouth as she watched the game from her position on the floor, syrup dripping almost suggestively down her chin. "I still don't understand why the ball is on fire. I didn’t think that magic existed on your homeworld, Brock."

"Well, we had David Blaine," Brock mused. "I’m not going to discount the possibility entirely. But in this case, it’s just a metaphor."

"Anyway, not to interrupt the B-Ball match or whatever," Tahini said as she stood up, brushing crumbs from her cat onesie and carefully adjusting it around her still-sensitive chest, "we should probably head over to see Quinny. Time for new mommy stuff."

"Already?" Satina pouted, but got up as well, giving Brock a quick peck on the cheek. "I was just getting started on my fourth helping."

"Better hurry," Tahini said, stretching as she stood. "You know how Quinny gets if we're late for baby checkups. That sacrificial dagger will come out, and I’m not sure I’m in the mood to fight it out of her hands."

The satyress giggled. "I know, I know. But do you think Yasmina can taste the syrup through my breast milk? Because if so, I should probably have another helping. You know, to make it more enjoyable for her."

"Pretty sure that's not how it works," Tahini chuckled, shaking her head.

"Only one way to find out!" Satina called over her shoulder, already grabbing another waffle that probably wouldn’t last the walk across the street.

"What's next on the schedule for everyone else?" Brock asked as Blossom’s hair vines teased his thighs.

"Oh! We've moved that professional chef to after the Staycation for a big meal with everyone, but don’t worry Satina, we’ll make sure you get a care package later when we order in for lunch. Then Blossom's going to teach the rest of us all about pottery this afternoon," Pinky said, already pulling out her tablet to double-check the schedule. Even on vacation, she couldn't quite turn off her organizing mode.

"Fuggin' right I am, ladies!" Blossom declared. "You're all going to learn how to make proper pots while we watch my award-winning Let’s Play of Titty Patrol 7: Turbo Edition."

"Will there be refreshments?" Satina asked hopefully.

"You'll be with the babies," Tahini reminded her.

"Well, will there be refreshments with the babies?"

Tahini shrugged. “Sure.”

"Sounds like we’ve got it all figured out," Brock grinned as he disentangled himself from Blossom's planty grip.

After they left, the room settled into a comfortable quiet broken only by Blossom's occasional swearing at the game. “Jesus Christ! What the fugg is goal tending anyway?!”

“Something that happens in NBA Jam about ten times more than it does in the actual sport,” Brock sighed sympathetically.

Eppy absently ran her fingers through Spinella's white hair as she watched them, enjoying the way her adorable spider girl practically trilled with comfort. Spinella’s legs twitched occasionally in contentment.

"Boom shakalaka!" Blossom suddenly screamed as she finally made a spectacular dunk. "Did you see that?!"

"You're playing against the computer on easy mode," Mamba pointed out without looking up from her phone.

"Still counts!"

Brock laughed. “Honestly, she’s doing great.”

Mamba hissed softly as she scrolled through her phone. Her tail's rattle caught everyone's attention.

Looking up from her game, Blossom craned her neck to see the screen. "What's got your scales in a twist?"

"Media caught wind of Brock's magical misadventures." Mamba turned her phone so the others could see. "We should probably expect paparazzi and interview requests soon."

Pinky set down her tablet, suddenly alert. "What are they saying?"

With a flick of her forked tongue, Mamba scrolled through the headlines. "Typical sensationalist nonsense. 'Local Hero Goes Rogue Magus.' 'Brock Clayton: Above the Law?' Oh, this one's creative—'Time Crime: Solaris’s Temporal Tantrum Troubles Town.'"

"Fuggin' vultures," Blossom spat as she missed another shot. "They're just jealous because their men can't satisfy seventeen women at once."

Brock laughed at that. "To be fair, I don’t think that’s the issue they have with me.“

There was a sudden quiet as everyone looked at their phones, including Blossom who had paused her game. The moment abruptly shattered when Pinky suddenly produced a vacuum cleaner from seemingly nowhere, making everyone flinch as it roared to life. Even Eppy, who was a huge fan of vacuums, jumped at the sudden sound. "Time for my midday cleaning routine!" the unicorn girl chirped.

Eppy tensed as her attention homed in on Pinky Peach. She'd been working up the courage all morning to pull her aside for the inevitable conversation. She couldn't let the opportunity slip away. The worst thing that could happen would be Pinky finding out on someone else’s terms. Gently kissing Spinella's cheek, she stood up. "I'll be right back, cutie."

"Where are you going?" Spinella asked, all eight eyes going wide and pleading.

"Taking care of something. Keep my spot warm."

She approached Pinky, who was already pushing the vacuum around, on a mission. The unicorn girl had that familiar flame in her eye that meant she was already in the zone. Eppy tried to mime for her to turn it off, but Pinky just shouted over the noise, "You know it's not that easy!"

"Please," Eppy said, letting some genuine desperation creep into her voice in the process, and she was sure it was written on her face as well. "There's something important I need to discuss with you."

Something in her voice must have gotten through the vacuum’s noise, because Pinky's face suddenly shifted to a look of concern. She switched off the vacuum, though Eppy could see her fingers twitching over the power button. "What's going on, Eppy?"

"Could we perhaps talk in your room?"

Pinky's eyebrow twitched anxiously, but she nodded. "Sure, of course."

Following Pinky into her bedroom felt oddly nostalgic to Eppy for some reason. The pink LED strips still lined the walls, lighting up everything in a rosy glow that reminded Eppy of their countless shared memories in this room, in Pinky’s body. Her gaming chair sat at her desk, pushed in neatly, pink leather upholstery looking stylish and cute at the same time. Though Pinky had given most of her stuffed animals to Moonie after the girl’s birth, a few of her favorite dragon plushies still dotted the pink bed with its fluffy comforter.

When Eppy had spent most of her time in Pinky's head, this had been her room too, in a sense. She remembered all the late nights spent watching Pinky game, all the quiet moments of shared thoughts, feelings, and secrets. Now it was time to share one more secret.

Eppy sat on the bed, patting the spot next to her. The mattress was exactly as comfortable as she remembered. Pinky perched there cautiously, and her brow furrowed slightly with worry. Even without their mental link active, Eppy could tell the unicorn girl was as nervous as she was. "What I'm about to say might shock you a little," Eppy began.

Pinky shifted anxiously on the bed. "Just say it. You're kind of freaking me out. Is it about the knives? Because I already know you've been sneaking more into the house every day. I've been trying to be cool about it—"

Running her fingers along the edge of her sleeve where a favorite blade was hidden, Eppy shook her head. "No, it's not about the knives. But I’m glad you brought that up, because I saw some interesting new items on the home shopping channel."

Pinky stared at her expectantly, furrowing her brow.

Eppy took a deep breath, trying to find the right words. "Do you remember the day Moonie was born? When you came out of this very room holding her in your arms for the first time?"

A soft smile spread across Pinky's face, though confusion still colored her features. "Of course. One of the best moments of my life."

Eppy twisted her hands in her lap, fighting the urge to grab one of her hidden blades for comfort. "I was so happy for you and Brock. I knew you'd be an amazing mother. But I also knew that I could never give birth myself. This synthetic body Dr. Luna gave me... it's not capable of that."

Pinky's brow furrowed as understanding began to dawn. "Eppy..."

"But here's the thing—I shared your mind for so long. I was there through most of your pregnancy. I still get pulled back into your head sometimes, though not as often lately." Eppy forced herself to meet Pinky's gaze. "Some of your maternal feelings toward Moonie... I feel them too. And I don't know how to handle that."

She braced herself for horror or anger, but to her surprise, Pinky's face softened into a gentle smile. "That's actually really sweet."

"You're... not upset?"

Pinky Peach’s eyes widened and she shook her head, making her pink hair whip this way and that. "No, of course not. If anything, I feel stupid for not realizing this possibility sooner." Pinky grabbed her hands. "Actually, this could be perfect. You know how busy I am—as much as I want to spend every moment with Moonie and Brock, I can't always be there. But if you could help raise her as Auntie Eppy..." She squeezed Eppy's hands. "And when we do merge again, I'll get to see all those precious moments I missed through your memories, together with you. It'll be beautiful."

Eppy felt tears prick at her eyes as she pulled Pinky into a tight hug, shifting carefully at the last second to avoid revealing the kitchen knife in her onesie. "I'm sorry I didn’t come to you sooner."

"I get why you were worried," Pinky said, hugging her back. "But we've been through too much together for this to come between us. These feelings aren't something you can help."

"Thank you for understanding."

"Just one rule," Pinky said as they pulled apart.

"Name it."

"No blades of any kind around Moonie."

Eppy immediately withdrew from the hug, her expression hardening. "How hard of a stance is that?"


Chapter 18—Brock


When the girls were busy doing their pottery thing, I stepped out to buy some baby supplies. I drummed my fingers on the steering wheel as I headed to Meteo Mart, occasionally reviewing the shopping list written on my hand in pen. The latest visit with my new daughters had been amazing, of course, even if it started with me getting yelled at by Quinny in a way that I weirdly didn’t hate.

"Male! Your offspring require better diapers! And what in the name of the Spider Queen is this off-brand atrocity?" She'd snatched the package from Tahini's hands like it was personally offensive to her. "These are far too abrasive for any half-dragon kittens under my watch," she declared imperiously.

Tahini snickered at the look on my face. "Someone needs to remind Pinky we're rich. She can stop buying cheap stuff any day now."

I let out a sigh. "I'll pass the note along. And, yeah—I'll go on a diaper run for the good stuff in a minute."

"Just make sure to get as many boxes as you can fit in the car," Satina said from where she was feeding Yasmina. "And maybe grab me one of those fancy breast pumps while you're there."

Quinny turned to me, jabbing a finger at my chest. "Male, you will acquire proper equipment for all your breeding partners immediately. In return for your service, I will pamper you at a time of my choosing."

That sounded fine by me, and she wasn’t wrong. My little girls deserved better than whatever discount diapers Pinky had price-matched, and watching Satina struggle with her medieval-looking pump was just sad.

At least the babies themselves were doing great. Yasmina was already showing signs of Satina's appetite, while Cleo and Asenath had started meowing aggressively when they were hungry, which made my heart melt to hear.

"I still can't believe they're mine," Tahini had whispered as she cradled Asenath. "Look at her little kitty ears and scales! They're so perfect."

"Of course they're perfect," I'd told her. "They take after their mother. Well, not the scales. But you know. The rest, mostly."

That had earned me a kiss from Tahini and an eye-roll from Quinny. "Save the romantic overtures for later, male. These babies need your purchasing power now."

The drive itself was pretty chill, all things considered. Traffic was light enough that I had time to appreciate how the city looked today. Sometimes I still couldn't believe this was my life now. Three new daughters, well over a dozen incredible women who loved me (potentially eighteen if Styria had her way), and—

A shadow passed overhead, making me frown. Looking up through the windshield, I spotted what was unmistakably a news van, complete with satellite dish and station logo, hovering above my car like a media vulture.

Great. I'd been expecting this after the babies were born—the press loved a good "Brock Clayton Expands His Harem Family" story—but something about the way it followed too closely seemed more... hostile than usual.

I pulled into the Meteo Mart parking lot and tried to keep my expression neutral as I saw the van touch down nearby. The massive store was just ahead with its glowing sign. A couple of teenage orcs were wrangling shopping carts near the entrance, and a harried-looking goblin mother was trying to corral her five kids into the store. Just another normal shopping day in Meteoropolis. At least until the cameras started rolling.

"Mr. Clayton!" A gnomish reporter practically sprinted toward me, microphone extended. He was wearing a suit that probably cost more than my first car back on Earth, and his perfectly coiffed hair didn't move an inch as he ran. "What do you have to say about the allegations of illegal magic use?"

Ah. So that's what this was about. “Well, hang on. I—”

"Mr. Clayton, how do you respond to claims that you've been experimenting with unauthorized chrono magic?" another reporter, this one a halfling wearing a blazer that would have fit a full-sized human, cut me off. His cameraman, who was a gray, wrinkly troll who had to lie on his belly to keep his subject in frame, gave me an apologetic shrug.

"Look, I really need to get some shopping done," I said, glancing at my list. Diapers, breast pumps, and maybe some of those little cat ear covers Tahini mentioned wanting for the kittens. "My family's waiting for me, and—"

They followed me into the store, completely ignoring my attempts at evasion. More reporters seemed to materialize with every few steps, popping out like cockroaches when the lights went out. An arachne reporter even descended from the ceiling on a silk line. That nearly got a shout out of me.

"Mr. Clayton, the public has a right to know!" shouted a dwarven woman who barely came up to my waist.

"Is it true you're using illegal spell amplifiers, too?" called out what appeared to be a talking mushroom that somehow got press credentials. That was a new one for me.

"Are the Dream Girls involved in your criminal activities?" demanded a harpy hovering near the ceiling fans.

A young mother quickly ushered her children away from the growing media circus, while the teenage orc cart attendants watched with interest. The bored-looking dryad checkout clerk didn't even look up from her magazine.

"Please," I said, trying to reach the baby supplies aisle while dodging microphones and floating camera orbs, "I just need to pick up some things for my daughters—"

A hand grabbed my shoulder roughly and tugged, causing me to spin around in surprise. I found myself face to face with an elven reporter who'd apparently decided that personal space was optional. His perfectly sculpted eyebrows were drawn together in what he probably thought was an intimidating expression. In reality, I could literally eat him in one bite, and the longer this went on, the more tempting that prospect was starting to become.

"You think you're above the law, don't you, Clayton?" he demanded as he shoved his microphone in my face. "That the rules don't apply to—"

The lights went out in the whole store. All of them, at once, plunging Meteo-Mart into total darkness. A few people screamed in surprise, but their voices died in their throats as a spot about ten feet away from me began to glow an ominous red, forming a cloud of light, for lack of a better way to describe it. The mushroom reporter's bioluminescent spots provided the only other illumination, which didn't help the creepy atmosphere one bit.

"How... dare you."

The voice was familiar, and sexy, but that didn't make it any less spooky. The elf who'd grabbed me suddenly lifted off the ground, his legs kicking uselessly in the air as he let out a strangled yelp. He flailed, utterly helpless, and my first instinct despite everything was to help him, but I fought that impulse and waited.

A figure materialized in the red light—first just a silhouette, salaciously curved with a shape I knew all too well. She slowly gained detail and substance until finally Styria floated there in all her glory. Her glowing red dress, utterly skin tight, was revealed to be the source of most of the light still remaining, and her crimson eyes blazed with fury. The dryad clerk finally looked up from her magazine, made a small "eep" sound, and dove behind her register.

"How dare you touch him?" she repeated as her voice echoed unnaturally through the store. The sound made several glass jars in various shopping carts shatter. "How dare you accuse him?"

Spontaneous blood-red flames erupted throughout the store, creating a sinister ambience, though they didn’t seem to be truly burning anything. The building itself began to shake, and products started flying off the shelves—some floating serenely, others whipping through the air like missiles. People ducked and dodged to avoid them. A pack of diapers nearly took out the harpy reporter, who squawked and dove for cover. I managed to catch them and quickly shoved them in my cart. It was the good brand. I might as well.

The assembled reporters backed away, some fleeing outright while others just stared in horror. The teenage orcs had their phones out, probably livestreaming the whole thing.

“I—I’m sorry, Lady Styria, I—” the elf reporter stammered in terror.

"I've got a soundbite for you, newsman," Styria's voice cut through the chaos around us. "Brock Clayton is innocent because I say he is. I, Styria Elloway-Tepes, am a Founder of this city, and I say he's above the law, so he is."

Her eyes flickered with rage as she continued, and the sound of thunder reverberated from outside, shaking the entire building. "Print this for your blogs and papers: If I find out the legal charges against him move forward even one more step, then you can expect serious consequences. Why, I might just remove the dome from this fucking ant farm and watch you all spiral into space and start over."

“G-g-got it!” the elf reporter squeaked.

Once it was clear the message had sunken in, the floating objects crashed to the ground with a deafening clatter, many of them breaking and shattering. The flames vanished and the regular lights snapped back on as though nothing had happened. Styria spun around and threw her arms around my neck.

"Also, Brock, baby," she cooed, suddenly all sugar and spice, "I saw you pop the question to a certain group of someones. Does that mean I'm next?"

I glanced around at the shellshocked faces of the reporters and other shoppers. The goblin mother had her kids gathered behind her like a protective hen with her chicks. The dryad clerk was still hiding, though I could see her leaves trembling from behind the counter.

"This... might not be the best time to discuss that," I said carefully. "Though maybe. I'd like you to spend more time with the rest of the girls first, though. But, you know, on your best behavior. No flames and shit."

She pouted adorably, which was a jarring change of pace compared to the way she'd just terrorized an entire department store. "I suppose that's fair. I do need to assert my dominance over them properly anyway."

"That's... not exactly what I meant. But we can figure it out."

She kissed me deeply, then pulled back with a wicked grin. "We'll talk soon, lover." With that, she exploded into a swarm of vampire bats that scattered in all directions before gradually fading away. One of them dive-bombed the elven reporter for good measure, slapping him on the cheek.

I scratched my head as I surveyed the mess around us. Shattered glass everywhere, scattered produce, and at least one aisle seemed to be covered in what looked suspiciously like hellfire residue—don’t ask me how I know what that looks like. Jasper, Go’Urden, Luna and I once had a regretful weekend at an Infernal District casino resort, and that’s all I’ll say. "Sorry about that, everyone. Styria covered things pretty well, I think, so anyway..."

The crowd parted silently before me as I made my way toward the baby supplies. The teenage orcs gave me a thumbs up as I passed for some reason—I gradually realized they were impressed that I was clearly banging God’s daughter. Behind me, I heard the elven reporter who'd grabbed me earlier mutter, "I think I just got the scoop of my life."


Chapter 19—Brock


Every now and then, the call of duty still rang out for me, and I’m not talking about changing diapers. No, despite the fact that the whole city was well aware of my godlike power, occasionally criminals would act a fool.

Honestly, I kind of understood. It must feel like winning the lottery to have me single you out in a city of tens of millions. The truth was that I couldn’t be everywhere at once. That was not a power of mine. Hell, I couldn’t even be all the places I actually wanted to be at any given moment.

I was torn between so many women and children that it honestly got to me sometimes. In quiet moments, as few and far between as they had become, I found myself feeling guilty for not being somewhere—anywhere where one of my daughters was, or one of my lovers or friends. I’d started to feel like I didn’t... deserve time to myself, because so many people depended on me.

But, actually, they didn’t. And in a way, maybe that was what bothered me. My women were all very independent. My kids were all in good hands, too. Between their mothers and Melody keeping a close eye on them, I didn’t have to worry too much about occasionally showing up late to a play date.

But that kind of sucked. So when I did see the Solaris symbol light up in the sky, or see a particularly messy situation evolving on the live news broadcast, a part of me relished it. Finally, I was needed—not just wanted, pined after, but really needed.

Early on that final morning, when the dome overhead was still dark in the sky, I got a text from Dr. Luna. I felt the buzzing in the breast pocket of my dragon onesie and almost moaned with anticipation as I read the message.

> Brock, u up? There’s a genetically engineered xenobeast that just broke out of a DarkTech Industries underground lab. The police have been dispatched but there isn’t much they can do.

Deciding that my ladies were stacked just right for this maneuver not to wake them, I solarported out of the pile of sexy naked bodies out into the garden, stripped off my onesie, and shifted into my miniature dragon form—well, miniature compared to my full scale. It was still about twenty feet long.

My wings beat as I elevated into the air, then climbed higher into the sky. Dr. Luna didn’t give me specific directions, but I was able to guesstimate the location of the incident without any issue due to all the smoke rising in the distance.

As I solarported closer, I got a better look at the scale of the creature I was pitted against. It was easily fifty feet long itself and was making a proper mess of an industrial neighborhood. Buildings were converted to rubble, and bystanders were screaming and fleeing in the streets.

The creature in question had the vague appearance of a dragon itself, but it was shrouded in a black so black that I knew at once it was going to be a little tougher for me to deal with. Such creatures tended to be immune or at least resistant to solar energy.

Rather than expand into my full size, I opted to take the opposite route, turning into my humanoid size and appearance. It was more than a little deceiving—it was a magical disguise, after all. I was still all scales and dragon parts, but I looked normal enough. The size wasn’t a bluff, however, and it would make me a lot more maneuverable and help me to limit damage to my surroundings.

I charged through the air, barreling into the monster that had noticed me a second too late. My fist connected with its pitch black neck. A splatter of organic matter flew through the air from the impact, and the beast let out a shrill scream of pain.

It bent its neck and snapped its jaws at me, rows of teeth looking rather intimidating for a brief flash before I dodged out of the way. It fucked up its followthrough, leaving it open for another attack. This time, I slammed into its jaw with an uppercut, then flew above it. In a move I learned from Dragon Ball Z, I put both my fists together over my head and brought them down on the monster’s skull, sending its head and upper body into the road beneath.

“That felt pretty good,” I said, smiling to myself.

“You got this, Solaris!” a redheaded elven woman shouted from the window of a nearby building, blowing a kiss at me. “Let me have your babies!”

I waved at her, then watched as the creature struggled back to its feet, then beat its wings to join me in the air.

It was a clumsy thing to watch in flight, and I couldn’t even begin to guess what advantage it thought it was pressing at this point. I cracked my knuckles as it set its black gaze back on me, then inhaled, puffing up its chest in preparation of unleashing a breath weapon.

I had one of those as well, as it so happened.

Our flames clashed in the air between us. The other dragon’s breath was a black voidlike fire that seemed much stronger than I expected it to be—but if it was connected to the void at all, then that made sense. Void powers were strong against solar powers.

But I was stronger by far. My flame ultimately pushed back against the other monster’s, forcing it in its direction until my own solar blast was pushing down its throat. Even with its resistances to all things solar, it wasn’t enough.

With an explosion of black gore, I was clearly the winner. Chunks of bio-engineered void dragon meat decorated the nearby buildings, and no sooner had I finished than did police officers and goons in hazmat suits start emerging out of the woodwork.

“Solaris! Down here!” a cop shouted.

I floated down but shifted into a larger, more draconic form as I realized I was still in my naked Brock Clayton shape. “Are we all good down here?” I asked.

“We’re making some arrests. You must be furious.”

I cocked my head. “Because they were apparently trying to make a counter to me that might be able to prey upon my weaknesses?”

“Exactly,” the cop said, a flame elf, extending his hand. I grabbed his wrist with my talon and shook. “Name’s Emberson. Honor to meet you. And don’t you worry, we’ll get to the bottom of this.”

“Better stop those guys who are trying to collect all the evidence,” I said, pointing at the goons trying to gather up all the scrap pieces of monster littering the city block. “I’m guessing those are the scientists who made it?”

“Oh, they think they’re going to avoid trouble because they’ve got money. I’m sure they’ve already got a defense cooked up for this, but I wouldn’t worry about them.”

“I’m not worried,” I said, smiling. “There’s always someone out there trying to cause trouble. If they’re focusing on ways to get me out of the way, then it means that they aren’t focusing on their real ambitions. I guess that’s my purpose in this city.”

Emberson shook his head, grimacing. “Sounds like a rough way to live.”

I chuckled. “It’s not so bad.” After all, I thought to myself, at least I’m needed.

After the cops started arresting the goons, much to their surprise for some weird reason, I decided to solarport home, hoping I could squeeze back into bed before any of the Dream Girls noticed I was gone—but that was a fool’s hope.

By the time I got back, the ladies were already awake and watching TV in the living room. I wasn’t surprised to find out it was coverage about what I’d just done.

Pinky Peach sipped a latte as she turned her head to smirk at me. “Morning, baby. Looks like someone got up a bit early.”

“Sorry,” I said, scratching my head, now looking like my human self. I was still naked, though, because I hadn’t bothered to grab any clothes on my way out the door. I’d been more concerned with taking off the onesie than putting anything else on.

My nudity was certainly noticed. Spinella’s mouth dropped open so wide at the side of me I could make out the mandibles that hid inside her cheeks. Eppy literally dropped her kitchen knife on the sofa.

“Jesus Christ, look at that fat dick,” Blossom moaned, rubbing her thighs together from where she stood in her pot. “I assume we’re all on the same page, ladies?”

Mamba cracked her knuckles and nodded at Satina, who forced down one last bite of a breakfast roll. “Been a while since we had an old-fashioned seven-on-one, right?”

I grinned deviously. “Someone’s been logging into Duolingo,” I growled, feeling my cock harden with purpose. “Because you’re speaking my language.”

Pinky unzipped her onesie, causing everyone else in the room to begin doing the same, and started toward me with a hungry look in her eyes. “I don’t know what that reference means, but I could use a little seed in my flower if you get my drift.”

“That’s kind of offensive, and it doesn’t make botanical sense,” Blossom complained as she uprooted herself, her inky black eyes going nearly feral. “But just this once, I’ll overlook it.”

Within a matter of seconds, every woman in the room had joined me in my nakedness, and I had only a second or two to appreciate the view before I was tackled into the rug.

God, they were so beautiful. Each and every one of them was beyond what any man deserved. Mamba, Satina, Pinky Peach, and Eppy had their absolutely pornographically perfect bodies, with narrow waists, toned asses, and large, buxom busts. Meanwhile, Blossom, Tahini, and Spinella were a more modestly petite build, but each were toned and shaped beautifully. But that wasn’t what drew my eyes.

Their faces—they were just so gorgeous, so truly pretty beyond words. I didn’t take the time to notice enough, to look into those eyes, to just relish being in love. I didn’t know how I got this lucky, but here I was, living the absolute dream.

I felt a wide variety of poky, perky nipples digging into my skin as many pairs of lips visited themselves upon me as the girls climbed all over me to have a taste. I intended to be ravenous, really meant to give them all a good fucking, but I was just so overwhelmed all of a sudden that I let my arms and legs spread like I was making a snow angel and allowed them to pamper me.

“I love you, Brock,” Pinky Peach moaned just before nibbling on my ear. “I love you so much.”

“Not as much as I love you, Brocky,” Blossom moaned.

Mamba giggled a husky giggle. “You’re both pathetic.” I felt her hand wrap around my girth and begin its slow, skilled strokes. “He knows I love him the most. I don’t even need to say it.”

“That’s absurd,” Eppy scoffed as she sucked on my fingers with Spinella. “I’d literally kill everyone ever for him if he only asked.”

“Not the best metric for love, honey,” Spinella muttered.

Tahini chuckled as she curled into a cuddly ball on the carpet just by my head, stroking my hair with her kitty claws. “It’s not a contest.”

I laughed at that. “Thank you for being the voice of reason.”

“No, I mean it’s no contest, because everyone knows that I love you the best, Big Guy. I don’t need to say it, but it’s pretty obvious, right?”

“How’s this for fuggin’ love?!” Blossom shouted. A second later I felt her lips wrap around my cock and Mamba apparently decided to run with it. She started stroking me off aggressively as the plant girl sucked the tip.

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” Pinky Peach giggled. “You got a lot of cum in you today, baby? Wanna fill my womb with your hot, sticky stuff?”

I blinked at her, my throat going dry from my suddenly staggered breathing. “Do we have a condom? You’re fertile today.”

Pinky Peach’s eyes filled with tears. “I can’t believe you’d say that to me after everything we’ve been through.”

“No! No! Don’t cry! I was joking! If you want another baby, then that’s fine by me,” I assured her.

She winced. “Well, I didn’t say that. I just want your cum in my womb.”

Satina sighed. “This is going nowhere.”

Oh, but it went somewhere. Before long, Blossom was riding me cowgirl while I finger-fucked Pinky Peach and Satina. Mamba rode my face and let Blossom play with her boobs as she did so, and Tahini, Eppy, and Spinella trailed kisses around my thighs. Someone, not sure who, fondled my balls while Blossom was fucking me.

One thing led to another, and I ended up spilling in not just Pinky Peach’s insides, but every other Dream Girl as well. It was a wordless decision, sort of a, “We’ll see what happens,” thing. There was no intention behind it, only the knowledge that whatever happened or didn’t happen, we were all ready for it.

Except Mamba. He had to finish in her ass.

The sound of his success was music to his ears as the seven-on-one reached its greatest heights.

“Oh, Jesus Christ, Brocky! I can feel your swimmers inside me!”

“That’s it, Big Guy! If my Mom wants another litter—nyah!—we’ll fucking deliver!”

“Oh! Ah! Brock! Baby! I love you sooo—ohhh holy fucking shit fill me up your with your lewd fucking cum you thick-dicked dragon daddy!” That last one was Pinky.

At the end of it all, even I had to admit I was a bit tired and ready for a nap. We had a whole morning session planned with Tria, too, but I had a pretty solid feeling that the schedule was going to be reworked to turn that into another round of massages at this rate.

As the Dream Girls piled back on top of me, I closed my eyes. It wasn’t sleep that pulled at me, but overwhelming comfort and happiness.

This city needed me. My women loved me. My children adored me. Things could be a lot worse.


Chapter 20—Brock


"What are we going to do with all this open space?" I muttered, taking in our newly expanded dining room. It was a temporary solution, but we did some rearranging and merged the kitchen, dining room, and living room into one massive room. Even so, with as many guests as we had RSVP for our little get-together, it might be cramped tonight.

Hephi sighed as she tapped her clipboard, looking around at everyone chipping in. "What a nice way to kick off the week and celebrate the new babies," she said. "After that busy weekend, I know I could use an excuse to cut a little loose."

I grinned at her in agreement, then turned my head to look at a certain unicorn girl. "You sure we've got enough chairs?" I asked Pinky as I helped set up the enormous table. "I keep losing track of how many people are coming."

"We've got it covered," she said, though her brisk tone didn't hide her anxious glance back at her tablet. "Seventeen harem girls, Tahini's parents, only seven babies since Yasmina is in a breast milk coma, a few of your friends... minus Jasper, since he's 'tied up' with the MILFs..." She took a breath. "And Melody's spending the night with her family in Esoterica. But even without her, these seating arrangements are giving me a headache. We can't put Mitsy near Ember Black or they'll start arguing over whose hair is the whitest."

I sighed. "That ruined Flag Day, for sure."

"And Quinny needs to be within medical-monitoring distance," Pinky added with a slight frown.

Hephi chimed in as well. "And Hart needs extra space for her enormous horse body."

Pinky blanched a little. "I mean, for a horse, it's pretty petite."

In the kitchen, our professional cook for the evening, Chef Broseppe, worked his culinary magic. He was captivating to watch. Pots clanged and hissed as he stirred a sauce while browning meat in another skillet. I'd never seen someone look so at ease and stressed out at the same time. Must be a chef thing.

"The secret to Evercoolian crystal sauce," he was explaining to a wide-eyed Satina, "is keeping the temperature just so, so it doesn't—"

"Can I taste it?"

"It's not ready yet, satyress," he muttered.

"But when will it be ready?"

"When it's done."

Her eyes narrowed. "Which will be... ?"

They were interrupted by Blossom barreling in through the garden door with her babies strapped to her back in custom pots, trailing copious quantities of dirt. "Hey, don't forget about the fuggin' floral centerpiece!"

Pinky closed her eyes for a second, clearly straining to keep it together. "Blossom, honey, can we at least try to keep the floors clean for five minutes?"

"Five minutes and only five minutes," Blossom agreed. "Consider it done."

"Let's go see Daddy!" Dewdrop squealed.

"Daddy's busy right now, cutie," Blossom cooed at her daughter, looking over her shoulder. "There'll be plenty of time to play with him later."

I beamed at them, then turned my attention back on the dinner table, helping to organize the last of the silverware. "I sure hope we've got enough food. I promised a certain satyress the biggest meal of her life, after all."

Broseppe's voice boomed from the kitchen. "Don't worry about old Broseppe! I've cooked for frost giant bachelorette parties back in the old world—this is nothing!" He gestured at the spread on the kitchen island behind him, which was quickly becoming a feast fit for a banquet hall. "But I'll warn you, these portion sizes? They're no joke."

"Who's joking?" Satina muttered, licking her lips as she salivated over a plate of buttered buns. "Don't mind if I—"

"Those are for later, satyress!" Broseppe sighed, but a smile tugged at his lips nonetheless. Satina's endless appetite might've worn on his patience, but it also impressed him, as it should. "Though I have to admit, I am awed by your love of fine dining."

Mamba snickered as she started moving a pot over to the table. "It doesn't have to be fine. It just has to be food."

"Speaking of impressive," I said, watching him flip a pot with one hand, "where'd you learn to cook like that in the first place?"

Broseppe's eyes sparkled. "Ah, a tale worthy of telling! You see, back in my youth, I traveled to—" Another clang interrupted him. "Satyress! Enough is enough, woman! Those aren't even ready!"

"Everything's ready if you're brave enough," Satina called back.

Just then, the doorbell rang, and I went to answer it. The Evil Girls were there in all their glory—Quinny was wearing absurdly tall red heels, but still had on her scandalously sexy nurse uniform for some reason. Hart was at the back of the pack. Mitsy launched herself at me while Opal rolled her eyes, waiting behind.

"Baby!" Mitsy squealed, covering my face in rapid kisses. Her nine tails wagged so hard they practically created a windstorm, even knocking over the coat rack. "I missed you so much! Feels like it's been centuries since we saw each other!"

"Well, I guess it feels like a while ago already," I chuckled as I hugged her back happily. Her floral perfume filled my nose as she pressed herself as close as humanly possible.

"Get a room," Opal muttered, though she did lean in for a quick kiss. Her lamia tail wrapped around my leg briefly. "Or don't. I'm not your mom. But you can call me Mommy later, if you want, Brock."

Quinny slipped in next. She checked my pulse, my pupils, and—for some reason—my balls. "Acceptable vitals, male, though your blood pressure seems slightly elevated. Shall we schedule a full physical? I've acquired new implements I'd love to try out."

"Maybe later," I said quickly, knowing that her idea of a 'full physical' usually centered around a rather intense extraction of a semen sample.

Hart entered last. Her equine body barely fit through the doorway, but she looked as lovely as ever. "Something smells amazing," she said, sniffing the air. "Is that Evercoolian crystal sauce?"

The doorbell chimed again before I could close it. The Nightmare Girls arrived in their usual style—Viperka slithering in first with a dismissive eye roll, all four arms crossed over her chest. "Nice spread," she drawled. "Though I see you went with quality over quantity. Satina is going to make short work of this."

"Oh my flippin' gosh, everything looks amazing!" Petal bounced in behind her, and her eyes immediately sought out Blossom. "The flowers are so beautiful! Did you arrange them yourself?"

Ember Black fluttered in next, her pegasus wings tucked close. "It s-s-smells wonderful in here."

"Not as wonderful as you smell, baby," Lunaticia cooed, pressing against me as she entered. "Have I mentioned how much I love that intense solar radiation you give off? Makes a girl all hot and bothered."

"I need to use the bathroom!" Velvet announced, already trotting toward the hallway.

"Good nose, fair centauress!" Broseppe called from the kitchen, just barely in line of sight of us. "An ancient recipe passed down through—" Another crash interrupted him. "Satyress! You are incorrigible!"

"Why, I don't know the meaning of the word."

"She really might not," Mamba added as she helped move another pot.

The doorbell chimed again, and I opened it to find none other than Nefertari Go'Urden, Tahini's mother, looking back at me. She stood in all her dark-skinned, curvaceous glory, wearing a skin tight crimson cocktail dress that made me want to look, but good God, I absolutely could not. Her feline eyes flashed knowingly, but she was of a single mind. As Tahini warned me might be the case, there was a large pouch of fertility potions hanging at her side.

"Where are my grandbabies?" she demanded, ignoring the concept of greetings entirely. Behind her, Commissioner Go'Urden—or J'Jona, as his wife called him—grinned at me with a broad, mustached smile. The man was a wall of rippling muscle despite being elven. He was anxiously scratching the sleeves of his shirt. Underneath that tight fabric were biceps that looked capable of arm-wrestling demigods.

"I see you didn't bring your muscles, Brock," he muttered, nodding at my still intact sleeves.

"Commissioner Go'Urden, Nefertari, always a pleasure," I said, smiling wide. His subsequent guffaw shook the entryway as he slapped me on the back hard enough to make my vision shake.

"Look at you, Brock! Finally got kittens of your own. How's it feel?" He grinned, glancing between me and his wife.

"Feels damn good," I said as we clasped our hands on each other's wrists in the Meteoropolis handshake. "You know, I was a little allergic to cats in my last life. Glad the dragon DNA seemed to cancel that out."

"Mom! Dad!" Tahini appeared beside me, holding Cleo while Asenath dozed in a baby sling. The kittens wore matching Solaris pajamas. She kissed them both on the cheek, then sidled up beside me. "This is only the second time you’ve seen the babies in person."

"And they've already grown a little since the first time!" Nefertari insisted, reaching for Cleo. Her practiced hands had the kitten in her arms in the blink of an eye. "Look at those precious little scales! Just like your father's when he gets all big and scary! And those tiny forked tongues, too! Has anyone checked their flame development yet? Is that going to be a concern?"

"Mother!" Tahini's ears went flat, her tail bottle-brushing in irritation. "Let me be the parent, alright?"

"Oh, honey—no. We need to know what to expect for your next litter! Speaking of which, I've brought some potions that should help increase Brock's sperm count by a factor of ten. Did you know if you combine—"

Tahini blinked a few times before cutting her off. "Please stop."

Nefertari looked at me expectantly. "You'll be impregnating my daughter again soon, right? I've got aphrodisiacs in the trunk—no need to thank me."

"No, you don't," Commissioner Go'Urden laughed awkwardly. "Because those are super illegal, Tari." He stepped forward, clapping me on the shoulder with enough force to make my bones rattle. "Brock, listen. If it ain't too much to ask, how about a friendly wrestling match after dinner? After the week I had supervising the new commissioner, I need to take out some of my frustrations. Things are going well, but being back at the station reminded me of what a taint-sucking son of a cocksmear Collins is."

"Who's Collins?" Tahini asked.

Go'Urden shrugged. "Just some fucking intern. But he sucks."

"Language, darling," Nefertari said as she cuddled a baby. "I won't have you cussing in front of our granddaughters."

I chuckled at that, but had to agree. "I'm down to wrestle, in any case," I assured him. "Though maybe we should do it outside? When we wrestle inside, it tends to reduce buildings to rubble, you know."

"That was one time!" he bellowed, unrepentant, then started looking around. "I need a glass of wine or something."

"Speaking of wine," Nefertari cut in smoothly as I realized Asenath was now somehow in her other arm without anyone noticing the transfer. "There are certain varieties that increase female fertility if consumed under a new moon—"

"Mom!"

"Careful, Tahini. The babies are getting fussy," Viperka noted as Cleo started whimpering. "Though I suppose that's what happens when you invite infants to dinner parties."

Just then, Hephi appeared with her clipboard in hand and two glasses of red wine, which she promptly handed to the Go’Urdens without missing a beat. "Mrs. Go'Urden, former Commissioner, so glad you both could make it. We've got a full house, but we've got your seats picked out already if you're interested."

A loud crash from the kitchen drew everyone's attention. "The satyress!" Broseppe's voice boomed. "She's eating the garnishes faster than I can plate them!"

I excused myself to check on them and found Satina more or less doing what he'd described. "That woman," Broseppe muttered as I walked in, "She correctly identified every Valestrian spice I used, and she knew the exact temperature shadowflame-seared drake meat should be served at! I cannot tell if I am impressed with her or annoyed."

"Follow your heart on this one," I said, watching Satina swipe another garnish despite Broseppe's best efforts. "Honey, maybe save some for the actual dinner?"

She frowned. "Well, someone's gotta make sure everything's up to proper standards."

I laughed at that. "He's a five star chef, one of the most famous in the city. I think our food is in good hands."

Satina let out a little moan. "I love it when you say that word."

I cocked my head. "What word? Food?"

"Mmm. Yeah, baby."

“Where’s Yasmina?” I asked, blinking.

“Napping in the other room. Don’t worry, I’ll save some food for her. She’s grown a lot already. I think she can handle it.”

I shook my head. “Not what I was worried about, but good to know.”

Back in the main room, Pinky was wrangling the seating arrangements like it was a matter of life and death. Mitsy and Opal were meanwhile bickering over proximity privileges—proximity to me.

"Pass the rolls," Lunaticia called out, deliberately brushing her tail against my arm. "Unless you'd rather pass something else my way, handsome?"

"Mitsy, to answer your question, no, you can't sit in Brock's lap the entire dinner," Pinky sighed, shaking her head as she rocked Moonie in her arms.

The kitsune begged to differ. "Watch me!" she shouted.

"You'll set a bad example! You're on the leadership committee, dang it!"

"Worth it!"

"Be right back!" Velvet stood again. "Nature calls!"

The unicorn girl looked like she was about to growl. "And Blossom, that goes for you too," Pinky added, catching the vine-haired troublemaker giving me a saucy look. Her own babies were bouncing on the countertop in their pots, blowing me kisses.

Blossom rolled her inky black eyes aggressively. "Jesus, fine. But I'm sitting next to him!"

"So am I!" about six other voices chorused.

"Everyone needs to stay at least three feet from my medical monitoring equipment," Quinny announced, setting up a small, hospital-like station near her seat. "This is just in case anyone gets pregnant tonight."

Hephi tapped her clipboard and nodded. "Hart gets the end of the table for her horsey body," she pointed out, totally deadpan.

I was about to step in when the door opened again, and in strode Dr. Luna with his dark elven wife, Koriana, right behind him. Koriana flashed me a grin as she adjusted her bag.

"Sorry we're late," Dr. Luna said, dusting off his lab coat. "No, wait, I'm not. I put this off as long as I could."

"That's not true, Brock," Koriana said smoothly, her smirk widening. "He practically couldn't wait to get out the door and see you. We're late because I had an appointment with an orc trying to get in touch with his Splice Partner and it ran a little long."

I laughed at that but shook my head. "You're not late at all. Dinner hasn't even started yet. Come in and make yourselves at home, by all means."

"Wow, you went all out for once." Dr. Luna scanned the room, taking in the scene with a twinkle in his eye. "For the very first time, I don't feel like I'm slumming it with the poor."

Eppy strode into the room and instantly frowned as she wagged a kitchen knife at Dr. Luna. "That's not very nice. We work very hard."

"Does she have to carry that knife everywhere?" Koriana asked. She wasn't Eppy's biggest fan.

Ignoring their ribbing, I glanced around and caught sight of Commissioner Go'Urden again. Somehow, in the last few minutes, he'd torn off his sleeves and was flexing his biceps while telling a story that apparently involved punching out a giant spider. "So there I was, staring that eight-legged freak—no offense Spinella—"

"Some offense obviously taken," she muttered.

"—right in the eyes! And it was getting ready to bite, but I said, 'Not on my watch, you son of a turd farmer!' and BAM! Right in the mandibles!" He clapped his hands together for emphasis, drawing a loud laugh from Hart. Spinella held a drink in one hand while the other massaged her jaw, frowning.

The food started coming out in waves. "The first course," Broseppe announced, "is Luminescent Cloud Soup from the Western Reaches of Evercool, served piping hot, as per custom." He shot a look at Satina, who was already eyeing the soup bowls hungrily. "Followed by Ember-Kissed Autumn Rolls from the Floating Gardens of—"

"Just tell me which ones are mine," Satina interrupted. "You promised me extra portions!"

"Patience, satyress! True art cannot be rushed!"

"You better keep things moving," I whispered to Broseppe. "She cannot be tamed."

Mitsy kept sneaking me bites from her plate while Opal yanked her back into her seat with her tail. Petal and Blossom were discussing wedding flower arrangements for their planned double-wedding, which I hadn't yet even discussed with Petal.

At the other end, Nefertari was giving Tahini detailed advice on kitten-rearing. "If you play them elven string music while they sleep, their intellectual development is significantly boosted!"

The courses kept coming. There were fruit arrangements that were enchanted with culinary magic that changed the flavor of the dish depending on the direction you bit them from. There were even meats that moaned when you cut into them, which I was not a fan of.

There was also an ice cream-like dish that required signing a waiver in the event that it ruined your life due to being too delicious. I won't lie, it was pretty fucking good.

"The next course," Broseppe declared, "is Zest-Seared Basilisk Cutlet with—"

"Mine!" Satina lunged for it with her fork.

"Satyress, please!"

Finally, when most everyone was through their main courses, I stood up. The room fell silent except for the sound of quiet chewing and the slight clatter of tableware.

"So, uh, some of you probably saw the news earlier. About Styria's... appearance when I was out shopping for diapers." A few laughs rippled through the room. "And you might've noticed something else she said. Last night, the Dream Girls and I made it official. We're engaged."

A round of applause began but was cut short when Mitsy's hand shot up, nearly knocking over her floating wine glass. "I have a question—"

Opal yanked her arm down with her tail. "Can you be happy for them for at least ten seconds before asking when it's your turn, you skank?"

I pressed on, trying to keep my voice steady. "I'm not opposed to marrying more of you down the road. But the Dream Girls and I have been together for years. We know each other inside and out. It makes sense that they'd be first."

"We c-c-c-totally understand," Ember Black said as her pegasus wings fluttered behind her. "W-w-we're just happy for you all."

"Besides," Viperka added with a smirk, "this gives us time to plan our own proposals."

"That’s beautiful. I need to use the bathroom again," Velvet announced, already getting up.

"Oh my flippin' gosh, I'm so excited!" Petal bounced in her seat. "Blossom's been showing me all these beautiful venues!"

Lunaticia stretched languidly. "I can think of a few ways to celebrate later, handsome."

Quinny's eyes went wide, and her hand reached for her medical station behind her. "If impregnation is imminent, I am ready."

Ignoring the implications behind that, I just smiled. The meal went on like nothing happened before too long. I glanced around at my found family—the Dream Girls, the Evil Girls, the Nightmare Girls, and all my friends. Even Broseppe looked misty-eyed, though that might just have been because of Satina.

I was about to give a heartfelt speech about family when there was a knock at the door. Everyone looked at me, and I shrugged.

"Pinky, why don't you say something while I check that?"

"Sure, baby," she said, beaming at me.

I walked over to the entrance and tried to listen in as Pinky started reciting her own obviously rehearsed speech. Opening the door, I found myself face-to-face with a massive orc in Darkling Donuts Secret Police gear. Without a word, he handed me a parcel sealed with the official stamp of Darkling Donuts, threw down a smoke bomb that smelled of powdered sugar, and vanished.

Walking back in a daze, I opened the letter, barely registering everyone's curious looks. The official letterhead was decorated with images of their top pastries, and even the ink smelled faintly of frosting. A nice touch, honestly.

"Brock?" Pinky asked cautiously. "What's wrong?"

My eyes stung with tears of joy as I read through the letter once, twice, three times in utter disbelief. "It's Darkling Donuts. After seeing Styria back me on the news... they've lifted the ban. On me. On all of us."

The cheer that erupted probably registered as a minor earthquake. Satina immediately started planning a celebratory dozen. Mitsy and Ember Black hugged each other, rivalries forgotten in the thrill of impending sweets. Blossom was actually tearing up as she motorboated Petal, and Mamba and Viperka each gave each other a high five.

"Finally!" Blossom shouted. "Real fuggin' water donuts again!"

"I don't know the backstory behind this, but this seems like it calls for another dessert!" Broseppe boomed. "I have prepared Phoenix Cream Cake from the highest peaks of Werifesteria!"

"Yes to that," Satina sighed as her eyes twinkled. "All the desserts. Now."

I looked around at this beautifully chaotic family of mine—Dream Girls, Evil Girls, Nightmare Girls, parents, friends, mentors—and I couldn't help but smile.

Commissioner Go'Urden slapped his hands together, cracking his knuckles loudly. "Now then, while the chef is prepping the next course, Brock, my boy—how about that wrestling match? Gotta make sure my daughter's marrying someone with some muscles on his bones, don't I?"

I laughed at that. "Bring it on, old man."

The rest of the evening went on with laughter, tears, Mario Kart tournaments, and an alarming number of desserts. Somewhere out there, I was pretty sure Styria was watching jealously, even though she was too shy in the end to attend the dinner herself and meet my friends. I would have to make sure to meet her expectations when it came time to pop the question to her.

But that's a story for another time.


An Ultra Mega Harem Epilogue


"Ahem." Eppy stood at the podium in Press X to Blossom's shiny new conference room. She gripped Pinky's treasured gavel, noting her unicorny counterpart’s wincing face as she brought it down.

Spinella sat in the front row, smiling. She offered Eppy her wordless support through all eight of her adoring red eyes. Oh, she hoped she wouldn’t let the cute spider girl down.

“Eppy,” Hephi caught her attention from the seat beside her looking out at the rest of the harem and mouthed "You've got this" with a confidence-inspiring nod.

Well, if Hephi said so, it must be true, right? She eyed her emotional support serrated knife, sitting in front of her, practically smiling at her through its row of teeth as well. She let her finger drag along the blade for just a moment, then forced a nod of her own as determination surged inside her high elven veins.

"Firstly, let's take roll," Eppy said to the gathered harems. All three harems were in full attendance, and it was easy enough to tell from a quick glance, but Pinky Peach had more or less set this precedent and she wasn’t about to undo in her very first meeting. "Blossom?"

"Fuggin' present." Blossom's chair scraped against the floor as she adjusted her position. "I’m already bored, too. Can we compare nipples? Ember Black will go first."

The pegasus girl gasped. “I w-w-will not!”

Eppy fought the urge to sigh. "Aaand... Petal?"

"I'm here!" Petal bounced in her seat, beaming as she held Blossom’s hand. "This room is so beautiful! Everything's beautiful! I love you, Eppy!"

"Thank you. I actually don’t know you very well. Mamba?"

The hissfolk beauty spun a twenty-sided polyhedron between two fingers. "Here."

"Tahini?"

"Present." Tahini bounced baby Cleo while Asenath slept in her bassinet.

"Satina?"

The satyress glanced up from nursing Yasmina. "Here! I ordered Darkling Donuts for us for after the meeting. I hope you all won’t mind if I help myself first." She went right on ahead and did just that.

"Spinella is obviously present and absolutely beautiful." Eppy paused at the slithering naga approaching through the doorway. “And it seems Viperka made it after all.”

"Here. Sorry. Don’t think I didn’t notice that tone, though." Viperka's voice called back as she found a place to settle among the rest of the girls.

The rest of the roll call went by quickly and painlessly enough, and Eppy could guess why. The meeting was a lot quieter today than it normally would be if Pinky Peach were leading it. That was because the faces in the crowd were much too curious to be chatty.

"I suppose I should explain why I'm up here instead of Pinky," Eppy said, tapping her knife to anchor her.

"That would be nice, tits," Blossom muttered.

Eppy nodded at her and continued. "Pinky has stepped down from leading the Dream Girls and the leadership committee altogether. I’m sure you’ve all noticed how busy she is. She has decided that she needs to focus on spending time with Brock, running Flinch, playing League of Loremasters with us, and raising Moonie. The added responsibilities of leadership here at home were just the final straw."

The silence felt thick enough to cut with one of her kitchen knives until Pinky Peach stood. “Eppy, if I may?”

Eppy nodded. “Please do.”

“Eppy already explained well enough the reason for my stepping down. I won’t get into the details. I just want you all to know that it’s been one of the great honors of my life heading these meetings, but things are changing. A lot of things. New kids, new careers—a heck of a lot more of us are here than there were just a few months ago. It’s time that I embrace that change.”

"But you picked her?" Viperka asked with obvious skepticism.

"Yes, I did. Eppy knows what I know. She is also very Type A. Back on her homeworld, she was a princess, which means she has leadership experience."

Eppy waved her hand from side to side. “I spent most of my life locked in a tower guarded by a dragon, but sure, we’ll go with that.”

"It makes no difference to me," Lunaticia sighed. "You all take these meetings too seriously."

Hephi, Pinky Peach, Ember Black, Mitsy, and Eppy all gasped in horror. “How d-d-d-dare you?!” Ember Black stammered in shock. “These m-meetings are so important!”

“If you say so,” Lunaticia said with a bob of her shoulders.

"Pinky is right, however." Eppy's fingers whitened on the podium edge. "I'm literally part of her as her Splice Partner. I know everything she knows about running things. I benefit from her experience as much as she does."

"Great, so does that mean these meetings will continue to be just as boring as always?" Blossom asked sarcastically. “What a fuggin’ relief.”

“S-s-s-so mean,” Ember Black huffed, but Eppy just giggled.

The high elf drew strength from Spinella's presence and the leadership committee’s quiet support. They believed in her, so she knew she would succeed. "Look, I know it may not feel like it, but I’ve been here since the very beginning. As long as Pinky’s been in this city, I’ve been here with her. I’ve known Brock since day one, and there isn’t a single person in this harem with seniority over me. That aside, I’m doing this also as a favor to Pinky. She needs this break, and I doubt many of you were eager to rise to the challenge. You've all seen how exhausted she is."

"She hadn’t had a full night of sleep in, what, four weeks?" asked Mamba as her tail rattled behind her.

"Eight," said Pinky. "But who’s counting?"

"Not me," Satina mumbled through a mouthful of pastry that seemed to materialize from nowhere. "Also, did I mention I'm hungry? New mom here, very hungry."

"You just ate half the donuts you ordered from Darkling during attendance," said Mamba.

"That was my half."

"The point is," Eppy cut in, "I’m here to stay, so get used to it. I’ll be picking up as much of Pinky’s slack as I can because she’s my friend. And I’ll be helping with other things too. Like—with Moonie."

Understanding rippled through the room like a wave.

"We heard about that," said Mamba. "About how you feel about her, I mean. Pinky told us."

"She did?"

Pinky nodded. “I wanted them to hear it from me, to know that I was okay with it and I understood. If I could accept it, then so would they.”

"Makes sense to me," said Tahini while adjusting Cleo. She quickly made a duplicate of herself to cradle Asenath. "I think it's beautiful that you love Moonie so much. I don’t have a very strong maternal instinct myself, so I really respect it."

"Which makes you perfect to take charge while she focuses on motherhood!" Mitsy said, clapping as her nine tails swished excitedly behind her.

Hart shifted her weight from hoof to hoof. "And running that super huge company." Her "My Boyfriend Vanquished the Void Cartel and All I Got Was This T-Shirt" shirt stretched across her prodigious rack. Eppy smirked as she noticed it.

Blossom's leaves suddenly rustled with renewed energy. "Oh! Speaking of mothers! Petal! Tell them our amazing plan!"

"What plan?" Petal blinked innocently.

"About marrying Brocky side by side and having our babies at the same time so they can grow up together!"

"Oh my flippin' gosh, that sounds amazing!" Petal's entire body shook with excitement. "But you just said the whole plan, Blossom!"

Tahini rubbed her temple with her free hand. "Maybe run that by Brock first?"

"He basically knows," Blossom said dismissively.

A long-suffering sigh escaped Opal. "Isn’t Petal just as new as the rest of us? Why does she get to marry Brock so soon?"

Mitsy’s brow furrowed. “I also want to know about that.”

Eppy frowned. The meeting was getting out of her control again. She banged the gavel, but it had no effect except to make everybody blink or wince.

"Speaking of B-B-Brock," Ember Black ventured from her corner, "what about his c-court date? Did that get c-c-canceled or not?"

Lunaticia stretched lazily in her chair. "Handled, last I heard. Styria's got his back. That bitch is so thirsty for him. I can relate."

Mitsy's tails started swishing harder. "Can we discuss my wedding plans with Brock? Since I’m on the leadership committee, that logically means that—"

"NO!" The collective response rattled the window shutters.

The kitsune's ears drooped. "We’ll table it for the next meeting."

Eppy tapped the gavel again, and this time she succeeded in drawing attention back to the podium. "Moving on. Let’s see—some announcements. Dr. Luna is ready to resume Splice Shard appointments for anyone interested in immortality. Apparently there are some exciting options available."

“Wait, what’s this now?” Hart asked.

The deer girl suddenly stood up. “Excuse me,” Velvet muttered meekly. “I’m just going to use the girls room quickly. I had too much water.”

“Yeah, yeah, you like to pee,” Hart said. “We get it. But what’s this Splice Shard business?”

Eppy gestured to her and nodded. “Brock is seeking immortality for everyone in the harem so that we won’t ever be separated from him by death since he himself plans to live forever.”

Ember Black wrung her hands. "I don’t have a Splice Partner yet, so I guess I’m eligible. Does it hurt?"

"Not at all," Quinny said from her seat. "You can speak to Satina, Tahini, and Mamba if you have any questions. They have all undergone the procedure.”

Pinky Peach giggled. “Well, Satina and Mamba, anyway. Tahini stole an experimental shard from Dr. Luna before any of us knew who she was.”

Tahini scowled at her and both she and her duplicate covered her daughters ears. “Don’t expose me as a thief for my own babies.”

Mitsy raised her hand. "Speaking of stimulating! When do we discuss my game show? 'Huff the Fluff' is mostly ready to go!"

"After we cover the new secret schedule." Eppy shuffled some papers on the podium. "We need to nail that down before this meeting wraps or this week will be chaos. Remember, don’t let Brock know that there is a schedule, girls."

Mamba nodded approvingly. "The Dream Girls already worked our part out, so it’s just the Nightmare Girls and the Evil Girls who have to update you. Quinny's idea does seem to be working out. He's much happier thinking it's all spontaneous."

"Men are like simple houseplants." Quinny adjusted her nurse’s cap with practiced precision. "Easier to manage than any pet."

"Hey!" Blossom's chair wobbled indignantly.

Quinny frowned. "Not you, Blossom. You are famously difficult."

Velvet padded back into the room behind Viperka, her deer hooves clicking on the floor. "I’m back. Sorry about that.”

"Yes, thank you." Eppy adjusted her grip on the podium. "Now, about managing Brock's time—"

A loud crashing sound interrupted as Scruffers burst through the newly opened conference room door, mandibles clicking wildly. The tarantudog made a beeline for Satina’s remaining donuts.

"No no no!" Spinella leaped up. "He gets excited around cream filling!"

Pinky Peach bit her lip. “Him and me both.”

"Why did you bring him?! Keep that cute doggo away from my soil!" Blossom screamed. "Last time he buried one of his toys in Blossom 2’s spare pot!"

"It was a gift!" Spinella protested, chasing after her pet.

Petal watched the chaos unfold. "Oh my flippin' gosh, he's so cute though! Look at his fuzzy little legs! Here Scruffers! Here boy!"

"Fuzzy legs nothing—if he eats even one of these donuts, I will throw a fit." Satina clutched her remaining pastries protectively as Scruffers started jumping up on her and trying to lick her knees. “Why is this gross but adorable at the same time?”

Quinny stood, adjusting her uniform. "Perhaps I should prepare a mild sedative—"

"Nobody's sedating my little pupper!" Spinella cried.

"I meant for Satina."

"Hey!"

Eppy watched as the meeting fell apart into its usual chaos. In a way, that meant that she was doing as good a job as Pinky Peach, right?

Hephi caught her eye and gave her a reassuring smile as she jotted something down on her notepad while Mamba and Tahini tried to corral Scruffers away from Satina, and then corral Petal away from Scruffers. Viperka made unhelpful comments from her safe position in the doorway while Mitsy attempted to convince everyone this was the perfect opportunity to start a charity for exotic pets. Velvet left to pee again, citing the diuretic nature of coffee.

From her seat in the back, Pinky smiled at Eppy.

She was going to do just fine.
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