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A Harem Prologue


Velvet’s skinny, downy-soft thighs quivered tremulously as she waited for the bathroom door to open. She had made the grievous error to pound down her eight glasses of water for the day immediately upon waking, just wanting to get all her toilet and toilet-adjacent activities taken care of early in the morning so that she could relax for a couple of hours.

That plan backfired because, apparently, Ember Black had the bright idea that they needed to install a bidet in the bathroom, citing how little she ‘trusted’ toilet tissue.

“You mean you don’t think it’s doing a good job of keeping things fresh and clean down there, I suppose?” Viperka had asked when they first heard this.

“It’s s-suspicious,” she stuttered, her eyes shifting one way and then the other. “There’s just something off ab-b-bout it. Scratchy. Dry.”

Velvet and Viperka shrugged at one another and sighed in unison so skillfully that it almost seemed rehearsed. But it wasn’t rehearsed—moments like that were merely the result of countless days spent in one another’s constant company. That was life in a streamer house, and then before that, life living together running Lovecraft Cafe. Their relationship had come a long way since they started working together less than a year ago, and Velvet was so, so happy about that.

“Did anyone see my flippin’ purple bra?” Petal squealed from the other room, making the deer girl groan. “My little green nips are super pokey today, and I’m supposed to hang out with Blossom later! She won’t be able to focus on anything I’m saying if I can’t find it!”

“She won’t be able to focus either way,” Velvet said, crossing her legs tightly as the yearning to relieve herself only grew with each passing second.

Suddenly, the door was thrown open, and Ember Black and Brock emerged from the bathroom, Brock with a suspiciously undone fly on his work jeans, and Ember with an obvious pearly bead of something special leftover on her chin that was well beyond the realm of suspicion.

“All d-d-d-done!” Ember Black stammered excitedly. “Velvet, would you like to do the honors and pee—”

Velvet pushed past them and shoved Ember Black out of the bathroom so violently that Brock actually jumped. She clicked the door shut behind her, leaving Brock still inside, but she had to go so badly she couldn’t be bothered about that fact. He’d seen her naked before. She would survive him seeing her with her skirt around her hooves.

“Ahhhhh,” she moaned huskily as the sound of her relief hitting the inside of the toilet sang its song into the universe. “That’s better.”

Brock blinked, turning around to face her. “I should probably go.”

She blushed a bit. “I don’t mind, Broccoli,” she cooed softly. The nickname sounded sexy to her because Broccoli was her favorite food, and Brock was too polite to correct her on that fact. “You can…watch if you want to. Or participate.”

“I’ll just let you pee for now,” he said, beaming at her with amusement and unmasked affection. He was so fucking sweet. It was like he had unlimited love to give.

Velvet finished her business and reached for the toilet tissue, only to find it was gone. Her eyes widened in horror at the brutal epiphany. “Uh. Do you happen to have, y’know, something to wipe my flower dry with?”

“No,” Brock said, “but I can run and get you some tissues. Just hang on one second.” He reached for the door but she called out for him, cutting his escape attempt off.

“No! Wait!” Velvet yipped, rubbing her knees together. “It’s okay! You can stay. I feel relaxed when you keep me company in the bathroom. I always feel like I finish much more completely when you’re here.”

Brock’s vacant face clearly signified he wasn’t sure just how to respond to her, but she didn’t mind. He nodded after a short pause, then cleared his throat. “I suppose I could, uh, stick around. Just press the bidet button then. They’re labeled in elven. There were twelve power settings to choose from, but Ember Black opted for the three most powerful ones being a button press away. We can tweak them later if it turns out to be too much.”

Velvet nodded as she looked at the glowing buttons and read off the three power settings one by one. “Hydro Pump, Giga Blast, and Ragna-Rock Yo’ Crotch,” she murmured fretfully. “Holy Goodness.”

Brock winced. “Is that really what they’re called?”

She nodded and bit her bottom lip, bracing for impact as she pressed the gentlest of the three settings. “Hydro Pump it is,” she grunted.

With a click, Velvet’s whole body, but especially her face, tightened as she awaited the fountain of fury, but nothing happened. After a brief span of time, her eyes fluttered open, and she looked around the room as though she were merely waking from a hazy dream. “Did it not work? Is it—”

FWOOOSH. An inches-thick jet of water power-blasted her coochie with enough force to briefly lift her off of the toilet seat, making her howl with surprise at the sudden impact. Brock solarported up to her and snatched her out of the air, wrapping his arms around her like the doting protector he always was. He leapt backward, carrying her away from the toilet of terror, her tiny ass completely bare and skirt and panties forgotten on the floor in front of the potty. Brock fell backward, tripping on a pair of Petal’s Blossom merch sandals, and landed on his back. Velvet fell with him and clung to his body for all her worth.

Due to some sort of freak accident, Brock’s penis, probably still erect from whatever he had just been doing with Ember Black before she entered the bathroom, had flopped out of his jeans during the fall. Velvet, naked from the midriff down, ended up landing right on top of it so perfectly that it slipped right inside her, downloading a thousand terabytes of unexpected bliss into her vaginal canal in the space of a single second. “Oh goodness, me!” she moaned, “Hyaa!”

She said this, but she started grinding anyway, and Brock certainly made no show of protest. All the while, the Hydro Pumping jet of water coming out of the toilet bowl shot into the air behind them, creating a sexy mood as though they were romancing each other beside a glorious fountain in the courtyard of a sacred grove.

Suddenly, they heard Ember Black on the other side of the door. “Th-th-that’s not scheduled!”

“Neither was your blowy!” Velvet moaned in defiance as she graduated her efforts from writhing atop Brock’s lap to bouncing, seeking his pleasure rather than her own. “Don’t be so stingy! It was an accident anyway!”

“S-s-so was the head I j-just gave him!” she called out.

Velvet rolled her eyes, but Brock, through teeth gritted from the pleasures her pussy applied to his peen, shook his head. “No, it’s true. My zipper is kind of janky, and she slipped on a bar of soap that Petal must have dropped on the floor after her shower. Her mouth landed on my crotch, and the rest is history.” Meanwhile, he met her bouncing efforts with every thrust.

In disbelief, Velvet’s eyes widened. “This bathroom is awesome!” she gasped.
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After that whole situation wrapped up, resulting in Velvet’s womb full of dragon-man glory goop for the second time this morning, Brock and she joined the rest of the Nightmare Girls around their dining table. The tabletop was essentially a layer sliced from the trunk of a tree and polished—you could count the rings in it and everything. This tree, Velvet noted, had been very old.

“So,” Ember Black began, holding out a familiar clipboard. “The rest of the leadership committee is unable to attend, but I told them we’d have a decision for them ready to go by the end of this meeting.”

Petal nodded, making a fist of excitement and shaking it. “Excellent. And what flippin’ decision do we need to make again?”

Viperka snorted before launching into a bitchy laugh. “Our vacation destination tomorrow.”

“That’s r-r-r-right!” Ember Black said, punching her fist. “So far, Bliss Falls Hot Spring Spa, Infernum C-Casino Resort on Sin Road, and M-Moonchild Beach are the destinations under c-c-c-consid-d-deration.”

Lunaticia raised a hand. “My vote is for the Casino. It’s in the Infernal District, so I know a bunch of nearby spots we could go to.”

“The Infernal District will be hard on Petal’s skin,” Velvet pointed out. “Also, since it shares a lot of culture with Hell, I heard they make public restrooms intentionally hard to find, and that’s kind of a dealbreaker for me.”

“Similarly, letting Petal anywhere near a Roulette table is probably a bad idea,” Brock noted sagely as he patted the plant girl on the head. Petal cooed happily.

“I will bet all our money on pink!”

“The tables only do red and black bets, honey,” Velvet said.

Petal shook her head. “Trust me on this one.”

“Thoughts on the spa?” Lunaticia asked, moving past that bite sized chaos. “That would be fine by me, personally.”

“I think Mitsy from the Evil Girls was campaigning for that one for their turn,” Brock noted. “You could choose it, but that’d step on her toes a bit.”

“Or m-maybe we w-won’t,” Ember Black suggested. “That leaves the b-beach. Do we have any objections th-there?”

Viperka raised her hand. “Yeah, I look too hot in a swimsuit. We’ll definitely get harassed.”

“Not with Brock there,” Velvet said, beaming at the man himself. “He’ll keep us safe from perverts.”

Viperka rolled her eyes. “He’s a perv himself.”

“D-didn’t hear you c-complaining about his perviness last night when you let him—”

Viperka interrupted Ember Black’s shaming of her by throwing a napkin at her face—something which really shouldn’t have worked, but it did.

“Don’t worry about privacy,” Brock said with a chuckle. “We’d book the private villa.”

Petal looked around in confusion, then, seeing that no one else seemed as befuddled as her, spoke her question. “Am I missing something? Why are we going on vacation?”

“The B-B-Brockonomy needs a reset,” Ember Black explained, smiling patiently at the xenodryad. “Brock will be taking each of his three harems on short vacations over the next few weekends while the rest of the harem and leadership committee c-convene and b-b-brainstorms ways to stave off the Brockpocalypse.”

Now it was Brock’s turn to roll his eyes, but he was smiling. “Petal, babe, yes, the announcement was made last week, and you were here, but to be fair to you I think Blossom tagged along for that meeting and was bopping you quite a bit.”

Petal giggled a sweet little giggle, her voice full of sugar as she turned to face Brock, nodding with understanding. “She’s so wise.”

“What I’m hearing is we’re going to Moonchild Beach, then, right?” Lunaticia said. “If that’s true, we should go shopping for swimsuits tonight. Brock, you can pick them out if you tag along.”

“He c-can’t,” Ember Black said. “He’s scheduled with the Dream Girls tonight, plus he’s supposed to check in with Lady Melody at the nursery. Apparently M-Moonie l-learned to breathe rainbow fire and it’s been a problem.” She shuffled some papers and glanced around. “If there are no serious objections, then, I’ll submit Moonchild Beach close to the Atlantean District as our vacation destination. Show of hands if you agree.” Everyone raised their hands. “Any opposed?”

“Literally everybody just raised their hands, you dumb horse,” Viperka chuckled.

“Hephi and P-Pinky w-would always double-check!” Ember defended herself, straightening up. “In any case, it’s settled. Moonchild Beach is our vacation spot for the coming w-weekend. I’ll make sure our r-reservations are booked in. We’ll get the presidential villa attached to its own private beach.”

“Sounds perfect,” Brock commented with a handsome smile. “Two bedrooms, then? One room for sleeping, one room for other stuff?”

“Something like that,” Lunaticia agreed, her red eyes lighting up with mischief as her tail swayed behind her.

Ember Black corrected her. “I d-don’t know exactly what the layout of the v-villa is like, but we’ll see.”

Brock grinned and spoke again, rising to his feet. “Well, I can’t wait. I really should get going, but thanks for inviting me to the meeting. I’ll meet you in the panic room tomorrow morning. Let me know if you need any help packing or carrying bags.”

“P-p-p-p-perfect!” Ember Black stammered excitedly. “Great! Everyone, rise for your goodbye k-k-kisses!”

The girls all eagerly rose to their feet—or in Viperka’s case, straightened her tail. Brock walked a quick circle around the table, pecking them all on the lips. When he got to Lunaticia, though, she snuck a little tongue-action in and purred as she grabbed his crotch.

“Objection!” Viperka shouted. “Ember, this bitch—”

“I’m on it!” Ember Black grabbed a squirt bottle from in front of her and squirted the catgirl several times, making her hiss in anger and pull back from her greedy kiss. “Bad k-kitty!”

Brock laughed to himself and slipped his hands in his pockets as he headed to the door. When he got there, he turned around and winked at the girls one last time. All five of them swallowed deeply, but only Velvet said what needed to be said. “Uh, Broccoli?”

“Yeah, Velvet?” he answered as he started to open the door.

“Your penis fell out of your pants again.”

Brock looked down and nodded, then reached for his groin and set everything back into order. “So it has. Thank you for the heads up. That could have been embarrassing.”

The girls sighed lovingly as he walked out the door and traded blush-filled, lovestruck knowing looks with one another.

This was going to be the best weekend ever.


Chapter 1 - Brock


The Brock Point System was dying a slow, undignified death. Its supporters, and there were many supporters, cleaved to it like Moses’ mother to the infant prophet’s wicker bassinet before she sent it down the Nile to be discovered by the Egyptian royal family. Even so, I was going to have my way, and this vacation plan was the ultimate victory lap.

In a meeting that will forever go down in the annals of Solar Dreams Media as “The Vacation Accord”, I proposed a lofty and ambitious plan. Three weeks a month, I would take one of the harems, or perhaps one day another select, predetermined group of ladies on a weekend getaway. It would happen Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, to put the days of the week into Earth terms, and we would return early Monday morning. The rest of the week, I’d rotate my affections and time with the other harems. Brock Points now only determined whose bed I would sleep in at the end of each night during the regular weekly schedule.

Gone was the roboticism of that annoying economic system, replaced by spontaneity galore. The only issue was that the harem was pretty freaking huge: so huge, in fact, that I had three of them.

The Dream Girls were the originals, of course, with the spider girl Spinella and elves Hephi and Eppy being later additions to that crew. Admittedly, Hephi sort of stood alone due to her lack of participation in streaming. There was Blossom the flower sprite, Mamba the hissfolk, Pinky Peach the unicorn elf, Tahini the Bastian catgirl with a little Werifesterian elf in her family tree, and of course Satina the Valestrian satyress.

For just about anyone, those perfect women should, would, and could be enough—but I was reborn in this city with a sort of sickness of the heart: Dragon sickness. And as a result, my appetite for women turned out to be as indomitable as—well, as King Ramses’s hardened heart when he refused to let Moses’s people go. Sorry, I’ll stop with the Book of Exodus references.

Anyway, long story short, I picked up two more harems: one of which was the so-called Evil Girls, who weaseled their way in through dubious ethical and moral methods that Earth culture of my day would certainly shun—or cancel them for on Twitter. But, just as Moses was ready to forgive Pharaoh for his stubbornness and wickedness (sorry), so too was I willing to forgive them. Besides, I was super aroused due to some astral bullshit, and they were very attractive—and naked! I can’t forget to mention that.

But the Evil Girls weren’t the only sexy strays I picked up along the way. Aside from them, there was also an alternate reality version of the Dream Girls, guided to me through some vague and unclear space-time reality-warping powers by the Elloway, or God himself. Even more bizarrely, he did it in the hopes that I wouldn’t bang his daughter. A quick reminder: I fucking did it anyway.

And that group was, or is, the Nightmare Girls. The Nightmare Girls were another team of Loremasters streamers when we first met them, brought into our lives through a charity tournament once upon a time. When I first met them, there was no real interaction between us other than smiles and friendly handshakes after the game.

But once our paths crossed again, things were different. The girls were operating out of a Lovecraft Cafe—which arguably made the best coffee in the entire Sylvan District. Right next door to a franchise of the donut chain I wasn’t yet banned at (at the time), it was pure coincidence that our paths crossed again, or so it seemed, but as luck would have it they were in the market for joining a streamer house, and we were ready to start one.

So, we did. We started Solar Dreams Media and incorporated them into our business model, expanding our domination of the League of Loremasters leaderboards all while growing my sexy dragon hoard/harem as a happy side-effect.

Ember Black, the charcoal black pegasus girl with white hair and lovely silver eyes, though she often changed them with red contacts, was their leader. Lunaticia was a unique breed of catgirl from Horcross City called a Hellcat, sort of a succubus catgirl, which is a hell of a combo. Then there was Viperka, a naga with a nasty attitude until you get to know her—and then it’s just plain mean. Petal was basically just another Blossom with a few knobs cranked in different directions but the same number of screws loose, and Velvet was a petite and docile deer girl and the cutest girl I know who pees twenty times a day.

As I left the Nightmare Girls halfling-style home and crossed the street, I heard a familiar voice call out to me. “Hey, Brock! No game night this weekend?”

“About that, bud,” I shouted back, extending my wings and hovering over the traffic so as not to be a nuisance, “weekends are going to be busy at least three times a month. I’m reserving one for each harem from now on, you know how it is.”

Jasper nodded and waved me off like he was granting me permission. “We can make something work in the middle of the week, no worries. Go’Urden’s been breathing down the back of my neck about the next game night.”

“That Infernal District basketball team with the human coach has a game sometime next week, I think,” I said, refusing to be dismissed just yet. “We could have a sports night.”

“Could do, could do,” Jasper agreed, hands in his pockets.

“How is the new Splice Partner holding up? And the implants?”

Jasper’s face almost seemed to light up at the mention of it. “Dude, Ol’ Sleazeballs Luna infused me with a Behemoth or something as a Splice Partner, so my stamina is crazy. And the implant only ramps things up one step further.”

“Things were pretty touch and go for a while there,” I recalled with a grim look affixed to my face. “Those milfs dried you out. I had to admit, I was low key planning your funeral a bit for a while, so I’m relieved things are working out.”

“Better than ever,” Jasper said with a happy sigh.

“You got work today?”

Jasper cocked his head at me. “I don’t have a job. Never have.”

“Then where does all your money come from?” I asked, gesturing to the newly remodeled house behind him.

“The milfs pay for it. Several of them are CEOs and celebrities and stuff. I’ve got just one purpose as far as they’re concerned,” he muttered, shaking his head. “I’m not allowed to work. They objectify me.”

I laughed at that. “Well, at least you have the tools at your disposal to make lemonade out of lemons, right?”

“What the fuck are lemons?”

“Nothing,” I grunted. “Never mind. I need to get going. See you.”

He turned around and waved over his shoulder. “See ya, Brock.”

I fluttered across the road, picking up where I left off, and walked past the security golems posing as gaudy lawn ornaments around my property. With a click, I turned the knob and opened the door, walking inside to see whatever fresh chaos was in store.

But it was…quiet. Too quiet. Not so quiet that I couldn’t hear anything when I focused, super dragon hearing and all, but pretty fucking quiet.

They were in Pinky Peach’s room. I could make out that much through muffled voices coming through the walls. When I walked through the dining room area I realized why—the projector was still on and hooked up to Hephi’s laptop, but the screen said “No input detected.”

I walked through the living room, where two dustpans and brooms leaned suggestively against Blossom’s garden-facing pot, as though reminding her not to make a mess when she used it. Arriving at Pinky Peach’s door, labeled with her name and the gold-plate that said “CEO and President of Flinch Streaming”, I opened it and stepped inside.

All eyes in the room turned to look at me as Pinky Peach finished her current statement. “And that’s why a clean floor is a queen’s floor, ladies!” They were all huddled around her monitor, all eight of them, with varying degrees of interest on their faces. “Oh, Brock! Baby!” Pinky squeaked in excitement to see me. “Did you check on the babies yet?”

“Not yet,” I admitted, smiling at her. “I was planning to spend my last afternoon before the trip with them.”

Pinky Peach nodded, as did most of the other Dream Girls and Hephi. “That makes sense. We’ll take good care of them. Your sister, too, of course!”

“Do you mean you’ll take good care of my sister, or my sister will take good care of the kids?” I asked, arching a brow quizzically at the unicorn girl.

“All of the above,” Mamba commented, staring me up and down with a very hungry look in her eye as her tail rattled suggestively. “You look good, Brock Star.”

I laughed at that. “Thank you. You all look amazing.”

Spinella gasped. “Even me?”

I smirked at her and made a show of checking her out as I tapped my chin. “Definitely. What’s this impromptu meeting about?”

“Oh, it’s just a weekly update,” Pinky said with a dismissive chuckle. “We’re going over the new vacation system again—we’re up next to choose our destination and we don’t want to save it for the last minute like some harems do.”

“Even if you did, I wouldn’t mind. I’m flexible—just nothing with clowns,” I told them.

Blossom giggled. “Do circuses have clowns?”

“The very worst clowns, at least where I’m from,” I said. “And unicycles. So that’s a no from me.”

“How about an amusement park?” Satina suggested, clapping her hands together. “Think of all the fried food!”

“Or we could go to one of the other spots that the Nightmare girls chose not to go to,” Tahini suggested somewhat boredly.

“Not the hot springs resort,” Pinky firmly stated. “Mitsy already asked for that. In her past life, she lived close to a hot spring resort and never got to go. Oh! Brock, did the Nightmare Girls decide where they’re headed?”

“Moonchild Beach,” I informed her, beaming at them.

Eppy pulled Spinella into her lap and furrowed her brow thoughtfully. “Moonchild Beach…Why does that sound familiar?”

“It was mentioned on the news a few weeks back,” Spinella reminded her. “There’s some wizard living on an island there experimenting with time magic or something. It’s kind of a big deal because he has government permission to do it.”

“Time magic?” I asked, my eyebrows lifting. “That’s interesting.”

“Don’t get any bright ideas, handsome,” Mamba scolded me lightly as she stood up, jabbing her finger playfully against my chest. “You’re there to give those girls a break, and satisfy them so completely that they don’t whine when you spend the next week with the other harems.”

She was right about that. This vacation was mostly my idea, and that was precisely the purpose. I needed to give them all the love and attention they could handle this weekend, and nothing short of that would do.

“What have you girls got planned for the weekend?” I asked, genuinely curious, but their answer was anything but surprising.

“Streaming,” they all said in unison. But Satina and Eppy had their own answers.

“Baking! It’s good for my pregnancy,” the satyress boldly claimed. Her baby was overdue, having been affected somehow by her new Splice Partner, which had me worried but the child’s health was fine by all metrics. Still, it had to annoy her that at this rate Tahini might deliver her litter before Satina had her baby.

“Sharpening my knife,” Eppy moaned. “Thinking of you as I do it, of course, my darling Brock.”

“Uh. Thanks for that.”

Hephi went on, tapping her clipboard with her pen. “This is the best possible time for them to focus on their streaming. While you’re away, there won’t be any dragon pectorals or abs to pull their attention from their games. They can get a lot of ranked matches in this weekend and hopefully rise to Platinum rank early in the season.”

“Spinella will play Loremasters and fill in for me,” Blossom said sweetly. “Titty Patrol’s latest DLC is coming out: Titty Patrol: Breast of the Best: Requiem. Early reviews are pretty positive.”

I cocked my head, smirking with doubt. “What gaming news junkets are covering Titty Patrol these days?”

“The one I own: Press X to Blossom.”

I looked at Hephi and Pinky Peach. “Did you know about this?”

“I’m going to know all about it the second you walk out that door, Brock,” Hephi muttered irritably. “Blossom—what have you done?”

I took that as my cue to leave, giving them all quick kisses goodbye. I took a quick shower, shifted into my mixed dragon-human hybrid form, with wings, horns, and a tail, and dressed my absolute best. It was time for me to see my kids.


Chapter 2 - Brock


The door to our nursery building opened up to me, and I heard my sister Melody’s voice call out from inside, whispering but somehow still audible as though she was doing it right in my ear. “Come in. The kids are resting, so be quiet. What the fuck! Take off your fucking shoes, you dick!”

“Sorry,” I muttered as I hastily backtracked out onto the stoop and removed them obediently. As I stepped inside, I placed them in the shoe rack and took a look around.

The nursery had been entirely remade in shades of pink—which was all good and well for the time being since all I had was daughters, but I wondered what the plan was when my first son was born.

Melody phased out of the wall, greeting me in the foyer with a big smile. She was as skinny as ever, her body transparent and blue owing to her ghostly nature. “Welcome back, douchebag,” she said through a smile. “I’d hug you but it’s not worth the effort to become corporeal just for that.”

“If you hugged me I’d call the cops, so that’s fine,” I said with a short laugh.

“Dick.”

“Brat. And what did you mean by resting? Moonie doesn’t need to sleep last I checked,” I pointed out, arching a brow.

She nodded in agreement as she watched me put on soft slippers. “You’re right. But I’ve instituted a uniform naptime in the house. The flower sprites need to rest during the day for an hour or so here and there, so I wanted Moonie to learn to be quiet to accommodate them. It’ll come in handy if you ever have kids that, you know, do actually need to sleep.”

I nodded in agreement and looked around. There were photos of me, Blossom, and Pinky Peach on many of the walls as we entered the living room area of the house. “That’s smart. So what does she do during this time?”

“Reading or meditation. She’s meditating now, which is a good habit to have whether you need to sleep or not,” Melody explained, palms open as she proudly laid out her progress. “Moonie has taken to it pretty well.”

“That’s awesome,” I chuckled, imagining the cute little girl sitting like a yogi. “How up to date are you about the other pregnant girls?”

I took a seat on the couch as Melody filled me in further, starting with the answer to my question. “Nurse Quinny always fills me in when she comes by to check on the babies’ health. Seems like Tahini’s kittens will be next, followed by Satina’s baby.”

“I see.” I frowned, which made Melody actually gasp.

“Why the fuck are you making that face when we’re talking about my future nephews and nieces!”

That made me chuckle a bit at least, but I punctuated it with a bit lip and a sigh of disappointment. “I’m happy to have more kids, but last I heard, Satina and Tahini were both expecting only daughters.”

Melody’s eyes widened. “Ahh. Quinny told me that too. She said the motility of your Y-chromosome sperm is sluggish compared to your X-chromosome sperm, so you may need to keep trying for a while before you—”

“Wow, I hard-ban you from ever talking about my sperm,” I muttered, body clenching from the grossness of hearing my little sister discuss my fertility.

She blushed in only the way that ghosts can. “I didn’t mean to make it weird—that’s just how Quinny explained it to me. Anyway, long story short, you’re probably going to have a lot of daughters, so get used to that idea. But you’ll have a son eventually, I’m sure!”

I nodded, staring at the TV, which was playing the kids’ channel on mute at the moment. There was some Horcross City cartoon that had recently been imported and I’d watched a few episodes of it for myself—Cole Bold the Kobold Detective or something like that. It reminded me a lot of Scooby Doo and Sherlock Holmes in a way.

Melody cleared her throat. “I heard you’re taking the Nightmare Girls on vacation starting tomorrow morning?”

Smiling, I turned to face her again. “Yep. Should be a good time. We’re headed to Moonchild Beach.”

“Sounds awesome. Are you…thinking of giving me more nieces and possibly nephews to take care of as a result of this trip?”

I blinked at her, my smile slowly fading. “The Nightmare Girls literally just joined us a couple of months ago. It’s a bit soon to be thinking about that with them. Let them focus on their careers and wrapping up their personal goals before we force motherhood on them, huh?”

Melody shrugged, her lips betraying an impish smile she couldn’t quite contain. “Who’s forcing? I heard Viperka say she wants to lay an egg in the next year or two.”

My jaw fell. “Viperka? Really?”

“Really. She comes by here often to look around, you know.”

At the risk of sounding like a broken record, I repeated myself. “Viperka?! Really??”

“Really, dumbass!” Melody hissed, making her hand corporeal just so she could shove me. “You shouldn’t talk about her like that! You’re supposed to be her boyfriend.”

“What? I didn’t say anything!” I muttered.

“It’s how you said it. Look, I know she’s…kind of insufferable sometimes. But you took responsibility for that chick’s happiness, and she thinks the world of you, you know.”

I frowned. “Sadly, I do not know. I admit, so far our relationship has been pretty limited to physical stuff compared to the other Nightmare Girls—well, except for Lunaticia, who seems almost singularly focused on sex. Of all them, I feel like I know Petal the best because she’s always with Blossom whenever she can be and she’s so similar to Blossom that hanging out with her just feels so…familiar.”

Melody grinned. “Petal’s so cute. I get along with her better than Blossom, between you and me. Petal is still very innocent and pure.”

“True,” I chuckled. “I don’t think Blossom was ever that innocent.” My mind flashed to the first time Blossom and Mamba tried to seduce me, and Blossom kept pulling my hand toward her crotch as aggressively as she could. Petal wasn’t quite like that. She was sweeter in bed than she was horny, which balanced Blossom’s gremlin energy out nicely.

My sister sighed and stretched, kicking her bare feet out and doing a little flip in the air which caused me to look away since she was wearing a dress. “Well, you didn’t come here to catch up with little old me, did you?”

“Actually, that was definitely part of my reason for coming,” I corrected her with a smile. “I’m really grateful for you, you know.”

“You’d better be,” she huffed, crossing her arms. “Thank you for saying so. Do you want to go see the babies?”

“If they’re resting, I can come back later,” I told her. “I’ll also stop by tonight while most of the women are showering and getting ready for bed. Pinky, Blossom, and I will be here together to say goodnight.”

Melody nodded. “That works too. You always spend about four hours a day with them, which is great, so don’t worry. Once Moonie is in school and the flower sprites join a day grove, they’ll have less downtime for us to fill.”

“I’m looking forward to that,” I chuckled. “I often worry about leaving them here with only you during the mornings.”

“What the fuck is wrong with me?!” Melody inquired angrily, crossing her arms again.

“Nothing,” I quickly clarified. “Just that, well, it can’t be very stimulating for little girls to stay in one building all day long.”

“We have the playground outside, the garden, the theater in the basement—but sure, I get what you mean,” she admitted. “Soon Moonie will be big enough to walk around freely for long stretches of time by herself, which will make it easier to take her to more places.”

I laughed. “Pinky Peach already takes her to see the Pygmy Ground Dragons at the petting zoo once a week,” I said. “I try to take her and the flower sprite seedlings out with me whenever I can, but their sizes make them tough to keep track of.”

“You’re doing well,” she chuckled. “When my first daughter was born, Liam wasn’t even around for the first year of her life—so, sorry, Babe, if you’re listening, but you’ve got him beat and my kids turned out fine.” She paused for a minute. “Well, one of them went on to become Carlisle the Mad Mage, Destroyer of Worlds, but that’s beside the point.”

“Was that the neglected one?”

“No, he was the youngest and Liam spent a lot of time with him.”

“Huh. Interesting.”

Melody flipped channels on the TV until we could see the baby room on the screen. I smiled as I saw Moonsong Melody with her hooves up against the wall and her hands folded across her belly, meditating diligently while the four flower sprite seedlings sat on a windowsill and drooped with their arms outstretched toward the sun, fast asleep.

“Those are my babies,” I said with pride.

“And you’re going to have a lot more of them soon,” my sister giggled. “At least you’d better.”

I lifted an eyebrow and looked at her. “Don’t you feel tired?”

“I can handle myself, don’t you worry,” she said. “You know, I bet Mitsy and Quinny would have your babies, like, tomorrow if you asked them to.”

I furrowed my brow. “Mitsy, sure, but Quinny?”

She shrugged. “There’s a reason why a young chick like her ties herself to someone as fertile as you—not to mention taking a job as a fertility nurse to begin with. She’s definitely baby crazy.”

“Well, I look forward to getting to know all the girls better and better, but this weekend I’m focused on the Nightmare Girls,” I said.

Melody sighed with an air of disappointment. “Just—promise me you won’t use protection.”

I blinked. “I’m fucking leaving.”

Melody floated up to my eye level as I rose to my feet. “Hang on! Wait!” she said, holding a hand up pleadingly. “One more thing before you go.”

“Yeah?”

“I’m not sure if I should tell you this or not, but Quinny also let slip to me that Ember Black has been seeing her about something.”

I cocked my head in surprise. “Has she? First I heard about this.”

“Which is why I was hesitant to mention it. It’s probably nothing, but the fact that no one’s told you about it makes me…wonder, you know?”

“I don’t plan on saying anything about it,” I grunted, “but I’ll keep an eye on Ember Black this weekend and see if anything weird happens. I doubt she’s interested in having kids right now, so that can’t be what it’s about.”

Melody nodded. “She’s very focused on impressing Pinky Peach right now.”

I said goodbye to Melody and made for the door, and she floated there with me. I was just about to leave when I suddenly heard the sound of tiny hooves clacking down the stairs. My sister and I made eye contact, smiling.

“Daddy, Daddy, wait, don’t go!”

I got down to my knees and let Moonie hurl herself into my arms. I scooped her up into a hug and stood, holding her in place against my chest. “Hey there, Princess,” I said. “I thought you were so deep in meditation that I didn’t want to bother you.”

“But meditation is boring, Daddy, I’d rather play with you,” she said, batting her eyelashes at me as her tail flicked behind her. “Pleeeease, Daddy—we can have a coffee and donut party.”

I looked at Melody, and she nodded. “Go right ahead,” she said. “I’ll be around if you need me.”

I carried Moonie into the dining room, where her make-believe coffee set was sitting in the corner on top of the counter. I set her down on the ground, and after she kissed me on the cheek, she scampered to grab her toy coffeemaker and some plastic donuts. “Daddy, I have a question.”

“Ask away, Princess,” I said, smiling dreamily at her.

She pretended to pour some water in the coffee maker as she looked at me. “Why can’t we go to any real donut stores anymore?”

I blinked. “Do you have…any other questions?”


Chapter 3 - Ember Black


“Alright, p-p-ponies!” Ember said into her camera, using the cute title she had for her followers on Flinch. “This is my last stream for a few days as the Nightmare Girls will be taking the weekend off. I can’t d-d-disclose what we are doing for p-privacy reasons, though, so d-don’t ask!”

A million questions popped up on her screen, which made her wince as she tried to keep up with the flurry of them. “V-V-Viperka?! Help!”

Viperka’s camera appeared on her screen as she shared her chat with the naga. “What seems to be the problem, Ember?”

“There’s t-t-too many questions and I c-c-c-can’t t-talk that much!” Ember’s cheeks burned in shame. She tried her best, but this was the hardest part about being a streamer to her. She spoke pretty well these days—honestly, better than before she joined Solar Dreams Media, but her stutter got worse and worse the more nervous she was, and nothing made her nervous like being forced to answer a bunch of questions. At times like this, she doubted her position as leader.

Viperka chuckled at her. “Sure, I’ve got this Blackie. Let me see… Alright, listen up, you pony-loving perverts,” Viperka said, “The Nightmare Girls won’t be available this weekend. We can’t say where we’re going or why, but from now on, one weekend per month we won’t be around. The same is going to be true for the Dream Girls, but they have a different weekend off. If you want to support us, support them this weekend while we’re gone.”

“Th-thank you, Viper-k-k-ka!” Ember Black chirped. “I’m s-sorry!”

“Don’t mention it, horse girl,” Viperka laughed, winking at her as she returned to her own stream.

Ember Black opened her mouth to address her chat, but her heart was beating a million times per second, so she froze. After regaining some composure, she glared down at her screen and started typing instead.

> I’m really sorry, ponies. You deserve better than for me to outsource stuff like that to my team. Truth is, I’m horrified of public speaking.

Predictably, her followers asked her why she was so averse to speaking, and of course those who lacked tact asked questions about her stutter. With a sigh, she braced herself. It was time to tell her ponies the truth.

> On my homeworld, Evercool—the same world as Pinky Peach, but one universe to the left, I guess—I was a pegasus that was destined to be ridden by a hero into battle. There was a Dark Lord who led the orcs and goblins of my world, and an elven hero, a princess, was supposed to rise up and face him.

> Unfortunately, on our quest, a trap left by an evil witch merged us together, fusing our minds and souls into one. I don’t really feel her soul inside me anymore—but it was through her soul that I learned to talk. A lot of people assume I have a Splice Partner like Pinky Peach, and I kind of do, but my splicing happened back on Evercool against my will.

> And it wasn’t natural. So—no matter how hard I try, when I speak, I always fuck up. I stammer and can’t get the words out and make myself look foolish. Sometimes I hit a wall and have to shut up entirely, like my mouth just won’t consent to say another word. Sometimes I think…I’m in the wrong career. And even worse, the other Nightmare Girls depend on me to act as leader somehow, but—I’m not a leader.

Ember Black wiped her eyes, trying to stop herself from crying before she properly started. She felt so vulnerable, like she was bearing an open wound for all of Meteoropolis to see. She cleared her throat and decided to try her best to speak the rest of her message. “B-b-but I’m doing everything I c-can. Just…sometimes, if I go quiet, that’s w-w-why.”

Petal suddenly started calling her, and she answered, putting the xenodryad’s cam on her screen. “Y-yes, Petal what’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Petal said. “I was just watching your stream and I wanted to tell you that I love you very much.”

Ember Black wiped her eyes again and giggled. “Thank you, Petal, I love you too.”

“Do you want to queue ranked with me and Lunaticia?” Petal asked saccharinely. “We could use your leadership skills.” The xenodryad winked her inky black eye into the camera.

Ember Black couldn’t help but smile. “No, honey, I promised Pinky Peach I’d work on my 1v1 ranking a bit before our trip, so that’s what I’m going to do.”

“Okay, pony, kisses!” Petal cooed. “Let me know if you change your mind!”

They ended the call between them, and Ember Black tried to ignore all the “Awwww” and heart emoji comments in the chat as she focused on her screen.

“Now, I think I’m going to m-m-main Monga today,” she said, her brow furrowing with purpose.

And then she had her private thought. I need to improve my ranking to diamond tier, and soon, if I want Pinky Peach to praise me. Maybe if I work hard enough, she’ll even go on a triangle date with Brock and me…

Ember Black adored Pinky Peach. Not romantically—not really. But it was pretty close. Pinky Peach was everything she wished she could be. Confident, organized, a natural-born leader, skilled in their game of choice, a good mother, and now, somehow, President of Flinch. Not only that, but she was this year’s Most Beautiful Woman according to Meteo Magazine.

Pinky was everything Ember Black was not. Ember Black was shy and awkward. She was disorganized by nature, though she tried to fix that about herself a little more every day. Ember wanted to be a good leader, but her flaws worked against her aggressively. She had no illusions that she could one day be President of Flinch, but if she had one thing, she was, at least, beautiful. Maybe not quite as conventionally pretty as Pinky Peach, but about as close as one could get.

Ember Black believed that Brock loved Pinky Peach the best. He’d never say it, and he probably didn’t even think it to himself, but she felt like he must, because Pinky was such a fucking goddess. But Ember Black was rapidly falling for Brock with every passing day. Every stolen kiss, every flirty whisper exchanged, every selfless act he performed for her—there wasn’t a single interaction she’d had with him since meeting him that didn’t make her love him more.

Yesterday, Brock popped into her room to deliver a meal that he cooked for her himself. Sure, he probably cooked the same meal for all the Nightmare Girls, but that was beside the point. He didn’t have to do that. No one made him do that, but he did it anyway.

Last week, when she was in a bad mood, she mentioned just wanting to go for a drive—so Brock stopped what he was doing to drive her around the neighborhood for almost two full hours. And before that, when she was struggling to write her speech for the leadership meeting, Brock coached her and gave her tips about how to impress Pinky, Mitsy, and Hephi.

He was perfect. It wasn’t just that he was handsome, strong, and rich—that was great, too, of course—but he was compassionate, unconditionally supportive, and protective of everyone under his care. Brock was the rare kind of guy who actually justified a harem. After all, wouldn’t it be selfish to try and keep a guy like that to yourself? Someone capable of caring for so many women—shouldn’t that rare peacock be allowed to spread its wings and fly?

This weekend would be her chance to get to know him. Splitting his time only five ways instead of seventeen ways meant that she might get literal hours of him to herself throughout this weekend. They would kiss, hold hands, make love, talk about their feelings, explore each other’s hopes and dreams. They would connect on a deeper level. Even better, this would happen every single month from now on. If anyone could help her get over her self-doubt, fear, and incompetence and make her feel like as much of a queen as Pinky Peach, it was him. She could hardly wait.

Suddenly there was a knock on her door which almost made her jump out of her skin. She canceled the queue she’d just started and excused herself from her stream for a moment to answer the door, putting her camera on pause and muting her mic while she displayed her ‘Be Right Back’ animation.

Ember Black answered the door and saw Pinky Peach standing on the other side, smiling softly at her. “Hey, Blackie. I just raced over here because Mitsy texted me to say you were crying on stream and she was worried about you. Is everything okay?”

Ember Black blushed, not that anyone could see because of how dark her cheeks were. “Oh—I’m s-s-s-sorry!” she blurted out in mortification. “J-just some impostor syndrome…”

“Oh,” Pinky sighed. “Can I give you a hug?”

The offer embarrassed her, made her feel like a coddled child, but she couldn’t say no. She nodded, and Pinky stepped forward to wrap her arms around Ember’s back. Their large chests pressed together as Pinky embraced her, and Ember allowed her arms to reach behind Pinky’s back as well. “I’m f-f-fine,” she insisted. “I sometimes get stressed when I have t-t-to deliver news.”

“Is it…because of your speech impediment?” Pinky asked as gently as she could. “Sorry to be so blunt.”

Ember shrugged. “Mostly. B-but I also just…I’m not like you.”

Pinky Peach pulled back from their hug and clasped her hands on Ember Black’s face, cupping her cheeks. “Good. I like being the only me. You should focus more on being yourself than not being like me.”

“B-but—you’re perfect,” Ember breathed, her eyes wide with reverence. “I want to be just like you!”

“That’s flattering, but very unnecessary,” Pinky chuckled. “As far as I’m concerned, your only problem is that you’re as unhappy with yourself as you are. So—while you’re on vacation this weekend, I’ll give you a little job.”

Ember Black’s jaw dropped. “Anything! J-j-just say it!”

“Great. And if you do the job, I’ll even see if the leadership team can give you some kind of award to acknowledge your progress,” Pinky told her, smiling.

“A threesome with you and B-Brock!” Ember Black blurted out, catching the unicorn girl by surprise. “I mean—p-please!”

Pinky’s face melted into a blush and a grin. “That’s easy to arrange. No problems there. So are you ready to hear your job?”

“Yes,” Ember said, nodding furiously.

“I want you to write a report entitled ‘Ten Things I Love About Myself,” Pinky Peach told her. “I know you can do it.”

The pegasus girl frowned. “That seems k-kind of…p-p-patronizing.”

“It’s not. I want you to take this very seriously. You are an amazing part of this harem and the leadership team. I wouldn’t have anyone else on that council with me. I want you to work hard to see yourself with as much pride as we see you.”

Ember Black nodded slowly, then circled back to something Pinky said earlier. “You said M-Mitsy told you I was c-crying?”

“Yes,” Pinky confirmed. “She may be the worst, but she’s not all bad. She is very compassionate once she gets it in her mind that you’re on her side. Most of the time, anyway.”

“I d-d-don’t know…last time we had a meeting she told me she’d break my PC if I approved Petal’s override point spent on her alone time with Brock.”

“Yeah, well, she’ll come around,” Pinky muttered, shifting a little. “Anyway, you should get back to your stream. Oh, and Blackie?”

Ember Black smiled. “Y-yes Pinky?”

“I noticed you pulling Nurse Quinny aside the other day after the big harem dinner. Are you okay?”

The pegasus girl’s brow furrowed. “Th-that’s nothing for y-you to w-worry about,” she muttered.

“Are you pregnant?” Pinky asked, unable to help herself.

She shook her head.

Pinky sighed, realizing she wasn’t going to get any answers. “If you have health issues, I hope you’re at least informing Brock and Dr. Luna.”

“I’ll t-tell them w-when it’s time,” Ember Black muttered. “Th-thanks for checking in on m-me, Pinky.”

Pinky smiled again—her perfect, beautiful smile. She tossed her pink hair over her shoulder with confidence and winked. “My pleasure. Take care of our boy this weekend.”

Ember Black blushed. “I w-w-will.”


Chapter 4 - Petal


“Let’s see!” Petal cooed, talking to herself as she surveyed her room. “Is everything packed? I have one shirt, five sets of lingerie, a big bag of fertilizer, and a pot from Blossom that says ‘Sweetest Flussy’ on the side.” She tapped her chin as she pondered long and hard about whether or not she was forgetting something. “Yep! That should be more than enough!”

“Did you pack an extra skirt?” Viperka said, lying on the bed in Petal’s room that was normally only used when the xenodryad had her alone time with Brock.

“It’s just going to end up on the ground anyway,” Petal chirped sweetly.

“True. But what about your swimsuit?”

“I can’t swim in salt water!” the xenodryad beauty gasped in horror. “Are you trying to kill me?!”

Viperka sat up. “Wait a second. We’re going on a beach vacation and you can’t even get in the water? Why didn’t you say anything?”

“I don’t mind being on the beach,” Petal replied, shrugging her shoulders and batting her lashes at the naga on her bed. “It’s no big deal, really. Think of all the sunshine I’ll get, spending all day on the shore!”

Viperka laughed at that and relaxed, lying back down. She crossed two of her arms behind her head and the other pair across her exposed midriff. She was already wearing her swimsuit, having just tried it on to make sure it still fit. “That’s a fair point. And we’ve got our own private stretch of the beach, apparently, at least according to Blackie. So we don’t have to worry about peeping perverts, which is nice.”

“Brocky would eat them up if they stared,” Petal giggled melodically, clapping her hands together. “Alright, then, I think I’m packed.”

“Why do you need so many pairs of lingerie for just three days, though?” Viperka asked, staring at the pile of skimpy clothes.

Petal scratched her neck. “Well, one pair is edible, and another one is designed to be torn off. Blossom gave me the edible one.”

Viperka’s face twisted in confusion. “Does Brock enjoy that kind of thing?”

“No, I don’t think so,” Petal chirped. “Blossom says she just likes to chew her underwear off of her own body while she waits her turn in a group session. It’s a time killer.”

Viperka’s face tightened into something pruny. “So just normal unhinged Blossom shit, then.”

“Pretty much!”

The naga rose from the bed and nodded at the pile on the ground. “Put it all in a bag. The pot—well, we’ll have to carry that separately I guess. But it looks good.”

Petal beamed at Viperka, folding her hands in front of her ample bosom. “Are you flippin’ excited for the trip or what?!”

“I guess,” Viperka said in a noncommittal tone, her shoulders bouncing lightly as she bobbed her head from one side to the other. “I mean, sure. I’m a bit self-conscious in a swimsuit. Naga and lamia swimsuits are little waterproof skirts on the bottom, and they have a habit of bunching up in the water, which can expose us ‘down there’,” she said. “I might end up spending a lot of time on the beach with you.”

“Yay!” Petal cheered, clapping her hands delightedly. “I would love that ever so much!”

Viperka laughed. “I bet you would. It’s a date, then. You and I will be beach buddies.”

“Beach buddies!” Petal squealed, shaking her fists beside her head. “This is the best day of my life! I finally have a beach buddy, and it’s my best friend, Viperka!”

“You’re too wholesome for your own good, you know that?” the naga laughed, patting the xenodryad on the head, avoiding the flower at the center of her tentacle-like vines. “It’s going to get you in trouble one of these days.”

Petal shrugged. “We’ll figure that out when it happens. Anyway, I need to go say goodbye to Blossom. I promised I’d let her bop my titties for a couple hours before we left, and we’re already down to the last few hours.”

Viperka nodded. “Yeah, you’d better go do that. If you don’t take care of that, I doubt she’ll stop texting you during the whole trip.”

“I hope she doesn’t!” Petal giggled with saccharine mirth. “I love getting her text messages. I love getting everyone’s text messages! You can text me when we’re on the beach!”

“Like, when I’m right next to you?” Viperka asked, cocking her head as she slithered toward the door. “Why bother? We could just talk face to face.”

Petal’s eyes widened and went dewy with awe. “That’s even more wonderful! Thank you so much for your friendship!”

Viperka left, so Petal packed her bag, and then put her bag inside of her travel pot. She grinned at Blossom’s handiwork, admiring the intricate patterns the flower sprite had carved in the pot’s surface, then rose and stretched as she eyed the door.

Petal left the Nightmare Girls’ home and crossed the street, forgoing the front door in favor of Blossom’s window. She tapped on the glass, and when her dear friend opened it up, she climbed inside.

“Petal!” Blossom gasped as though in shock, even though she’d been expecting her. “Here, let me help you!” Blossom grabbed Petal’s breasts and helped to balance her as she made her way through the window. With a plop, Petal landed on the floor, knocking Blossom over in the process.

She looked around as they sat back up. Blossom’s room was full of pots—some of them were hers, and some were for plants that Blossom grew just to improve the atmosphere in her room. It was a chaotic mess—a jumble of flowers, leaves, and vines wherever you looked, but much like Blossom herself, it was a controlled chaos—and a beautiful one at that.

“Petal!” Blossom exclaimed once more. “I thought you were going to be too busy!”

“Blossom!” Petal squeaked. “I could never be too busy to visit my very best friend!”

Blossom grinned impishly at her for a moment as she fondled Petal’s bosom, but after a moment, her face went serious, and she released her hands from the xenodryad’s chest. “We need to talk, Petal,” Blossom began.

“We do?” This was news to Petal. Usually, when Ember Black said “Petal, we need to talk,” it was because Petal emitted xenospores that started growing talking bioluminescent fungi in the living room—or maybe she just tracked dirt in from the garden. In any case, “We need to talk” was usually bad news.

Blossom nodded. “I think you and I need to go into business together. We’re clearly the brains of this whole outfit, so if we want to take Super Media Dreams to the next level—”

“That’s Solar Dreams Media,” Petal corrected her with a gentle smile.

“Basically what I said, but wow, okay, control freak much?” Blossom huffed. “Anyway, if we want to make the big bucks, we’re going to have to grab this dragon by the horns and fuck it.”

“Are you talking about Brock?” Petal asked, cocking her head sweetly.

“I was trying out a metaphor, but I think it got jumbled with my personal experience,” Blossom said, brows furrowing. “That’s not the point. Listen—I’ve got the talent, you’ve got the business sense, so—”

“I do?” Petal asked.

Blossom shrugged, “You can get it if you don’t. But I can’t just sit on my ass and accept only moderate mega-stardom and wealth. We need to get obnoxiously rich. I have little flower sprites to take care of now, and soon you’ll have your own babies, too!”

Petal squealed with delight, clapping her hands. “Am I pregnant?!”

“I don’t know,” Blossom muttered. “I feel like that’s on you to figure out. Don’t you just grow seeds like me?”

“No! Xenodryads grow babies inside us in gooey pods,” she explained. “If you think I’m pregnant, Blossom—”

“I’m not necessarily saying that—”

“Then leave it to me! While I’m on vacation, I’ll come up with some way for us to make money!”

Blossom rubbed her hands together like a praying mantis. “Excellent. What kind of business are you thinking?”

Petal grinned and shook her head. “I have no idea! This is the first time I ever considered such a thing! Do you have any thoughts?”

“I’m more of a motivator than an ideas gal,” Blossom said.

“Well, I’m very motivated! Thank you! You’re amazingly good at your job!”

“One more thing,” the flower sprite muttered. “This weekend, when you’re having sex with Brock, can you video call me on the phone so I can get off, pretending that I’m watching a video of him doing me?”

Petal gasped, her hands pressing against her breast. “It would be my honor, Blossom! I would love to share that moment with you! Or even better, maybe we can all do it together!”

Blossom nodded in approval at her enthusiasm. “Not sure how that’d work given the distance, but I knew I could count on you, Petal. This is why us flower sprites have to stick together.”

“Oh, did you forget again? I’m actually a xenodryad.”

Blossom shrugged and gently slapped Petal’s breast. “Whatever. Hehe. Boing.”


Chapter 5 - Brock


There were a lot of benefits to having a state-of-the-art panic room like the one in our home, and as they became more common across Meteoropolis, more and more new features started rolling out for them all the time. Today we were kicking off the newest and arguably the most exciting feature, straight from Horcross City technology: Teleportation Stations.

The hotel we were going to, Moonchild Beach Resort and Spa, had teleportation capabilities, so we didn’t have to bus everyone over in a flying cab or anything like that. It made the trip a bit more manageable for six people with luggage, one of them having a lower body like a thick snake and also four arms.

“Everyone fully packed?” I asked, scanning the beauties gathering around me as we walked through the panic room door.

“I always forget something,” Velvet sighed, shaking her little head sadly.

“D-D-Did you use the list I m-made for you?” Ember Black asked patiently.

“It stressed me out so I threw it away.”

Ember Black glowered at the skinny deer girl with a smoldering look that could probably kill lesser entities. Even I hoped I’d never end up on the receiving end of that stare, but Velvet hardly seemed to register it as she fingered the zipper on her luggage anxiously.

“Well, I’m fully packed and ready to go!” Petal squealed excitedly. “I can’t wait to make sand castles and soak up some rays!”

I smiled at her, patting her on her head. Her gelatinous tentacle-vines wrapped around my wrist, hugging me as she grinned her elation at my affectionate gesture. “Viperka, you didn’t pack much.”

She looked at me in surprise, clearly not expecting to be called out. “Oh, yeah. I tend to just buy clothes when I’m on vacation and use the shampoo and soap at the hotel. Anything else you could possibly need they typically provide if you call the front desk.”

Ember Black looked at her in disgust, right along with Lunaticia. Their masks of disdain were self-evident. “You use the hotel’s shampoo? That is the nastiest shit I’ve ever heard,” the hellcat muttered.

Ember Black didn’t mince her words either. “If you d-d-don’t run and g-grab your t-toiletries right now, I’ll kill you and then kill m-myself.”

“Jesus,” I laughed. “That’s a bit much.”

Viperka rolled her eyes, moving her whole head along with it in an exaggerated clockwise pattern. She slithered out of the panic room and made an offensive gesture as she headed to grab her things.

Lunaticia sighed with relief. “Thank Zaxdozaan’s trembling sack we caught that mess in time.”

I shrugged. “I don’t really get it. Why was it such a big deal?”

The four remaining girls all locked eyes with each other, wondering who was going to be the one to fill me in. In the end, the shy deer girl cleared her throat and raised her hand to grab my attention. “It’s...pretty close to molting season for her. If it happens on vacation, she’ll need to bathe and scrub herself a lot until it’s over. It can have a very distinct smell.”

“But she smells fresh as a daisy as soon as it’s over!” Lunaticia quickly added, clearly not wanting to gross me out.

I laughed at their desperation not to put me off. “You don’t know me as well as the other girls, but something like that won’t faze me, don’t worry.”

“Her personality is her best contraceptive weapon,” Velvet giggled. Then when everyone paused to look at her, she blushed. “I’m sorry, that was mean.”

“Harsh but fair,” Lunaticia chuckled.

Petal pouted a little, though, huffing and puffing as she crossed her arms. “I think she’s wonderful,” she whined.

“We all d-d-do,” Ember Black said. She put one hand on Petal’s shoulder reassuringly, letting go of her standing luggage’s handle. “She’s our g-g-good friend—who just so happens to be really mean s-s-sometimes.”

“What are you all talking about?” Viperka asked, her voice piercing the air as she came back into the panic room with a plastic bag full of toiletries. She got bored with the question apparently, though, and pivoted to another question while we turned to face her. “Are the other girls going to see us off?”

“It’s five in the morning,” Lunaticia said. “Most of us came by to say our goodbyes last night.”

The naga frowned at that. “Oh. I was hoping to see Mamba before I left. Oh well.”

“You can call her around breakfast time when we get settled into our rooms if you really want to,” I suggested. “I’m sure you’ll all be chatting in the group chat all weekend. Last chance—if everyone is sure, we should leave now.”

The girls all looked at each other one last time, smiling now. “Alright,” Ember Black cooed as a smile spread across her lovely features. “Let’s g-go!”

I used my smartphone to initiate the teleportation sequence. It worked because we had a one-time access code sent to us by the hotel. Once I entered the code, the girls all synced up to the panic room’s soul network and biomanagement system, and the next thing I know, the room seemed to fade away into a white abyss. It was like watching jagged puzzle pieces rip themselves out of a brilliant tapestry and then fizzle into sparks until the sparks were too numerous not to dominate everything.

For a moment, I was alone, and I had the familiar sensation of floating in space nearly overwhelming me. It reminded me a little of searching for Uther the fox familiar of the Elloway in the Astral Plane, but also of banging Styria so hard we made a planet. Good times, good times.

After less than a minute, the world started to piece itself back together again, and soon I found myself in a large dome-shaped platform with high glass walls. Through the walls I could make out the most beautiful beach view I’d ever had the privilege of seeing in person. It was breathtaking—a sunrise vista of sparkling white sand and a purplish-blue sea rolling toward us in quiet waves.

Looking around, I found the girls finishing their teleportation successfully all around me. Petal grabbed my hand and squeezed as she sighed at the sunrise. “So pretty. That’s gonna be a whole lot of Vitamin D.”

“Can’t wait to get some of that D in me, either,” Lunaticia snickered, elbowing me. “Get it? Get it?”

I laughed along with her and patted her on the rump, her kitty tail brushing against my wrist. “I got it.”

“What are you talking about?” Petal asked, still smiling innocently as she cocked her head at us. “I’m talking about just how much this sunlight is gonna make my chlorophyll sing!”

“Can’t w-w-wait to chloro-fill my throat,” Ember Black whispered, elbowing Lunaticia.

“You whores,” the naga laughed.

A high-pitched voice coughed shrilly from behind us, clearly trying to get our attention. I spun around on my heels, the ladies following suit as I greeted our host. “Oh! Hi! Sorry about that,” I muttered, scratching my head. “We’re registered under—”

“Brock Clayton, of course,” the halfling woman squeaked. “You don’t have to introduce yourself; the whole city knows who you are!” She bowed deeply, wearing a cute maroon hotel dress. “It’s a true honor to meet you, sir!”

“Oh! Brock! Are you famous or something?” Petal gasped.

Everyone looked at her for a moment in confusion, trying to decide if she was serious or not. “Anywaaaay,” our host continued, “I’ll be your hotel liaison, so if you have any issues or special requests, just let me know. You have VIP access to any of our attractions, no added charge, so please enjoy all our amenities at your leisure!”

“So, like, you’re assigned to us?” Viperka asked, cocking a brow. “I hope that doesn’t mean you’ll be following us around.”

“Oh, of course not!” she said, waving her hands to banish the thought. “No, no, no, I promise, there will be nothing of the sort. But my contact information is waiting on your pillows in the room, and some of the attractions require special access privileges which I can provide. So if you want to do anything that normally would require a reservation or VIP permission cleared in advance, just let me know and I’ll clear the way.”

“Excellent,” I said, smiling at her. “Well, you may know me, but just in case, let me introduce my whole party.” I got the women all acquainted, which led the halfling hostess to finally gesture to her nametag.

“And as you can see, I’m Gemma Proudtoe, at your service. I am sure I speak for the entire hotel staff when I say what an honor it is to have you at our hotel! Now, we’ve booked you for a beachside villa with your own private stretch of the beach overlooking Wizard Island. Stay on the beach, though, and don’t venture out to the island.”

“Wizard Island?” I asked, my brows raising. “Sounds interesting.”

“She literally just said don’t go there,” Viperka pointed out. “Honestly, this guy...”

“Well, it’s not so much that you’re not allowed to go—it’s just that, as a celebrity, it’d be horribly embarrassing for us if you had an uncomfortable run-in with the resident of that island, that’s all.” She twiddled her thumbs anxiously as she looked up at me, and then at the other girls. “Anyway, are you all ready to be taken to your rooms?”

“We sure are,” I said, scanning the girls for nods of approval.

Gemma clapped her hands. “Excellent!” After the second clap, four bellhops walked in through a nearby door and quickly took our luggage. Gemma giggled and made a big, sweeping gesture—the biggest she could manage at her small size, anyway. “Right this way, please!”

The opulent design of the hotel was immediately obvious as we exited the glass dome and entered a corridor of the main building. Huge, palatial doors and columns were the first things I noticed, followed by a golden carpet that sprawled out down the hallway atop a red marble floor. The walls were similarly marble-hewn, and luxurious paintings of ocean views adorned the walls everywhere you looked.

Visitors of all shapes, sizes, and colors were all over the place: kobolds, goblins, elves, demons, xenos—there was even another naga, and I watched with amusement as Viperka and she struggled not to look at each other or acknowledge the other’s existence.

Soon we arrived at the elevators. Gemma stood on her tiptoes to touch the Up button. Once it lit up, she turned around and reached into her breast pocket, pulling out six key cards. “This is where we’ll part ways for now. Follow the luggage lads through the next corridor and along the bejeweled path outside until you get to your villa. The whole complex lines the same, long beach, so you can’t really get lost. Call me or the front desk anytime you need anything. Before I go, is there anything else I can do for you? Maybe send something to your room?”

We all looked at each other, shrugging and grunting ambivalently. “I guess not yet,” I said. “Thank you, Gemma. We’ll let you know if something comes up.”

“Wonderful. You will find a whole catalog of activities on your desk in the room, so please peruse that. Our breakfast buffet will open in about an hour.”

“Oh, perfect,” Lunaticia said, rubbing her hands together as her red eyes flickered. “I could use a cup of fresh milk.”

“Do you have a public bathroom I could use?” Velvet muttered. “We had a long trip and—”

“Our trip was, like, 40 seconds,” Viperka groaned, rolling her eyes.

Velvet pouted at our liaison anyway. Gemma chuckled. “There’s a women’s room over there, behind the big pillar, next to the lava beach painting.”

“Thank you!” Velvet yipped as she took off running. Gemma left, and the bellhops stood nearby, waiting.

“So, are you girls excited?” I asked, looking at the four who were still with me.

“V-very!” Ember Black said. “Nervous, though. I’ve never worn a bikini before!”

“She used to wear a granny-style one piece in public showers at the gym we went to,” Viperka told me, her eyes glimmering with amusement at her friend’s expense. “Velvet used to go nude in the women’s showers like the rest of us, but when she realized wearing clothes was an option—”

“Yeah, she started doing that too,” Lunaticia laughed.

The deer girl emerged from the bathroom a few moments later, rejoining our ranks as we headed to our villa. We walked through the main hotel building’s expansive corridors until we were outside again, the weather comfortably balmy. Beneath our feet was a path that seemed to be made of polished gemstones, and we walked down it following the men and women who carried most of our luggage, though I still hung on to Ember Black’s because it was massive. Finally, a fenced beach came into view with a single tropical one-story villa on its lot.

“There it is,” I said, pointing.

“We can see it, Brocky,” Petal giggled.

“Well then,” I went on, “shall we go inside and get acquainted with the domicile where we’ll be spending much of this weekend?”

The girls all beamed at me excitedly, nodding or offering words or other gestures of agreement. But my eye drifted to the distant horizon, where a single island with a strange looking hut sat atop the waves.

“Yep,” I grunted. “Let’s see what this place has in store.”


Chapter 6 - Brock


The villa’s interior had speckled reddish brown walls with artifacts and tokens of various beach-based cultures hanging from strategically spaced-out spots. There was a frogkin ritual mask, a merfolk trident, baked clay statues from primitive sea elf villages, and more. It felt rather colonial, but I had to assume that the items were ethically sourced since, you know, most of these cultures would be dead by now in this universe since Meteoropolis was the most densely populated place for millions of lightyears.

The villa was divided into five rooms. First, there was a foyer that spilled into a living room area, with two big couches and a recliner surrounding a TV set. In the corner there was a work desk and some storage drawers, along with a chair for the desk.

Then there were three bedrooms. The two smaller bedrooms shared a bathroom connected to the living room. Each of those rooms had two queen-sized beds. Then there was the master bedroom, which was attached to its own bathroom. That bathroom technically made for six rooms in total, but since it was exclusively connected to the master bedroom, the brochure mentioned it as part of it.

The bathrooms were all polished marble and fancy floor to ceiling mirrors. The beds seemed comfy enough, but I preferred our beds at home.

I set the luggage I’d been carrying down and belly flopped onto the master bed. From behind me, I heard Ember Black’s giggles, but also one of the bellhops clearing his throat.

“Excuse me, sir. All your luggage is here.”

I sat up and tipped him and sent them all on their way. With a sigh, I looked around the room, then at the Nightmare Girls, all eyeing me. They weren’t necessarily sexy, predatory gazes—they were curious ones. They wanted to know, put simply, what the hell we were going to be doing? It wasn’t even six in the morning, and we had already arrived, been escorted to our rooms, and the breakfast buffet was still an hour away from opening.

“Any ideas?” I asked, scanning their eyes.

Ember Black stretched and yawned. “I c-could use a sh-short nap,” she admitted, eyeing the ultra-king-sized bed behind me. “Anyone wanna sn-snuggle?”

“That’s as good a suggestion as any,” I said, looking around at the other girls.

Viperka rolled her eyes. “Help yourselves. I’m going to take a bath in that massive tub I spotted in the master bathroom.”

“Wait!” Velvet squeaked. “Shouldn’t we decide who sleeps where?”

Ember Black nodded astutely, caressing her chin with her thumb. “Good point. In the first bedroom, Viperka and Petal, you two can sleep in that bed. Velvet and Lunaticia, you’re in the other room. Brock and I will sleep in the master bedroom.”

“Oh?” Viperka asked, crossing her arms as her tongue flicked angrily. “And what gives you that privilege?”

“I’m on the leadership c-c-c-committee,” she huffed. “It...makes sense.”

I laughed a little. “We could do a rotation,” I offered up half-heartedly.

“But we’re only here for two nights,” Lunaticia pointed out, her tail swaying behind her. “That doesn’t work.”

“This feels like the kind of thing we should have agreed on when we booked the ticket yesterday,” Viperka groaned.

I shook my head, frowning. “There’s a reason we didn’t. We weren’t sure just what rooms would be available this short notice. We got lucky this one wasn’t fully booked.”

Ember Black smirked confidently. “I am sure y-you’ll all g-get plenty of time with B-Brock, but I’m sleeping in that bed with him. That’s the only w-way that works.”

Viperka slithered off, grumbling. “Fine. But that just means you don’t get any alone time with him during daylight hours.”

“W-wait, n-no!” Ember gasped. “That’s not f-fair!”

“Actually, that sounds pretty fair,” Lunaticia said with a mirthful snort. I heard her purring a little once her laughter died down.

While Viperka bathed, Velvet, Ember Black, Lunaticia, and Petal all chose a limb of mine to snuggle with. We started on top of the bedsheets, me lying on my back while the girls’ arms and legs wrapped around mine. Their snuggling approaches were all interesting and uniquely them. Velvet held my arm against her chest, almost instantly falling asleep and letting out little whistly snores as her face nuzzled my bicep. Lunaticia also quickly fell asleep, but she rather indecently ground her crotch against my leg as she rested, and I felt a damp spot beginning to spread there. Petal lay sprawled out beside me, taking my arm and hugging it between the valley of her breasts while she cuddled it like a teddy bear. Ember Black did not fall asleep like the rest of them.

The pegasus girl’s arms were wrapped around my thigh, her face resting in my lap inches away from Lunaticia’s. When I looked down at her, I saw her staring wide-eyed at the fly of my pants. Watching quietly, I observed in rapt fascination as the pony girl grabbed the zipper with her teeth and skillfully pulled it down, all the while still hugging my leg. Once my zipper was down, she used her dexterous tongue to dart inside my boxers and coax my cock to hardness, begging it to come out and play.

She looked up at me with wide eyes, seeking permission maybe, but she was already leaving lipstick stains on the length of my cock by then. When I gave the slightest of nods, she swallowed the length of it down to the base within two seconds, instantly making me make fists, clutching the air like I was hanging on for dear life while Petal and Velvet continued to snuggle my arms.

The thing you need to understand about Ember Black was that she felt the same way about me cumming in her mouth as Pinky Peach did about me spilling in her womb. According to her, I was her first throatpie, but she’d spent her whole adult life practicing for when she met the right guy and had built up such a fetish around giving head in her mind that she could sometimes cum just from lightly touching herself while sucking me off.

Wet sucking and kissing sounds filled the room, the volume high enough for me to worry we were seconds away from waking the others, but the train had left the station and wasn’t stopping until we arrived at Jizz Town. I grabbed a clutch of Ember Black’s hair, improvising a makeshift ponytail to keep her long, white tresses out of her face. It was as much for her convenience as it was for me to look at her while she sucked me off.

She popped me out of her mouth for a minute to tease me, gently squeezing my balls between her fingers while she licked my member from base to tip, swirling her tongue around the top of my glans. She pulled down her top, freeing her tits just so that I could feel her hardened nipples digging into my thighs. “Are you gonna cum for me, baby?” she asked in a sweet voice, all traces of her stutter gone in the heat of the moment. “Are you gonna fill my mouth-pussy up with your hot, t-t-t-tasty load?” Well, some traces were still there, I guess.

I let out a grunt instead of a proper reply as she started using both hands to stroke me off while giving the head of my dick romantic pecks and smooches. Somewhere along the way, she had more or less ended up on top of my legs, and I completely doubted that the other girls were all still asleep at this point.

As if to answer my suspicion directly, I felt Lunaticia renew her grinding against my leg, and Velvet started kissing my arm. “Are we doing sex?” she asked in a cute voice. “If we are, can I use the potty before it’s my turn?”

“Guhhh.” That was me trying to say “Fine by me,” but Ember Black’s blowjob game was too strong for me to utter anything resembling intelligible words. Soon I was totally overwhelmed, not just by her ungodly efforts, but the kisses of three of the other girls, too, as they all needily clung to me. Petal woke up last and just rubbed my hand over her boob rather than participate too aggressively. “Blossom says my boobies feel really good to squeeze,” she told me. “I think I’ll wait until I can have some time alone with you, but you can help yourself to my body all you want if it’ll be enjoyable for you, Brocky!”

“Brock, baby,” Ember Black moaned again as her lips finally separated from my dick. “I’m gonna cum for you, baby. Your cock is too good. I’m gonna b-b-b-blow up.”

I weakly offered a thumbs up because it was easier than speaking as her lips wrapped around my shaft once more, one hand darting between her thighs. Next thing I knew, I saw the truth of her warning as her eyes started tearing up, her whole body shaking as a powerful orgasm overwhelmed her faculties. “Mmm! Mmm!” She moaned around my length as she climaxed. I felt the part of my leg underneath her crotch gradually start to soak, and the smell of sex started properly filling the air. Looking down at her, her eyes were still locked on mine as she devotedly blew me, and I knew for a fact that I wouldn’t last much longer.

I closed my eyes and squeezed Petal’s tit, kneading her nipple with my knuckles every so often, making her quiver too. Meanwhile, Lunaticia’s grinding grew even more frantic, and Velvet kept nuzzling me sweetly as she occasionally dotted my shoulder and cheek with pecks.

I was getting close, and I knew the pegasus girl could sense it because she started picking up the pace, her hands squeezing my hips as she took my entire length down her throat, halfway to her stomach. With a growl that was like a final surrender, I burst, filling her mouth up with seed, just like she wanted. She growled and moaned and groaned, her eyes rolled back when she tasted its release. Long after I was done ejaculating, she kept her lips locked onto me, sucking every last drop out of my tip and swallowing every ounce of it.

When it was all done, all the girls relaxed a bit, and Ember Black finally let my cock slip out of her mouth so that she could plant a hundred or so kisses on its entire length. “I love you so much,” she moaned.

I bristled a bit. “Wow, that’s flattering,” I grunted. “Do you really think we’re there with our relationship yet?”

She looked up at me, eyes wide, her brow a little sweaty. “Oh, sorry. I was talking to your p-p-penis.”

The door to the bathroom opened and Viperka was there in a towel that hung off her shoulders to obscure her breasts, another towel dangling from her hips to hide her snussy. She couldn’t do the job with just one towel on account of having four arms.

Viperka took one look at the scene. My hand was squeezing one of Petal’s naked breasts, Velvet was kissing my cheek, Lunaticia was grinding against my leg, and Ember Black was topless and essentially making out with my dick. She rolled her eyes. “Dude, I haven’t even finished filling up the tub yet and this is how I find you?”

I shrugged. “I have nothing to say in my defense—except that she can be very persuasive,” I muttered, patting the pegasus girl on the head.

“So tasty,” she giggled drunkenly. “D-d-d-delicious.”

Viperka smirked. “Whatever. It’s fine. I was just coming out here to ask if I should put on my swimsuit after showering. Do you think we’ll head straight to the beach after the buffet?”

I looked at the girls, who all nodded or made similar gestures. “I think that’s a fair conclusion,” I told her. “Let’s make that the plan.”

Viperka smirked. “Fine. But you’d better hop in the tub with me, Brock. Your cock must be filthy now that it’s coated in lipstick and pegasus girl spit.”

Ember Black shot an angry look at Viperka. “Bitch, he’s almost ready for round t-t-two! Can’t you g-g-give me a b-break?!”

I laughed at that but patted her on the back to signify that I would, in fact, take the offer. “I could use a bath,” I admitted. “And I hardly get alone time with Vipey, so let her have this.”

“Who told you that you could call me that?” Viperka mumbled, blushing as she averted her eyes.

I got up and walked toward her. “Let’s grab our swimsuits then, and I’ll join you in the tub.”

“It’ll barely fit us both,” she warned me, looking at the floor now. “I’m...huge. The serpentine lower half, I mean.”

“We’ll see if we can’t make it work,” I told her. “Let’s go.”


Chapter 7 - Brock


Viperka dropped her first towel and bit her lip as her scales tightened against her body. I’d read that it was a natural reaction a lot of nagas had when they were in an intimate situation like this one—her scales tightened up the way her figure looked, making her seem about five percent slimmer in the midsection to make her breasts and hips pop more.

Her chest now exposed, she crossed one set of her arms over it as the other unhooked the towel around her waist, letting it hit the bathroom floor as well. I stared at her with probably more of a look of affection than longing—but then, I had literally just gotten off inside the mouth of a pegasus elf.

“I guess you must think I’m pretty weird to look at, huh?” she asked me, blushing rosily. Viperka had four arms and the upper half of a green-skinned woman with tiny scales only visible on close inspection. Her lower half was that of a giant snake, much like a lamia, though a little shorter than the average lamia for sure. She had only two breasts—some nagas had four. She had a human-like pussy, too. Her black hair was long, hanging down past her waist to where her ass would be if she had a human ass. I watched with reverence as she tied it up into a huge bun.

I just shrugged, still beaming at her as I stripped out of my own clothes. “In this city, my human form is about the oddest thing you’ll see.”

“That’s not true,” she protested with a tiny growl like I was caught patronizing her. “There are plenty of elves that look human enough. You could pass for an elf if you had pointy ears.”

“I’ve worn prosthetic ears to pass as an elf on a few occasions. The general consensus is always I’m built too strong for an elf, but I can always point to Go’Urden to get myself out of that,” I said, making her snicker and let her guard down a bit.

“He definitely defies the popular conventions of what elves should look like,” she agreed.

I walked over to the tub with her, taking our time as the water filled it, steam rising from it, full of promise. “There’s one thing I wanted to ask you,” I said.

She looked at me with an arched brow. “Yes?”

“When Hephi first met Petal, she said that she described you as very religious. I haven’t seen any hint of that so far, so I wondered if there was something I should know.”

The naga woman laughed, all four of her arms holding her stomach. “She must have based that on a joke she didn’t understand. Lunaticia used to say that Bitchism was my religion, and if I had to guess, Petal thought I showed signs of being a devout practitioner.”

I shook my head in disbelief. “Petal adores you.”

“Yes, but she adores everyone.” Viperka climbed into the tub first, coiling her tail in a very deliberate way across the bottom of it so that she could fit as much of her body inside as possible while also leaving room for me. I watched her sink in, submerging up to the collarbone, and then smile at me. “Are you going to get in or just watch me like a fucking creep?”

I bounced my shoulders. “Is that an option? Cuz I do like to watch, not gonna lie.”

Another blush crept through her face and she bit her lip. “Get in, asshole.”

I climbed into the tub as well, careful not to step on her tail, but it was hard to avoid. She made a spot for me in the middle, a little hole in the center of her coil where I could fit. I slid into that spot, and once I was as deeply submerged as her, I felt her tail wrap around me and squeeze. “This is how nagas show affection,” she informed me, blushing even deeper. “It’s like our version of a lovers’ hug.”

“It’s about the tightest hug I’ve ever gotten,” I grunted as I felt her constrict. Then thinking about what the other girls had told me earlier, I decided to broach the topic with her. “I noticed you taking a lot of showers these last few days. And I think you took one last night, too, but here we are in the tub.”

She frowned a little and averted her serpentine eyes. “I’m molting my skin. It’s embarrassing. Mamba used to molt too, didn’t she?”

“Yeah, but it was pretty quick for her, and I think she stopped after getting her Splice Partner,” I said. “In any case, it’s fine. I’m glad you told me so I don’t wonder what’s up.”

“The smell can be a bit weird. When I used to live alone I would literally just take a few days off my old job and lie in bed until it was over,” she admitted. “Now I’ve got so many roommates and a job where it’s hard to take too much time off or you become irrelevant. I just have to shower a ton and hide it the best I can.”

Something about that piqued my interest. “What was your old job?” I asked.

She smiled. “I haven’t been in Meteoropolis very long. Before I met the other girls I worked as a hotel clerk but got fired for getting into an argument with some customers.”

“Well, I’m sure they were assholes,” I said.

She gathered some water in her hands and rubbed it in my hair. After that, she reached for her shampoo, which she’d already set out, and started rubbing it all over my scalp. “Not really. I was just impatient.”

“You sometimes do have a bit of a mean streak,” I noted warily. “I don’t think it’s fair to call you that, though.”

“Well, let me tell you—it’s a defense mechanism. On my own world, my species of naga was hunted obsessively by orcs and several other common races there—but we need other races to mate. Humans and elves would often seduce our kind only to kill us and sell our skins. It’s hard for me to let people in, and I tend to keep them at arm’s length even when I do.” More of her tail encircled me, pulling me closer to her.

“Damn, that’s fucked up. But you seem particularly close to Petal,” I pointed out. “I never see you get upset with her.”

“That girl has no ulterior motives, no guile, and not a bad bone in her whole body—assuming she even has bones. She’s just a pure, sweet lump of cuteness and self-confidence.”

“And the others don’t fit that bill?” I asked dubiously. “I’ve seen you mouth off to Ember Black and Lunaticia plenty of times.”

She continued to wash my hair but then paused to think. “They definitely aren’t the same as Petal. It’s not like I dislike them—they’re my friends, for sure, and I care about them. No doubt about that. I trust them, but there’s more to it. They have their own ambitions and plans. Ember Black will absolutely lie and cheat to get you to herself and establish herself in the larger harem. Between you and me, I think she only agrees to be the leader just so she could be closer to you. Lunaticia isn’t any better. Velvet acts sweet—and she is sweet—but behind that sugary voice is a girl with her own needs and the willingness to campaign for them.”

I laughed a little under my breath as she rinsed the shampoo out of my hair and switched to conditioner. “I think you’re being a bit unfair to Ember Black. I don’t think she’d ‘lie and cheat’ to get ahead.”

Her face contorted into a lemony frown. “Oh, she would. You know, she’s been kind of obsessed with you and Pinky since we became aware of the Dream Girls. The severity of her lies and cheating would be pretty light and easy to forgive, and she may not even be conscious of them herself, but she is pretty desperate to be acknowledged romantically by you and as a peer by Pinky Peach.”

“I feel like we’ve both acknowledged her in those ways,” I said, scratching my head.

“Have you?” she asked skeptically. “Let me pose this question: who do you love more? Pinky Peach or Ember Black?”

“I’d never answer a question like that. It’s unfair for so many reasons,” I immediately said, my body language tightening and shrinking in her coiling grasp.

“Doesn’t matter,” Viperka chuckled, her tail loosening a little as she shook her head. “The answer is Pinky Peach because you have history, rapport, and even a child with her. Ember Black doesn’t have any of those things with you by comparison. Right now, most of us Nightmare Girls appreciate that you’ve been making an effort to care for us, but we’re not idiots. We know you’re not in love with us just yet.”

What she said was true. I did care about them, but when push came to shove, my heart was still more loyal to the original Dream Girls. I was sure that with time that would even out, but for now it was obvious. “Let’s change the subject,” I proposed, not really seeing the point in beating this dead horse. “Let me soap up your snitties.”

She arched her back, jutting out her chest as she handed me her body gel. “Help yourself, perv.”

I lathered up my hands and got to work, kneading her tits with my palms, occasionally teasing her nipples with my fingers. “Have you noticed Ember Black pulling Quinny aside a lot more recently?” I asked.

Viperka looked away, her face caught between pleasure and obvious discomfort at the new topic. “Uh. Maybe. Don’t worry about that.”

“Is she okay?” I asked. “She isn’t sick, is she?”

Viperka bit her lip and strengthened her coiling hold around me. “She’s fine. I’m not supposed to say anything. She’d be embarrassed.”

“I don’t like the feeling that I’m missing important information about you girls, especially when it involves a maternity nurse,” I mumbled, still rubbing soapy bubbles into her breasts. “I won’t make you tell me, but after what you just mentioned about her, I wonder if I should know what’s going on with her after all.”

“You definitely should,” she moaned as her eyes closed. “Fuck, that feels pretty good.”

My eyes widened. “So it is something that concerns me?”

“Of course it is,” she gasped. “But, Brock, please be gentle with her. She’s very insecure, and it’s a really sensitive issue too. Everything she does comes from a place of wanting to be the best she can be for you—even if it’s misguided.”

With a quiet groan, I decided to let it go at that point, making the decision to not pressure her or even Ember Black about this again. The truth would come out when it was time.

The rest of the bath went normally as we explored each other’s bodies in tandem, rubbing soap and bath gel into one another’s skin and scales. I fingered her until orgasm when we were all good and clean, then we got out of the tub and dried off.

“You didn’t wash your hair,” I pointed out. She was still wearing the massive bun she got into the tub with. “It didn’t even get wet.”

“I washed my hair last night,” she explained. “Like, seven hours ago. And you’re going to hop in the water on the beach within a couple hours. I probably won’t spend much time in the sea, but I’ll probably get a little wet. You really don’t know anything about women’s hygiene, do you?”

I chuckled at that, realizing she was right. “Fair enough,” I offered. “The breakfast buffet will be opening soon. Why don’t you call Mamba like you planned to and by the time you’re done, we can go. You ready to eat?”

She smiled at me with more warmth than I was used to seeing from her. “Sounds like a plan.”


A Harem Meeting (Without the Nightmare Girls)


“Ahem!” Pinky Peach shouted. It was her usual battle cry that signaled the start of a meeting, but today it felt a tidbit more hollow than typical. No one was talking, for one thing, so it was technically pointless to say. The normally boisterous energy of a pre-meeting cacophony was entirely absent. It was so quiet you could hear Blossom’s hair vines rustling atop her cute head.

Their blank, cold, sad faces looked up at Pinky expectantly. Even Hephi, who normally led these meetings right along with Pinky, was seated, her shoulders slumped, elbows on the table. She even set down her clipboard.

“If there are no protests, then the meeting will now commence,” Pinky said, striking her gavel on the table. The loud sound made even Pinky wince, her jaw clenching as she reacted to its unexpectedly strong echo.

“Can we just get this over with, please?” Tahini murmured sleepily. “I just want to go back to bed.”

Pinky put on a tough facade, her brow furrowing. “Okay, listen up—Dream Girls, Evil Girls, I’m going to commit a cardinal sin today and forgo taking attendance because, frankly, no one is in the mood for bureaucratic bullshit, and that includes me.”

The faces of the other women in the crowd seemed wholly unmoved.

Pinky continued, not disheartened so easily. “I know everyone isn’t looking forward to spending a whole three-day weekend without Brock. It’s a big adjustment! Having bonded with a Solar Dragon, withdrawal is normal the first time something like this happens, so believe me, I’m hurting right along with you. But this is a net good for all of us.”

Mitsy, also on the leadership committee, sat up a bit straighter and sounded off her support. “That’s right! The leaders all drew lots to decide this. Brock will be back before you know it, and then the Dream Girls will get their own weekend with him, followed by us! It’s not so terrible!”

“Easy for you to say, fluffy,” Blossom muttered, her arms crossed and brows scrunched up in an irritated pout. “You had loads of practice living without him before we let you in.”

“Blossom, that’s uncalled for,” Hephi sighed, but her heart wasn’t really in it. “Getting at each other’s throats isn’t going to solve any problems. I know we’re all in a grumpy mood because we’re used to indulging in a certain lifestyle, and as it turned out our connection to Brock is a bit stronger and more intense than I think we were counting on, but it’s not that different from the norm. Brock was on a schedule back then, too, which saw him spending most of his time with a specific harem one or two days a week.”

“True,” Mamba began, the most well put-together of the girls today, “But the difference in this case is that Brock isn’t popping in all that much like he did on those days. We all know that he would still slip in some off-the-books loving most of the time—if not sex, then certainly a few sweet moments, a quick check-in, or romantic favors.”

“The idea was letting the Nightmare Girls have him so we could all focus on other things for a few days and try to make more progress than usual with the business,” Pinky reminded them, waving her finger. “Believe me, I’m feeling the effects of his absence too, but—if you’ll look at the projector—”

Quinny scoffed in disgust, earning the eyes of every woman in the room. “You’re all so dependent on him in such a disgustingly submissive way.”

Opal rolled her eyes. “Ignore her. She’s like this sometimes.”

“It’s a common attitude for dark elves,” Hephi agreed. “I wondered when it would come out.”

The nurse stood up and surveyed the room. “I’m no leader, but I feel as though today I need to say my piece. Pinky Peach—you are a magnificent woman. Beautiful, accomplished, capable, fertile—truly a female in her prime.”

“Thanks, I guess?” the unicorn said with an awkward cringe.

“Yes, you’re welcome, but I’m not done. Women such as these should not be pining over their man the second he goes out of town. You should be lording over him, and when he’s gone, you should be plotting how to put him in his place when he returns, until he’s begging and clamoring for your soft, feminine embrace! Never forget that he needs you and yearns to be controlled by you.”

Blossom’s eyes widened. “He does?!”

Mitsy giggled. “Brock is dominant, but there is a little truth to what my friend is saying.”

“In what way?” Pinky asked, her eyes widening. “I think we know Brock better than you at this point so—”

“I doubt that,” Mitsy said. “I know his schedule like the back of my hand. I know his whole childhood, as much of it as he remembers, the names of every girl he ever dated, every friend he ever had…I even know what a SEGA Genesis is.”

Hephi gasped. “How did you get this knowledge?”

Mitsy shrugged “Brock is a giver. If you are interested in him as a person, he rewards you with an open heart and tells you everything you want to know. If you ask him for something, he will stop whatever he’s doing to get it for you—nothing makes him feel more fulfilled than seeing a look of gratitude on our faces. I’ve observed this time and time again, even doing my own experiments.” She snickered, then slipped into a quick one-woman roleplay to make her point. “Oh, Brock, honey, would you mind getting that box of cereal for me? It’s so high up! Oh, Brock, my foot is a little sore—would you be able to give me a quick massage? Brock, baby, I’m hungry. Could I get one of those sandwiches you’re so famous for?”

The faces of all the Dream Girls suddenly filled with understanding. “Holy shit!” Pinky gasped. “She’s not wrong! Brock is like that!”

“Brock is… submissive and breedable!” Blossom squealed with amazement lighting up her inky black eyes. “What do we fuggin’ do with this information?!”

“We put him in his natural place,” Quinny said. “Even better, let him think it’s his idea.”

“But I kind of like him being strong and bossing me around,” Satina said. “I’m naturally submissive, myself.”

“Many a dominatrix lets down her walls every now and then, little Satina,” Quinny pointed out, wagging her finger and adjusting her nurse’s cap atop her white mane. “A good male should be rewarded with the occasional privilege of getting to play at being the boss—but that is not his true state. Just as the monkey yearns for the sea every now and then, and the fish yearns for the shore, so too does a man romanticize being in charge.”

“I’m not sure fish yearn for the shore,” Pinky muttered, her eyes narrowing as she considered that. “Just to be clear, Quinny—you’re proposing that we use our time away from Brock to…what exactly?”

“Stop whining about his absence and start plotting to make him see his true purpose—as our devotee.”

“I feel like he already is pretty devoted,” Mamba chuckled. “No offense, Quinny, but Brock isn’t exactly lording over us or going full dom. What you’re proposing isn’t even that different from the way things already are.”

“I don’t know,” Hart sighed thoughtfully. “I think she has a point.” When everyone looked at her with brows askew, she continued. “Hear me out—think carefully. When Brock feels overwhelmed, what does he complain about?”

“The Brock Point System, mostly,” Pinky muttered. The rest of the room rang out with collective groans.

Tahini shook her head. “I’ll never fully understand his aversion to the system.”

“Not just the BPS, though,” Hephi said. “He doesn’t like his schedule being dictated to him.”

“So that seems more like he wants to be the dominant one, making all the decisions,” Spinella guessed, seated on Eppy’s lap.

Eppy shook her head, her eyes narrowing. “Hmm. I’m not so sure, my little spider.”

“How so?”

The elven princess shrugged. “I don’t think it’s about power. I think it’s about romance. Brock doesn’t like seeing the strings pulled—he doesn’t like schedules and systems, but he doesn’t mind when we take him however we want him or make demands of his time all of a sudden. As someone else just mentioned, we’ve all had unsanctioned, off-the-books encounters with him. Raise your hand if you were the one who initiated such an encounter,” she proposed.

Every hand in the room raised in the air.

“Exactly,” Eppy chuckled. “And keep your hand up if the sex was better, generally speaking, than when it’s scheduled or purchased with points.”

Once again, all the hands either went back up or remained in the air.

Pinky Peach’s eyes went wide with shock. “No fucking way! I think we’re on to something big here!”

Quinny let out a cute, evil laugh. “Ha! Ha! Ha! I told you! This is the natural state of a good man. Brock wants nothing more than to please us—if we let him think we weren’t happy, he’d come begging at our feet for ways to satisfy us.”

“So what do we do?” Hephi muttered, suddenly pulling out her clipboard from seemingly nowhere, her energy fully renewed.

The dark elven nurse’s brow furrowed. “That is the question indeed. Are you familiar with a marine animal called a lobster? They are common on human worlds.”

There were some murmurs as people broadly seemed familiar with the concept.

“When you cook a lobster, you cook it alive. The trick is gradually building the heat so that it’s dead before it knows it’s even being cooked. I think we need to take this approach to Brock.”

“Sounds…really sinister,” Tahini muttered, crossing one leg over the other. “You’d better clarify that right now.”

“Certainly. I’m not saying we should harm or kill Brock—the opposite, actually. What I am saying is that Brock doesn’t know or understand his true, servile nature. If we make these changes all at once, he may question them or find them strange—but if we make the Brock Point System and the scheduling more and more invisible to him and let him feel like it’s all organic, the problem will take care of itself. Brock will be happy because we are demanding of him what we want, from his perspective, and he is allowed to be blissfully ignorant of the politics required behind the scenes of such a large-scale harem operation!”

“Let me restate that,” Pinky said. “The idea is, more or less, keep doing the BPS and the schedules, but don’t tell him about them and just let everyone get his attention however they can cuz he fucking loves it when we do that?”

“There’s a problem with that,” Mamba said. “It’s a good idea on the surface, but there are shy girls. Spinella has Eppy to advocate for her, but the deer girl, Velvet, from the Nightmare Girls?”

Pinky shook her head. “No, don’t worry about her, life finds a way with that one. I heard earlier she fell on top of Brock in the bathroom and he accidentally went inside her, just like that!”

“Like a porno?!” Mitsy gasped. “That’s some luck!”

“Exactly like a porno,” Pinky said, nodding. “I think…Quinny, it sounds like you aren’t nearly as controversial with your opinions as I originally assumed. I think it’s mostly in your presentation of them that things kind of fall apart.”

“What do you mean?” Quinny asked, cocking her head.

Blossom cackled. “The evil fuggin’ laugh, for one thing.”

The unicorn girl smiled. “Yeah, that. But really what you’re saying is, let’s just take some of the pressure off of Brock. That’s more or less what he’s been asking us to do for a while, but I think you’re the first one to properly come up with a way that might work!”

“Do I have an evil laugh?!” Quinny gasped in horror.

“It’s okay, honey, I do too,” Mitsy said.

“Well, you are literally called the Evil Girls, so it’s more or less on brand,” Mamba chuckled.

“Ha! Ha! Haaa!” Quinny guffawed at that, then shrieked. “Oh, I hear it now!”

“Mwa hahahaha!” Mitsy laughed. “See, there’s mine!”

Pinky Peach grinned. This meeting was turning out better than expected.


Chapter 8 - Brock


We wandered back toward the main building of the resort where the restaurant was located. Well, they called it a restaurant, but it had the vibe of your typical hotel mess hall, just decorated a bit more opulently than what you might normally expect. The tables were hand carved from mahogany, with floral designs that instantly made me think of Blossom patterned in the wood. The top of the table had a layer of glass over the wood to keep it from staining from spills.

The buffet itself consisted of longer tables of various heights, divided up predictably. There was a table full of entrees, a table full of appetizers, a table of breads and muffins with toasters, butter, and a variety of other spreads, a dessert table, and a table for coffee, tea, juice, and water. Honestly, pretty standard fare as far as hotel breakfasts go, but the array of dishes was impressive.” I wish Satina were here for this,” Velvet sighed as we entered the room and selected a table.

I couldn’t help but agree. “She would eat this place out of business, though.”

Viperka laughed at that. “I don’t know how she guzzles all that food down every day. Her metabolism is insane.”

Velvet nodded. “And she only uses the bathroom once a day for, like, three minutes! And it smells so fresh after she leaves!”

Ember Black fired a concerned look at her friend. “Once a d-d-day? That’s impossible...”

Velvet’s eyes widened as she protested Ember’s doubt in her. “It’s true! I know exactly how many times everyone in the harem uses the bathroom! Viperka uses it six times a day on average, and you use it five times. Lunaticia only uses it twice—”

“I just go in there sometimes to stress Velvet out,” Lunaticia explained with a wink. “Hellcats pee rarely and don’t need to poop. We’re beings of pure demonic magic.”

Velvet gasped. “The betrayal!”

Viperka rolled her eyes and gestured to the buffet, which we hadn’t yet made use of even once. “Enough talking, I’m already tired of all your voices. Can we just eat some fucking breakfast already?” The gurgle of her belly betrayed the reason for her cranky tone.

With that, we broke from the table and grabbed some plates, shoveling on amounts of food that varied from person to person. Being something of a carnivore these days because of my draconic persuasion, at least when I chose to eat, I filled my plate with bacon and not much else. I got a few eyebrows from random people who didn’t recognize me—that was on purpose, by the way. I wore my fake elf ears, a pair of nerdy spectacles, and a hat to hide my true identity. Even so, I could tell a few people suspected—the Nightmare Girls, after all, had a hard time hiding who they were, so those people who knew that they were associated with me could certainly figure it out.

I wondered if that was going to be a problem. We had been promised privacy and protection by the hotel, but I wondered just how much of that promise was simply meant to be fulfilled by the isolated VIP villa. It seemed so far that we were more or less on our own when it came to navigating the other areas of the hotel. I suppose I could reach out to Gemma about these concerns if I really feel a need, I thought.

When I returned to the table, I found that I was the first one to do so. Velvet came next, with only some toast, eggs, and fruit on her plate, and then Viperka with a whole-ass chicken. Following them, Lunaticia showed up with some cured meat and sausages, a fried grain not unlike rice, and some other stuff I couldn’t recognize. Ember Black had a little bit of everything, and one of every kind of cake. Petal, of course, filled a cup with enriched water.

Unlike Blossom, Petal didn’t only depend on her roots to absorb nutrients from water—she could drink it as well. She also could eat food but preferred not to most of the time. The xenodryad smiled at me sweetly and sipped from her cup, then put it down on the table. “Wow! This water is great! I’m so glad we came here!”

“Is it notably different from the water we can get at home?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“No, not really,” she quickly admitted, contradicting herself. “But it’s the way the water mingles with the atmosphere. It’s a nice flippin’ change of pace!”

Ember Black didn’t really touch most of her food. She nibbled at the cupcakes the most and took a few stray bites out of everything else. “Aren’t you going to finish all your food?”

“Th-this is the f-first day!” the pegasus girl protested. “I don’t want to g-g-get so full I can’t s-swim comfortably! Besides, I’m watching my f-f-fig...shape.”

“I think I speak for all the men of Meteoropolis when I say your figure is already great,” I assured her with a smile.

“Well, if you w-w-want it to s-stay that way, let me eat how I w-want,” she huffed, looking down at her plate.

“Don’t worry about her,” Lunaticia whispered, noting the concerned look suddenly coming to my face. “She acts like this at meal times, but she snacks like a pig.”

Ember Black reached into her bag and pulled out a spray bottle, raising it menacingly. “Don’t m-m-make me.”

“I say ‘make her.’” Viperka leaned back against her chair as she prepared to eat her whole chicken in one bite. “Nothing’s better than a wet pussy, right Brock?”

“On that we more or less agree.” I took a bite out of one of my many strips of bacon and chewed. Mid-chew, however, something caught my eye. There was a man with a long white beard and a blue wizard hat, which already tempted the eyes in a big way—but he was also wearing a tropical-themed button-up that reminded me of Hawaiian shirts from Earth. He had a pair of blue flip-flops and a pair of red swimming trunks that were way too short. He was helping himself to the buffet as well.

“Is that the wizard the liaison lady was talking about?” I asked, nudging Velvet and pointing. “I guess he comes here for meals.”

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “He sure looks wizardy.”

“Maybe I should go introduce myself,” I suggested, scanning their faces for their feelings on the matter.

Viperka scowled. “Is this a networking trip, or is this a romantic getaway? It can’t be both.”

“I don’t mean for it to be anything but an experience for us all to spend time together and grow closer,” I quickly reassured them all, noting the stormy looks beginning to appear on a few faces. “It’s not every day you meet a time wizard, though. At the very least, maybe it’s worth saying hi. After all, he’s practically our neighbor, residing on an island just a short swim away from our beach.”

Ember Black sighed. “He has a p-point there.”

I stood up and pushed in my chair, grabbing my nearly empty plate. I decided to go up for seconds and use that as an excuse to approach him as he made his way over to the meat table.

I started filling up my plate again, and to my relief he initiated the conversation, not me. “Wow, that’s a lot of bacon for an elf.”

I turned to him and grinned, pulling the fake elf ear off my left ear. “I’m not an elf.”

“A human?” he muttered. “Not a lot of those around.”

“A dragon, actually,” I corrected him. “Well, mostly. A solar dragon.”

His eyes went wide and he extended his arm for us to exchange the Meteoropolis handshake. I grabbed his forearm and eagerly obliged. “Brock Clayton, then, nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, too. I didn’t get your name, but I was told that our villa is just across from your island.”

“Ah, so you’re the ones who booked it out for the weekend?” he asked. “It’s true. My name is Trigger, by the way. Trigger the Chrono Magus.”

“Well, Trigger, Chrono Magus is a hell of a job title.”

He nodded in agreement, striking a prouder posture than before. “I’m on the verge of great discoveries, too. Could probably get away with tacking a few more titles on my name a year or two from now.”

I chuckled at that, trying to downplay my interest. “Time is a pretty huge focus of mine, too,” I admitted as I shoveled more bacon onto my plate. “Strictly speaking, there isn’t enough of it.”

“There never is,” he laughed. “We can’t solve that, not entirely—but we can certainly try. What I have been able to do is to create what I call Chrono Domes—bubbles where you perceive time as normal, but outside the bubble, the world moves slower.”

“The Founders can freeze time entirely,” I noted.

“That magic is descended from the First Blasphemy—it’s beyond me or anyone living not descended from a Founder or recruited by them specifically. I can’t replicate that kind of power.”

I nodded with interest. “I see.”

“We should talk more sometime,” he said, nodding over at my table. “You have five beauties over there shooting daggers at me with their eyes, so I think I’d better let you go for the time being.”

I laughed at that and said goodbye, then shot an apologetic look at the girls as I returned to our table. “Sorry about that, I was just curious.”

“Be more curious about me,” Lunaticia said, leaning over to rub her cheek against mine. “Geez. Abandoning a table full of some of the cutest chicks to go talk to an old geezer.”

“I get it,” Petal squeaked cheerfully. “Brock is power-hungry. He’s a dragon, and dragons hoard power, treasure, and his specific breed hoards women, too. I understand why he’s curious.”

“This isn’t about hoarding power,” I corrected her. “He works with time magic—imagine that. Think of the implications. What if I got my hands on that kind of magic? Can you even fathom what we might be able to do with it?”

Ember Black and Viperka’s eyes went wide as the implications seemed to dawn on them first. “That does sound interesting,” the pegasus girl admitted. “B-b-but do you really think he c-can teach you that kind of p-power?”

I shrugged. “I’m not a licensed magic user so I have to be careful about the spells I use in Meteoropolis as it is. But under his supervision? Definitely. And one day, when the universe is about to end—-what if I can stop it? What if I can create our own bubble, where we can survive together?”

Viperka rolled her eyes and took a drink from her coffee mug. “Gods, Brock, is that the kind of shit you think about? Where the hell does that kind of existential dread even come from?”

They didn’t know. They didn’t realize that I had spoken directly with God about exactly that—about the fact that, yes, one day, I would die. My sister wanted me to flee to Esoterica with her, only for us to find out that wouldn’t keep me safe forever because of what I am and how I’m connected to this universe. I can never truly leave. I die when it dies. But what if I could stop it from dying?

“Are you all wearing your swimsuits under your clothes?” I asked. “We can head straight to the private beach in front of our villa when you’re ready to go.”

“I don’t think we should swim right after eating, Brock,” Velvet pointed out, smiling sheepishly.

“No, but we can soak up some artificial sun, go out in kayaks, wade in the water for a bit, or use the jet skis they left out by the dock for us.”

“Viperka won’t be able to fit in a kayak or on a jet ski with her fat snake ass,” Lunaticia pointed out.

“That’s fine, bitch, I can keep Petal company anyway.” The naga used one of her four hands to pat the xenodryad on the head and another one to pinch her cheek.

“Yay! Best friends!” Petal squealed. “Let’s have the best time! Brock, can you rub suntanning lotion on our bodies before you leave with the others on your boat?”

“If that’s what we end up doing, of course,” I said. “We can all help each other—”

“N-n-n-no!” Ember Black gasped. “Brock, I didn’t c-c-come on this vacation so another girl could rub things on my body instead of y-you!”

“She’s right, you know,” Lunaticia said, wagging a finger at me with a disappointed look on her face. “Honestly, I’m hurt that you even tried to suggest it.”

Velvet smiled. “I forgive you, sweety. Just don’t joke about it again, alright?”

Honestly, all I really wanted was to spend time with the girls, and not just sexually. Part of me was actually frustrated by this development, but I knew better than to protest in the moment, lest I offend them. I blinked a few times and decided to give into the lust, realizing I probably shouldn’t have taken my libido suppressant at all for this trip. I cleared my throat and looked them over, getting back into character. “I will do what is required.”


Chapter 9 - Brock


Knowing just what was in store for me, returning to the beach after eating felt like a grand homecoming indeed. Each girl laid out her towel in a line and promptly laid on it, face-down, underneath her own sunbrella.

Ember Black wore a pink string bikini that barely fit her, with a heart-shaped hole for her tail just above her rump. Her charcoal black skin and white hair looked incredibly exotic paired with her glowing red contacts she’d taken to wearing ever since she joined Solar Dreams Media. Her body was easily the most supermodel-esque, perfect to the point where it was actually kind of absurd.

Petal wasn’t far behind. She was skinny, top to bottom, much like Blossom who looked a lot like her, but where Blossom had a well-toned, round rump, Petal had a smaller one, and where Blossom had fairly average breasts, Petal’s were quite big by comparison. Both certainly possessed charms in their own ways.

Petal literally bought her swimsuit on the way back to the beach from breakfast, grabbing it off of a kiosk. It was a tankini clearly meant for a much younger, smaller girl, and on her it looked sort of scandalous, with generous underboob coming out the bottom whenever she stretched, and much more cleavage than it was designed to accommodate. Her hips were bigger than the suit was intended for, too, so the entire side of her ass was visible in profile. “You sure you don’t want me to go grab you something more in your size?” I asked, eyeing her awkwardly.

“I flippin’ love this!” she squeaked.

“Relax, b-b-baby,” Ember Black said. “If...I can call you that. No one can see onto our beach because of all the wards. She could be t-t-totally naked and it wouldn’t matter.”

She was righter than she knew. After doing a quick scan and asking Gemma a few quick questions, I could sense that the security enchantments here were top notch. I had been worried about nothing. As long as Petal was comfortable, that’s all that really mattered.

Lunaticia’s bikini was composed of a red crop top with a cat-shaped cleavage window and the tiniest bikini bottoms I’d ever seen or probably would ever see. It was so egregious that in certain angles and lighting she’d probably look nude from the boobs down.

Velvet was dressed the most modestly, with a one-piece swimsuit that was green and brown, fitting her leafy-green aesthetic pretty well. It wasn’t entirely unsexy, though. It had an open back, for one thing, that went low enough to show a hint of buttcrack.

And then there was Viperka. She had a pretty standard black bikini top the same color as her hair, plus a matching waterproof skirt. She had already explained to me that nagas and lamia girls wear skirts out of necessity most of the time, and underwear on the lower half of their body wasn’t always practical, especially when swimming.

They all lay face down on their towels, with Petal looking up at me expectantly. “I’m first! I asked for it first, so I get it first!”

“Seems fair to me,” I said, grabbing the sunscreen from the bucket beside her blanket, which made her gasp.

“No! I want tanning lotion, not sunscreen! Gimme all the light I can get!”

“Oh, right,” I grunted. “I guess I should ask now—does everyone else still want the sunscreen?” I said as I grabbed the tanning lotion for Petal.

“Yes, sunscreen, please,” Velvet cooed, and the others all more or less echoed her.

I sat on the sand beside Petal, not at all afraid of the artificial sun’s solar rays, so I didn’t bother to stay under the sunbrella’s shadow. The lotion made a lewd sound as it shot its cream into my hands, and I rubbed my palms together before placing them on Petal’s back.

“Ahhhh...Your hands are so strong. Hang on a second, Brocky,” she giggled, using Blossom’s nickname for me that the flower sprite let her get away with. Petal quickly stripped off her tankini, top and bottom, leaving the rest of the girls and me stunned as she assumed the same position once more. “There we go. Lather me up!”

I really can’t oversell how specifically erotic it is to rub lotion all over a woman’s body. There are few things more clearly intimate from the start than putting your hands on naked flesh and exploring every crevice. Petal’s body felt even better than it looked. As I rubbed the cream into her, it became very clear to me that I was not going to get through performing this task on five scantily clad women without my penis getting involved in some way or another.

“Oh, Brocky,” Petal moaned as my hands soared across her smooth green skin. “I can feel your cock pressing into me. Wanna take it out?”

The other girls looked on with wide eyes, curious what precedent was about to be set. If I fucked Petal, I’d have to fuck all of them, so I decided that was probably a bad idea. At that rate, we would never get in the water—and I would never get a real moment to bond with the girls outside of the parameters of the physical aspect of our relationships.

“Don’t mind the ol’ dickaroo, sweetheart,” I said, accidentally slipping into awkward folksy lingo as I tried to defuse the situation. “He’s just happy to be here, that’s all.”

“I’ll bet he is. He might be even happier inside my flussy,” she offered, leaving very little to chance. It was at that moment that Petal turned over, exposing her nude figure to me from the front. “I just had a great idea, Brocky! You’ll need suntanning lotion, too, cuz you’re a Solar Dragon!”

“I actually don’t need it for exactly that reason,” I muttered.

“You can squirt that bottle all over my flitties, and then I can rub them all over your whole body!”

“Fuck that, we’ll be waiting our turn for hours!” Viperka loudly protested. “Fuck you, Petal. I love you, though.”

“I love you, too!” Petal squealed, beaming at her friend as she jiggled her naked breasts beneath me.

The dragon instincts were taking over really quickly. “I...uh...”

“G-g-g-godsdammit!” Ember Black huffed, standing up and walking over to us. “There’s only one w-way to do this.”

“There is?” I asked, arching a brow. I was very eager for her to illuminate the issue for me.

Ember Black dropped her bikini top, sharing the majesty of her pitch-black breasts with me. She glanced over her shoulder at the other bewildered women who were still lying on their towels.

“Okay, Nightmare Girls!” she shouted in her leadership voice, “T-t-tits out! Lather them up! Viperka, you’re on his l-l-left leg. I’m on the r-right. Lunaticia, you take his left arm, V-V-Velvet, you’re on his right! Petal, you g-g-got his face and ch-chest.”

“This is why she’s the leader,” Velvet said, almost choking up with pride as she pulled her one-piece down to her waist, revealing her small but attractive bosom.

Next thing I knew, I was the one with my back on Petal’s towel while the plant girl writhed atop me, rubbing her oil-coated nipples against my chest, stomach, and face, looping for what seemed like a beautiful eternity. Meanwhile, the other girls sandwiched my arms and legs between their oiled-up tits covering, every inch of my body in the stuff.

“Ahh! Ahh!” Ember Black moaned as she raked her nipples across my skin and ground her crotch into the lower half of my legs. “You’re so warm! F-f-f-fuck! Now I’m horny!”

“What did you expect?” Viperka muttered. “Dumbass. You’re rubbing your erogenous zones all over the guy of your dreams. How did you not—aww fuck that’s good!”

I was literally doing nothing. I had more in common with a starfish than most dragons at that moment as I laid, arms and legs out, while naked monster girl breasts pampered me overzealously. “This vacation is fucking awesome,” I whispered, mostly to myself, but Petal heard it too.

She whispered back just as quietly. “I’m glad you’re having fun. I’m having fun, too. Why are we being quiet?”

Lunaticia was the first to actually climax. Maybe it was because she was a sex demon, but the fact that it had only been a few minutes and she managed to cum by rubbing her kitty against my hand was pretty impressive. “Ahhh yeah! Yeah! Yeah! I’m cumming, Broccoli!”

“That’s my nickname for him!” Velvet huffed.

“It’s a community name!”

I felt a hand grab my dick, fishing it out of my trunks, but I couldn’t tell whose it was for sure. It really could have been any of them, but the hand moved deftly and skillfully up and down the length of my shaft while the women continued to lather me up with lotion by way of the most awesome method of transfer possible. I noted that the hand, too, felt slick and moist, easily gliding up and down all my inches. I also knew it wouldn’t be long before the others noticed the hand fulfilling its duty.

Sure enough, one by one, more women lent helping hands to the cause of my eventual release. No one said a word about it, but within a matter of minutes, five overlapping hands of different sizes were stroking my member and balls with a fiery passion, pursuing my climax just as ruthlessly as Lunaticia had so very recently sought hers. At that point the girls’ moans were more constrained as most of their efforts were focused on my cock. I felt helpless in the loveliest way, entirely overwhelmed with breasts and a five-woman handjob to the point that all I could do was surrender to the bliss and wait out the incoming freight train of my finisher.

Finally someone addressed it aloud. “W-wait! Where will he f-f-finish?!”

“In my butt!” Petal suggested.

“What? As if. What gives you the right?”

“Make a decision soon,” I urged them, gritting my teeth. “It’s happening whether you’re ready for it or not.”

“Fuck!” Viperka groaned in frustration. “Fine! Everyone, quick! Force it in Petal’s flanus!”

With a mighty group effort, my cock was easily guided into Petal’s alternate love tunnel, parting her pucker to penetrate into her ass. Much like Blossom, Petal didn’t poop, so her anus was purely for sex—by far my most loved example of mimicry, and one you wouldn’t find on Animal Planet or National Geographic.

With a low growl, I fired off several ropes of cum into Petal’s insides, my hands squeezing the sand beneath me. “Yeah, Brocky!” Petal whimpered in bliss, “fill up my butt so it’s big like Blossom’s!”

“Someone will have to explain to her later,” Viperka muttered.

“One two three NOT IT!” Lunaticia shouted first.

“Not it!”

“Not it!”

“N-n-n-not FUCK!”


Chapter 10 - Viperka


The artificial solar rays lighting up the dome felt particularly hot and heavy on Moonchild Beach. This beach was one of several special climate zones scattered throughout Meteoropolis. Others recreated more beaches, sure, but also several wintry zones where ski resorts were common, along with other snow activities. There was even one desert zone, just for diversity’s sake, but it was pretty barren of visitors.

Viperka enjoyed this heat immensely, but she was not a water naga. The desert probably would have been a better fit for her when all was said and done.

“Ahhhh,” Petal sighed, leaning on Viperka’s shoulder as the two shared an oversized beach chair. “This is flippin’ great. Going to the beach for our first vacation was such a fun idea!”

“It wasn’t a bad one,” Viperka agreed. “Seeing Brock in his swimsuit is pretty easy on the eyes, I have to admit.”

“He’s so cool. Do you think we can get closer to him on this vacation?”

Viperka looked at Petal’s dewy black eyes and smiled. “I hope so, honey. If we can’t, we’re wasting our time.”

Petal gasped. “What do you mean?”

“I mean if he can’t find it in him to love us like he loves the Dream Girls, maybe we’ve hitched ourselves to the wrong wagon.”

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” Petal giggled, even going so far as to snort cutely in the process. “He’s got a big heart.”

“You’re probably right. And his heart isn’t the only big thing about him.”

Petal laughed. “No. His wings are really big too.”

Viperka’s face fell. “Right.”

Petal never really opted to put her swimsuit back on after the whole suntan lotion episode. After that wrapped, Brock quickly applied sunscreen to the rest of the girls, and now he, Ember Black, Lunaticia, and Velvet were frolicking in the water.

Brock flagged down their attention by waving his hands over his head. “Hey! Vipey, Petal! How are you landlubbers faring over there?!” he shouted as Ember Black climbed up his back and onto his shoulders.

“We’re doing fine. Worry about yourself, there’s a slutty pony trying to climb you.”

“Hey f-f-f-fuck you!” Ember Black shouted.

Petal, still nude, jumped to her feet with a bounce. “That looks so flippin’ fun. I wish I could do that.”

“I could take you in for a little bit. You could ride my shoulders just like Ember’s riding Brock’s.”

Petal seemed to consider it as her brows furrowed and eyes narrowed, but it didn’t take long for her to let out a puff of air and shake her head in the negative. “No, no. Let’s go for a walk!”

“Only if you put your swimming suit back on,” Viperka murmured, her eyes begrudgingly scanning her friend’s indecency.

With a pout and a whine, Petal donned her undersized tankini and grabbed Viperka’s hand. Viperka took the lead, mostly because the last time she allowed Petal to do so on a leisurely walk they ended up halfway to the Horcross Portal station somehow—and that was a place you weren’t supposed to be able to find without a ticket or invitation.

The golden sand that covered the beach shifted slightly as a strong breeze came in with a softly crashing wave. The naga looked out to see her friends playing in the water—Lunaticia’s top was being worn in Velvet’s antlers as the hellcat tried desperately to retrieve it, and Ember Black had a lovestruck look on her face as she listened to Brock regale her about one thing or another. The sight of all them having fun made Viperka grin—then she frowned.

“Why are you unhappy?” Petal asked, taking note of her friend’s sudden change in expression.

“I’m not sad,” Viperka began to explain, but she fumbled when she tried to find more words. “I...uh...”

Petal let go of Viperka’s hand only to hug her. “Don’t be sad. There’s nothing to be sad about when someone loves you as much as I do.”

Viperka laughed but felt her cheeks blush in secondhand mortification at the xenodryad’s overbearing affection. “You’re too sweet for your own good, you know that?”

“Are you going to tell me why you looked so sad for a second?”

Viperka shrugged. “Just a feeling. It’ll pass.”

“Well, when it passes, it might be harder to tell me about it, so spill the beans now, sis!”

The naga laughed and grabbed Petal’s hand again, reclaiming it as they continued to walk. “Sometimes I just think—I’m too much of a nervous wreck and a defensive asshole to ever find love. I see Brock with Blackie—well just look at them.” She gestured to the pair of them playing in the water.

Ember Black was hugging him from the front now, her arms around his waist as they whispered something to each other, her looking up at him, their lips only inches away. She looked so gorgeous. It was no wonder she could make him fall for her so fast.

“If I can love you, so can Brocky,” Petal rationalized, her voice taking on a disapproving tone. “Don’t compare yourself to Ember Black—she may seem like she has it all put together, but she’s got her insecurities too, y’know.”

“What, like her stutter? Big fucking deal, it just makes her more charming. It’s one more point in her favor atop her mountain of points.”

Petal frowned. “There is plenty about Blackie for Brock to fall in love with—but the same is true for you, too.”

“Not really,” Viperka sighed. “I really wish I could agree with you there, but I’m probably the least attractive girl in the Nightmare Girls.”

“I don’t think that’s true,” Petal murmured. “But I don’t think there’s any competition at all—I think we’re all super flippin’ sexy in our own ways. And I’m not just saying that, by the way! I saw a half-orc girl walking with her baby yesterday! Jesus Christ, that was one ugly flippin’ baby! The mom was pretty gross too!”

Viperka chuckled at that. “Stone cold Petal.”

“Point is, if you were ugly, I wouldn’t tell you—but, well, let’s pretend you are for a second. Ask me: ‘Petal, am I pretty?’“

Viperka rolled her eyes but obliged anyway. “Petal, am I pretty.”

Petal started laughing nervously and looked away. “Wow, look at how beautiful the dome looks!”

Viperka snorted out a laugh and socked her in the shoulder. “You bitch.”

“I was just making an example! Now I’m going to tell the truth! Ask me again!”

Viperka snickered and nodded. “Fine. Petal, am I pretty?”

“Oh my flippin’ gosh, yes! Yes, you are so beautiful! You are one of the most gorgeous women I know! If I were a man, I’d dick you down so good, you have no idea!”

The naga laughed again, shaking her head. “Good to know.”

“Do you feel better?” Petal asked hopefully, her cheeks dimpling with an adorable grin.

In truth, Viperka felt a little better, but it was only because Petal was so cute, she just cheered her up. It wasn’t going to last. Still, she nodded and squeezed the xenodryad’s hand. “Definitely.”

“Yay!” Petal squealed excitedly. “Cheering up my friends is my favorite thing in the world.”

Viperka kissed her on the cheek. “I believe you. You’re really too good for this world, you know that?”

“Blossom says the same thing when I let her bop my tiddies!” Petal gasped. “Do you wanna bop them?”

“Maybe later,” Viperka muttered, but something else was suddenly gaining her attention. “What is that? Do you see that shiny thing sticking out of the sand?”

Petal strained to see, holding the knife edge of her hand up to her brow to try and get a clear view of whatever it was Viperka was talking about. She squinted, then after a moment, she gasped. “Yeah, I think so! It’s pretty!”

Viperka, suddenly eager to explore this distraction, started slithering in the direction of her discovery. Petal followed just behind, still clinging to the naga’s hand, her breasts bouncing with every step in such a way that even Viperka had to admit she wished Blossom were here to see.

When they finally reached the intriguing item, they were no clearer on what it was. It was, as far as Viperka could tell, a shiny stake with runes in it, hammered halfway into the sand. “Should we pull it out?” Petal asked as she squatted down to inspect it.

Viperka lowered herself beside her. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea, honey. If I had to guess, I’d say this was tied to the security wards keeping people from peeping on us or breaking into our villa’s territory while we’re here. I can’t be sure, though. You’d think they would have warned us about something like this.”

“Yeah,” Petal agreed, her eyes glazing over more and more the longer she stared. “That’s...probably all it is. Should we tell the others about it? Maybe one of them will know.”

“I don’t see why not,” Viperka mused. “In fact, hang on.” She reached into her beach bag and grabbed her phone. With a few taps of her screen, she took a picture of the mysterious item and sent it to the group chat that had all the girls in the harem. “We’ve got quite a hive mind, the seventeen of us combined. I bet one of them can dig something up about it.”

“Good thinking!” Petal cheered, pumping a fist in the air. “That’s amazing!”

> Hey gals, sending a picture. Take a look and see if you recognize what this thing is. We found it on the beach outside our villa near the far fence.

Pinky Peach was the first to respond.

> Oh, thanks for letting us know. I’ll have everyone take a look at it. How’s Blackie doing? Make sure Brock fills her up at least once today. She needs a confidence boost, poor girl.

Viperka’s face winced at the reply.

> Pinky this is the harem chat. Blackie’s going to see this.

> How do I unsend this message?

> Never mind, I’ll just ban her from the group until the conversation moves past this.

> ‘Ember Black has been removed from the group: Brock’s Girls’

“That’ll be hard to explain,” Viperka murmured under her breath. She glanced over at the water, but for the moment, the pegasus girl was very occupied with making out with Brock and seemed like she was going to remain occupied for a while.

Petal and Viperka headed back to their beach chair and curled up together. Whatever that thing was, it was probably nothing. Certainly it wasn’t anything dangerous to them or Brock.

The naga let out a sigh and checked the time on her phone. It was still so very early—not even ten in the morning. This was their first day out of three.

Three days. She had three days to make this trip a magical moment. Three days to find her connection to Brock and improve her relationship with her team.

Three days. It wasn’t that long, actually.


Chapter 11 - Ember Black


Ember Black sat on the bed with her feet up on the pillow as she used the hotel’s hair dryer to dry her long, white tresses. Holy fucking shit—she had just had the most amazing swim with Brock, and even now, ten minutes later, she couldn’t wipe the goofy-ass grin off her face.

“You look like a mimic who ate a goblin,” Lunaticia commented as she toweled off her thighs. Being a demon, her hair could self-dry when she harnessed and redirected her insane body heat in that direction. “Look at that stupid, adorable smile.”

“Thank you so m-m-much for staying out of m-my way and letting me have that m-m-moment with him,” Ember Black sighed contentedly, wiggling her toes.

“No problem. Now, I hope you know that means you owe me one for keeping Velvet away from you two while you were having your fun.”

Ember Black’s gratitude deflated. “Can’t anything b-be out of the goodness of your heart?”

“Nothing so bad about a little quid pro quo, right?” the hellcat suggested, bobbing her shoulders. She discarded her towel onto the floor of their bedroom and quickly undid the strings holding her flimsy bikini to her body, letting them drop to the floor.

Lunaticia had a nice body, like all hellcats and succubi. She was a bit smaller than Ember Black, making her tiny next to Brock since even the pegasus girl was short compared to him, but her figure was definitely one that could turn heads at any size.

Ember Black didn’t stare for long. She looked up at the hellcat’s face as she grabbed her panties out of her suitcase and put them on. “What exactly do you want?”

“Brock solarported back home while we dried off and rested for a bit to say hi to his kids and play with them for a while,” Lunaticia began, which only made Ember Black roll her eyes.

“You think I d-don’t know?”

“When he gets back, we’re going kayaking. Let me be the girl in his two-person kayak.”

Ember Black sighed. “F-fine.”

“Good pony,” Lunaticia cooed as she fastened her bra clasp in the front. Then her face went a bit more serious. “Has he ever mentioned me to you?”

Ember Black thought about it. “N-no, but I have to assume he knows d-d-doing that would be a b-bad idea.”

“True,” she muttered. “There’s something else that’s bothering me. I’ve been thinking about restarting my old podcast now that we’ve kind of blown up. Do you think that would be a good idea?”

Ember Black’s white eyebrow arched against her charcoal black face. “Why n-not?”

“I don’t know. The way Hephi and Pinky are, I’m kind of intimidated about bringing it up with them. Do you think you could ask for me? Maybe shoot them a message really quick or call them later to see if they’d be open to it?”

“I think I can m-m-m-manage that,” the pegasus girl replied as she grabbed her phone from the folded sheet beside her. She started tapping on her screen, navigating to her messaging app, when she spied a peculiarly worrisome notification. “Pinky Peach removed me from the harem group chat?!” she gasped, her eyes bulging. “W-w-w-w-w-w-WHY!?”

Lunaticia frowned. “Oh. I wouldn’t worry about that. Probably an accident.”

“Did she say something about me?”

“No, uh—don’t worry about it, really. It’s not a big deal. I think she just—”

It was too late. Ember Black was already dialing the unicorn girl. Still in her bikini, she probably looked like a madwoman when she rolled off the bed and sank to her knees the second the unicorn girl answered, putting her on video chat. “W-w-w-w-w-why?! P-P-Pinky Peach, what did I d-d-d-do?!”

Lunaticia’s palm slammed into her face in secondhand embarrassment. “You’re making a scene for no reason.”

“Hi, Blackie! What is this about again?”

“You r-r-r-r-r...I can’t even say the words!”

“You removed her from the harem group chat,” Lunaticia shouted just loud enough that she was sure she’d be heard. “She’s freaking out.”

“Oh. Did I? Huh. Must have been a mistake,” Pinky said sheepishly.

“Am I b-b-being kicked out of the harem?!” Ember Black sobbed. “P-P-Pinky, please, I l-l-love you and B-b—”

“Blackie, honey, calm down,” Pinky Peach muttered, her cheeks going half as pink as her horn as she saw the sputtering pegasus girl losing her mind in a desperate panic. It reminded her of the time Flinch offered her the President job and how she’d immediately jumped to the worst conclusion as well. “I—It’s just that I—I asked the other girls to take care of you in the group chat by accident and I thought you’d feel embarrassed if you saw it.”

Ember Black’s face contorted into a mad rictus. “So you k-kicked me out?! Just unsend!”

“In retrospect, I can see how that might have been a bit illogical of me.”

“Just a bit,” the hellcat in the corner said as she finished dressing, now wearing a white skirt and a black crop top with white rose patterns and glossy bronze buttons.

Ember Black’s lip jutted out. “P-Pinky, please invite me back into the group! How c-c-can I be a leader if I’m not allowed in the h-h-harem group chat?!”

Pinky Peach frowned. “I’m so sorry, Blackie. I messed that one up. But I can’t invite you back just yet because I blocked you too and there’s a twenty-four-hour cooldown if you try to unblock someone—”

“Why did you b-block me?!”

“I thought maybe if I blocked you it would hide the message if I invited you back into the group,” she explained.

Ember Black cocked her head. “Oh. I see. When did you do that?”

“Block you? While we were on this call.”

“Pinky!!” she shouted, tears leaking from her eyes, “That means I can’t have the leadership meeting t-t-t-tonight!”

“Hang on a second, Blossom is building a toilet paper fort,” Pinky muttered. “I’ll be right back.”

“Pinky! Pinky!”

Click.

Ember Black’s lip quivered. “I—I’ve l-lost everything!”

“You got temporarily kicked out of a group chat and blocked.”

“I g-g-g-got blocked by my idol and kicked out of my dream guy’s harem!”

“That is not a fully nuanced and accurate depiction of events,” Lunaticia sighed. “You’re a mess. Put on some clothes. Nothing’s weirder than seeing a busty chick in a skimpy bikini sobbing her eyes out on a hotel floor.”

Ember Black shot her an icy look. “Have you no c-c-c-compassion?”

“Compassion? No, but I have a passion for cum.”

The pegasus elf’s eyes narrowed. “Been hanging onto that one for a while, I g-guess?”

“Actually, no, I just kind of thought that one up on the spot,” she cackled. “Pretty fucking clever, though, right? I’m going to brew some coffee. Do you want any?”

Ember Black still wanted to be sad and dramatic a bit longer, but unfortunately the call of caffeine won out in the end. She sank onto her mattress once more and grabbed the bathrobe, slipping off her bikini and putting that on instead. “Fine. L-l-latte please, with hazelnut s-s-syrup.”

The hellcat started to walk into the other room where the rest of the girls were congregated. “Yeah, yeah, everyone knows your order, babe.”

Ember Black sat up and got out her laptop, seeing an opportunity to get in a game of Loremasters before Brock returned and the other girls started to call for her. She booted up her computer, then the game, quickly making her way to the ranked solo queue where she selected her main and waited.

Her team was composed of a bunch of useless feeders, but she managed to pull a win from the jaws of defeat anyway, thanks to her ability to take command. It was doubly impressive of her, she noted, because she had to use the in-game chat rather than voice. Still, there was a nagging insecurity in the back of her mind. Pinky Peach could do better. Even Eppy and Spinella were better players than her. They must look at her and laugh—what a fake. She calls herself a leader? She wasn’t even the best player on her own team, when you got right down to it—that honor would probably go to Petal, and then maybe it was Ember Black.

She was a joke. A fraud. How did she get this far? How did she make them believe she knew what she was doing this whole time? When would they figure her out and realize that she didn’t deserve their respect, their pity, or even Brock’s love?

Ember Black cried alone in her bed as she tried to banish the thoughts but couldn’t. She was so stressed out. The worst part was she was stressed out only because she was so happy and so successful. It was one of the worst feelings she could imagine—having so much and waiting for it to be taken away.

Someone knocked on the door to the bedroom. Ember Black froze and straightened, wiping her eyes on the sleeve of her bathrobe. “What is it?” she asked.

“Viperka’s in the common bathroom. Can I use the master bathroom?” Velvet’s voice came through the door, and the sound of it made Ember Black smirk in spite of herself.

“Sure.”

Velvet stepped into the room tensely, her shoulders raised to her ears as she twiddled her thumbs. “Are you okay?”

“Why do you ask?” Ember Black asked, her voice still stuffy from crying.

“I think we heard you...crying a bit.”

The pegasus girl shook her head. “I’m f-f-fine. Just got something in m-m-my eye.”

Velvet nodded, though it was clear from her frown she didn’t believe her. “I’m going to go pee now.”

She did exactly as she said, and Ember Black stood up and dropped her robe to start getting dressed. She put on a pink outfit that she got because it reminded her of Pinky Peach—someone who normally made her so happy, but today thinking about her just made her sad.

Velvet walked out of the bathroom, her hands wet from washing and lazily drying them. She took one look at Ember Black and sighed. “I feel scared sometimes too.”

Ember Black shook her head. “I don’t feel scared.”

“You do, and that’s fine,” Velvet said, forcing a smile on her. “I’m your friend and your teammate—your harem-mate, too,” she giggled.

“Not anym-m-more,” Ember Black sniffled. “Pinky kicked me out.”

Velvet clearly didn’t know what she was talking about, but she also clearly didn’t believe it. “Whatever you’re saying, I am pretty sure it’s not true. Pinky Peach always talks about you.”

Her eyes widened. “She does?”

“Yes, she does! She says you’re such a hard worker, and she wishes everyone else had your work ethic and ambition! And she says that you’re a great member of the leadership committee. She worries about you, though.”

Ember Black frowned. “B-because I’m a wreck.”

“So what? You’re only a wreck because you think you are. I look up to you.”

“You do?” This was news to Ember Black.

“We all do. That’s why we made you the leader!”

“No, it’s b-b-because no one else wanted it.”

Velvet shook her head and grabbed her friend’s shoulders. “I promise you that’s not the whole truth. We talked about it long before we knew our team was going anywhere. We said if we ever get big and have to pick a leader, it’s you. You’re the most outgoing, most beautiful, most focused, most talented one among us!”

“I don’t think so,” Ember Black muttered.

“I know so. If you think we could have gotten anywhere without you, then you’re literally crazy,” the deer girl chided her, smiling. “Do you need a hug?”

Ember Black laughed at that and opened her arms. “Alright,” she giggled. “G-g-give me your best shot.”

“Gladly.” Velvet stepped into Ember Black’s embrace and hugged her tightly. “Would you maybe put in a good word for me with Brock? Last time he kissed me I climaxed on the spot, which made me pee a bit, and I think it weirded him out.”

Ember Black took a step back and leveled a befuddled gaze at the fawn. “You w-w-w-what?”


Chapter 12 - Lunaticia


Lunaticia was the one to answer the door when Brock returned, though she had to shove and step over other girls to reach it first. She threw open the door and grinned through a tangle of curly black hair as the mega-stud reached for his key. “Ah, looks like you beat me to the door,” he said, stepping inside the hotel room. “Thanks for waiting for me, girls, but you really didn’t have to.”

“You weren’t gone all that long,” Viperka said, though she didn’t look up at him as she slithered back to her seat on the couch. “It’s not like we were all hanging around waiting for you.”

“Speak for yourself,” Lunaticia cooed, posing with a popped hip and a wink before pulling Brock inside. “What did you want to do next?”

Brock’s shoulders did a weak little bounce as he hesitated. “There are loads of activities. I was thinking—”

“Kayaks!” Lunaticia blurted out suddenly. “We were talking and we thought it might be nice to go for a kayak ride!”

Brock chuckled. “Sure. Kayaks sound fun. Anyone got a problem with that?”

Blossom and Viperka looked at each other. “Well, we can’t get in the water, so we’ll have to be extra careful, but it should be okay.”

“I can get in the water,” Viperka corrected Petal with a jab to her shoulder. “I just don’t love it.”

“Then we really need to choose a better vacation resort next time,” Brock said, frowning.

Petal gasped. “Brocky, no! I’m having so much flippin’ fun, it’s ridiculous!”

Viperka shrugged. “I’m doing fine. We had a vote too and we were all on board. There’s also other stuff to do that isn’t related to getting in the water.”

Ember Black raised a finger. “Th-that’s right! They have a spa and zen lodge, themed restaurants, gyms, a movie theater, and more! Not th-that I g-give a shit about anything b-but the beach.”

The handsome human-looking dragon dude grinned at them, making Lunaticia melt. “Even so, we can choose something else next time where everyone can participate in every activity. But for now—kayaking, huh?” He cracked his knuckles, which would have been a little cringey if it came from anyone else, but coming from Brock? Yeah, it still got her hot.

“While you were gone, we did talk about this in advance a bit,” Velvet confessed sheepishly. “We agreed that you can share a kayak with Lunaticia because she hasn’t had a lot of alone time with you lately.”

“I don’t think that’s for my lack of trying to be alone with her,” Brock pointed out quickly. “But yeah, absolutely, let’s do it!”

“Yes!” Lunaticia shouted, pumping her fists alternately and doing a little dance that had her spinning around and shaking her hips. “Finally!”

Brock disappeared again to rent the kayaks and have them brought over to their private beach, and it didn’t take long for them to be delivered. Most of the girls didn’t even bother putting their swimsuits back on for this particular activity, though all stockings, socks, and nylons were abandoned in favor of bare feet, hooves, and waterproof flip-flops.

Lunaticia stood proud and tall with her hands on her hips as she surveyed the three couples’ kayaks approvingly. However, the longer she stared, the more the cocksure smile on her pretty face started to wilt. “Wait a fucking second,” she huffed after a moment. “What the fuck are these?”

Brock arched a brow at her, still smiling like a fucking dreamboat—a much preferable boat when compared to any of these. “What do you mean? They’re kayaks. It’s an old Earth thing—recreational personal watercraft. They’re fun!”

“How the fuck are we supposed to have sex in these things?!” she spat out indignantly.

Brock blinked, looking at her and her swishing tail, then back to the boats, then back to her once more for good measure. “Pardon?”

“Aren’t they for sex?” she asked as her eyes started to go dewy and the gravity of her misunderstanding started to dawn on her. “Fuck, I thought it was weird that they’d be named after an infernal word!”

Ember Black traded looks with all the other girls before she stepped forward. “Are you h-having a s-s-stroke?”

“No!” she hissed. “Shit! ‘Kayak’ means ‘Fill my womb’ in Infernal! I thought it was a reference to that!”

Brock’s face melted sympathetically, forming a glum expression full of patience and compassion that her silly ass probably didn’t deserve. “I can return them if you just want that kind of alone time,” he said. “All that matters is that you’re having fun spending time with me.”

“Well, I for one actually wanted to try a kayak,” Viperka said, shrugging. “Not our fault this idiot didn’t search the word even once before coming up with this half-formed plan.”

Lunaticia sniffled in frustration and wiped her red eyes on her shoulder. “I don’t want to ruin everyone else’s fun. It’s okay. I’ll get my alone time next month.”

“Don’t be so flippin’ dramatic, Tishy,” Petal cooed, skipping over to pat her on the back. “If you want, you can have half of my Brock time! Blossom invites me to help her out pretty often anyway. Sometimes we do it off the books.”

Ember Black gasped in shock. “Petal! You d-d-d-did not just say that!”

Brock’s face twisted into an awkward grimace. “It’s true. I let them do that sometimes. Blossom’s hard to say no to.”

“Does Pinky know?!” the pegasus girl asked, her eyes wide open and glossy with horror at the clerical implications. “Oh, gods, I’d tell her but she blocked me!”

“Don’t!” he pleaded, holding up his hand. “Truth is I’ve made exceptions for a lot of girls. Sometimes I have to—and that includes Pinky, by the way, and some of you.”

Ember Black’s eye twitched. “The...the implications are...nothing m-m-means anything...anarchy...blood in the st-st-st-st-roads.”

Brock’s chiseled face split into a groaning frown. “I fucking hate harem management stuff.” He cleared his throat and got things back on track, then, taking charge. His hands landed on Lunaticia’s shoulders and he smiled at her, employing his best panty-dropper of a grin. “Tell you what—we’re going to take that kayak out there, you and me, and somehow find a way to fuck in it.”

Lunaticia’s eyes lit up like a pair of red candles. “Okay!” she squeaked. “But don’t let me fall in the water! I know what you’ve heard about wet pussies, but it doesn’t apply here.”

Brock snickered at her and turned to the others. “After this, we’ll book some rooms in the zen lodge and use their hot tub after a nice, long massage. Following that, dinner and a pay-per-view movie. How’s that sound for a relaxing first day of vacation?”

The girls cheered for the most part, with only Viperka wearing her bitchy facade. Lunaticia noted she was wearing it less and less these days. Fucking good. Of all the girls in the harem, Viperka was the only one who could actually grate on her at times. She understood that was her pathetic way of deflecting her insecurities on others, but that didn’t make it cute.

Before she could fall into a visible sulk while looking at Viperka, Brock grabbed her hand, making her little heart suddenly go pa-rum-pa-pum-pum. She stared wide-eyed at the back of his head as he led her down the beach toward their kayak, then relinquished her hand when he was standing in front of it.

Brock bent down and picked the kayak up with one hand, holding it at waist level. “Step right into it,” he said, beaming at her. “This way you don’t even need to bend over.”

She almost made a sound. Did he notice that her skirt dragged down when she bent down, exposing her buttcrack? With most outfits, the tail hole prevented this from occurring, but this was the one stubborn skirt where it somehow seemed to happen anyway.

Lunaticia climbed in the kayak. Given the fact that Brock was holding the long thing from one side, she kind of expected it to fall once her weight was in it—but of course that didn’t happen. Brock was too strong. It was like she dropped a feather in there for as much as it changed his posture and the way his muscles seemed to process the addition of her heft to the vessel.

Which is to say—he didn’t budge in the fucking least.

Fuck, he was sooo strong. And hot. And big. He was, like, really tall, too. Brock carried the kayak, with her inside, to the shallows of the sea while the other girls helped themselves into their own little boats.

By now, Ember Black must be seeing how Brock was doting on her, taking this alone time seriously, and she was probably having regrets. Lunaticia intended to milk this shit for all it was worth.

“You’re so muscular, Brock,” Lunaticia cooed, biting her lower lip suggestively as he crawled inside. She expected to go flying like a catapult when his weight entered the kayak, but the same magic that allowed Viperka’s big snakey booty to enter her and Petal’s kayak seemed to negate the difference in weight between them. It was a common enchantment for vehicles of all types, one of those rare ones that were commercially available everywhere.

“Thanks for the compliment,” Brock said as he reached for his oars. “Oh—looks like there’s only one pair of oars for our boat. I’ll do the rowing for a while if that’s alright.”

Lunaticia sighed. “Of course.”

He nodded at her, his eyes on her curls. “I like your hair today, you know. You don’t often wear it up, so it’s a nice treat to see it this way.”

The unexpected compliment hit her like a showerhead on pulse to the groin. “Nyah!” she moaned, her cheeks blushing crimson. “Brock!”

“That’s a really cute outfit you’re wearing, too. I dig your personal style. It’s that perfect blend of casual, but also very intentional and sexy in a way that’s very laid back. It’s hard to pull off, but you nail it completely.”

Lunaticia’s eyes rolled back and she bit her hand to keep from crying out. This was one thing Brock liked to do to her—he knew her weakness was heartfelt compliments. She loved the way he made her feel completely seen.

“By the way, I’ve been watching some of your clips lately on Flinch. Your presence on the stream is really something special. I’d probably go so far as to say that you’re one of the most natural talkers I know. It’s no wonder you got so many new subs this month.”

Okay, that was hot too, but damn, he really did have a weird attention to detail. It was like he knew exactly what she wanted to hear and somehow, against all odds, managed to piece together the most perfect sentence to deliver it. “Th-thank you,” she muttered, sounding like Ember Black for a second because of the flustered stammer. She fanned her bright red cheeks. “Fuck. Is it hot in here?”

Brock grinned. “In this kayak? You’re a demon, you can take a little heat, right?”

She smirked at him, regaining some of her composure. Lunaticia licked her lips and looked him up and down suggestively. “I have no idea how you plan on fucking me in this tiny thing, but now’s the time to put up or shut up.”

Brock’s wings erupted from his back so fast that Lunaticia actually screamed a little. And, if she’d been doing an accidental imitation of Ember Black earlier, now she was doing an impersonation of Velvet, because she just peed herself a bit at the impressive display. Like, literally. Oh no…

Brock shifted his feet into talons, replacing his human feet of a second ago. He shot up from his seat and used those talons to lift the kayak into the air, taking flight. The other girls let out squeals of surprise. Velvet even clapped for some reason—but what they were about to do was not intended to be a performance for their viewing pleasure.

Lunaticia’s eyes bulged. “What’s the plan?”

Brock’s wings kept them airborne effortlessly, and he reached down and picked Lunaticia up by the waist. “I’m going to eat your pussy—and then fuck you.”

“In the freaking sky?!” she squeaked.

“Exactly.”

“Uh—” She paused, thinking of the best way to tell him that she peed herself and therefore her pussy was a bit inedible at the moment. “In the Sixth Circle of Hell, it’s actually a sign of love and affection if you eat and fuck your lover’s ass.”

Brock’s mouth opened to say something but nothing other than a slight vocalized creak came out.

Lunaticia’s heart was pitter-pattering so violently that she thought she might throw up, die, or both. “I—I understand if you don’t want to—”

“If a woman asks her man to eat her ass, then it is that man’s duty to oblige,” Brock said, his brow furrowing with a look of sober solemnity. “Turn around, drop trow, and part thy cheeks.”

Lunaticia let a sigh of relief quietly eke out of her as she obeyed wordlessly. She never thought she’d be so relieved to have a dragon tongue-fuck her pucker, but here she was, ready to say a prayer of gratitude to Zaxdozaan for this opportunity.

Lunaticia pulled down her skirt and the bottoms that lay beneath, reaching back to part her buttcheeks and gape her asshole and pussy for Brock’s doting ways. She heard a gasp of admiration come from behind her, and then the sound of licking chops and hands rubbing together. Oof, he was a pervert. Just her type.

She felt his hands on her wrists first, helping her hold her booty open for her, and then a thrilling jolt surged through her body as Brock’s tongue made first contact with her dark star.

“Ohh! Fuck, baby!” she moaned. “Gods below, that’s the spot.”

“It’s hard to miss,” he grunted, his words muffled against her buttcheeks and her pristine little starfish opening.

His tongue shot inside her forbidden playground, each movement shaking her to her core with intense bliss. The euphoria of her lover’s tongue circling her immaculately clean rim was unlike anything she’d ever felt before.

“I’m—getting my ass eaten in an airborne kayaaaaak!” she shouted. “Nyah!”

Brock squeezed her butt with both hands and pummeled her butt-pussy with the loving force of his tongue. Extending it, he traversed inside her shockingly deep, and Lunaticia was suddenly extremely glad she was born without a need to use the bathroom.

“Oh, fuck!” she squealed, her rump wriggling righteously under Brock’s penetrative kiss. At that moment, the dragon man had had enough of half-measures, it seemed, because next thing she knew she could feel two fingers exploring her pussy, too.

“Damn, you’re really wet down here,” Brock noted, and she instantly started whimpering in embarrassment, but he took it for pleasure. His hands were touching her pussy—right after she’d peed herself.

“B-Brock—wait!” she gasped.

Brock stopped instantly, and it was like having her favorite toy suddenly, violently revoked. It was like being in the middle of an epic high, then suddenly flashing forward to the worst moment of withdrawal. She barely managed to form her shameful words. “I peed myself earlier!”

“Okay. And?” Brock got right back to work, and the next thing she knew, Lunaticia was shaking so hard that she could swear the waves stopped moving below them for a moment. “Ahhh!” she screamed at the top of her lungs, her voice much higher than usual. “I’m cumming!”

It was not a drill. It was not a bluff. Lunaticia climaxed harder than she could remember ever climaxing—but the voracious dragon wasn’t done with her yet.

She was helpless and submissive as she felt her body suddenly pulled against his. She hadn’t even come down from her previous climax yet when he inserted his cock into her buttgina and started pumping. Her eyes rolled back and her tongue hung out of her mouth as for the next twenty minutes she became more a series of consecutive orgasms than a person. And then finally, she felt her secret tunnel fill to the brim with thick, hot, powerful seed.

Brock pulled out of her, then turned her over like she was a doll and cradled her like a princess, kissing her passionately. At that point, she couldn’t even reciprocate. The best she could manage was to put her arms around his neck and just sorta stick her tongue out so he could suck it or whatever.

“Wow,” she managed a minute or two after they finally touched down in the water again. She pulled up her skirt and bikini bottoms, shaking her head in disbelief. “Just wow.”

“Was I too rough?” he asked cautiously.

Liliticia cocked her head. “Rough…That’s not possible with me, you’ll come to know, but you did go from zero to one hundred pretty fucking fast. I’m not complaining, though. It was just—a lot. And I’m a sex demon, so keep that in mind. It’s just…maybe I’m still getting on your level a bit.”

Brock sighed. “Right. I’ll rein it in a bit more next time.”

She giggled a bit at that as she pegged jealous looks from some of the other girls from their kayaks. “By then I should be fine. I mean, look, I’ll make do either way.”

Brock grinned at that. “Noted.”


Chapter 13 - Brock


Iwas feeling pretty damn good after my kayaking session with Lunaticia, fully refreshed and ready for the rest of the day. It was nice, kayaking, reconnecting with nature, and I thought Lunaticia had a pretty good time as well. I certainly did my best to ensure as much, anyway. And though I yearned to do something a bit less frisky with them all, the important thing was that they were having fun, and that’s all I really cared about.

After the kayaking trip, we headed back to shore on our private beach, the golden sand sparkling under the midday light. We had all loaded up bigtime on breakfast, so although it was noon no one really wanted to get more than a snack. While the girls were eating chips in bed, I made some calls to the front desk. The first call was about the mysterious artifact that Viperka and Petal found.

“Sorry, Mister Clayton, I’m going to need to connect you to Gemma,” the woman on the line said. “She’ll be able to fill you in much better than I can.”

“Much appreciated. Take your time.” Next thing I knew I was speaking to Gemma Proudfoot, the halfling liaison to VIP customers, of which I was one. “Hey there Gemma.”

“Greetings, Brock. Is everything to your liking?”

“Yeah, no issues there.” I walked away, tucking myself into a corner to make the conversation a bit less of a bother to the girls as they all did their own thing. “Listen…Two of my women found a strange rod or stake with runes of some kind etched in it. When I touched it, I felt a strong arcane pulse from inside it that synced up well with my own kind of magic. Does that ring any bells?”

“Hmmm,” she muttered. “There was a conference of arcane researchers that visited just before you, getting the same VIP villa treatment. They had a corporate and government sponsored meeting with Trigger the Chrono Magus. If I recall, they brought a few dozen objects like the one you described—spell amplifiers. It’s experimental magical technology and highly illegal in the hands of a civilian,” she said.

“Thank you.”

“Would you like to bring that object to the front desk?” she asked. “I’ll see to it that it gets returned to the wizards in question.”

“What object?” I asked.

She paused. “Uh. Sir?”

“I’ll wire you a fat tip right now if you forget we had this conversation.”

There was yet another pause, and then she said, “How fat is this tip?”

After that call wrapped up, I joined my girls again as I called the front desk a second time. This time, the objective was to book an appointment. “Hey there, this is Brock Clayton again. I’m in a private villa with a party of five impossibly gorgeous women.”

“Of course, Mister Clayton. Should I connect you to your liaison again?”

“We just have a simple request. Can we get an appointment in the spa for this afternoon? As soon as possible, really.”

“Please allow me to connect you directly. Hold, please.”

Some jazzy music started playing, and Petal skipped across the room from where she’d been guzzling a glass of water next to Ember Black on the bed. “Petal, he’s on the phone!” Lunaticia shouted at her.

“I’ll be quiet!” she said. “I just need some hugs.”

I resolved not to make eye contact with Petal or it might seem like I was intentionally inviting it, which might piss off the other girls, but I wasn’t about to shoo her away. Petal hugged me from the back, cooing and mewling little sounds of happiness. “I’m having so much fun,” she whispered.

“Good,” I grunted back. “I’m glad.”

She reached her arms all the way around me, at least as far as they could go, and squeezed. “You’re so wonderful, Brocky. I think it’s your solar energy, but I find that it’s really hard not to be next to you when I know you’re in the room.”

I laughed a little at that. “Blossom has the same trouble.”

She sighed airily, her body sinking and leaning harder against me. “I miss her. She’s so wise.”

Before I could react to that, a voice made itself known in my ear. “You’re connected to Serenity Spa and Zen Lodge, how may I help you?” The voice was soft and, since I had Petal right in my ear, I had to admit it sounded a little like her. Probably another plant girl of some kind.

“Hi, this is Brock Clayton, calling from the private villa. Can I make an appointment for as soon as possible, please?”

“Certainly. We have a one o’clock available. How many people do you have in your party?”

“Six,” I said.

There were some typing sounds, and then a pause. “Oh. I’m sorry, Mister Clayton, we don’t have any spots in our schedule today for a six-person massage. We have only six massage therapists and relaxation specialists in total, and five available this afternoon. I can book you for tomorrow at the same time.”

“And I guess us being VIPs doesn’t help you materialize a sixth masseuse?” I asked.

“Sorry, sir, five is all we’ve got today.”

I frowned. “One moment.” I looked over at the girls on the bed, who were already staring at me by the time I turned to face them.

“W-w-what’s wrong? No slots t-t-today?”

I shook my head. “There’s one for tomorrow that fits all of us, but only five massage therapists available today. How about you girls take the massage and I can try and get some work done, then we can all go together tomorrow?”

“Works for me,” Lunaticia said. “As long as we get to go with you tomorrow, that is.”

I grinned at her. “You got it.” I booked the appointment—a ninety-minute massage for five women—and answered all the questions about the girls’ species and preferences, acting as the relay for the conversation. When the appointment was finalized, I joined them on the bed for a quick nap.

A short time later, it was time for them to go. A kobold in something like a golf cart showed up at our villa and offered a ride for the girls, so I wished them happy trails and told them I’d be here when they got back.

When they were gone, I sat down on my computer and got to some emails and started responding to text messages.

> Hey baby. How is Blackie doing?

That was a message from Pinky Peach. I arched an eyebrow at it and texted my response.

> Fine as far as I know. She hasn’t given me much cause for concern. Why do you ask?

> Oh, she’s a neurotic mess with horrible self-esteem.

> Also, I accidentally blocked her and she had a little panic attack.

> Actually, it was kind of on purpose, but I didn’t mean it.

> It’s complicated.

My face twisted in confusion at the oddly incongruous messages.

> Well, I’ll keep an eye on her.

> Thank you, baby. Kisses. Also here’s a picture of Moonie! She misses you even though you were just here for a visit. Isn’t that cute?

I wrapped up that conversation with her and thought to ask Blossom about the seedlings and Satina and Tahini about their pregnancies, but I decided to save it for my return.

There was something else I wanted to check on that was important, ostensibly, for all our futures. I didn’t think I’d have a lot of these moments to myself, so now that I did, and now that I’d gotten my work done, I figured I might as well take the chance and visit the old wizard I met at breakfast.

It wasn’t about greed. Well, kind of. Maybe a little bit—but the greed was absolutely and completely motivated by my desire to keep my girls alive and with me for all eternity. Liam Elloway had told me that one day the universe would die, and us with it. Why did he say that? Why would he tell me as much? I had to believe it was a challenge. “Defy that fate, Brock.” That’s what I believed he was saying to me, no matter how final his words seemed at the time. He had basically said all my women would be there with me at the end—which was a comfort—but I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t want them to choose death just to be with me.

A Chrono Magus was a hell of a place to start. I walked outside the villa and set my eyes on the island across the water from me. In an instant, I solarported there, landing on the rocky shore next to a cluster of palm trees.

Suddenly a bunch of odd lumbering figures shot up from the ground, with sand hanging off their bodies—but no, that wasn’t quite it. They were made of sand, not covered in it.

Golems. Well, I had my own golems. I snapped my fingers, and my own security force appeared in front of me—at least a portion of them. Mine were bigger and made of asteroids and ancient supermetals rather than sand, so the battle was over before it started—or so I thought.

A few instants later, the sand golems started to reform, and soon they were in the exact same shape they started in. “That’s annoying,” I commented, but then a wicked smirk appeared on my lips as a simple plan formed.

With another snap, I banished my own golems as the sand golems stepped toward me menacingly. “How would you like to be glass golems?” I asked. Rather than giving them space to deliberate and discuss, I answered the question for them, blowing white hot flames across their sandy bodies until they hardened, crystallized, and fell to the ground, shattering.

Suddenly the door to the hut at the center of the island opened, and the wizard, who was wearing only a pair of sunglasses and board shorts, emerged with an unamused look on his face. “Well, guess I need to make those things again, so thanks for that.”

I frowned. “Sorry, I thought I had an open invitation. I wasn’t sure what else to do.”

“No, no, that’s fine. Egg on my face,” he muttered, swishing his wrinkly hand. “Come in, come in.”

I followed the man inside, unsure what I expected to find. There were more surfboards on the walls than magic items so far as I could tell, but then again, I didn’t really know.

The hut’s interior was rustic in a tropical way, made of simple materials like palm and balsa. At the center of the room there was a table with a collection of timepieces on it, which I figured was where the literal magic happened.

“Take a seat,” he said. “We have much to discuss.”

I nodded my head, continuing to appraise the room, but my gaze always returned to that table with the watches and clocks. “I’m going to spitball something, and you just tell me to screw off if I’m talking nonsense, Mister Chrono Magus.”

“Sure, sure,” he said.

“I had a meeting with The Elloway recently, and he told me I was going to die one day, and my girls and family will either be forced to leave me behind or stay and perish with me. Is there anything I can do about that?”

Trigger looked at me, his eyes going up and down like he was deciding whether or not to believe what I’d just said. When he was satisfied with looking, his wrinkled and tanned face bent into a mischievous smirk. “My dear boy, defying gods is why I do what I do.”


Chapter 14 - Brock


Istared into the wrinkly, beard-framed face of the squat little wizard as the sounds of the artificial beach just outside lapped gently at the shore surrounding the hut. “Tell me more about that,” I said. “Defying gods, I mean.”

Trigger, who had just perched on a stool that looked far too large for him, waved a hand dismissively, causing a few sand grains we must have tracked in with us to dance in the air. “Ah, Brock—or Solaris, whichever you prefer—when I say ‘defying gods,’ I’m speaking of defying not just deities but the cosmic order, the predestined path set before us like a never-ending highway. It’s all about challenging fate, questioning the very fabric of time that binds us.”

I leaned in, intrigued despite the oddness of this particular conversational gravitas in our current beach hut setting. “And how did you end up on this…journey of defiance?” I asked, genuinely curious. I hadn’t spoken to a lot of wizards in my day, so hearing from the source just how one ended up on their specific path seemed intriguing.

He chuckled, a sound that seemed too hearty for his tiny body. “It all started with sand like this, believe it or not.”

“Sand?” I couldn’t help but arch a brow. “What?”

“Yes, sand!” he exclaimed, pounding one fist into the other in a gesture of seriousness. “You see, on this very beach, I once tried to build a sandcastle. It was pretty good, actually—my three best friends all agreed. I tried to cast some spells of preservation on it, to keep it from succumbing to the march of time, and it endured unchallenged...but eventually the silliness of it overwhelmed me in a moment of clarity.”

“Uh. Do go on,” I grunted, fascinated in the worst kind of way.

“You see, no matter how I tried, one day my spell would end, washing away my efforts, the gods laughing at my vain folly. It was then I realized, it’s not the castle that needs to defy time if I want it to endure, but me.”

I couldn’t suppress a smirk. “So, your grand rebellion against the gods... began with a failed sandcastle?”

He nodded earnestly. “Precisely! Though I resent the implication of failure,” he quickly amended. “If the waves of fate are destined to crash over us, then why not learn to swim, dear boy? Why not craft our own currents, our own tides? That’s what led me away from the more bland, well-traversed corners of the arcane arts, to the mysteries of time and space. I practiced in secret, documenting all my theories and methods before ever attempting them—for when I did, it had to be just right. If I succeeded, I’d be handed a research contract. If I failed and got caught practicing without a license, I might end up in shackles.”

I shook my head, amused yet somehow inspired. “Alright, Trigger. If you can teach me to ‘swim’ against these cosmic currents and hold back the tide that threatens to end my existence, then count me in.”

He grinned, revealing a row of surprisingly well-kept teeth for how leathery and porous his skin looked. “Excellent! But beware, Brock, for once you start swimming against the tide, you might just find the whole ocean pushing back.”

“Then we’ll push back harder,” I told him, more determined than ever. If this quirky wizard could find the courage to defy the inevitable over a sandcastle, then maybe, just maybe, I could find a way to defy my own fate.

“Okay, we really beat this forced metaphor into the ground,” Trigger said. Even so, his eyes were twinkling with a respectable degree of madness. “You see, Brock, in my quest to defy the cosmic order, I’ve parlayed with entities across the spectrum of existence—elves, monsterfolk, demons, and even xenos who have no gift for magic at all. I had to seek every perspective.”

I leaned forward, utterly captivated despite the gravity of our conversation. “And what have you learned from them?”

Trigger sighed big, like a weight seemed to settle on his shoulders at my words. “I’ve delved into the heart of what I call the Temporal Drift. It’s the linchpin of our dilemma, the crux of why time manipulation is so perilously elusive.”

“Temporal Drift?” I asked. The term sparked a mixture of curiosity and unease in my stomach.

“Yes,” he continued, his voice taking on a somber tone. “Imagine, if you will, a Chrono Dome, a bubble of altered time. Within, you could halt the sands of time to a grinding stop, savoring a moment for eternity. But outside, in the vast tapestry of the multiverse, time flows unaltered, and the links to our universe yet persist. This discrepancy, this ‘Temporal Drift,’ causes our universe to slowly desynchronize with the neighboring realms, which could be catastrophic for not just us, but all bordering realities, given enough time.”

I frowned, trying to grasp the implications. “Sounds like a minor hiccup, though.”

“Gods, you’re desperate if you think that,” Trigger grunted. “Still, even if the Drift proves non-cataclysmic, imagine the chaos for beings who navigate these realms regularly—gods, sorcerers, dimensional travelers. A slight shift might seem inconsequential at first, but over eons, traveling between realms may become unstable, dangerous even. Worlds could collide, realities could shatter, those are all possibilities, but at the very least our universe could isolate ourselves and all our neighbors. And if that happened, this entire cluster of universes would likely be pruned by the Elloway or the Elder Gods anyway.”

I sat back, the weight of his words pressing down on me, filling me with disappointment. What I sought, this control over time, wasn’t a personal crusade—it was a cosmic gamble. Well, fuck it. I was pretty good at blackjack.

“You’re sure there is no safe way to achieve what I’m after?” I asked, trying to hide the fact that a tinge of despair was creeping into my voice.

Trigger met my gaze, his eyes burning with an unquenchable fire that reinvigorated my own heart. “There are always possibilities, Brock. The path is fraught with peril, yes, but not impassable. We must tread carefully, balance our ambitions with the harmony of the cosmos. It’s a daunting task, but not insurmountable. Even now, slowing time significantly is still safe. It’s stopping it altogether that I haven’t solved.” He stared intensely at me for my reaction.

I nodded, making fists of determination as I processed his words of hope. If this little wrinkly wizard was willing to stand against the tide, then so was I. “Then let’s find that fucking balance, Trigger. Let’s redefine the impossible.”

He smiled, a mischievous glint returning to his eyes. “That’s the spirit, Brock. Language, though.”

“Sorry.”

He cleared his throat and a pensive look washed over him as he stared at a random surfboard on the wall. “Temporal Drift,” he explained, “is the bane of time manipulation magic and the reason it’s so rare—often forbidden. But let’s talk about the progress I’ve made.”

“Go for it.”

Trigger then shared his strides in mastering the Chrono Dome, a pink web of magic capable of dilating time. He showed me the basics, outlining the theory of his simplest form of the spell. I practiced the gestures and mental incantations silently, not trying to cast, just watching and observing as he laid out his experience and technique for me to hungrily consume. “With enough power and finesse,” he mused, “one day you could theoretically slow the external universe to a near halt while preserving the flow within the dome. Only a near halt, though. And Brock, this for me, this is the work of lifetimes. Don’t expect to achieve it today. It should likely take you years to figure it out.”

“I’ve got years. I’ve even got lifetimes,” I countered, my voice laced with determination.

He proceeded to demonstrate one more time, uttering an incantation that birthed a glowing pink lattice that enveloped us, extending beyond until it pushed through the walls and ceilings, leaving the hut’s confines. Time within our bubble slowed to a crawl compared to the world outside. I could tell when I looked out the window and could no longer easily detect the movement of the waves.

“How long can you maintain this?” I asked, impressed despite myself.

“One hour,” he replied. “But in that hour, only a minute will pass beyond these walls.”

I nodded, my decision made. “I need to learn this. Walk me through it again. This time, let me try for myself.”

He hesitated, then asked, “May I see your magic license? The laws are stringent.”

In response, I transformed, my form swelling to fill the hut, scales shimmering with solar energy shooting out from my body in shafts of light. “Here’s my license,” I growled, the power in my voice making the walls tremble.

Trigger, wide-eyed, quickly acquiesced. “Ah, yes. Quite right. That’ll do. Sorry for asking.”

I didn’t like threatening him. The dragon’s personality really had changed me. Old Brock never would have considered such a thing, nor been so desperate to guarantee myself and my family immortality. But I wasn’t just Brock anymore. I hadn’t been for months.

Once I shrank back to my usual size, still maintaining my dragon form, Trigger began to instruct me. He moved with a precision and grace that contrasted with his quirky appearance, his hands weaving through the air as he demonstrated the delicate balance of power and control needed for the Chrono Dome. Despite his warning that mastery could take years, I absorbed every detail, every nuance—thanks to my affinity for magic owing to my draconic nature and the blood memories of past lifetimes, I was no novice mage when I tried.

As he finished, I felt the magic within me stir, responding to the new knowledge. Without a second thought, I mirrored his actions, casting the spell. A pink web of light sprang from my fingertips, encasing us in a bubble where time seemed to slow, just as it had under his command.

Trigger’s mouth dropped open. “That...that should have taken years,” he stammered, clearly annoyed yet impressed by my rapid mastery. “This feels very unfair.” But as he observed me, his irritation gave way to a begrudging respect. “You might just advance this beyond my own capabilities,” he admitted after a moment.

“I’ll do my best,” I told him.

“I can see that. This Chrono Dome you created looks like it could last up to ten minutes, in which time perhaps only a minute will have passed outside. Not bad for a first attempt at all.” But then he hesitated. “But you’re going to get called upon for using magic without a license. When that happens, don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

I nodded, aware of the potential dangers, including especially unwanted attention from the Meteoropolis Police Department. For a while we got bothered by them because of how powerful of a psychic Mamba was, but they shut up really fast once she agreed to join them part-time. “I’ve got some connections. I’ll handle it,” I assured Trigger, already planning to secure a license my own way. “But I couldn’t have found this path without you. So thank you.”

He offered a few more tips on expanding the Chrono Dome—essentially, inject more magic, more intent, akin to expanding a simple fireball spell. Trivial enough in theory, but I knew practice would be key.

“Thanks, Trigger. You’ve opened up a new world for me,” I said, extending my hand. We exchanged the Meteoropolis handshake as I slipped back down to my human appearance. His eyes widened as our skin made contact, perhaps surprised that he felt scales.

As I turned to leave, the shimmering dome fading with my departure, Trigger called out, “Wait, Brock! There is one last thing I must ask you.”

I looked over my shoulder. “Name it.”

“Did you want to take some sliced fruit back with you? I’ve got a bunch.”

I nodded. “Definitely.”


A Harem Group Massage Meeting


Ember Black walked at the front of the pack as they entered Serenity Spa. That atmosphere was very nature-themed, and Petal “ooed” and “ahhed” every step of the way as they walked through the initial garden and headed to the front desk.

“I wish Blossom was here,” Petal whimpered sadly. “She’d love this place so much.”

The woman at the front desk was a bonsai dryad of some kind, her hair more like piny branches than vines or the gelatinous things that Petal had on her head. At the mention of Blossom’s name, her black eyes shot open. “Did you just say Blossom?!” she gasped.

“Yeah!” Petal chirped excitedly. “Do you know her?!”

“I ordered half of the pots in our massage rooms from her! She’s amazing! We’re talking about Blossom Peach Clayton, right?”

“Yeah!” Petal giggled. “That’s so cool! Blossom’s famous!”

Ember Black grinned at Petal’s happiness to hear her friend honored in such an unexpected place. “We b-b-b-booked an appointment for this time?”

“You must be the Clayton party then,” the dryad chuckled. “That makes sense all of a sudden. Is…Blossom here with you by chance? I’d absolutely die to meet her.”

Petal gasped. “Don’t die! Blossom would be sad! So would I!”

Viperka chimed in. “Blossom isn’t here, sorry. Which way is our room?”

“Actually, the massage begins in the lobby,” the woman said. “My name is Treia by the way, and you’ll find four of my clones waiting for you there beside the natural spring. Take a seat in one of the chairs and they’ll start by washing your feet.”

Another dryad, completely identical to Treia, gestured toward them from the direction that the first dryad had pointed at moments ago. Ember Black suddenly felt a little nervous. She’d never had a professional massage before. She took a deep breath and smiled at the woman, walking toward her. The other Nightmare Girls followed behind her clopping steps.

Next thing she knew, Ember Black was sitting in a reclining seat, her hooves up. “I d-d-don’t have feet to massage,” she said.

“Oh that’s fine,” her Treia chuckled. “For people with hooves, we polish, buff, and clean them. Most people find it very pleasurable, but if you experience any discomfort let us know right away!”

“O-okay,” she muttered. Ember Black looked around at the other girls. Lunaticia reclined her chair all the way so that she was lying flat as her dryad, also named Treia judging by the nametag, massaged her feet, making her moan with relief. “Ohhh, gods below, that sure is—oof—nice.”

Viperka, on her other side, was having the tip and underside of her tail massaged and washed, cleaning the part of her that rubbed most against the floor and ground. She seemed dubious about it for a moment, but her eyes quickly rolled back and closed, making Ember Black smile.

Petal and Blossom had recently gone to a surgeon to get their feet done. They both used to have rooty, stumpy little kickers that looked like gnarled hooves and weren’t that cute, but they had them carved and fashioned into very aesthetically pleasing, dainty feet. She didn’t know how Petal would receive the massage given the fact that she didn’t have muscles in her feet in the same places and ways that a normal person would, but the xenodryad seemed to be enjoying herself anyway.

“I see you’ve gotten your feet done,” the dryad said, making conversation with Petal.

Petal giggled. “Blossom wanted to get hers done. I didn’t care either way, but I offered to go with her because she was nervous.”

“That’s very sweet of you,” Treia noted. “I got my feet done as well. It helps our sexual marketability a lot. Many elven men love feet.”

“I wouldn’t know,” Petal said, grinning.

Velvet shuddered as the Treia tending to her buffed her hooves. “That tickles,” she muttered. “Is there a bathroom in the massage room, by chance?”

“Yes, of course, there’s a small stall you can use if you need to.”

“Good. This is making me need to pee a little.”

“Don’t take it personally,” Viperka cautioned, her eyes still closed. “A strong breeze makes her pee.”

After the foot massage, they were already feeling a bit drowsy when they were quietly asked to stand and were escorted to a little dimly lit room with five massage beds laid side-by-side.

“Please undress and we’ll be back in a minute with the oils,” Treia said, smiling at Ember Black.

The five Treias walked out, leaving the Nightmare Girls alone with each other. “Do you think we’re supposed to get completely naked? Or, like, a little naked?” Viperka asked, her brow cocking. “I haven’t done this before.”

“Me neither,” Ember Black muttered. “I think if we just, like, wear our panties it should be okay?”

Lunaticia’s brow furrowed. “Let’s think this through, ladies. If we wear our bra and panties and they come in and tell us to strip more, that’s fucking humiliating.”

“Agreed,” Velvet muttered, shuddering at the thought.

“If we take off our bra and they still ask us to take off our panties, that’s just a little awkward and kind of weird,” Viperka pointed out. “I doubt they’d do that.”

“But,” Ember Black muttered. “They’re g-g-g-girls. It should be okay t-t-to be naked in front of them. And I’m pretty sure being n-naked in a massage is acceptable. If we all do it, then it’s less embarrassing if we’re wrong.”

Petal nodded. “Naked it is!” She led the charge in stripping down. The other women followed suit, exchanging shrugs and sighs of reluctance and resignation as they did the same. Soon, all five Nightmare Girls were fully nude from head to toe, and they all picked massage beds that fit them and lay face down.

“We’re r-r-ready!” Ember Black called out, not sure if that was something she was supposed to do or not.

In any case, the five identical dryads walked back into the room, uttering identical gasps and giggles of surprise as they saw five delectable asses facing them. “There’s some special undergarments for modesty on the nightstand in the corner, but we can do it this way,” one of the Treias said.

Ember Black sensed her and most of the other girls shifting on their massage beds to cringe at the humiliation of it.

Soon a pair of warm, soft hands were pressing into her, gliding over her skin with aromatic oils. It felt good. Really good. She almost fell asleep before Viperka cleared her throat.

“Wait a second. I just realized something. Weren’t we supposed to conduct some kind of meeting today and send the meeting minutes to Hephi?”

Ember Black’s eyes widened. “Y-yes!”

“Should we do it now?” Viperka proposed. “We’re all here without Brock, and from the schedule he proposed earlier it seems like we’re likely to be with him the rest of the afternoon and evening when we finish this.”

“M-m-m-mid-massage?!” Ember Black grunted in surprise.

Treia laughed. “It’s actually not all that uncommon. You’d be surprised how many businessmen hold meetings in the middle of massage sessions, sometimes over the phone, sometimes with their subordinates or partners on either side of them.”

Ember Black let out a moan as Treia massaged the dimples in her lower back. “Ooo! I mean—okay! I’ll start. V-Viperka, how is your molting going?”

“Fine, but also, none of your fucking business,” the naga growled, though a smile was evident on her voice.

“S-sorry. Okay, let’s l-l-launch into the important s-stuff. First off, who here has been p-p-p-penetrat-t-t-fucked by Brock on this trip so far?”

Treia’s hands stopped moving for a moment, but ultimately continued.

“Me,” Petal said. “Just my booty, though!”

“Mine too,” Lunaticia added with a happy sigh of remembrance.

“My m-m-mouth,” Ember Black grunted. “Anyone else? Viperka, you had a b-b-bath with him, right?”

“No sex, though,” she said with a forlorn sigh. “I guess I squandered that.”

“There’ll b-be more chances,” Ember Black assured her. “Good effort s-s-so far, everyone!”

The girls called out their thanks to the pegasus elf. The Treias were extremely quiet.

“For the sake of b-b-balance then, we should prioritize V-V-Velvet during the movie tonight, and V-V-Viperka can maybe join me in b-bed with him.”

“Agreed,” Viperka said.

“I can agree, too,” Velvet said.

Ember Black sighed with pleasure and relief as Treia started massaging her legs. “G-g-good. I w-w-want to th-thank you all for your patience with me lately.”

No one said anything for a moment. After a few quiet groans, finally Lunaticia sounded off. “What are you talking about?”

“I kn-know I’m no Pinky Peach or Hephi,” she began, “so thanks for p-putting your faith in me. It c-can be hard sometimes to—”

“You’re not them because you’re better than them,” Velvet cut her off, making Ember Black gasp in horror.

“Don’t say that!” she protested. “That’s not even close to t-true!”

“For us, it is,” Viperka grunted. “Ohh yeah, that’s the spot. Sorry. Listen, pony, I’m getting really fucking tired of your self-esteem issues, so if you could just get over it already that’d be great.”

“What she means to say,” Lunaticia growled, “is that we think you’re amazing. You’re the best gamer on our team, the bravest of us, and we made you our leader for a reason. No one’s ‘putting up with you’. We need you.”

Ember Black wanted to argue with them, to say that their words were full of pity—but she couldn’t because she knew it wasn’t true. She started to cry, right there on the massage table while a dryad chick massaged her calves. “I–I’m sorry,” she whined. “Things have just been hard for m-m-me lately, at least in my head.”

“Of course they are,” Petal cooed. “Our lives are so good. It’s hard to trust it. But I do trust it because I know that I can trust all of you! And Blossom! And Brocky! He won’t let us be unhappy, just like I know none of you would let anything happen to me!”

“That’s exactly right,” Velvet agreed. “Excuse me, Miss Treia, can I use the bathroom really quickly?”

“Of course, honey,” Treia said, backing away from the deer girl as she quickly got up and sprinted across the room, slamming the stall door behind her. They could hear her pee as she continued to talk.

“Blackie, I swear, no one thinks you’re a failure or a loser or pities you or wants to take advantage of you. You’re like my big sister!”

The words touched Ember Black’s heart despite the trickling sound coming from inside the stall. “Th-thank you, Velvet.”

“You won’t be able to get rid of these issues overnight—but just know that you’re the only one who thinks that way about you.”

“But I can’t m-m-measure up to Pinky Peach. She’s m-m–more confident…prettier…smarter…Brock already h-h-has a pony girl. Why would he w-w-want me?”

“I don’t think Brock calculates like that,” Lunaticia chuckled. “If he does, then I’m in real trouble. His other catgirl is a superhero mega-hacker with famous parents.”

“The other snake girl is the most powerful psychic in the city,” Viperka added. “It’s worth pointing out that when their journeys with Brock began, none of them were as accomplished as they are now. They grew together. Just think what we’ll be like a couple of years from now. Some of us will have children, new Splice Partners—all of us will be immortal. If you don’t think you measure up now, then trust in your potential, Blackie.”

Lunaticia started laughing all of a sudden. Her laughter started as a muted giggle but steadily grew until Viperka had to address it.

“What’s so damn funny, furball?”

“Nothing,” Lunaticia chuckled, trying to calm down. “It just sounds so fucking disgusting when you’re actually nice.”

“Fuck you.”

“That’s better,” the catgirl cackled. “Love you, Snaky.”

“Love you too.”

Ember Black wiped her tears and grinned. “I l-l-love all of you too. So, so much. You know, the p-p-purpose of this trip is to get c-c-closer to Brock, but if all that happens is we g-get closer to each other—”

Petal finished her thought. “Then it will be a flippin’ awesome trip! We have the rest of eternity to get Brock warmed up to us, so let’s just do our best to enjoy ourselves, right girls?”

“Right!” they all called out.

“Great!” Petal cooed. “Now, Treia, I’m going to roll over. Could you do me a favor?”

The dryad cleared her throat. “Uh. Of course. What do you need?”

“It would make me so happy if you could just, like, bop my tiddies a little bit and say ‘fuggin’.”

The massage therapist paused for a moment, weighing her options. “I—uh—I’m not going to do that.”

“Aww, shoot!”


Chapter 15 - Brock


“Welcome back,” I said as the Nightmare Girls came in through the door to our villa, looking way more relaxed and a bit drowsy. The sleepy expressions on most of their faces struck me as incredibly cute. “Looks like you all got turned to jelly.”

Lunaticia cocked her head. “Did the massage make us fat?”

“No, that’s not what I meant,” I quickly said, setting the record straight. I shot to my feet and waved my hands defensively as if the waggle of my digits might dispel the misunderstanding. “I just meant you all look pretty chill and comfy.”

“Yeah, well, that’s because we are,” Viperka said, rolling her eyes. “Honestly? I could get used to that. It might be worth looking into making massages a regular thing back home, because damn.”

“And it w-w-was a great way to h-hold a meeting!” Ember Black chimed in cheerily.

Velvet looked less convinced of that. “Uh. Maybe not from the perspective of the massage ladies.”

I smiled at them and pointed at the TV, then gestured to the couch. “Well, get comfy. I queued up a few movie choices we could watch while we ate our dinner.”

“And what about the dinner itself?” Viperka asked, narrowing her eyes as she looked at me as though she expected I somehow fucked that up already.

“The room service menus are on the coffee table,” I told her, bending down to pick one up. I handed it off to her. “Give it a look and let me know what you want and I’ll dial in the order.”

The girls made some more chit-chat with me as they paged through the menu, passing the three copies we had around and sharing as needed. Eventually, Velvet ordered a fancy looking salad, Viperka ordered a roast pigeon, Lunaticia ordered a steak dinner, Petal ordered a tall glass of nutrient-enriched water, and Ember Black decided to go for a chocolate birthday cake of all things.

My eyes widened when she told me that. “Is it your birthday?” I asked in terror, fearing I’d forgotten. That was one of the many perils of large harems. It got really hard keeping track of seventeen different birthdays, capsule days, and, even worse, anniversary days. Thank God for Hephi.

The pegasus girl giggled and shook her head, then laughed a little louder when she noticed my obvious relief. “N-n-no. Don’t worry. I just like c-cake.”

“Noted,” I said with a grin. “Maybe that info will come in handy one day.”

The food arrived about twenty minutes later, right around the same time as we managed to select the movie. Well—select was a generous way to describe how we landed on it. Eventually, it became clear that literally no one cared about the movie and so I just selected a random romantic comedy and set it free on the TV screen. Most of the girls didn’t even pretend to watch, only looking toward the TV screen when something loud happened or the music changed suddenly.

“How’s your food, everyone?” I asked, smiling at them. Velvet and Petal flanked me on either side, with Viperka and Ember Black further down on the couch and Lunaticia opting to sit on the floor for easier access to the coffee table. They looked cozy as they ate, at least.

“Good!” Ember Black declared with huge eyes. “So t-t-t-t-t-yummy!”

“Were you going for ‘tasty’?” Viperka asked, smirking.

Ember Black huffed and puffed for a moment or two before stuffing her mouth full of chocolate cake. “Sh-shut up.”

“My water is flippin’ awesome!” Petal said. “Definitely one of the top one thousand waters I’ve ever had!”

“That good, huh?” I asked with a grin. “As long as you’re enjoying it, that’s great. It’s literally the cheapest thing on the menu.”

Lunaticia sounded off her agreement. “This really is good. I expected worse from room service somehow, but this is actually as good as you can get from a nice restaurant, I think. I wouldn’t know. I haven’t been to a lot of nice restaurants.”

“We’ll change that on this trip, if you want,” I said. “Or we could make a food tour the focus of our next trip if you’d prefer to stay in the resort this time.”

Velvet giggled. “Sounds wonderful. I’m loving my food too. But I’m also loving sharing this meal with all of you.”

We finished our meals in complete silence. That silence started to feel awkward, and I knew exactly why. My relationship with the Nightmare Girls did not follow the typical progression of a romantic relationship. Meeting them, there was this sort of consensus among all of them almost right away that they were into me, and when they joined the streamer house operation, it just felt logical at the time to have them enter the harem rotation. Hephi and Pinky engineered that initiative in the name of satisfying my dragon nature, but truth be told I could have held off.

That early decision had made things a little awkward. I knew them sexually before I really knew them emotionally, which felt weird to say the least, and they all got conditioned to seek that kind of relationship with me because of the abomination that was the Brock Point System. Also, I was really bad at tactfully turning them down.

So…whereas I could sit with the Dream Girls for hours on end and always have something to say, I hadn’t really reached that level of connection and rapport with the Nightmare Girls yet. The quiet between us still felt strained. At least to me.

We did everything out of sequence. First should come friendship. Then should come trust, then romance, and then and only then, sex. But my life was so wacky because of my unusual Splice Partner, my in-demand status as a romantic partner, complex harem politics and economics, and the instant chemistry I seemed to have with quite a few women, that somehow things ended up this fucked up way.

They deserved so much more than just…this. Honestly? So did I.

I expected to run into a problem sooner or later. Maybe tonight, even. I thought for sure that the ladies would use the boring movie as an opportunity to seduce me yet again, and this time I’d be put in the awkward situation of being forced to tell them no, and finding a way to do it gently while explaining the problem that I saw. At least half of them would likely be sensitive about it, even if the others took it well. But as the night unfolded, that’s not what happened.

They…fell asleep. One by one, each of the Nightmare Girls gave way to slumber, probably too relaxed from their massages. It started with Lunaticia, snoozing on the floor in front of my feet, and the other girls drawing a mustache on her face and giggling quietly at their mischief. Then, ironically and amusingly, Ember Black fell asleep, followed by Viperka and Petal, who even returned to her pot in the corner, clearing up some more room on the couch.

The only one left awake was Velvet.

Velvet snuggled against my arm, hugging it tightly as she nuzzled it from the side so that her antlers wouldn’t gore me in the face. She smelled really good. Sweet. Honeylike. I could feel her cool breath on my neck as she occasionally looked up at me.

“Are you having a good trip, Broccoli?” she asked after a while. It still felt awkward, like she was trying to say something, anything, to pierce the weird quiet.

I turned away from the movie, which I had only kind of been watching, to smile at her. “Of course.”

“Good,” she said. “What’s your favorite part so far?”

“Honestly?” I started, scratching my chin. “Just talking to you girls. Getting to know you.”

Her eyes widened. “Not the…other stuff?”

I chuckled at that, unable to help myself. “The so-called other stuff is great, don’t get me wrong. But I think it’s time to switch gears a bit, don’t you? It’s been on my mind for the whole trip so far.”

“Oh…” Her voice seemed suddenly shaky and embarrassed.

“Don’t worry,” I told her, putting my arm around her. “Look—the way I see it, I’ve already basically fallen for all you girls, but I don’t know you well enough to quite articulate as to why. That’s kind of what I’m looking for on this trip. I want to be able to put my finger on just why it is that I like you all so much.”

“You want to know us better?” she asked, fluttering her eyelashes. “That’s sweet. I guess I kind of forget how one-way our relationship can be like that.”

I quirked my brow. “What do you mean?”

“Hephi and Pinky’s harem orientation had us watch hours of you interacting with them and talking on the news and rescuing kittens from trees and all kinds of stuff like that. And we had to memorize everything about you, too,” she explained. “They said it would help us fall into the groove and come to love you quicker, and I guess it did.”

I laughed at that, shaking my head in amusement. “That is absolutely some bullshit they would come up with.”

Velvet gasped. “Do you disapprove?”

“Not really. But it does create an imbalance. You know everything about me while I’m still getting to know you.”

“So we should try and get over that little hump,” Velvet giggled. “You can get to know me now.”

I nodded, grinning at her. “That’s exactly right. I want to get to know you very badly, actually. Right now, I mostly just know that you play Loremasters, you’re good friends with the rest of the Nightmare Girls and Satina, you like when I kiss your ears, and you pee a lot. I also know your personality very well, and right now that’s what I cling to when I think of how much I care about you, but it’s not enough in the long term.”

“That’s…” Her voice trailed off as she giggled a little bit, nuzzling against me more. She lifted her leg and rested it atop my lap. “Yeah, I can see how it’s odd, being in a relationship this close with someone who you only know on a physical and emotional level but know nothing about in terms of…trivia?”

“I don’t want to put too much pressure on you to talk, though,” I quickly said, noticing her confidence start to disintegrate even as she smiled. Her body language seemed to shrink in on her, tensing up as she fretfully pondered what next to say.

“Oh. It’s—it’s fine,” she started.

“I mean it, though. Here—tell me just one thing about you I don’t know. That would be enough for tonight.”

She thought about it, pressing her face against my bicep. “Hmmmm…Oh! Okay. I actually didn’t used to play Loremasters before meeting the other girls.”

“Oh?” I asked. “You’re pretty good, though. Like, one of the better ones on the team. How did you shape up fast enough to start doing ranked games?”

“I played a mobile game that’s almost exactly the same first. It’s called Rites of War. Aside from the characters looking different and having different names and voices, and some minor details, it’s basically the same game as Loremasters with touch controls.”

That sounded familiar somehow. “I think I remember that Satina used to play the same game back in the day.”

She blushed and pulled her phone out of her purse on the floor. “I still play it, to be honest. Though I don’t let my fans know my username because the social system is a bit too loose unless you register a streamer account, and I haven’t really had a reason to do that yet.”

“Really?” I asked. “When do you find time to play?”

“It’s easy to find a minute here and there for a random mobile game. Most people doomscroll on their phones for hours a day and you don’t question that, right?”

I laughed. “Fair point.”

She bit her lip. “Do you maybe…wanna play a match with me? As teammates, of course.” She wiggled her phone beside her pretty head.

“Let me download it first,” I mumbled. I plucked my phone out of my pocket, navigated to the app store, and found the Rites of War app in a matter of seconds. “You’re going to have to walk me through this.”

“Nah, I don’t need to,” she told me flatly. “If you know Loremasters, you can figure this out, I promise.”

She was right. After I downloaded the game and made my account, it was pretty familiar after that. I selected a giant anthropomorphic manticore with medieval plate armor and an oversized sword as the character for my first game. “I chose Gruntra,” I said, smiling at her. “Is that alright?”

“Gruntra is pretty good for a tank. If you’re doing that, I’ll play support and we’ll lane together up top. I just hope there’s a DPS playing mid that can carry us,” she noted with a smirk.

I grinned back at her. “Here’s hoping.”

We played not just one but four games in a row, lasting about an hour and twenty minutes in total. The credits had long since rolled by the time we were done, and somewhere along the way, Velvet had ended up in my lap.

“This is really nice,” she whispered, her antlers kind of framing my face as I rested my chin on the top of her head.

“Agreed,” I said.

“Broccoli?” She said my pet name like a secret question.

“Yeah?”

She carefully turned herself around in my lap and looked me in the eyes as she wrapped her legs and arms around my back. “Do you think we can do this again sometime?”

“Anytime,” I told her, grinning. “I noticed that 3v3 is the main mode in Rites of War. We should get Satina in on it and form our own team. Maybe it’s something we could stream together one day if we get streamer privacy settings on our accounts.”

Velvet’s eyes widened. “Do you mean it?! Would you really do that with me?”

“I’d fucking love to,” I laughed. “Yeah, absolutely, please and thank you. Loremasters is a lot of fun, but I like slouching on the couch when I do my gaming, so this suits me waaay better. And I love the idea of us having our own little thing together, don’t you?”

Velvet answered by pressing her lips against mine and hugging me tightly. “I knew you were worth it,” she whispered as she pulled back a minute later, a little bead of spit still connecting us. She wiped it away and blushed.

“I’m glad I passed the test, then,” I said.

“Am I…worth it?” she asked.

“Asking if you’re worth it implies that there’s some downside to you that needs to be balanced,” I said. “So far I haven’t found one thing about you that I don’t like. As I continue to get to know you, maybe that’ll change, but one thing that won’t is that you are absolutely someone I can and will treasure.”

Her cheeks went bright red and her eyes went dewy as she stared back at me, smiling. “I really like you, Brock.”

“I like you too.”

“One day,” she went on nervously, “I can tell we’re gonna say it together, aren’t we?”

“Say what?”

“I love you,” she muttered, blushing. “One day, we’ll say it to each other. Or…you’ll say it back, I guess. I feel it.”

I grinned at her and stroked her cheek. “I’m sure we will.”


Chapter 16 - Brock


Velvet was asleep in my lap for about twenty minutes before Ember Black roused awake. The pegasus girl’s eyes widened with shock as she realized she’d been sleeping. “W-w-we’re wasting time!”

I almost snorted. “Hardly. Velvet and I had a great time, and there is nothing more calming than you girls sleeping around me.”

The pegasus girl frowned anyway. “Th-thank you, b-b-but we only have th-this weekend to…to…be with you.”

“You make it sound like this is the last chance we have to spend time with each other, but it isn’t like that at all,” I reminded her. “We’ll do this again next month, and as soon as we’re home, we’re going right back to the normal schedule. I’ll still see you all the time. There’s no urgency.”

Ember Black nodded but remained obviously unconvinced, which kind of stressed me out just a bit, but I could understand where she was coming from. “G-girls! W-wake up! It’s barely night, and we’re all asleep!”

“You don’t need to—”

Lunaticia woke up next. “Shit. I totally passed out.”

“You’ve got something on your face,” I chuckled, pointing at the doodled mustache. She glanced at the standing mirror in the corner.

“Motherfuckers.” She wiped it off on her sleeve, smudging a little but removing the lion’s share of it.

Ember Black frantically paced the room, gathering up her things. “Hurry! W-we’re wasting time!”

Viperka stretched and rolled her eyes at Lunaticia while Velvet roused in my lap. “Don’t be dramatic. It’s not a big deal.”

“Maybe we should see about rescheduling that flippin’ massage for tomorrow to the evening if it’s going to make us fall asleep again,” Petal suggested, yawning. “Maybe I can convince Treia to bop my boobies after dark.”

“Why would you want that?” I asked, my brow crinkling with confusion.

She shrugged, but Viperka gave the answer. “She misses Blossom a lot. Treia is the dryad masseuse at the spa, and she kind of looks like her. That’s all.”

I smiled at Petal. “Is that true? You miss Blossom?”

Her eyes welled up. “A widdle bit,” she admitted.

“Well, she’s streaming until midnight since you’re gone,” I said. “Grab your phone and you can watch her.”

“Okay!”

“What are we going to do next?” Velvet asked, still cozied up in my lap. “It’s still not that late.”

“I heard the dome looks transparent at night from this place,” Viperka said. “Maybe we could go stargazing?”

I beamed at her. “That’s an awesome idea. Everyone up for it?”

“Sure!” Ember Black replied, and the girls all got up and put on their sandals. Petal, however, put on her Blossom merch slippers and grabbed a Blossom doll out of her bag that I didn’t even know existed until that exact moment.

We headed outside and laid out some towels. The world was tinted dark blue, as it was an hour or two after sunset already. Still, visibility was good, thanks to the billions of stars that seemed to light up the dome tonight. It was beyond beautiful. It was breathtaking.

I caught the girls looking up at the sky before we even lay down. I couldn’t hold back a smile at the sight of their awestruck faces. “It’s so pretty,” Viperka said with a hoarse gasp caught halfway in her throat. “Gods, it’s amazing.”

“Even in my homeworld, the sky w-w-was never like this,” Ember Black added.

“We’re in space with no atmosphere outside our bubble,” I pointed out. “The view outside the dome is uncompromised now that we’ve parked around a single star. Look—there’s an asteroid belt passing us by.”

“You’d be lucky to see a single shooting star back on my world,” Viperka noted.

Lunaticia just stared for a moment. She spoke after no one else did. “Horcross City’s sky isn’t like this either. It’s a demiplane, and so it looks fake compared to this.”

Velvet just stared, hugging my arm, no doubt feeling a bit closer to me after what happened between us earlier. I looked down at her, and she shifted her gaze away from the sky to smile at me. “This was a good idea.”

I looked around to find Petal. I found her on her stomach, looking at her phone, giggling and kicking her feet as she watched Blossom’s stream. I could hear the flower sprite’s voice now that I focused on it. “That’s right, you fuggin’ noobs. For that shit performance, I will personally bus over there and supervise your fuggin’ uninstall process!”

“Oh, Blossom,” Petal giggled. “You’re so wise.”

I was starting to question whether or not Petal knew what the word meant, but I sat down on the towel beside hers and lay on my back. The other girls all got situated as well—Lunaticia between my legs, using my crotch and stomach as a pillow, Viperka lying perpendicular to us, with her cheek rubbing against the top of my head, Ember Black on Petal’s other side, and Velvet clinging to the arm facing away from Petal.

“You d-d-d-doing alright, honey?” Ember Black asked, placing a hand on Petal’s back. Her feet stopped kicking.

“Kind of,” Petal murmured. “Xenodryads get very attached to the people we depend on. Blossom is my best friend. Brock is my boyfriend. Whenever I’m separated from one of them for too long, I get deeply, deeply sad.”

“That sounds rough,” I noted. “For what it’s worth, I’d get sad to be separated from you, too. You’re a bundle of sugar-sweet sunshine.”

She turned her head and smiled at me. “Thank you.” With a chaste peck, she kissed me on the lips, then looked back at her feed of Blossom’s stream on her phone. “Maybe I need to go home tomorrow. Just to see her for a little bit. I can come back after that.”

“If you really need to, that’s fine,” I said. “We’ll miss you while you’re gone. Maybe we can go swimming again or do something you wouldn’t want to do anyway in the time you’re away.”

“Maybe,” she sighed. “I probably shouldn’t leave. I should try my best to be strong! I’m not a podling anymore.”

“Getting homesick or missing someone isn’t anything to be embarrassed about,” Velvet reassured her. “But it’s a personal decision. I can understand the way you think no matter what you choose, so just do what feels right.”

Petal set her phone down, putting it on mute in the process. She turned on her side to face me, grinning, even as her eyes filled with tears. “I want to be close to Brocky. I don’t want to leave him either.”

“Well good. I don’t want you to leave, but I also don’t want you to be sad, so whatever you need, we’ll make it happen.”

She nodded and wiped her eyes before hugging my arm between the valley her breasts formed. “Xenodryads are pretty rare in Meteoropolis. I’m the only plant girl of any kind that arrived in a capsule.”

I furrowed my brow. “That’s because you came gift-wrapped from the Elloway,” I reminded her. “He made sure that the soul scrapers found you all and brought you here so I’d meet you since we’re soulmates in another universe or something like that. It’s a bit complicated.”

Petal’s eyes widened as she recalled it. “Yeah, I guess it makes me special, but it’s lonely. I had a really mean host when I was a Capsule Puppy. She said I was stupid and could never find a job or be respected by anyone.”

Never had I transitioned into rage from calm so fast in such a quiet moment. “What? Who the fuck was that?”

“She’s nobody important,” Petal sighed. “Don’t try and punish her, please, I don’t want that.”

“Hell, I do,” Viperka growled. “What a heartless person.”

“Why did she say something like that?” Lunaticia asked, clearly horrified as well.

Petal whimpered. “When I first came to Meteoropolis, I was really confused. It isn’t anything like my world at all. My world was a magical place with nothing but trees and flowers and mushrooms as far as you looked. You could walk for days without finding another person who could talk.”

“Yep, this city is very different,” I admitted. “I can see why that was overwhelming.”

“My host tried to teach me about the city but she wasn’t very patient. I wandered into the streets pretty often, and she ran after me one time and pushed me out of the way of an oncoming car. She got very badly injured. She was mad at me for that, and I never felt so horrible.”

“So she saved you, actually.” That changed things. “Did she recover?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Well. She can walk again now, last I checked, but she still walks with a limp.”

I could see why that person blew up at Petal in retrospect. Still, it was hardly the plant girl’s fault, either. Not really, anyway. I grabbed her hand. “Everyone has things in their past that they regret,” I told her. “My sister and I said some horrible things to each other as kids. She hated my guts, I swear—but look at us now. She’s helping raise my kids, and she’s the reason I’m here at all.”

“But,” Viperka said, interjecting, “I have to point out that sometimes we fuck up and people just hate us—and that’s life. Sometimes we do terrible things, on purpose or not, and those decisions haunt us even after we’re forced to move on. When Ember and I were just starting out, I really said some horrible things to her. Things I wish I could take back.”

Ember Black stayed conspicuously quiet, and I wondered how she was feeling at having that brought up, whatever Viperka was referring to.

Petal whimpered. “It’s not the same. I really hurt that woman.”

“I really hurt our friend,” Viperka countered, choking up as well. “Ember, I—”

“D-d-d-don’t,” she muttered. “If you cry, then I’ll c-cry, and then n-next thing you know, everyone will b-be crying!”

“I—I was horrible to you!” Viperka wailed with unexpected volume that was enough to make Lunaticia sit up and turn around. Petal and Velvet’s heads craned to look at her too, and I reached a hand up, offering it to her to hold if she wanted to. “I called you…terrible things for no fucking reason.”

“That’s not t-t-true,” Ember Black mumbled. “You h-had your reasons.”

“Not good ones,” Viperka growled.

Petal sniffled. “It can’t be that bad. It’s just words.”

It went quiet for a moment. “It was bad,” Viperka said at last. “She was hounding me for rent when she knew I was struggling to find work at the time. We were both broke and days away from getting evicted. When she blew up at me, I broke and mocked her stutter to her face and called her…I can’t say it.”

“Don’t,” Ember Black said, her voice firm. “P-please, don’t. Just forget it.”

“I can tell you’re both past that now,” I noted. “Viperka, your obvious regret has to mean something. Blackie, I’m not sure if you’re telling her to quiet down because it’s too painful to bring back up, or because it’s water under the bridge, but you seem like you’ve blown past it too. Everyone makes mistakes.”

Ember Black nodded. “To be c-c-c-clear, Vipey, I forgive you.”

“Thanks,” she said. “That makes one of us. You didn’t deserve that.”

“If she forgives you, then you can forgive yourself when you’re ready,” I told her. “I’ve done things I regret too. Even with the Dream Girls.”

Ember Black nodded knowingly. “P-Pinky told me.”

“About the trip into space for five weeks?” I asked.

Her face contorted in confusion. “N-n-no. About—about the t-time you wore a condom.”

An unamused expression overtook me. “She can’t still be upset about that.”

“She c-c-ried about it with m-me and Hephi last week.”

“That was, like, a month ago,” I protested, hesitant to even believe this was actually coming up. “We ran out of my contraceptive pill. She was ovulating. When I try to pull out, she leg locks me. I had to do it.”

Ember Black shook her head at me, her eyes narrowed.

“The fact that you still think that way means you haven’t grown yet,” Lunaticia sighed with disappointment.

Okay, we weren’t going to see eye to eye on that. Time to find a new example. I cleared my throat. “Another thing I regret was being too hard on Mamba and Tahini about using their powers and skills when I thought they could get caught. I had trouble connecting to them on that, relating to how they felt at me limiting their ability to help me or use the things that made them unique.”

“You’re a good man, Brock,” Velvet said. “You just wanted to keep them safe. It’s like you said—everyone regrets it, but would you really have done anything different if it happened again?”

“Yes,” I said. “I would have listened more.”

Lunaticia cleared her throat, causing us all to look at her where she sat between my legs. “I think I speak for all the Nightmare Girls when I say—I don’t have any complaints about the way you treat us.”

“I’m glad,” I told her, smiling softly. “Still—I think we can all do better.”

Lunaticia shook her head. “No. Listen—I’m not as emotionally complex as the others, so maybe I’m just speaking for myself, but you already fulfill all my needs. I feel safe. I feel provided for. I feel like I’m allowed space to do my own thing. I feel like I have a family and friends, many of whom I owe to you. And…I heard you talking to Velvet earlier. I know you say you want less sex but—I don’t. That’s important to my species and culture.”

I nodded as I listened to her. “It’s not that I—”

Ember Black screeched in horror. “D-d-d-did she say less sex?!”

“I mean, there are other ways to be close to him, Blackie,” Viperka chuckled.

“B-b-but the schedule! If we d-d-don’t use it wisely—”

I cut her off, laughing. “That’s exactly the problem. The schedule gets in the way of us actually connecting on a deeper level. Yes, a bit less sex for most of you would be ideal—at least until I feel like I’ve earned your love.”

Ember Black’s eyes widened. “B-b-but I do…well, if I’m not allowed to s-s-say I love you, then…I really, really like you.”

“And I feel that way, too, absolutely,” I reassured her. “About all of you, by the way. I don’t want you to worry. I’m really happy with how things are going with us—I just want to spend more time just being with you. In fact…” I performed the series of gestures I learned earlier in the day, and they watched with puzzled expressions as motes of iridescent light emitted from my fingertips. Next thing I knew, a webbed dome appeared around us like translucent spiderthread tinted pink.

The girls looked around, trying to get a read on what just happened. “Did the stars in the sky stop moving?” Viperka asked, pointing up through the Chrono Dome.

I felt my heart swell with pride and my muscles relax with relief. I pulled it off.

“I don’t hear any cicadas anymore either,” Lunaticia commented.

Velvet gasped. “Broccoli, what did you do?!”

“I gave us some extra time,” I said. “It’s not much for now—but as long as we’re all inside this temporal containment field, the world around us will be frozen solid from our perspective for about… well, it’s hard to say how long. It’s my first time casting the spell alone. Maybe an added twenty minutes, maybe more. But if I work at this over time, maybe I’ll find a way to expand the field and the duration infinitely.”

Ember Black’s eyes narrowed. “D-d-d-did you see that fucking wizard?”

“Give him a break, Blackie,” Viperka chuckled. “This is pretty amazing.”

I pressed on, pouring my heart out for them. “Girls, I want an eternity with you. You don’t need to feel rushed or stressed to have sex with me every time I see you. That’s not the only kind of closeness I want with you, and more importantly—someday, maybe soon, we won’t have any time constraints at all.”

Their eyes lit up with amazement at the idea. “We…could really have everything we ever wanted,” Lunaticia said. “With no compromises. Forever.”

“That’s the idea,” I confirmed, grinning. “So what do you say? Are you in this with me forever? Past the end of time? Hell, fuck the end of time and the death of the universe—we’ll outlive it. Are you with me, Nightmare Girls?”

“Of c-c-c-course!” Ember Black gushed.

“Forever with you and Blossom?” Petal asked, catching up at last. “Count me the flip in!”

“You know I’m with you, Broccoli.”

Viperka smirked. “What the hell. Sure, I’ll sign on with you losers.”

Lunaticia purred for a moment as all eyes landed on her. “Hell yes. But for the record, I still want to get fucked as often as possible. Feelings can come later.”

I laughed, my shoulders bouncing with mirth. “Noted.”


Chapter 17 - Viperka


Viperka was the first to wake up the next morning. She awoke in one of the hotel beds beside Petal, but she wasn’t sure how or when she got there. Well— how was actually pretty easy to puzzle out. There was little doubt that a certain handsome Solar Dragon had probably carried them all to bed one by one—maybe two by two—once they all conked out on the glittering resort sand. He had not been privy to Ember Black’s plan to have Viperka sleep with her and Brock, so she ended up here, in the bed next to her bags.

The thought of Brock carrying her to bed made her feel warm in her core, her tail stretching then coiling as she sat up. She glanced down at the xenodryad beside her—lying on the bed with the sheets over her chest, but her feet dangling off the edge and placed in her pot. She looked utterly adorable, of course, like always. With a twinge of sisterly affection, Viperka leaned forward and kissed Petal on the forehead, a gesture meant only for herself. To her regret, though, the action roused the xenodryad, and her eyes fluttered open.

“Good morning, Vipey,” Petal sighed, stretching nice and big. “I’m still sleepy so I’m gonna keep on doin’ this for a bit, mmkay?”

“No problem, sweety,” the naga said, using two of her four arms to renew the tuck-in job that Brock had done for Petal last night. “Sleep tight.”

A bit of sunlight filtered in golden shafts through the bamboo blinders on the window. Viperka looked at the floor, finding it in a bit of a state of disarray. She decided to tidy up a bit—no one else was about to. Looking at the clock, it was still probably about an hour, maybe more, until she could expect the other girls up. Brock, however, would probably rise and literally shine the moment he sensed her moving around from the other room.

A selfish urge filled her. As she picked up some of Petal’s dirty clothes and tossed them in the laundry bag hanging from the edge of the entertainment stand, she whipped a chair with her tail. On purpose. She grinned deviously when she heard a rumble of movement from beyond the door into the master bedroom—where Brock must have been lying beside the slumbering pegasus girl.

He heard her. He was getting up to check on her. What a predictable son of a bitch—and sweet.

Brock opened the door, sure enough, and beamed at her. “Morning,” he whispered, a big smile on his perfect face. He closed the door as quietly as he could so as not to wake Ember Black in the room behind him, probably, but it struck her as a hilariously pointless thing to do given the fact that another girl was sleeping in this room, which he now wandered into.

“Morning, Brock,” she said, smiling back at him. Her eyes scanned him once or twice. He looked fucking amazing, even fresh out of bed. Fucking unfair. She could only imagine the mess her long black hair was.

He gestured at the laundry bag she was filling with Petal’s worn skirt. “Need any help tidying up?”

She shook her head. “Not really. I woke up and decided I was well and truly awake, so I just resolved to keep myself busy while the others slept.” She wandered over to the door to pick up someone’s bra—Velvet’s judging by the tiny size of it. The bra was hanging on top of a plastic bag. She picked up the bra, but also took the opportunity to peer into the bag. It was the first time she noticed it.

Brock watched her with interest as she snooped around. Her eyes widened when she saw its contents. “This is that rune thingy Petal and I found on the beach yesterday.”

The solar dragon nodded an honest confirmation, hiding nothing. “Yes, it is. I was going to mention it last night when I used that spell, but the vibes were just so good I decided not to bother.”

“Why?” she asked. “Why then in particular, I mean?”

“Because of what it is,” he explained. He pointed at the door. “If you want to talk about it, we can speak more loudly outside.”

Viperka’s eyes were wide at this point, but she nodded, her interest entirely captured. “Uh—yeah. Definitely. Let’s go.”

Brock followed her out the door to their comfy villa, walking her out onto the sand. They were just in time to catch the artificial sunrise—a brilliant display of colors on the dome. Brock grabbed her hand and spoke again, now at a more typical volume. “It’s a spell amplifier—experimental magitech. A group of scientists came here with a bunch of stuff like that for a conference with Trigger the Chrono Magus. The last night of it, they got trashed and left a few things behind. That’s one that the hotel staff missed.”

“Did the wizard tell you this?”

“No,” he chuckled. “Our liaison did. I paid her to leave it with me.”

Viperka actually gasped. “That’s illegal—that’s…well, obviously that’s theft and bribery.”

“If they come calling, I’ll take full responsibility and strike a deal. Truthfully, if it works I may reach out to them anyway. I shouldn’t be using magic, but so far no one has called me out on that either—I kind of hope someone comes looking and I get a chance to apply for some kind of license.”

“What are you talking about?” she asked, unable to believe what she was hearing. “Why? What’s the point?”

Brock turned to her. “You girls are the point. If I were just a single man, I could happily live one lifetime and that would be okay. But I never want to let you go. And I’ve heard from the Elloway and his family themselves just what fate has in store for me—and more generally, people who die. Did you know that literally everyone used to go to hell in our universe? At least all people with human souls.”

Her face must have screwed up into something pretty twisted because Brock actually laughed at the expression she landed on. “Everyone went to hell?”

“Humans, yeah—and those with human enough souls, I think. I’m not sure where nagas fall in that, and I gather it’s not like that anymore—but what does tend to happen is reincarnation. And I have a problem with that.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Because I’m selfish. Reincarnation probably doesn’t apply to me, but if it does, I don’t want to reincarnate into a world without the people I love—and I don’t really like the idea of you moving on in the same way without me being there with you. I reject the afterlife. I reject reincarnation. I reject reality. I even reject fate and the words that God himself laid out for me.”

“So this spell amplifier—”

“I will find a way to make the universe—or at least Meteoropolis and Esoterica—truly eternal, out of time. I will never give you up so long as you’re willing to be with me. And not just you, but all of you. The Dream Girls, the Nightmare Girls, the Evil Girls…”

The naga felt a little intimidated by the unhinged honesty—but she didn’t hate it. “That’s pretty intense, Brock,” she said.

He frowned. “I can understand if it’s a bit much. I wouldn’t ever rope you into this kind of scheme if it’s against your will. That’s why I’m being truthful in the first place.”

“No, no,” she said, putting her hands on his chest and licking her lips. “No, it’s not like that at all. I’m open to the idea of forever being with you and my friends…It sounds like it might get a little monotonous after a while, but I’m sure we’ll be able to make some entertainment.”

When Brock’s brow quirked, she realized it came out much hornier than she meant it. Oh well.

Brock smiled at her after a moment, apparently picking up on her actual meaning. “How would you make entertainment? Everyone’s got something, right? Pinky Peach could probably play Loremasters until the end of time and beyond. Mamba continues to experiment with her psychic powers. Tahini is a tech whizz. Satina has…well she has food.”

“The Nightmare Girls all have our things, too, it’s true,” she said. “You’ll pick up on them with time, but for me?” Viperka sighed. “It’s kind of embarrassing to be honest.”

“What is it?” Brock asked. “I promise I won’t laugh unless you want me to.”

She smirked, her green cheeks blushing. “I…knit.”

Brock’s face didn’t change. “Knit? Like, with yarn or whatever?”

“Yeah.”

“How is that embarrassing? I know how to knit too. I took it as a high school elective. It’s pretty darn relaxing to be honest. I bet I still remember how to make a scarf.”

For some reason that cracked her the fuck up, and she erupted into a loud laugh that infected him as well.

“Ah, so now you laugh at me instead,” Brock noted with a performative wince. “Oh, how the tables turn.”

I’m sorry!” she said, falling forward a bit and hugging him. “Gods, you’re so fucking cute, you know that?”

Brock patted her on the head. “Goddamn right. I’m adorable. Like a goddamn Jigglypuff.”

“A what?”

“Nothing.”


Chapter 18 - Brock


&gt; Brock. The police need you back for a moment. An elemental battery exploded and spawned a bunch of feral elementals downtown.

My eyes glazed over as I read the former commissioner’s message. I typed a quick response.

> Ping me the location.

> That seemed like a brief reply. Are you busy?

I looked down at Ember Black’s face as she smooched my cock, leaving purple lipstick stains all over its length. This was the good part—or rather, it was about to be. She was seconds away from working her magic and was presently leading up to it. Even worse, Viperka was kissing my neck.

> I’m not NOT busy.

Go’Urden started and stopped typing a reply several times. Eventually he just landed on a brief apology and the location of the event. With a whimper, I patted the pegasus elf on the head. Her eyes widened.

“D-d-d-do you have to go?!” she asked, horrified.

I reached down and pulled my dick away from her mouth, but she chased it with her lips a little until I tucked it back in my pants. “Believe me, no one’s sorrier than I am,” I said.

“Just like you to run out right when it’s getting good,” Viperka sighed, rolling away from me and crossing her arms. No sooner had she finished saying it than did her entire body seem to tense up with regret.

I glanced at her in shock that she’d say such a thing, a look of hurt on my face. I understood her unhealthy defense mechanism—sometimes it amused me, but this time it hit me right where I was vulnerable. She winced at my gaze. “I’m sorry,” I told her. “Really, I am.”

“...Me too,” she said. “I didn’t…mean it. Fuck…”

Ember Black scowled at her, then at me. “Be quick. N-n-now I’ve got the taste of it on m-m-my lips and that’s un-f-f-fair.”

“I’ll be back as quickly as I can be,” I promised. I leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead, then looked at Viperka, not sure what to do with her.

She scooted closer, tapping her forehead with her long pink nails and pouting. “I said I was sorry.”

I smirked and obliged, smooching her forehead as well. “I forgive you. I’ll be back as quickly as I can be.”

With that, I shifted into my draconic form and solarported through the open window to the location in question. As I surveyed the scene, the degree of the chaos washed over me. Water, fire, earth, and air elementals used as a power source in this section of the Sylvan District had gotten loose and regained some sense of consciousness, even if they weren’t sentient or intelligent per se. It was like a running of the bulls gone wrong—and all the bulls had magical elemental powers.

My top priority was the fire elementals, since they could do the most damage in the shortest amount of time. I dealt with them first, swooping in at street-size and swallowing as many of them as I could. I rampaged through the streets on all fours, which must have been a horrifying sight for all the cars and flying vehicles in my way, but I avoided them the best I could. One hover car crashed into my wing, but I caught it and set it gingerly onto the sidewalk.

I belched after swallowing a particularly large elemental. In the meantime, I felt my phone vibrate.

I need to qualify that with an explanation. See—when I shift into dragon form, anything I’m carrying on my person sort of gets absorbed and pulled into my body in a weird way. It’s hard to describe. However, Tahini recently developed an app that detects when I’m in ‘full-ass dragon mode’ as she calls it. If I am, it’ll read my text messages to me in the voice of the person who sent it—so long as it’s someone in our friends and family plan.

The first message was apparently from Petal.

> Brocky! You’re on the news! Can you wave at the camera?

I glanced around for the camera in question and found a news crew with a van illegally driving on the sidewalk to catch the action. They pointed their camera in my face and I waved back obediently. The field reporter, a blood elf, swooned and fell over. “Sorry,” I grunted to the cameraman.

> Brocky! You look so cute in your solar form! I wish I was there to soak up those fuggin’ rays!

I assumed that was Petal right until the last two words. Ah. So the Dream Girls were also watching. Nice. No pressure. I continued gobbling up elementals, and I also smacked one water elemental with my tail, launching it into a burning building. The resulting splatter neutralized the fire.

> Oh my stars, Brock, honey! You’re right next to my favorite barbecue spot! Would you mind picking me up something and dropping it off before you go back to the hotel?

Jesus. This was getting chaotic. Tahini’s invention might not have been a net positive after all. Trying to remain focused, I settled my gaze on a particularly thick throng of air elementals. Eating them was the worst. They made me gassy. Even so, I leapt forward and descended upon the throng with my jaws, crushing their ethereal forms between my teeth—bringing new meaning to the phrase ‘breaking wind’.

I swallowed them down too quickly, instantly regretting it as my belly swelled. A pack of fire elementals shambled toward me, running like zombies in a B movie, some of them flying, but with a powerful belch I blew out their flames, leaving only red wisps floating in the air. I swallowed those down too for good measure.

> That was the least sexy thing I’ve ever seen you do as a dragon.

That was from Pinky Peach. Being judged for burping by the mother of my own child. Nice.

Mamba’s message sang a different tune, though.

> Nice. How’s your tummy, though?

It felt better, actually, after the last burp. Glancing around, I figured that the crisis was over. Just after the nick of time, I also started to hear sirens in the distance drawing near. The collateral damage and any minor leftovers could easily be handled by the cops, I figured. No issues there.

However—when I went into the sky for a bird’s eye view of the situation, I realized that the crisis wasn’t quite as resolved as I thought.

> I’m watching you on the news. You look stupid. Koriana says hi.

Fucking Dr. Luna.

Normally, I was pretty good at multitasking. I could listen to an audiobook while cleaning my room, cooking, or cutting the lawn no problem. Apparently, though, my self-control drew the line at trying to ignore messages from my women and friends while saving the day.

It took me an embarrassingly long period of time to process what I was seeing from this high up vantage point. There was another cluster of elementals several blocks away. I dove toward them, pulling my wings back to make a quick descent.

> I’m really sorry about earlier. I don’t know why I said that. It’s not your fault.

Something about the tone that the narration took for her voice calmed me—and maybe because I wanted to hear what she had to say, too. I knew that she didn’t mean it when she said shit like that. For the most part, we were all willing to take her at her toxic trait with open arms and just accept it as a part of her that she’d one day work through. But something about that last remark she made really hit me right where I live.

There were few things that made me more self-conscious than an implication that I was a disappointment to one of my girls. I worked…so hard for them. All of them. Even the ones like Quinny and Hart who I had virtually no romantic relationship with yet. I still cared about their needs, made time for them, desperately sought their smiles like it was the only thing in the universe that mattered.

But I did fuck up. I did sometimes disappoint them. I wasn’t perfect—never have been, never would be. Part of me was like Ember Black, struggling with a belief that maybe someday they’d all wake up and realize they could do better.

So when Viperka pulled away from me and said…that…it hurt. It hurt like few things could, despite being such a throwaway line. Maybe especially because of that. It was so casually stated that part of me thought there had to be truth in it.

As I swam through the small horde of elementals, gobbling them up in twos and threes at a time, I waited, hoping she was going to say more. To my relief, she did.

> You’re a good boyfriend. I’m a shit girlfriend. It’s not you, it’s one hundred percent me. I know that’s something people usually say when it’s you and not them, but I mean it. This is easier to say in text, but I need you to promise you won’t directly acknowledge it. I know you’re busy eating stuff now, so I’ll just trust that you’re going to agree to those terms…

> Brock, I lash out sometimes…to defend my own feelings, to obscure them from others so they can’t judge me. If I act blase and bitchy about shit, then no one can guess what I’m really thinking. At least, that’s how I saw it. But the Nightmare Girls, and you…you taught me that not only can you all see right through me, but you don’t care what I really think. No, wait—that’s not it.

> You do care. You care a lot. You don’t judge me, and that’s the whole reason I was doing this in the first place, the whole reason I developed this horrible habit. I like you, Brock…I really, really like you. And I’m proud that you sometimes have to run out on me to save lives. It sucks when it happens, sure, but it’s also amazing that I’m with a guy like you. So instead of just saying sorry for saying that, I’ll say…thank you. For choosing to make me a part of your life even though I’m an annoying jerk who doesn’t deserve it.

I chuckled at that, feeling much, much better by the end of it—but she wasn’t done. Right as I was gnashing down on the last of the elementals, one more message popped through.

> Seriously, if you try to talk to me about this, I will tail whip you in the dick so fucking hard.

When the coast was clear I shrank back down into my normal, human-looking form, pulling my phone out of my pocket as it reappeared. I navigated to her message and grinned as I typed my reply.

> Got it. I won’t bring it up.

There was a pause…and then one last message came up.

> You look like a fucking dork, grinning on live TV. Also, you’re in your underwear in front of the whole city.

I looked down at my body, realizing she was right. I left in such a hurry that when I departed the villa I had only been wearing my boxers. Even worse, my button in the front was unbuttoned, so I was one false move away from mortifying dick floppage.

Despite that, I shrugged and typed a response.

> Whatever. I look good.

She replied almost instantly.

> No comment.

Once I finished replying to all the other messages and flipped through several butthole pics from Blossom and Petal on my phone, I decided it was high time to head back. As it so happened, the xenodryad in question was lounging alone on the beach, soaking up some rays.

“Hey there, cutie,” I said, beaming down at her.

She pushed up her sunglasses, which looked somewhat comedic coming off her already solid black eyes, and grinned. ‘Hey, Brocky! I was just thinking about you.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah, but that’s not weird. I’m pretty much always thinking about either you or Blossom.”

That made me chuckle and smile all the wider. “Of course. “I just got back. Are you heading inside soon?”

“No. Ember Black is in there and she looked like she was trying to concentrate on something. I was trying to concentrate on something too, actually, now that I think about it.”

“Oh?” I asked, cocking a brow. “What was that?”

“I forgot,” she whimpered. “Something about…business. Oh well!”

I chuckled at her dismissal of her own wayward train of thought. “If you’re out here, and Ember Black is inside, where are the others?”

“Something about the water. They even got Viperka to go along, but my little feeties weren’t made to soak up salt. I’d get sick for sure.”

I sighed sympathetically, crouched down, and gave her a quick hug. She hugged me back, and then seemed to remember something, gasping right in my ear.

“What is it?”

“Oh! I just remembered! I just sent you a super important text message! Did you get it?”

I pulled out my phone and navigated to the messaging app we all used. I tapped her name and profile pic, and soon I was greeted with what she wanted me to see. “This is just a snapshot of your left nipple, babe.”

“How can you tell which one it is?!” she gasped.

“Frequent exposure,” I said, shrugging. “And an attention to detail I guess. Is that what you wanted me to see?”

“Yep!”

“Well it’s great,” I said, slipping my phone back into my pocket and giving her a thumbs up. “Before you ask, I got all the other pictures too. And Blossom’s.”

Her eyes went wide. “Wow, Blossom sent you pics at the same time as me?! Great minds think alike!”

The revelation that that hadn’t been coordinated almost blew my mind—almost. With a wink and a wave, I bid her goodbye and headed inside, eager to catch up with Ember Black and see what she was up to. A part of me worried at the fact that she hadn’t gone with the other girls. But I figured she was okay…hopefully.

Not leaving anything to chance, I picked up the pace and entered the villa, preparing myself for whatever state I might find her in. I wasn’t going to press about the issue with Quinny and her sneaking appointments with her behind my back. I would just be the best Brock I could be in the hopes that eventually, someday soon, she might offer the truth up to me freely.


Chapter 19 - Ember Black


Ember Black had a job to do, and not a very easy one. It felt a little like pointless busy work, but Pinky Peach had given this task to her herself, so she had to take it seriously. She had to complete it, no matter what. The worst thing she could imagine would be her beloved leader losing confidence in her. She’d literally rather die.

“L-let’s see,” she murmured, her brow furrowing as she held the pen in her hands and stared at the sheet of loose-leaf paper on the hotel desk before her. “T-ten things I love about myself. Why is th-this so hard?!”

It should be easy. If she were willing to phone it in and put down something generic or shallow, she could be done in less than five minutes. However, she knew that Pinky intended for her to take the matter to heart and use it as an opportunity for self-reflection. If Pinky wasn’t aware of her struggles with self-esteem, it might have been kind of patronizing, but she knew the unicorn girl’s heart was in the right place. As such, the unicorn girl deserved an earnest attempt from Ember Black.

“I t-trust in y-your leadership, P-Pinky!” Ember whispered to herself.

Sure, she could fill the paper up with a list of her physical features. That would be simple and honest enough to pass muster. She loved her wings, she loved how smooth her horsetail was, and she was proud of her own rack and shapely ass. She was good-looking, so it would have been logical and trivial to list ten things she was happy with when it came to her appearance, but she understood that that wasn’t the point of the exercise. Besides, the appearance stuff all fit under the same umbrella anyway.

The fact that all that was related to her appearance in general inspired her to combine them all into one thing. At least that’d be a start. She jotted down item number one: “I love the way I look.”

That was something. She smiled a little, then suddenly frowned as she realized how sad it was that that was the very first thing she gravitated toward. Was she really that pathetic? That vain? All she could think about was her own sexiness and nothing else? She started erasing it frantically, no longer feeling any pride about her looks, that pride replaced with a deep shame for her own selfish vanity.

The door opened to the bedroom, and Ember Black gasped, startling easily. Her body turned to the intruder, and she let out a sigh of relief and offered a sweet smile once she saw just who it was.

“Oh, sorry,” Brock said, beaming at her. “I just wanted to let you know I’m back. Where are the other girls?”

She shrugged. “I think they went s-s-snorkeling. Petal is texting B-Blossom on the beach outside. They w-were talking about T-T-Titty Patrol last I checked.”

“Yeah, I saw Petal giggling at her phone,” Brock confirmed. “I greeted her for a bit.” He stepped inside the room and closed the door behind him. “Your face looks a little tense. All good?”

She shook her head. “P-P-Pinky Peach g-gave me a job to do while on vacation, and I’m stuck.”

Brock strolled over to her, resting his powerful hands on her shoulders as he looked down at the sheet of paper whose corners she nervously dog-eared every few seconds. She felt her cheeks burn as he read the heading aloud. “Ten Things I Love About Myself,” he said. His hands squeezed her shoulders sympathetically—it was like just reading it, he understood how hard it was for her. “Do you need some help? Inspiration maybe?”

“I d-d-don’t want someone to just t-tell me what to write,” she said, shaking her head so much that her long white hair whipped to and fro.

“Maybe it would help you to hear what other people love about you, though,” he said. “After all, this strikes me as being an assignment based on bolstering your self-worth. I can’t think of a better way to boost that sense of self-worth than helping you understand why others adore you.”

She smirked at him, licking her lips. “Alright, b-b-b-baby. Tell me w-what you’d say.”

Brock stroked his chin like he had a big beard there, but he didn’t. “First thing would be that I love the way you’re the first to take responsibility for the happiness of your friends. Maybe you see it as your job as leader, but I see it more as something you do based on a gentle instinct.”

“W-what do you mean?” she asked, eyes wide. This was absolutely not something she ever would have thought up.

“I remember Lunaticia getting sick a few weeks back, and you went to the store in the middle of the night without telling me to buy her medicine, insisting on handling it yourself rather than asking me. I could have solarported, but you didn’t want to bother me—for the record, I wish you did.”

She laughed a little, smiling. “I kn-kn-know.”

“You’re always the one to check on Velvet whenever she’s been away from the bathroom for too long. You know just how to defuse Viperka when she’s in a mood. And you’re always the first to help Petal when she gets confused or distracted, save for maybe Vipey.”

Ember Black shrugged, biting her lip as she thought about it. “I s-see.”

“The second thing would be I like how seriously you take everything. It might come across as neurotic or anxious to some, and I guess it’s rooted in that too,” he said as he started to massage her shoulders. “Even so, even a silly task like this that would be easy to bullshit your way through you take with the utmost sincerity. That’s a good quality. It’s why you’re a good leader.”

She was definitely blushing, but her charcoal black skin probably made it impossible for him to see. Even so, she felt some sweat pooling around her neck. “And the third? N-n-no pressure.”

“Well, there’s the little things. Your laugh is one thing I love—and I think things like that are things that other people notice, and why lists like this are so hard. I don’t know that I could make a list about myself because I can’t speak for the experience people have when interacting with me. But you—you’re warm. You have an amazingly cute giggle, the way your shoulders bounce when you’re trying to hold it in…” He shook his head. “Impossible not to fall in love with.”

She giggled a little and grabbed his wrist, giving it a squeeze as he continued to rub her shoulders. “Th-thank you. That’s…embarrassing but really n-nice.”

“There was another thing from last night, actually,” Brock admitted. “When Viperka apologized to you about that thing from the past—you forgave her. You went out of your way to forgive her, but she didn’t ask for it. A lot of petty people out there would hang onto that, lording a lack of forgiveness over their friends’ heads when it suited them.”

Ember Black looked down at her paper. “Of course I forgive her. She’s my teammate. My close friend.”

He bent down to hug her from the back. Her wings fluttered against his chest and she nuzzled his cheek with hers. “Ten things is hard—it’s impossible to come up with a list of vastly different things. At the end of the day, we usually like people, whether it’s others or ourselves, for one or two reasons. I think it comes down to the fact that you’re an amazingly sweet friend and a great leader. Everything beyond that is just fluff.”

She giggled. “I bet I c-could come up with t-ten things about you without getting into anything too similar.”

“I doubt it,” he chuckled. “And if you can, it’s because you have the advantage of having read Pinky and Hephi’s fact sheets, pamphlets, and profiles of me, and they’ve compiled all kinds of lists.”

The pegasus girl laughed as she realized he was right. A lot of what she knew and loved about Brock she didn’t necessarily learn first from her own interactions from him. “Still,” she said. “I b-bet I could c-come up with some things.”

“Like what?” he asked.

“Y-you’re a good listener and a g-good talker. Usually it’s one or the other.”

He smiled. “I’m not sure I agree, but I’m glad you feel that way.”

“Sooo…” Ember Black tapped her paper. “W-what do you think I sh-should do?”

“Write as many heartfelt things as you can,” Brock told her. “When you run out of those, get silly and shallow. There’s nothing wrong with being proud of petty or minor things. I like my dick, for example. That’d definitely make my list.”

“It’d p-probably m-make my list for y-you too,” she admitted, her voice quiet and raspy all of a sudden. “Okay. I’ll d-do what you said.”

Brock pulled up a chair and sat beside her, making her tense up in surprise. “Do you mind if I just rest my head for a minute and meditate next to you while you work?” he asked.

She shook her head, her eyes wide as her heart beat hard. “N-no. Go on ahead.”

He leaned forward and rested his head in his hands, closing his eyes. In a few moments, his breathing slowed to nearly nothing. He was getting pretty good with meditation, she noted. She figured it was because practicing it helped him keep his dragon side in check, so it was important for him.

She perked up in surprise as she felt his tail emerge from his back and curl around her ankle. Adding to that bit of unexpected intimacy, his hand rested on her knee. She couldn’t help but smile. And that’s when it hit her—she knew the first thing she loved about herself, more than anything.

Ember Black settled her sights back on her loose-leaf paper, clicking her pen and writing a new “1” in the margin. With a big breath and a grin, she pressed the tip of the pen into the sheet, leaving well-crafted penmanship behind with a simple but important message.

“I am someone who my friends can love and respect, and that means everything to me.”


Chapter 20 - Brock


After meditating, I had moved into the living room area when I realized my presence was slowing the pegasus girl down in her job, as she kept trying to rub my scalp. I excused myself delicately and waited for her, watching TV until the other girls arrived.

All the other girls came back, and they brought Petal inside with them right around the time that Ember Black finally finished with her list. I beamed at her proudly as she emerged from the bedroom with a triumphant smile on her face. “Finished up?”

“The last two things on the l-l-list were my tits and ass, but y-yes!”

I laughed at that. “Hey, it counts!”

“What are you two adorable losers even talking about?” Viperka said as she slithered into the room. She set her purse down and sat beside me on the couch, her tail brushing against me.

“Well at least we’ve been upgraded to adorable losers, Blackie,” I said.

She giggled. “I’ll t-take it.”

We filled them in on what Ember Black had been working on, and they all congratulated her for a task well done until I noticed Petal had remained silent. When I looked at her, she was smiling, but it seemed strained. Forced. Empty behind the eyes. The poor girl.

I cleared my throat, getting all eyes back on me. “Girls, would you mind if I take Petal home to visit Blossom for an hour or so?” I asked. “You girls can check out one of the fancy restaurants while we’re gone. She wouldn’t eat anything anyway.”

They all looked at her, worried expressions on their faces as I brought it up. Petal gasped and blushed, shaking her head and her hands in refusal. “No! Don’t let me be a burden on the trip! Brock, they’re here for you!”

I smiled at her, then looked at the other Nightmare Girls, seeing them smiling knowingly as well. “I think they can handle themselves for a little while, right girls?”

“D-definitely!” Ember Black said. “Petal, it’s okay! Really!”

Velvet hugged Petal. “We’ll miss you for the short time that you’re gone, but we can handle ourselves until then. It’s just an hour or so.”

Viperka and Lunaticia said nothing, but both smiled at her. Petal broke out into a dramatic sob. “I wuv you all so muuuuch!” she squealed, water streaming down her cheeks.

I called ahead to warn Blossom to wait for us in the panic room, and she very eagerly agreed, sending not one but two unnecessary butthole pics to celebrate. With a smile and a chuckle, I took Petal into the bedroom and made sure she was ready. “When I dial in the code, we’ll teleport back to our panic room and Blossom will probably be waiting there for us. Are you ready?”

“Can we get back here?” she asked. “Are we only allowed to use their teleportation pad once?”

“We can use it as much as we want since we’re VIPs,” I told her. “I’ll text Gemma to coordinate it when we’re done.”

Petal’s cheeks brightened and she grinned. “Great, Brocky. Let’s do it.”

I typed in the code and both of us phased away, teleporting into the familiar atmosphere of our panic room. No sooner had we materialized than did we feel Blossom attempt to tackle us with an aggressive hug.

“Brocky! Petal!” she cooed. “How is the trip so far?!”

“It’s great,” Petal said, blushing, her eyelashes batting. “But I got homesick for you, so Brocky took me here to see you.”

Blossom’s eyes widened. “I had no idea you were so fuggin’ needy!”

Petal giggled. “I’m so happy to see you, Blossom! Can I touch your booty?”

Blossom turned around, peeled off her shorts and panties, and flexed her cheeks, maximizing the shapeliness of her ass. “Get those cute hands all up on me, Petal! I’m here to heal your heart!”

Petal gave Blossom’s butt several tepid smacks before laying into it with all her power. Blossom let out little gasps and moans like “Oof!” and “Yaah!” with each successive strike, but those sounds transitioned to a more droning tone when she started massaging her rump.

“Is this why we’re here?” I asked, arching a brow as I watched the odd display of friendship.

“No,” Petal giggled. “This is just how we say hello!”

“My turn,” Blossom declared, spinning halfway back around to face the xenodryad. “Boobies, please!”

Petal obeyed without hesitation, taking off her shirt and bra in a single motion. I watched, stunned as the exact same situation that unfolded on Blossom’s ass now repeated upon Petal’s prodigious rack, with the roles reversed.

Blossom pinched Petal’s nipples and tugged gently. “Nyah! Oo! Blossom, that feels so funny!”

“This is truly the most confused my boner has been in months,” I declared quietly, watching the spectacle in soft awe. I felt the dragon inside hum a bit of confirmation as well.

Both girls looked over at me with sweet smiles on their even sweeter faces. “Why are your flippin’ pants still on?” Petal asked.

I’d been on my best behavior, prioritizing connecting emotionally with the girls above sex, but this was different. This was part of Petal’s healing process. I owed it to her and Blossom to completely rail them into oblivion—out of love.

I took off my pants, hooking my thumbs and pulling them down, then slid my shirt up and off my body. I maintained my human shape and appearance, though the disguise was only visual and size-based. This was the version of me that Blossom fell for, so I typically gravitated toward this appearance when it was just her and me.

But there was a third party as well, of course, and she deserved most of my attention. I stepped out of my boxers and walked toward the plant girls as they each took off their remaining garments—Blossom’s shirt, and Petal’s skirt. Of fucking course neither seemed to be wearing the corresponding undergarments.

Blossom stood on her tiptoes to kiss me, and Petal did the same, going cheek to cheek with Blossom as they shoved their tongues into my mouth. Meanwhile, my erection pressed into Blossom’s stomach, and she moaned at the sensation of it pushing into her. “Ohhh,” she whimpered. “Fugg me first, solar daddy.”

“You’re so selfish,” I lightly scolded her. “Even when Petal left her vacation to come see you.”

“That’s okay!” Petal giggled. “I want to give Blossom my love, and the best way I can do that is to give her your penis!”

I blinked as I tried to fathom that, but she took charge and moved behind the flower sprite, wrapping her arms around her waist. She pulled Blossom onto the couch, ending up with the flower sprite’s head smooshed in the valley of Petal’s breasts while they both looked up at me, waiting. Blossom spread her legs, revealing her pussy vines that slipped out of her and beckoned me with suggestive motions.

Blossom reached behind her, fondling Petal’s breasts as I slipped between her legs. Petal giggled. “Blossom, I’m so happy I can share Brock with you.”

“That makes two of us, tits!” Blossom said, squeaking in pleasure as I slipped inside her and lifted up her knees. “Guhhaa!”

“You’re so wise and cool, Blossom,” Petal said, maintaining her sweet tone even as her voice cracked with pleasure as Blossom played with her nipples.

“You’re damn fuggin’ right!” Blossom gasped. “Ohh shit, Brocky, Jesus Christ! Ahhh!”

“Your noises are so cute, Blossom!”

“You can offer less commentary,” I muttered, trying to stay focused on the feeling of Blossom’s pussy and the eye candy of the pair of plant girl’s breasts bouncing with every thrust.

“Stop moving, Brocky, and kiss me!” Blossom said, letting go of Petal’s boobs to reach out for a hug. Petal smiled and ran her fingers through Blossom’s vines as I leaned in and took her embrace.

I didn’t have to do any work, really. I stayed parked inside Blossom’s womanhood, and her pussy vines did the work, coiling gently around my cock and then stroking it with accelerating speed and strengthening grip. I could just go full dead fish on top of her and eventually cum if I wanted.

“I love you, Brocky,” Blossom panted into my mouth as we kissed. “I love you so, so much. Do you love us?”

I wasn’t sure it was the right time to say it to Petal, but this basically forced my hand. “Yes,” I grunted as I moved against her neck, sucking it, leaving her little hickeys. I grabbed Petal’s hand and squeezed it. “I love you both, of course. Of course I do.”

“A whole fuggin’ bunch?” Blossom asked as her vines milked my cock. “Ahhh fuck! Fuck! I’m gonna fuggin’ cum, Brocky! My vines are going crazy!”

The vines started quivering, and her inner walls started clenching around me. I felt her arms squeeze me in the tightest embrace she could manage, pushing her breasts against my chest as I started bucking inside her. I had a lot of catching up to do if I wanted to cum with her, and I wasn’t going to leave it up to her vines to finish the job alone in the state they were in.

Suddenly Petal started panting as her tentacle-like vines tangled up in Blossom’s like they were holding hands or something. “Can you cum inside her for me, Brocky?” Petal asked. “Cum inside her little flussy? I want her to know how good of a friend she is!”

My face kind of twisted as I tried to follow the xenodryad’s logic. “I’ll do my best,” I grunted.

Blossom was wailing by this point, releasing me to reach back and tug on Petal’s vines, making her wince and moan. “Oh, fuggin’ shit, Brocky, I’m gonna destroy this panic room! Shit shit SHIT! Ahhh!”

Her internal vines went crazy on me, writhing and pulsing as they tried desperately to finish me off with her. It was hard work, syncing up with the girls since I could easily go an hour without finishing if I wanted, but I was almost there. “Just hang on for me,” I grunted, kissing Blossom on the cheek, then kissing Petal’s hand.

“That’s it, Brocky,” Petal moaned. “Show her your love! I love you both so much!”

“I love you too, Petal, but like a friend!” Blossom gasped. “A super cool friend with great boobies!”

“Same to you, Blossom!” Petal squealed. “Seeing you cum with the coolest guy in the world just makes me so happy!”

“Our interests line up well!” Blossom shouted, “Ahhh I’m still cumming. Is this safe? Is this normal?!”

Finally, I released inside her, giving her everything I got. I filled her proverbial plant girl guts so full of dragon seed that I had to stop for a moment and calculate the last time I took my contraceptive. “We should be okay,” I muttered after remembering.

“Okay for what?” Blossom asked, panting, her inky black eyes clearly exhausted.

I shook my head. “Nothing.”

“Thank you so much,” Petal said, wiping her eyes. “Thank you, Brock, for letting me have this special moment with my best friend and my boyfriend. Friendship is magical!”

I pulled out of Blossom, picked the two plant girls up like they were weightless, then lay on my back on the couch, letting them snuggle with each other on top of my chest. “Do you feel better, honey?” I asked Petal, stroking her cheek. She chased my hand with a kiss and giggled.

“So much better. Well, actually—now I kind of miss Viperka.”

I furrowed my brow. “What?”

“Yeah…” she sighed. “Viperka is really cool too.”

Blossom giggled to herself, her feet kicking into my shins softly.

“What is it?” I asked, laughing along with her.

“Nothing,” she said. “Just that you’re so…submissive and breedable.”

I stroked their hair vines and shook my head. “If you say so,” I snickered. “I’ve been called many things, but that one’s brand new.”

I noticed a shift in Petal’s body language. She looked tense all of a sudden, but still nuzzled me closely.

“Are you okay, Petal?” I asked, my brows raising with concern as her cheeks puffed full of air and she pouted.

She shook her head. “Blossom, I have a confession to make.”

The flower sprite turned to look her in the eyes. “What’s wrong, Petal?”

“I…I forgot to think about our genius business plan.”

Blossom gasped. “I have no fuggin’ clue what you’re talking about.”

“Before the trip!” Petal tried to remind her. “You told me to come up with an idea for us to make a bunch of money! You said being mega rich wasn’t enough, and we needed to come up with a business plan.”

Blossom’s brow furrowed. “Sounds like something I’d say. I probably just soaked up too much tap water before you left, Petal, I wouldn’t worry about it too much.”

I laughed at the quirky exchange. “Easiest thing to do would be to help Blossom with her pot empire. You both share a common love of those things. With two of you working together, you could double your output once you got Petal up to speed, Blossom.”

Blossom and Petal’s jaws dropped in such a way that it became clear that the instantly obvious idea had never once occurred to either of them. “Jesus Christ!” they squealed in unison.

Blossom nodded sagely as she considered it a bit longer now that the eureka moment had passed. “It just might work. I’ll have to do some calculations, but two is definitely a bigger number than one!”

“It sure is,” I confirmed.

Petal rested her cheek on my chest and sighed. “Let’s just lay here together for a few minutes. I just need a minute to process how lucky I am—then we can go back to the hotel.”

“Can I come with?!” Blossom pleaded.

“Of course!” Petal declared.

“Actually, no,” I said, feeling myself frown slightly to let the xenodryad down. “She isn’t calibrated to their teleportation pad. She’d have to take a six-hour cab.”

“Well, fuck that shit,” Blossom muttered. “Maybe next time.”

I smiled and stroked their hair vines, kissing their foreheads one at a time. “Maybe next time.”


An Evil Girls Interlude


Mitsy Cacao had everything she wanted—and she was happy. Miserably happy. It had been long enough since the dust had settled that she had had time to reflect on her deeds. Everything that led up to her joining Brock’s harem had been…unnecessary. Every single day, at least on days when she woke up alone, she woke up in a cold sweat, the first thing on her mind being Brock’s words to her when the Evil Girls, then the Counter Harem, made their debut to seduce him as a combined force.

“I would’ve fucked you all for a pretty please.”

Those words haunted her every day, filling her with guilt and regret. She had been ready to violate him against his will. She swapped out his libido suppressants with sugar pills that did nothing, taking advantage of his aroused state. She got what she wanted but…could there have been an easier way? A better way, truer to who she’d been for two thousand years of her life?

As she spent her days among the other girls of Brock’s harem and got to know Pinky Peach, Hephi, and Ember Black the best, she realized that, for the outcome she ended up accepting, a far more peaceful path would have been possible. All she really had to do was…court him normally.

It happened because she began with the goal of being his one and only, but over time that changed when reality set in. She’d done her homework when it came to Solar Dragons and realized that would never work for him, so she needed a harem—but she didn’t want to be the lowest ranked woman in Brock’s harem, so she needed her own team so she could end up on the leadership committee. Mission accomplished.

But…so what? She took advantage of him! That wasn’t an act of love. It was exploitation, manipulation, violation—a whole slew of scandalous words ending in t-i-o-n. In the end, after how she got what she got, she didn’t deserve it.

She could have achieved the same thing in so many ways. It was… unlike her. Mitsy Cacao, who gave her thousands of years of life to charity, doing good deeds, and serving those less fortunate, chose evil the one time when she truly, truly should have chosen her innate goodness. Maybe the Evil Girls did deserve their title.

“Hey, Mitsy?” Pinky Peach said, sitting down next to the kitsune on the couch. “I wanted to, uh, talk with you a little bit.”

Mitsy scowled at her. “What do you want?” She didn’t want to be so nasty, but it was a habit at this point. “I’m sorry, Pinky—let me try that again. How can I help you?”

Pinky smiled at her softly, like a doctor giving bad news at a hospital. “Hey. Hephi has been noticing a lack of progress with the Evil Girls’ streams, and I know you’re not trying to slack off—but I can’t help but notice you seem a little down ever since you joined. Like, it’s getting worse.”

Mitsy’s lip curled out in a pout. “I really fucked up, Pinky Peach. I did horrible, horrible things—to you arguably most of all. You’re insane to have me here.”

Pinky’s smile broadened. “I forgive you if you’re serious.”

“I am serious,” Mitsy said. “Part of me still wants to kill you in your sleep because I know you’re his favorite girl but—”

Pinky Peach interrupted her with a sharp and loud gasp. “First of all, thankyousomuch, but second of all—Brock doesn’t have a favorite.”

“You and I both know that’s probably not the case,” Mitsy said, narrowing her gaze on the unicorn elf. “But that’s not what’s bothering me. Forget it.”

“Is it something I can help you with?”

Mitsy shook her head. “No. Not really. This is something I need to come to terms with myself—and make amends with. For now, though, I have a job to do. And you’re right! You’re totally right, Pinky, I’m sorry. I promised I’d get the Evil Girls streaming and so far we haven’t come up with anything.”

“It’s fine,” Pinky reassured her patiently. “Really—the only reason I’m bringing it up now is because Brock is out of town, so it’s a good time to have these one-on-one talks. I’m having one with Blossom right after this about sending her nudes to Brock in the group chat.”

“Oh, yes, that is a problem,” Mitsy said, grimacing as her head bobbed and tails fanned out.

“If you need ideas for your stream, feel free to reach out anytime. I’m available twenty-four-seven unless I’m with Moonie or Brock.”

Mitsy stood up. “No, that’s alright. I’ll think of something myself. I may not be able to undo some of my mistakes, but I can at least contribute to Solar Dreams Media in my own way. I’ll lean into my strengths.”

“Do you have an idea?” Pinky Peach asked. “If you do, let me know what you need and we can make it happen. When were you thinking of debuting?”

A smirk cracked across the white kitsune’s flawless face. “How about tonight?”
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Well, tonight came soon enough, and Mitsy already regretted the rush. She wasn’t able to come up with real contestants in time, so she had to use Opal, Quinny, and Hart. That was fine for the debut episode, but in the future, guests were going to be necessary. She’d have to put out the word at the end of today’s stream.

“We’re ready when you are, Mitsy!” Pinky Peach said, standing behind one of five cameras on a tripod. Tahini Go’Urden sat at a desk facing the Evil Girls with some studio quality headphones on, managing all the video feeds, controlling what the audience would see and hear.

Mitsy had improvised a beautiful arctic blue stage with lots of sparkles and stars, having shipped in some pieces from previous charity events. Tahini had also constructed three buzzers, connected to Mitsy’s laptop, which would accurately display who pressed their button first once Mitsy asked a question.

Her idea? A game show, centered on questions about the man everyone in Meteoropolis loved. At least, that was the theme of the first episode—they might have to come up with some new material for future editions because she didn’t want to get into the stuff that was too personal.

“I’m ready,” Mitsy said, nodding at Pinky Peach, then Tahini.

Tahini smirked. “Great. Going live, then, in three…two…one…”

“Good evening, ladies, gentlemen, and others! My name is Mitsy Cacao, and I am here in the recording studio of Solar Dreams Media with an exciting new game show for you. Today our contestants are none other than my own harem-mates, Opal, Quinny, and Hart. Say hi, girls!”

“Hi!” they said, with varying degrees of nerves audible in their voices and evident on their faces.

“So, every week, I will be asking questions about a topic of the week, and our contestants, which could be you in the future, will do their best to answer. This week, we’re trying to answer a question very near and dear to our hearts—who is Brock Clayton?”

Nurse Quinny slammed her dark hand on the buzzer. “A servile male!”

“Not yet, Quinny, that was more a statement of theme than an actual question,” Mitsy said, tugging on her collar as she felt herself start to sweat. “Anyway—our three categories to choose from are: Physical Features, Family and Home Life, and Hot Photos. The rules are simple. Viewers in chat will comment a number from one to three. The corresponding category will be the one that the next question comes from. There are five questions per category. Ladies, are you ready to begin?”

The three contestants nodded, their hands already hovering over their respective buzzers. Mitsy appreciated the enthusiasm, but their energy made her a bit antsy. “Alright! I’ve got the results from the audience. According to Tahini’s number counter thingy, almost everyone chose 3 - hot photos!”

On Pinky’s projector behind them, a photo of Brock picking up his car with one hand with his shirt off while lying on the ground appeared. He was doing mechanical work on it, or trying to. It made for a manly picture but he really wasn’t good with manaburst engines and cars.

Opal wiped a bit of drool from her face. “Fuck, I don’t think I’ve seen this one. Can you text me this later?”

“Of course, it’ll be available on the Evil Girls’ website after the show,” Mitsy said, beaming at her proudly. “Now—the question. One detail has been edited out of this photo. What is it?”

“Well I’m fucked,” Opal grunted.

“Not necessarily,” Mitsy giggled impishly. “If you pay close attention, it’s possible to guess.”

All three women’s brows furrowed as they focused. After a moment, Hart cautiously tapped her buzzer. “Uhh…that’s not Brock’s license plate?”

Mitsy’s eyes bulged. “Oh. Uh. Well—actually, it is. Gosh, I probably should have edited that out too, huh?”

Suddenly, Nurse Quinny slammed back down on her buzzer again. “Human men have nipples!”

Ding! “That’s correct! Hephi edited Brock’s nipples out of this photo. Now, technically, they’re not real nipples since this is just his human disguise and he’s more dragon than anything else, but you got the right idea, so I’m giving you the point.”

Nurse Quinny crossed her arms, looking adorably smug. Mitsy giggled a bit as she pressed on.

“Now, for the next question, it’s hot photos again! Uh. Okay. I’m making a new rule. You can’t do hot photos twice in a row. Tahini, flush the counter, let’s try this again.” A pause. “Okay, you’re all really funny, I get it. It’s hot photos again, so I’m just going to choose something at random. Physical Features!”

“Ohhh! I’ve seen him naked a bunch!” Hart declared. “We all have!”

“Indeed we have!” Mitsy agreed, grinning her toothy grin. “Now—which of these statements about Brock’s physical features is false? One - Brock’s bicep is bigger than Tahini’s head. Two - Brock was born with eleven toes. Three - Brock’s penis was bigger than Blossom when he first met her.”

That one didn’t take long. Quinny punched her buzzer so hard that Mitsy and Tahini cringed in unison. “Yes, Quinny?”

The Dark Elven nurse postured proudly. “As his personal nurse, I can state with absolute certainty that Brock was born with ten toes. Also, a minor technical disagreement with the point about Blossom—his penis was not quite longer than her body, but it weighed about three times as much as her.”

“Oh—I’ll have that adjusted in the orientation packet,” Pinky Peach muttered from behind the camera. “My apologies.”

“Alright—so far, Nurse Quinny has two points, and the other contestants are tied for zero. Let’s move on to the next question!” Mitsy said. “And, oh would you look at that, the audience conveniently chose Family and Home Life. This is an easy one, so everyone brace yourselves. Brock Clayton is the brother of which godlike entity?”

Hart slapped her buzzer so fast that Mitsy jumped. “Melody Clayton-Elloway! Our nanny!”

“Correct! Hart’s on the board with one point!”

Opal hissed and crossed her arms. “Fuck this bullshit. He likes me the best.”

“He does not,” Mitsy growled. “Moving on…”

The game went on like that for thirty minutes, and in the end Quinny won with a score of ten, while Hart had three and Opal had two. It seemed successful enough of a first go at it, Mitsy thought. Obviously they could make improvements. With a week to prepare for the next episode, she could make a much better stage, come up with different categories, and hopefully find some contestants from outside the streamer house and media company that bonded all of Brock’s girls together.

It wasn’t until Pinky Peach and Tahini rushed her after the cameras turned off that Mitsy realized she might have stumbled on something big. “Mitsy!” Pinky squealed excitedly, her hooves clacking on the floor as she did a little joyful dance. “That was amazing!”

“It was a bit of a mess, but—”

“The numbers were insane! You might have set a new record for a debut stream!” Tahini declared.

“Granted, she has the Solar Dreams name behind her, so that’s doing a lot of the heavy lifting in getting people in the door,” Pinky pointed out, “Buuut the viewers loved you so much, Mitsy! We set up donations for your channel to split fifty-fifty between your personal earnings and the charity you run—the Foundation for Blind Children Who Don’t Come From a Race that’s Supposed to be Blind (Such as Molemen). I think the fact that we displayed the banner for the charity probably helped, but the subs and donations were crazy!”

Mitsy’s eyes went misty as she listened to her comrades. It wasn’t the fact that the stream was a success that made her happy at that moment. It was the fact that they were happy for her.

She shocked them to their core when she threw her arms around them and started sobbing. It only got worse when she felt Opal come up behind her and join the hug, then Hart. Quinny…watched from a respectable distance.

Still…they wanted her to succeed. They saw her as part of their family, despite everything she’d done, everything she once represented. They forgave her. Brock forgave her.

Maybe one day she could forgive herself.


Chapter 21 - Brock


After returning with Petal to the villa, I spent the rest of the day with the girls, doing every activity they wanted. It was with great relief that I realized they had stopped trying to get me sexually to themselves and were now just trying to have fun—with each other as much as me. I couldn’t think of a better outcome.

At some point, when the girls were taking turns on the rental boat, I took a break to watch them from the shore, not shying away from getting some rays of that sweet, sweet artificial sun—not that I needed it. I made my own solar power.

They looked so happy. It was the best development. Just as I was about to slip into some meditative rest, though, I felt something change in the atmosphere around me—and then in my lap. When I opened my eyes, Styria was there in a blood-red bikini, her hair in a high ponytail that accentuated her perfect jawline and cheekbones. When she grinned at me, two impressive fangs peeked out.

“Hey,” I grunted, looking around us. Sure enough, the world had frozen solid.

“Hey, baby,” she cooed, wrapping her arms around my neck and wiggling her butt in my lap, just a bit. “Did you miss me?”

“A little,” I confessed. “It’s like the quirkiest long-distance relationship I’ve ever heard of.”

“You don’t call, you don’t write,” she teased, her long, crimson nails leaving a trail of blood on my body like my flesh and scales were made of butter. She leaned forward and licked up the blood. “Oops. I made a mess. Guess it’s on me to clean it up.”

I quirked a brow at her. “You’re not here just to flirt,” I said. “What do you want?”

Her sultry smile ground itself into an irritated grimace. “Fucking excuse me?”

I blinked. “I mean—you usually show up asking for something or telling me something.”

“Yeah,” she said, crossing her arms and pulling back, a bit of my blood still on her chin. “I’m asking for your snuggles, and I’m telling you to give them to me. I came here to see you, asshole.”

“Really?” I asked, my brow slanting.

“Yeah, really. Don’t act like it’s a surprise. I told you I was crushing on you—did you not think I’d be back from time to time?”

“I thought you were just fucking with me,” I admitted, trying not to laugh, not out of mockery but out of shock. Shockery?

She growled. “Look—I’ve been putting this off, as much as I hated to, because I was trying to get answers to questions I knew you had—answers I definitely owe you. Thing is, I couldn’t wait any longer.” She gestured down at her skimpy swimsuit that left almost nothing of her goddess-like body to the imagination. “Dude, look at what I’m wearing. I pull up in your lap in a string bikini you can see my nipple piercings through and you say ‘whaddaya want, bitch?’”

I laughed out loud at her awful imitation of me. “I did not say ‘whaddaya want, bitch.’” I chuckled.

“That’s what I heard,” she said. “I thought you’d be like, ‘Oh, Styria, hottest chick in the universe, only woman I ever fucked so hard I made a celestial body, I missed you so much. Let me take you now, here, on the sand of this sunny beach.’”

“I think your impression of me is getting better by the second,” I said, smirking.

“Shut the fuck up,” she huffed, smirking as she put her arms back around my neck. “Anyway, as it happens, I do have some minor stuff to tell you, but just to be clear, that’s not why I’m here, alright?”

“Got it,” I said, resting my hands on her hips. She bit her lip when she felt my touch. “How about you fill me in first with what you were going to tell me, then I’ll fill you in if you know what I mean.”

Her eyes widened. “We can’t fuck here. We’d destroy Meteoropolis.”

I blinked. “Ah. Good point.”

“But yeah, I’ll tell you what’s up. First of all—I owe you an apology. Aunt Melody and I made some…promises on behalf of my dad that, well, it turns out he’s not going to deliver on.”

I frowned. “You mean regarding my purely human form.”

“And as it turns out, you also are supposed to die with the end of the universe, but that’s like, billions of years away so I’m not worried.”

I laughed at her flippant tone. “Sure, good to know.”

She socked me in the shoulder. “Read my lips, fuckboy—I’m not worried means it ain’t gonna happen.”

I cocked a brow at her. “I don’t think you get to make that call.”

“There’s going to be a way around it. There always is. I’ve seen other universes end. Dad just doesn’t want to overpromise and meddle in free will stuff, and to him, this probably qualifies as a destabilizing step too far. But don’t worry.”

“Why?” I asked.

She grinned. “Because I don’t care about his rules, and I’m not going to let it happen. You’re mine, bitch—we’re an item, whether that cute little petting zoo you call a harem buys it or not, I won’t let you die because that would be sooo fucking boring.”

I smirked. “So my ticket to eternity is you having a crush on me? Billions of years until the end of the universe is a long time. We could have a falling out. You might steal one too many hoodies.”

She giggled. “Nope. Don’t worry—I can tell that won’t be an issue.”

“How?”

She shrugged. “I can just tell. Don’t try to poke around in my head, mister dragon boy, or your brain might just pop.” She made a popping sound with her lips and swirled her finger around my mouth. “I’ve been watching you a bit. Here and there, now and then, doing this and that. You’ve been trying your best to safeguard against the end of the universe in your own way.”

I nodded. “Correct.”

“Keep doing it. Don’t give up. In the off-chance I fail to come up with a solution, you can at the very least use your little hack. I don’t think it’s a perfect fix for your problem by any means, but it’s better than nothing.”

“Agreed,” I said. “And I won’t be limiting myself to one solution. I’ll keep searching for answers.”

“I know you will.” She stared at my lips for a long time, licking her own. With a rasp, she spoke. “Make out with me? You can touch my titties but don’t make me cum or something might go boom.”

I chuckled. “Making another world baby? I seem to remember you saying that was supposed to help your dad somehow. Did it?”

“Fuuck, did I really say that? I guess I’ll say literally anything to get you to fuck me,” she teased, licking her lips. “Nah, dragon-cutie, that was just some bullshit I spewed to make you stop asking questions. I was a little shyer about just coming out and saying what I wanted.”

“I don’t remember that ever being true,” I laughed.

She grinned at me, her fangs showing for a moment. “If you say so.”

Anyway, I had suspected as much, but it didn’t really bother me either way. I gestured broadly at our surroundings, unmoving around us. “How long can you keep reality frozen?”

“Just a few more minutes,” she muttered, running her palms up and down my chest with mounting impatience. “I don’t have time to make you cum even if I want to—and I do want to. Next time I’ll tuck you away in a pocket of Esoterica and ravage you for days, but this is all I’ve got right now.”

I didn’t waste any more time. I pulled her in and undid her bikini top, untying the knot with a gentle tug. The top fell down, and she pulled back from my chest just enough to give the fabric some space to pass between us as it dropped into her lap, exposing her pale, silver-studded nipples to the air.

She sucked in a breath through pursed lips as my hands grabbed hold of each breast, one after another, and squeezed gently. She moaned and writhed on my legs, then leaned forward with her neck to kiss me again. “Fuck,” she whimpered into my mouth. “Fuck, baby, not so rough.”

“Sorry,” I grunted.

“That’s fine—I just worry I might get so horny I start grinding—grinding means potentially cumming, and cumming means Meteoropolis-go-bye-bye.”

I blinked. “Should we move this into space?”

“I’d eventually lose control of the time freeze,” she said. “Probably, anyway. I dunno. This is fine for now—it’s not about the sex. I just…” Her cheeks went pink as she looked into my eyes with her red-on-black ones. “I just want you to hold me for a while. I’ve been watching you with them…you’ve been doing a lot of holding and snuggling and I—I just want it.”

I smiled at her and let go of her breasts. I wrapped my arms around her, touched by her vulnerable confession, even if I didn’t feel a particular affection for her compared to the other girls just yet. “That’s easy,” I said. “You should have just said so.”

She hugged me tightly, and I lay on my back and let her lay on top of me. We didn’t have much time, but this was nice. I felt her nipple studs dig into my chest a bit, but it just made the sensation more intimate somehow—more open.

“Thank you,” she sighed. “No man has ever really just hugged me since I was a little kid, I think.”

“Not even your dad?” I asked.

“He doesn’t count,” she huffed, squeezing me tighter, ignorant of the fact that she just cracked my back. “And even him, I think the last time I saw him in a huggable form was when I was in my early teens.”

“Seems like a while ago,” I noted.

She nodded, then let out a pained groan. “Time’s up,” she said. “If I stick around, your girls will see me, and I don’t really want them to.”

“Why not?” I asked, genuinely confused by that revelation.

“Because…I don’t know. “Then it’d be like I was one of them, and I’m not. I’m separate from them, and that’s the way it has to be. It’s not about ego or something. It’s as much for their own good as mine.”

I thought about that and decided to accept it. “If you say so,” I told her. She kissed me on the lips again, then leaned back to look into my eyes.

“I can’t believe you’re real,” she sighed. Before I could ask her what she meant, though, she was gone.

A few minutes later, Ember Black came walking up the beach to fetch me. She grabbed me by the wrist and started pulling. “C-c-come on!” she squealed, grinning adorably. “Swim with m-me!”

“Swim with US,” Viperka called from the water.

I chuckled and allowed myself to be pulled to my feet. “Alright, alright, I’m coming.” A red blur attracted both Ember Black and my attention downward as something tumbled onto the ground from my lap. It was Styria’s bikini—not just the top, which I took off, but somehow the bottoms too.

Not only that, but there was also a small paper note scrawled in perfect penmanship written on a tiny cardstock beside it. The message it contained was simple: I’ll be back for these sometime. Use them however you see fit until then.

“Where d-did those come from?” Ember Black asked, her eyes narrowed with suspicion.

My lips bent into a tight smirk as I stared at the abandoned two-piece. “I’ll give you two guesses.”


Chapter 22 - Brock


After Styria’s visit, we didn’t miss a beat. Some of the girls tried out the public gym, and after that we regrouped for dinner and another movie night, this time renting out the big theater. When it was over, we stumbled back to our room and drank complementary wine while the TV played kobold soap operas for hours on end.

That night we all slept on the floor together, in front of the mana-powered fireplace under the TV. It was much like the previous night, except that instead of chatting and flirting ourselves asleep beneath the stars, we did it with four walls around us and a beach villa roof over our heads.

Petal and Viperka snuggled together between my legs, forcing me to sleep all night more or less spread-eagle. I didn’t mind. On my right, Velvet and Lunaticia each used my chest and arm as a pillow, lying perpendicular to my body, while Ember Black lay on my other side.

After a while, I felt her rustle beside me under the afghan blanket we shared. Her lips pressed against my ear and she uttered a whisper. “I n-need to t-tell you something.”

I turned to face her. “Okay,” I said, smiling, caressing her cheek. “What’s up?”

To my instant shock, her eyes filled with tears, and I suspected she was finally going to tell me about her secret appointments with Nurse Quinny.

“B-Brock,” she whimpered. “I—I can’t have children.”

I hadn’t been expecting that. My heart froze in my chest, but I nodded. “That’s alright,” I told her. “It doesn’t change anything.”

“Y-Yes it does. I want to have a b-baby. Not now, maybe, but…one d-day.”

“How do you know that you can’t?” I asked. It was a stupid question. If she was seeing Quinny about it, of course she knew. What I probably meant to ask was how did she find out.

“I have n-no uterus,” she said, suddenly hyperventilating. “B-Brock, I—”

I wanted so badly to rip my arm away from Lunaticia and Velvet to comfort her, but that would be wrong and it would only serve to make a scene. Instead, I pressed my forehead against hers and looked into her eyes directly, cutting her off with these words. “We can find a way if you really want to have children,” I told her. “When the time is right.”

“Quinny s-s-says a s-surrogate might work,” she offered. “I told m-myself I wouldn’t think about this all w-weekend, but I had to tell you.”

“I’m glad you did,” I said. “Really, thank you. And just know that no matter what, it doesn’t change a thing about how I feel about you.”

“I know.” She cried herself to sleep, and I did what I could to comfort her. When the morning came, her eyes were puffy, but she was able to hide her mood from everyone else.

The last day of vacation was a bit more rushed than I think any of us intended for it to be. Once things got down to the wire, everyone felt a little pressure to do more activities, eat at more restaurants, see more sights, et cetera. We did our best to do everything that we could in the time we had left, making the best of our stay, but I think it felt a little silly to us all. We’d already gotten what we came here for—connection.

One highlight for me was the massage. It was a bit unfulfilling at first because my scales rested atop such profound muscular hardness that Treia, the poor dryad girl assigned to me, couldn’t really figure out how to massage me at all. In the end, it was just roughly dragging her fingers and nails across my skin as a sort of compromise, not really a massage so much as a body rub. Even so, it was deeply satisfying, and I ended up agreeing with Viperka—it might be worth making this a regular part of our routine.

For the remainder of our stay at the resort, we made it our mission to try everything out. We got Petal a full-body suit so that she could try wading in the water a bit, and I instantly regretted not thinking of that sooner when I saw the look on her face once she was in the water.

“This is so flippin’ fun!” she squealed, kicking back to splash me and Lunaticia. “Can we buy an identical suit for Blossom?”

“I don’t see why not,” I said, “though it may be a while before you two have the chance to use them together.”

Petal’s brow furrowed. “We can find a time. How many seas are there in Meteoropolis? Maybe she and I can go visit another one together!”

“Well, as far as I know there’s at least a few more, and one is in the Infernal District,” Lunaticia chuckled. “It’s more of a lake of fire than a sea, so I wouldn’t recommend going there.”

Petal pouted. “Why not?”

Lunaticia’s face remained expressionless as she wrestled with the need to respond to this. “Because...you’ll burn.”

Petal smacked her forehead and giggled. “Wow, so it’s an actual lake of fire? That’s pretty flippin’ nuts!”

“I imagine there’s some interesting creatures living in there,” I noted. “All the fireproof members of the harem should make a trip one day.”

“Well, let’s see,” Lunaticia chuckled. “That would be me...and me. Just me, babe.”

I counted them off on my fingers, stopping when I ran out of fingers to count with. “That can’t be right,” I grumbled. “Are you the only demon in the harem?”

“Unless you count Viperka, the bitch from Hell,” she said sweetly, giggling with a naughty look on her face.

“I definitely don’t,” I said. “Huh.”

“Rookie numbers, Brock,” Lunaticia teased me. “Gotta pump those up. As it stands, I never really can justify visiting the Infernal District because I’m the only one with any ties to it. Petal, cut that out! I hate getting splashed!”

“Hee hee!”

I looked at Lunaticia a bit sadly as Petal kicked water in our faces on repeat. “Is that something you want to address one day?” I asked, my expression grave as I considered the implications. She was more isolated than the other girls in more ways than I’d originally noticed. Whereas the others were emotionally complex, with romantic needs above all else, Lunaticia was purely into the physical side of things. Aside from that, though, now I had to contend with the unavoidable fact that she also struggled with feeling at home in the Sylvan District—where everyone else fit in just fine.

Sometimes it was easy to forget that she wasn’t just a catgirl like Tahini. She had more in common with a succubus than anything else. I cleared my throat, wrapping my arms around her waist as I pulled her a bit closer to the shoreline, away from the flailing xenodryad’s clumsy study of swimming in the sea.

I rested my hands on her hips, feeling mostly bare skin aside from the piece of string that held her immodest swimsuit in place. She smiled at me. “You don’t need to worry about me. We’ve got time to figure things out. I’m not selfish. I’m not really designed to be that way.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked. “Designed?”

She hugged me back, but in the lewdest possible way. I could tell her priority numero uno was rubbing her tits into my chest and reaching down to fondle my dick. “Horcross Hellcats are created by the Incubus Lord—most as companions and guides to lesser demon lords, at least in years past, but with Zaxdozaan’s rise things changed. He made us more...independent. We don’t need masters to exist—at least that was the idea. But there’s something still hardcoded inside our blood that makes us live to serve someone of our choosing—sexually. I won’t pick up your dirty clothes or whatever.”

Her clarification made me smile. “I mean, that’s more than fair,” I agreed. “As it so happens, I also won’t pick up my dirty clothes most of the time.”

“Yeah, I noticed you usually wait until Eppy or Pinky bribe you to get it done,” she chuckled, her fingers dancing over my chest. “You’re a crafty boy.”

“It’s a win-win for all parties,” I insisted. “They get a clean room and some affection, and I get—well, I guess basically the same fucking thing.”

“Basically,” she snickered.

I leaned forward to kiss her, testing a theory. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me back, but when I tried to be soft and romantic, just as I thought, she tried to escalate things, slipping her hands down my board shorts and giving the Little Dragon a squeeze. When I chose to chastely kiss her lips, she darted a forked demonic tongue inside my mouth and wrapped it around my tongue.

“Do you feel unfulfilled if we don’t make these moments sexual?” I asked, smiling with a look I hope exuded a sheer lack of judgment of any kind.

She nodded, not seeming aggrieved or ashamed, to my relief. “You’re my man,” she said. “I realize you’re trying to prioritize some emotional bonding or some lame shit like that with the other girls. More power to you, do what you gotta,” she said, giving me a thumbs up, but her face betrayed how boring she found the idea. “Nothing makes me feel more loved than when you fuck me roughly and call me your little slut.”

My eyes widened. “I’ve never called you that.”

She grinned deviously, a spark of something beyond mere passion igniting behind her eyes. I felt her fingers jerking my cock with more intention now. “Golly, Brock, it’s almost as if I’m giving you hints.”

I let out a short laugh. “Okay, okay, message received,” I said. “It might be a bit forced at first, but I’ll try and get into it for you.”

“Dirty talk and rough fucking is my love language,” she cooed as she continued to massage my cock. “You literally can’t go too far as long as you never imply that I’d be a slut for anyone other than you—that’s anathema to me. Nothing would insult me more than hearing you say something like that.”

I shook my head. “Well good, because I never would.”

She smiled gently, then looked down at the water. A few inches beneath the surface, her hand worked my member lazily. I could tell from the look in her eye that she was ready to pick things up.

With a quick tug I pulled her bikini bottoms off, earning a sharp intake of breath out of her. “You fucking mind reader,” she hissed, then bit her lip as she stared into my eyes, giving me her best, ‘fuck me face’. “You gonna stick this chubby dragon dick in my pussy, baby?”

I answered by hoisting her up by the ass and impaling her on my cock—rough. It was harsher treatment than I would have even considered for Eppy, but she ate it up, her eyes rolling back and tongue lolling out to one side of her lips as I started exploring her depths with rough thrusts.

“Shit!” she moaned, her nails scraping my scales, leaving behind no marks in the canvas of my body that still looked like human skin. “Nghuhh! Ahh! Split me in two!”

“You like that?” I growled, bending forward to rip her top off with my teeth. Her breasts now exposed, I latched on and nipped at her pierced nipple just hard enough to hurt.

“Oh fuuuck!” She gasped. “Brock, baby, don’t be so gentle!”

I blinked, trying to hide my surprise. I was not being fucking gentle. If I fucked Pinky Peach this heard, she’d bruise. I cleared my throat and relinquished her tiny pink nipple. “I, uh, don’t know if that’s safe.”

“I’m basically a succubus—I adapt to your relative sexual output,” she explained, as if that meant something to me. “What the fuck! You stopped! Keep rutting me, for the sake of the gods below.”

I’d been momentarily stunned, but quickly resumed my activities, licking her breasts and ramming my cock into her tight, welcoming hole. Her hands clawed at my neck, and this time I felt the scrape of her nails a bit more. “What do you mean about—my sexual output?”

“I mean you can fuck me as roughly as you can handle, and I’ll be just fine. I’ll just soak it all up like a sex sponge.”

“That’s, like, the worst post-metal band name of all time,” I noted quietly, then shook my head. “Sorry, so I can just rail you into oblivion and not turn you to powder?”

She shrugged, grinning impishly as she pulled back from my neck. “In theory, anyway.”

I decided to put it to the test, but hold back a bit just in case. I went harder—bone-breaking harder. If what she said was true, she should be just fine with this level of ‘output.’ In the worst case, she’d survive with minor injuries, and I’d take her to the panic room to have her treated by Quinny right away.

Waves pushed out from us—massive, powerful waves that grew and crashed against the shore so strongly that Viperka, who had been basking, moved back a few extra paces away from the shoreline.

As for the hellcat, she seemed none the worse for wear. Her moans got weirder, though. “Nya! Nya! Nya! Hooo! Fuck, that’s the ticket! Fuck my needy, slutty little pussy! This pussy belongs to you, baby! Say it! Say it!”

Panicked, my eyes bulged. “My pussy—”

“What?! No! You don’t have a pussy! My pussy—hnguh!—belongs to you, you sexy fucking dragon himbo!”

I cringed. “Your...pussy belongs to me.” It felt weird to say. I’ve probably said similar things to other girls in the heat of the moment, but calling on that mood at a moment’s notice was a totally different vibe.

“I’m your hellwhore! Gah! I’m your little cocksleeve, your willing hole, ready to go all day, any day! Fuck, you feel so fucking big inside me, Brock!”

I bit down on her neck, unable to bring myself to reply with dirty talk on quite that level. Still, I felt confident enough to increase the intensity of our lovemaking, so I started pushing harder into her cunt, inspiring taller and more deadly waves to ripple outward from us.

“Ohh, fuck,” she whined, “do you feel it? Do you...do you feel how yours I am? How I fucking belong to you, body and soul? If you asked me to call you master, I would. I’d drop to my knees on a crowded street to suck you off if you wanted me to.”

“That...won’t be necessary,” I grunted. “Shit, I’m bad at this kind of chatter.”

She giggled at my expense and jammed her tongue down my throat. I focused on the feeling of her tight, sucking cunt, warmly gifting pleasure to my thrusting cock. Her moans became so wild that she could no longer sink back into dirty talk anymore. Gone was the sexy banter, replaced now by cries of “Ohhh!” and “Guhuuhaha!”

And then I felt it—her pussy’s inner walls clenched desperately around my length, pulsing and throbbing, milking it for all it was worth. Her already animalistic cries were replaced by noises that seemed almost pained—the pleasure was almost agonizing. Her eyes rolled back, and a thick strand of drool dribbled down her chin and onto her bouncing tits. With a groan, I finished inside her, firing shot after shot of my hot seed into her hotter demonic womb.

Panting, she kissed me desperately, still grinding against my cock to make sure she earned every last drop she could. I kissed her back, using my tongue, letting my hands go wild across her flesh. I allowed myself to sink into pure lust—just for her. If she needed me to just fuck her to feel loved, then that’s what I would do for her. Even after the sex was over, the aftercare would be nails on flesh, teeth on throat, and full of indecent passion.

Lunaticia sighed happily as I started ravaging her a second time. “You really do care,” she told me, looking emotional for just a brief instant. “But stick it in my ass this time, please.”

“Yes ma’am,” I grunted, quickly pulling out to correct course. “You got it.”
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Eventually, though, the last day had come to a close, and it was time for us to head home. We checked out at the front desk in the main building, but instead of using the teleportation pad, we opted to use our panic room controls to zap ourselves home.

When we arrived, there was a warm, welcome sight awaiting us. Pinky Peach stood ahead of the throng of Dream Girls and Evil Girls, a wide grin on her face. “Welcome home!” she said. At that moment, everyone started cheering and blasting confetti, blowing party whistles, and Satina wheeled in seventeen full-sized cakes. “Alright, welcome back, let’s get to eating!” she said cheerily.

“We just had dinner,” I pointed out, frowning slightly. “It looks great though.”

“Well, I can finish whatever you don’t, I suppose,” Satina sighed, feigning disappointment. “Come on now, let’s give these girls a proper greeting!”

Hugs were exchanged, and I could hear friendly chatter among all the girls pick up as though they’d spent no time apart at all. The sight of it made me grin, and it also made me realize something else. As fun as that vacation was, it still was great to be home.

Hephi approached me while the girls started filing out of the room, moving the party downstairs. “Uh, Brock,” she said, adjusting her glasses’ fit on the bridge of her nose, “did everything go well? Do you feel like this was a worthwhile experiment so far?”

I nodded. “Yes,” I said, beaming at her as memories of all the progress I made with the Nightmare Girls came back into mind. Whether it was helping Ember Black confront her self-esteem issues, helping Viperka lower her walls around me a bit, building a closer bond with Petal, developing some romance with Velvet, or realizing just what Lunaticia needed from me, the answer was yes across the board. “Definitely,” I told her.

Hephi grinned. “Very well. Next up is the Dream Girls. Since there are seven of them, including Eppy and Spinella, I think it’d be wise if I tag along with the smallest group, the Evil Girls, at the end of the month. Is that acceptable to you?”

“Someone’s gotta keep Mitsy under control,” I chuckled.

Hephi shook her head. “Mitsy can keep Mitsy under control. I’m just going purely as a harem member, not in any kind of supervisory capacity.”

“Of course,” I said, kissing her on the forehead. “I understand. I’m looking forward to it.”

Hephi grinned. “You’ve got a lot to look forward to, I think.”

I barked out a laugh, and I realized it was more from the dragon inside than from me. “I think you’re right about that, Hephi,” I said. “Righter than you even know.”


A Mega Harem Epilogue


“Attention, please!” Pinky Peach said. “Ahem!”

“That’s a certified ‘Ahem’, people!” Hephi echoed above the boisterous feminine chatter filling the conference room. “Shut those pretty mouths or I’ll shut them for you!”

They all stopped talking abruptly, but Mamba directed a weird look at Hephi. “That phrasing sounded pretty sus.”

“I regret saying ‘pretty mouths’.” Hephi agreed, hanging her head. She tapped her clipboard anyway. “No matter—this is a sacred time. Don’t let potentially lewd phrasing distract us from what is important.”

Pinky slammed her open palm on the podium in front of her, making the microphone squeal with feedback. “That’s right, people! Brock is—oh, this podium is dusty. Who was supposed to clean it?”

“Probably Blossom if it isn’t done,” Satina said, smiling softly.

“Hey!” Blossom shouted. “That’s true, but somehow still hurtful!”

Satina patted her on the head for a moment before looking back at Pinky and Hephi.

Pinky Peach had lost her train of thought. Looking down at the handprint her palm made in the surface of the podium, she felt her stomach roiling with discomfort. “There’s…dust on my hand.”

Eppy gasped. “That’s vile! Pinky, catch!” Eppy reached into her purse and pulled out a kitchen knife and a bottle of alcohol. She glanced longingly at the kitchen knife, then set it back in the bag before tossing the cleaning alcohol to the unicorn girl.

Pinky awkwardly caught the bottle by the handle between her teeth, not wanting to touch it with her filthy hands. This somehow earned cheers out of the captive audience. “Th-th-that’s why she’s the l-leader!” Ember Black whispered.

Velvet squirmed in her seat. “I’m not sure that’s really why. Are we starting? If not, is it too late for a…you know.”

“Bathroom break?” Lunaticia asked. “Yes. Hold it for once in your life.”

“Just let it go if you have to. We’re doing laundry after this anyway,” Hephi told her. “This is important.” The elf grabbed the bottle from between Pinky Peach’s teeth and sprayed it on her hands so she could continue the meeting. “While Pinky is…doing this, I just want to remind everyone that today is Scruffers the Tarantudog’s birthday, so there will be cake.”

“Cake!” Satina declared, her hands clasped to her chest. “That’s amazing.”

Hephi’s brows slanted. “You baked the cake, Satina.”

“So I did! I still have a right to be excited.”

Hephi shook her head. “Speaking of pets, Mitsy, Jezebel the Displacer Cat seems to think Blossom’s living room pot in the Evil Girls’ home is her litter box, and I’m inclined to just give it to her since Blossom’s basically never over there.”

Blossom nodded sagely. “Fine by me, as long as the furball pays per poo.”

“Right!” Pinky said, rubbing her palms together. “Sorry about that delay. Wow. Much better. We’ll burn this podium afterwards and buy a new one.”

Tahini winced, her tail going taut. “That doesn’t seem necessary.” She rubbed her pregnant belly, and Satina, beside her, did the same.

The unicorn elf cleared her throat. “Ahem! Let’s try this one more time!”

“That’s another ‘Ahem’, ladies! Straighten up! This thing is officially underway!” Hephi shouted, tapping furiously on her fancy fucking tablet with her state-of-the-art stylus. Pinky Peach noticed this and frowned.

That tablet had eye-tracking technology. It could sharpen, zoom, and focus an image based on where and how you looked at it. It integrated natively with her fancy stylus in a dozen and one ways, too. You could dictate into the stylus as well, then set it on the tablet and watch it write itself out in your handwriting. Pinky Peach wasn’t sure why you’d want that particular version of dictation over, you know, the more standard kind—but when she saw Hephi use it, she fucking wanted it anyway.

“Pinky, I thought we were starting?” Mamba said, narrowing her gaze on the pink unicorn behind the podium.

Pinky gasped. “Sorry! We are!” She had broken out into a sweat from staring at Hephi’s tech. “Ahem!”

This time even Hephi didn’t comment on the ‘Ahem’.

Pinky Peach finally began. “First of all, welcome back to the Nightmare Girls. They just pioneered the Brockation Initiative, and based on initial feedback from Ember Black, I gather it went pretty well. Would any of you like to say anything?”

Viperka cleared her throat, straightened up on her tail, and raised one of her four hands.

“Yes, Viperka?”

The naga smiled. “I think I can speak for the Nightmare Girls when I say the vacation was largely a success, but maybe not for the reasons we expected.”

“Oh?” Pinky asked, smiling. “And how’s that?”

“I think when we signed up for this vacation,” she began, “we all figured we’d be working to improve our relationship with Brock. And…well, we did. We definitely did.”

Horny and sweet giggles rang out behind her from the other four Nightmare Girls.

“However,” the naga continued, “the biggest takeaway from the trip for many of us, I think, is that we also worked on ourselves—and our relationships with each other. This might have been the most…emotionally productive weekend of my life.”

“Silversnake knows you need the development,” Mamba teased her with a wink, to which the naga flashed rude gestures with all four hands before sinking into something resembling a sitting posture once again.

Pinky Peach was all grins and giggles. “That’s amazing to hear. Thank you for sharing. I read each of your feedback forms in detail. Some of your notes have been incorporated into the meeting outline, so let’s get right to it!”

“Point two!” Hephi shouted out.

“That’s right, we’ll call that last order of business point one and move on to two. Tahini, Brock has asked that you disable that…little bit of tech that you developed that allows him to hear our texts while he’s in dragon form.”

“Yeah, not a chance,” Tahini said, rolling her eyes. “I get weird-ass cravings now and whenever he’s out in dragon form, that’s when they hit the hardest.”

“Noted,” Pinky said, nodding keenly. “I think that’s a fair rebuttal. I’ll let Brock know. And that brings us to…”

“Point three!” Hephi called out.

Pinky Peach nodded. “Point three indeed. Satina, what is the latest news on your pregnancy? You were due to deliver in one month, like, two months ago.”

Satina laughed at that and rubbed her impressive baby bump. “The introduction of Phoenix DNA to my body warped my gestation period, I guess. Should happen in the next book. We’ll probably get a chapter dedicated to it.”

“Nice,” Pinky said. “And you, Tahini?”

“Probably adjacent or the same chapter,” she noted.

Pinky Peach smiled at them, and then nodded at Hephi. “Point four!” the elf cried out. Damn, already point four! They were on fucking fire!

“Brock is apparently messing around with time magic because his dragon soul has given him a bit of a god complex, but we love him anyway, right girls?” Pinky said.

The women all giggled and said some variation of “Yep!” or “We sure do!”

“Anyway, he got some training in creating something called a Chrono Dome from a beach wizard, because why not, I guess. And Viperka and Petal even found some magical spell amplifier on the beach which Brock, uh…took. For himself. Probably super illegally.”

Opal of the Evil Girls raised her hand. “Sorry. Not to interrupt or whatever, but can Brock even use magic in any form legally?”

Pinky Peach looked at Hephi, who rolled her eyes and sighed. “That boy does whatever the fuck he wants these days. His draconic personality has changed him a bit lately, and he seems to think that Meteoropolis PD is about to come knock on his front door with a basket of fruit and a gold-plated magic license.”

“And…they aren’t?” Petal asked.

“No, they certainly aren’t. I’ll clear the path for him the best I can. That’s my job, anyway,” she groaned, her jaw clenching. “But he’d better fuck me so fucking good…”

“He would anyway,” Pinky winked. “Dibs on the invitation point when that happens.”

“That’s not how this works,” Blossom gasped. “Even I know that!”

Pinky ignored her and nodded at Hephi once again, she recovered from her angsty fit and looked down at her tablet “Ah. Point five.”

“So—one of the other things currently stressing Brock out is that both Styria and Melody promised him at different points that the Elloway would allow him to gain a fully human form. You probably all noticed, but that still hasn’t really happened,” Pinky muttered.

“Yeah, why?” Hart asked. “I remember hearing about that.”

Nurse Quinny scoffed. “It is simple. Brock’s stable presence in the universe is too important for him to abandon his form for even a second. It’d turn off the lights in the universe!”

Pinky Peach was stunned. “How did you know that?”

“He told me himself,” Nurse Quinny admitted. “He gets really chatty when I do his weekly physical.”

“Just how physical is that physical?” Mitsy asked, brows askew.

Nurse Quinny’s eyebrows danced. “Very physical.”

Petal’s face screwed up. “Weekly, though?! That seems pretty frequent!”

“It’s mostly just an excuse for me to boss him around and tell him what to do—like he craves,” she explained.

Petal’s eyes widened. “You’re so wise, Nurse Quinny!”

Blossom looked at the xenodryad with a huff. “I thought I was wise.”

Petal giggled. “Oh, no one compares to you, Blossom!”

“On that we agree,” Mamba chuckled, elbowing Satina.

Satina, however, looked focused. “Let’s go back to the issue. Brock can’t get his human form—and he really wants it. So what can we do about it?”

Ember Black sighed sadly. “I’m n-n-not sure there’s anything w-w-we can do.”

Velvet nodded, then stood. “I’m about to pop, so I’ll be right back, gang.”

“Point six!” Hephi shouted, pushing through the bullshit as Velvet clip-clopped in the direction of the bathroom.

Pinky Peach looked around the room, waiting until she held the gaze of each woman. “I understand Lunaticia of the Nightmare Girls is considering starting up a podcast under our banner. Mitsy’s game show stream launched with some record-setting debut numbers over the weekend. I want everyone on the Nightmare Girls to take some time to study their performance and see what they can learn from it—especially Lunaticia and Ember Black.”

Hephi nodded and tapped her tablet. “Brock heard about it and had his own idea for a potential game show.”

“Oh?” Pinky Peach asked, brows cocking. “I didn’t hear about this.”

“He just passed it on to me for discussion on our way down here,” Hephi said. “He proposes a show called ‘Huff the Fluff’, in which he brushes, grooms, and sniffs the furry ears and tails of anyone of us who has them.”

“Brushable tails would just be—Tahini, Lunaticia, Ember Black, me, Mitsy, and…I think Velvet and Satina’s little cottontails are probably too small for that,” Pinky said.

“I said this as well, and Brock said, and I quote, ‘We’ll fucking make it work.’ After that, he is working on a concept involving being constricted by snake tails.”

“This just sounds like Brock being horny on main,” Tahini chuckled. “Has he been taking his libido suppressants?”

Hephi frowned. “Half doses. Should I ask him to get back up to a normal dose?”

“No.” That was every woman in the room, speaking as a united front. As soon as it happened, about half of them broke into giggles of amusement, including Hephi herself.

Pinky Peach smiled. “Did Brock have a name in mind for the scaly variant?”

“He proposed ‘Constrict Me, Mommy,’ but I vetoed that.”

Pinky’s smile evaporated. “Yeah. Uh. Huh…wow.”

Opal, Mamba, and Viperka exchanged tense eye contact, performing a series of improved sign-language gestures that Pinky guessed was coordinating some manner of group call a bit later.

Velvet sauntered back into the room, the sound of a flushing toilet in the distance. “Ahhh!” she squealed happily. “There’s nothing like that post-pee sensation.”

“Not everyone is as comfortable talking about your pee as you,” Viperka reminded her, pulling her lips into a thin line.

“Sorry…”

Pinky Peach nodded at Hephi, but to her surprise, the elf shook her head. “Really?” Pinky asked. “Wasn’t there one more thing we should probably inform the Nightmare Girls about? Something we didn’t put in writing on the meeting minutes, but which we all agree bears mentioning?”

Hephi gulped, her eyes glancing over to Nurse Quinny, who wore a sharp-toothed grin. “Point seven.”

Nurse Quinny shot up, not waiting for Pinky Peach to speak. “Brock must be educated in the art of male servitude.”

Viperka, Ember Black, Velvet, and Lunaticia traded weird, skeptical looks. Petal was too busy hugging Blossom to notice what was being said. “What are you talking about?” Velvet asked. “Did this really make it onto the meeting minutes?”

“It’ll make more sense if we let her explain,” Pinky said. “Go on, Quinny—but say it in a less sadistic, evil, crazy way, alright?”

“You ask the impossible, but I’ll try,” Quinny sighed. She pointed at the projector and clicked the remote control in her hand. There was a picture of Brock. “Behold!”

“Only I can say that,” Pinky reminded her. “That’s rule ninety-seven in the charter.”

Quinny’s face soured, but she nodded obediently and continued. “Brock Clayton is a man. Tell me—Viperka, when you think of the stereotypical qualities of the ideal man, what do you think of?”

She shrugged, tapping her jawline thoughtfully. “Strong. Confident. Doesn’t let anyone boss him around. Knows how to be a leader…why?”

Quinny looked like someone had stabbed her through the heart. “Let’s try again. Petal?”

“Huh? Masculine? What’s that mean again?”

“Like a man!” Quinny explained. “What qualities make you think of a man?”

“The penis!”

Quinny sighed, her shoulders sinking. She turned her gaze on Lunaticia. “You’re going to disappoint me too, aren’t you?”

“Dominant, violent, bosses me around—“

Nurse Quinny covered her ears. “I won’t listen to this blasphemy.”

“Not going the way you planned, Quinny?” Pinky Peach giggled. “It’s alright. Let’s try this again. Nurse Quinny, being a dark elf, has some very unique perspectives on relationships—some of which, we think, sync up well with Brock’s rather doting personality.”

Quinny put down the projector remote. “Correct. Brock wants passion. He wants us to want him and take what we need from him.”

“Well, I’ve got good news for him, then,” Lunaticia giggled, her tail swishing behind her. “We already do that.”

The dark elf shook her head. “Not nearly enough. Brock simply cannot manage us all—his male brain is incapable of such feats. We must manage him or he will die from unhappiness.”

Petal gasped sharply. “He will?!”

“She’s overstating things a bit,” Viperka muttered. “Can I slice through the unhinged part of this pitch and ask what exactly she has to say that you all apparently liked?”

Ember Black’s face bore an echo of Viperka’s caution. “Y-y-yeah. This s-s-sounds weird t-to me.”

Pinky Peach giggled. “Her point is simple—Brock doesn’t like managing us. He likes unscheduled passion—but that’s impossible with so many of us, at least if we want to be fair. However, Brock typically won’t say no if we make demands of him.”

Lunaticia raised her hand. “He says no if you try to touch his butthole.”

Pinky swallowed, trying not to cringe. “Right. Moving on, if we create a schedule behind the scenes, then we can simply act according to it. During your scheduled time, you put the moves on Brock—or otherwise claim your alone time with him. We simply stop reporting the schedule to him or concerning him with such things. If he asks, just say we’re scaling it back without getting too specific.”

“So…lie to him?” Velvet asked.

“No, not at all!” Pinky shrieked. “The idea is that Brock will like the romantic feeling of us making passionate demands of him, or putting ourselves in his face whenever it’s our turn. From his perspective, he won’t know the schedule, so it’ll all feel organic to him, and he will bend over backward to accommodate us.”

“And what if Brock moves around unexpectedly and puts himself in the path of another girl who isn’t scheduled?” Velvet asked.

Hephi jotted something down. “A simple swap would be in order. Let’s say Tahini is scheduled for Monday morning, but Brock runs into Lunaticia after grabbing coffee and donuts and ends up railing her into the ground instead.”

“Gods willing,” Lunaticia moaned.

Hephi continued. “If that happens, then Tahini gets Lunaticia’s slot instead, and Lunaticia agrees to make herself scarce or avoid Brock during her originally scheduled time.”

“It’s just insane enough to work,” Viperka muttered. “It won’t be perfect though. There’ll be kinks we’ll have to deal with.”

“Like the tail fluff thing,” Mitsy said.

Viperka blinked. “Not the kind of kink I meant.”

“In any case, it’s something we can try. If it doesn’t work, then we go back to the current system!” Pinky Peach declared. “Under each of your seats, you’ll find your currently allotted time. Please make trades all you want, but inform Hephi and I as soon as possible so we can adjust the master schedule.”

The sound of creaking chairs and crinkling paper filled the conference room for the next minute or so, until finally Hephi spoke up again. “That’s all I’ve got for today, Pinky,” she murmured. “Did you have anything else?”

“Nope,” Pinky said. “At this point, I’d like to invite the leader of the Nightmare Girls to close out the meeting for today with some inspirational words.” She winked at Ember Black, whose face would have paled if it weren’t already charcoal black.

The pegasus girl rose slowly, pushing her chair into the table as Viperka and Lunaticia slapped her ass encouragingly. She clopped to the front of the room, her fingers fiddling with each other in front of her, then spun on her heel to face her counterparts.

“I d-don’t have m-much to say,” she began, looking at the sea of friendly faces. “So I’ll just s-say this. Our t-time at the beach m-made me realize one thing: we’re all s-sisters. We all ended up h-here because of a m-man, or because of Lorem-m-masters…What I didn’t realize when I j-joined was how much I’d g-grow to care for all my friends too. Please, girls, t-take your time with your harem sect s-s-s-seriously. We n-need each other too.”

Pinky was sobbing by the end of that very short speech, hurling her body against Ember Black’s. “I’m so proud of you, Blackie,” she said. “You get it. You really get it.”

Ember Black pulled away from the embrace just to look the unicorn girl in the eyes. “Th-thank you Pinky. C-can I ask you a q-q-question?”

“Of course,” Pinky said, wiping her eyes on her shoulder.

“Would you d-d-do me the honor of having a th-threeway with me and B-Brock tonight?”

Pinky Peach smiled at her, hugging her even tighter. “I thought you’d never ask.”
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