
        
            
                
            
        

    
      
        
          Solar Dragons Need Love, Too! 4

          
          Virgil Knightley

        

        
          
          
        

      

    
Copyright



Copyright © 2023 by Virgil Knightley 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.




A Harem Prologue


Pinky got out of the taxi, her hooves clicking hard on the pavement. She tapped them anxiously as she waited for the others to follow suit, making a show of checking a watch on her wrist that she wasn’t actually wearing. 
“Come on, people! I booked an appointment for Blossom thirty minutes from now! Chop chop!”
One by one, the Dreamgirls poured out of the taxi cab, dressed in smart attire that contrasted quite a lot from their standard collective ‘lazy hot girl chic’ fashion sense. Pinky Peach wore a baby blue blouse, buttoned up to the collar, and a pink blazer over it with a matching skirt. Mamba wore tight black pants and a white peasant top with a stylish gray shawl over her shoulders, while Satina had donned a rustic country dress that was an off-white shade that made her red hair and cute freckles pop nicely. Tahini, for her part, had on a blue skirt she liberated from one of the police lockers at her father’s precinct and a black peplum as her top.
That left only Blossom. This was her big day—well, sort of. This was the day that she registered for Personhood with the Meteoropolis Tax Office. As such, she wanted to make sure she looked her absolute best. She wore similar business attire to Pinky Peach, but her jacket and skirt were brown, and the shirt underneath was black to bring out her glistening inky black eyes. 
Blossom’s hair-vines were drawn back into a long, loose ponytail that had grown all the way down to her calves, liberally dotted with pink flowers the whole way down. She even had some black pumps custom-made for her stumpy root-feet, though walking in them was a bit of a chore.
The flower sprite grinned eagerly at the front door of the Sylvan District Bureau of Taxation’s branch office. Pinky noted aloud that it was probably the most excited someone had ever been to see a tax office in the history of Meteoropolis. 
Laugh as they may, that building represented something to Blossom—the final step to proving that she was special, not just a pretty plant with a firm backside and a moderate rack but an actual sapient, intelligent lifeform deserving of smooches and songs galore. No—not ‘galore.’ Is there a bigger, smarter word for galore? she wondered. If so, then that.
“Okay, Blossom,” Pinky Peach spoke, placing a hand on Blossom’s slender back, “we’re here. Please, please stick to the script as much as possible.”
“What script?” Blossom asked unironically.
“Let us do the talking until they take you in for the interview,” Mamba insisted. “We’ll help you fill out the forms and stuff.”
Blossom nodded. “Good. I can’t write for shit.”
“You’ve been practicing your name, though, right, honey?” Satina asked, sounding a bit anxious about the forthcoming answer.
“Of course! I can spell it right at least eighty percent of the time,” she declared proudly. “Let’s fuggin’ do this.”
Tahini stepped in front of the flower sprite, raising a hand to stop her. “Not so fast,” she muttered. “Pinky—the folder, please. We’re going to need our forms to fill them out. Assuming you printed them already?”
“Assuming I printed them?” Pinky Peach reached into her purse and withdrew a scented pink envelope with a look of hurt on her face. “I’ve actually already filled out all your tax forms completely, so all you need to do is sign them.”
Tahini and Mamba traded stunned expressions. “What?” Mamba grunted, displaying obvious surprise. “You did our taxes for us?”
“Of course,” she squeaked. “I could only imagine what a mess it’d be if I left you all to it. The last thing I want is the tax man breathing down my neck.”
Mamba’s face showed quite plainly that she couldn’t decide whether she was grateful or offended. In the end, she appeared to settle on the former as she took her own forms from Pinky Peach, bringing them to her nose with a leery look on her face. “Did you…” Before she could finish her sentence, her eyes drifted to the paper itself, her face twisting up.
Pinky Peach had typed every answer in an overly elegant font and printed the document with a fancy golden border, using sparkling ink and everything. Mamba squinted as she studied a bit of text she noticed lining the lower part of the border frame. It said, “Don’t cry because it’s over. Smile because it happened.”
“What the actual fuck is this, Pinky Peach?” Tahini asked. She sniffed the paper as well, her eyes widening with disbelief. “Did you apply my perfume to my tax forms?!”
Mamba’s jaw dropped. “I thought I was going crazy! I smelled my perfume on my paper, too!”
Pinky Peach nodded, crossing her arms with perhaps misplaced pride. “A personal touch that I think the fine folks of the Taxation Bureau will appreciate. Very few people go to these lengths, you know.”
“Literally no one does,” Satina giggled. “I’d say I’m surprised by this level of detail-orientedness, but I expected to be surprised, so I’m not sure it counts.”
“Well put,” Tahini murmured, shaking her head. “And there’s expensive silver ink forming a laurel border. And you printed the pages on—is this certificate paper? The fancy kind they use for awards at business parties and school functions?”
Pinky Peach nodded. “Fine eye, Go’Urden.”
Blossom took her forms, snatching them away from the unicorn girl with some resistance. She had more documents than the others due to her Personhood Application and the copy of her police-issued work permit.
This was a big deal to her. If she passed the interview, her income would be officially, legally hers, and she would have all the financial rights of any intelligent life form in Meteoropolis. It was largely symbolic at this point, admittedly. She had a bank account, though it was currently in Pinky Peach’s name, and she had her own room, her own clothes, her own collection of drawings of Brock, and even a little flute that Satina had given her. She owned stuff. She was a person in all eyes but the law.
And this was that final step. Blossom wasn’t worried one bit. She was a fuggin’ genius. She could already practically imagine the stupid faces of the tax office workers as they interviewed her, asking her all kinds of questions. She’d give super smart answers to each of them, wowing them with her leafy brainpower. Why yes, she mused, I do know five plus five. It’s roughly ten or possibly eleven, depending on various circumstances. Don’t you have anything brainier than that to ask me?
Blossom took another step toward the door with a cocky smirk, brushing past Tahini, but this time Satina, Pinky, and Mamba jumped in the way. “Not so fast there, little flower,” Pinky cooed anxiously. “Let’s do some warm-up questions.”
“I’m warm as can be, baby,” Blossom declared, pumping her fist with determination. “I’m hot!”
“All the same—humor us for a minute,” Mamba urged her. She placed her hands on Blossom’s shoulders and pulled her away from the door, allowing others to pass by them.
Blossom groaned. The line was getting longer while they delayed. “Make it quick.”
“What’s your name?”
“Blossom Clayton.”
Pinky Peach winced. “You can’t say your official name is Clayton.”
“Why not?”
“Because you’re not married to Brock.”
“But I was kind of adopted by him in a way,” she pointed out. “So we’re family!”
Satina’s face soured at that. “Let’s make it sound a bit less incestuous.”
Blossom shrugged. “If he were my relative, it wouldn’t bother me. I’d still go to town on him every fuggin’ day.”
“Don’t say shit like this, please,” Pinky begged, her hands clasped together. “I’m going to have a panic attack.” The unicorn girl took a step back and hyperventilated, Tahini assuming a spot behind her to rub her shoulders.
“Okay, next question,” Mamba grunted, “How old are you?”
“Old enough,” Blossom said.
“More specific, please.”
“Eighteen? Nineteen maybe. I don’t know my birthday, but I was told that I was eighteen around the time that Brock rescued me.”
Mamba pointed at the paper. “You do know your age! I divined your birthday myself using magic. Look! It’s right here, on the paper! We talked about this.”
Blossom nodded as she studied it, her eyes going over the spot at least seven times. “I don’t know the names of the months, so this means nothing to me.”
“We’re doomed,” Satina declared, smiling anyway. “I suppose there’s always next year.”
“Nonsense,” Mamba muttered, forcing a smile. “She’ll nail it. Somehow, gods willing, she’ll…maybe pass.”
After a few more practice questions, which went about as well as the last few, they gave up and went inside, deciding to let the pieces fall where they may. Pinky Peach took a number for them, and they sat in the uncomfortable chairs, waiting to be called for roughly an hour.
When their turn came up, Blossom shot to her stumpy, rooty feet, far more eager than anyone else. With Pinky Peach right behind her, she stomped her way to the counter where a Werifesterian dark elf was waiting, her blue skin looking flush under the incandescent light of the tax office. She smiled at them, baring sharpened teeth, and reached out toward Blossom as her eyes drifted back to her computer screen.
Blossom took her wrist and shook it firmly, doing the local handshake. “Pleased to meet you! I’m a person, and my name is Blossom Peach.”
Pinky Peach blinked. “Her name is just Blossom.”
The woman’s smile vanished, and she nodded. “I was reaching for your documents.”
“Ah!” Blossom said without a hint of embarrassment over the misunderstanding. “I’ve got loads of those fuggin’ things! Here!” She handed her papers off, then the other girls did the same.
“Hmm. Ms. Blossom, so it seems this is your first time filing taxes. And you’re applying for recognized personhood today?”
“I am,” she said, nodding primly. “I have an appointment.”
The woman typed her name into her computer and nodded confirmation. “Indeed you do. About thirty minutes ago—you could have just come to the counter at the time of your appointment, for future notice. You didn’t need to wait for your number.”
“Oh, well—we wanted to wait because we didn’t want her to go into the interview alone,” Mamba explained. “That’s the number for our whole group.”
The woman frowned, cocking her head to one side, her eyes still fixed on her screen. “Sorry, but that’s impossible. Personhood interviews are always one-on-one.”
“But Blossom is a very special case, and we can provide evidence of her accomplishments and proof of her personhood through our experiences with her,” Pinky pleaded. “I saw on the website that she’s allowed to have at least one family member in the room with her.”
“Are you family?” the woman asked with a skeptical lift to her brow, looking over the unicorn girl once or twice.
Pinky Peach nodded anyway. “Basically. We live together and work together. We’re the closest thing she’s got to actual family these days.”
“But you aren’t blood—or bark—related.”
Mamba’s face scrunched up in confusion. “Sorry—this doesn’t make any sense to me. She’s allowed to have family vouch for her—blood relatives only—but the personhood interviews are only used for races that typically don’t possess sapient intelligence levels. Right?”
“Correct.”
“So how would her hypothetical non-intelligent blood relatives be able to vouch for her?!” Satina protested. “This is nonsense!”
“Welcome to bureaucracy, sweety,” the jaded woman groaned from behind her desk. “Relax—the interview isn’t that intensive. Just a few questions to answer and puzzles to solve.”
“Relax, tits, I’ve got this,” Blossom assured Satina, turning halfway around to face her.
The satyress’s brow twitched. “Did you just call me ‘tits’?”
A kindly-looking older satyr man approached the desk, standing behind the shoulder of the dark elven clerk. “Oh! Is this Blossom, the flower sprite?”
Blossom waved. “Hi! That’s me! I’m a genius.”
“I’ll take her off your hands, Latanya,” he said.
The dark elf just nodded without looking up, then made a gesture Blossom realized was meant for her, pointing down a corridor.
Blossom winked at the other girls and flashed a thumbs-up. “Stop worrying! I’ll be back before you know it!”
[image: image-placeholder]Blossom was escorted into a room that reminded her of those interrogation rooms she sometimes saw in police dramas. This was different, though—there was a window and some nice paintings on the wall, but the single desk between her and her interviewer still gave her that vibe.
The man looked over Blossom’s application, nodding and smiling. “So, Blossom—”
“Peach.”
“Peach Blossom?”
“Sure.”
The man nodded, noting something on a clipboard-bound paper that was already waiting on the table when they entered the room. “Alright, Peach Blossom. So, you’re a flower sprite with an above-average level of intelligence. I see here you’ve got a work and personhood permit issued by the police department near your home.”
Blossom nodded. “Good, you have eyes then.”
The man chuckled. “This is always so much fun.”
“Hmm?” Blossom asked.
“Personhood interviews. People with awakened or elevated levels of intelligence compared to their race’s norms always have a bunch of amusing personality quirks and fun ways of talking.”
Blossom’s eyes widened, and she leaned forward with interest. “Have you ever interviewed another flower sprite?”
The man nodded, looking up at her and fixing his glasses. “Yes, actually—two others. They looked very much like you, with a few minor differences—the size and shape of their leaves and the colors of their flowers. Theirs were blue.”
“What were they like?”
“They were very funny. They were sisters, so they vouched for each other, which was the first and only time I’d ever seen that happen. One was named Petunia, and the other—I honestly can’t recall. But they had rather foul mouths and couldn’t stop talking about the importance of soil quality.”
“That’s important stuff,” Blossom agreed seriously.
“So, Peach Blossom, it says here you’re just about nineteen years old. And it’s your first year of independence?”
Blossom nodded.
“That’s convenient,” he noted. “That’s the age of majority for long-lived races like yours with no special age noted.”
“Everyone says that about my age,” Blossom commented proudly.
“Describe to me something you’ve accomplished this year. As many examples as you can think of, really.”
Blossom nodded and tapped her chin thoughtfully, crossing her legs. “Well, I’m a top streamer on Flinch and one of the only flower sprites playing ranked League of Loremasters matches. We won some events this last season, and I’ve got five hundred thousand followers. I also have a pottery business—I make pots for other plant-based creatures in Meteoropolis and sell them, but I don’t care about the money so much. I have two streams of that business—one is a fun event I run on Flinch sometimes for content, and through the other I sell at much lower prices to people who genuinely need high quality, lightly customized pots.”
The man blinked a few times and set the clipboard down, clearly stunned. “Go on,” he grunted in a hoarse tone after a moment.
Blossom continued. “I’m also in a romantic relationship with Brock Clayton—you might have seen him on the news.”
“That hero guy? The hero from Meteor Park?”
“That’s the one,” she giggled. “Pinky is probably handing off his papers now. He couldn’t be here today. My friends and I all live together with Brock. He’s our manager.”
The satyr stroked a gray goatee and leaned back in his chair, all but forgetting the notes he was supposed to be taking and the information on Blossom’s application. “You’re a very exceptional case,” he noted.
“Thank you,” Blossom said, glowing with pride at the compliment. “I’m a fuggin’ genius.”
He chuckled. “I don’t see any point in drawing this out any further, Ms. Peach Blossom.” He reached for a stamp and slammed it on her application. Blossom leaned forward to read it, struggling a bit, but could make out the words “Personhood Confirmed.” She grinned excitedly, kicking her pumps against the tile in celebration.
“Thank you!” she squealed. “Now what do I do?”
The man chuckled at her joy and gestured toward the door they came in through. “Now you pay your taxes.”
Blossom’s smile faded. “What’s that, exactly?”
“It means, uh, you give a percentage of everything you earned last year to the government.”
“WHAT?!”




Chapter 1 - Girls of My Dreams


[image: image-placeholder]
After the girls returned home from handling our taxes, and I made my way back from my meeting at Flinch Headquarters, we had some domestic business to attend to.  
“Alright, Mr. Manager,” Mamba cooed playfully, stepping into the living room wearing nothing but a pair of black satin panties and a matching bra, “I’m ready for my close-up.”
I looked up from my expensive camera, busy fiddling with the settings, to see her standing there half-naked. It was as happy a sight as I’d ever seen. “Cute,” I chuckled, trying to play it cool. “This isn’t that kind of photoshoot, though.”
“Maybe it should be,” she suggested with an arched brow. Her long, serpentine tail rattled excitedly and wrapped around my wrist, tugging me gently in the direction of her room—not strong enough of a gesture to lift me up from the couch, but I was certainly tempted to follow. “At the very least, maybe you can help me change into the new uniform.”
I stood at once, nodding resolutely now that there was some sort of pretense. “I can do that,” I grunted. I placed the camera on the table and rubbed my palms together with purpose.
Blossom hopped out of her room, still fixed in her pot. Each little jump and clunky landing scattered more and more dirt on the floor in little rings around her container. “Brocky, wait up! Jesus Christ, were you really gonna do some titty boppin’ without me?”
Before I could reply, Pinky Peach stormed into the room in a huff, her hooves clacking loudly on the living room floor. She shot Mamba an accusatory look before focusing a heated gaze on the flower sprite. “Blossom! You’re tracking dirt everywhere!”
“Um, excuse me, horse-girl, but it’s potting soil,” Blossom corrected her in a know-it-all tone. “And don’t worry, it’s the good shit. We’ll all be better off with a little bit of this on the ground.”
“That’s—you—” Pinky’s voice faltered as she struggled to answer the madness of that statement. “That’s just not even true in the slightest!”
“I’ll clean it up as soon as we’re done,” I briskly assured her, breaking from Mamba’s grasp. “Blossom, get out of your pot and check on Satina and Tahini. Make sure they don’t need any help.”
“I need help,” Mamba reminded me, pulling on my hand again with her coiled tail.
Pinky Peach frowned at the hissfolk woman and stomped her hooves three times in sync with each of the next three words she spoke. “No. You. Don’t.” And then one more stomp after a pause. “Bitch.”
Mamba snickered mischievously, nodding at Pinky’s ensemble. “It looks good on you, Peachy Keen.”
“Damn right it does,” she agreed, smirking, but then her face fell back into a bitter scowl. “Until my pregnancy starts showing, anyway.”
“That’s not a hard issue to address,” I pointed out. “Either we get you a uniform with a size enchantment like Blossom’s ‘Petting Zoo’ shirt, or we just be cheap and buy you a few different sizes of the uniform.”
“Be cheap,” Pinky said, her eyes begging. “We need to save money for our retirement.”
That, of course, was more or less absurd. The girls were raking in money hand over fist each week, so even though my payments from Dr. Luna were on a hiatus after the superhero ban, we weren’t exactly strapped for coinage. If we wanted to, we could almost buy a whole other house like our current one—in cash.
And the girls were getting ambitious, too, which I loved to see. Lately, Blossom’s flowerpot empire had started to grow. It began with her pottery streams, and people started saying things in chat about how they’d buy her pots if she’d sell them to her fans. One thing led to another, and it turned into an auction. She made an absurd amount of gold coins for a fairly simple terracotta planter. The price for the next planter doubled when she kissed it, leaving an imprint of her lips in the wet clay.
Tahini worked with Blossom to set up a website, and soon the flower sprite had more orders than she could fulfill—so we upped the price again. And again. But people were crazy about her pots, and Blossom, ever the little gremlin, kept coming up with funny ways to customize them—lipstick marks, signatures, crude drawings of my penis for some reason—all of them sold out. Even the penis ones.
And Blossom wasn’t the only fresh source of income. Satina had started doing karaoke streams. Since she had the voice of an angel and the looks of a fertility goddess, it wasn’t hard for her to get viewers. After a while, though, her chat got so flooded with people begging for song requests that she couldn’t keep up with them all. 
She turned on paid chats for the remainder of the stream as a sort of band-aid solution until she found a more manageable way to handle requests. Basically, in order to send a song suggestion, you had to offer a small donation so it wouldn’t be lost in a flood of comments and she could give priority to real fans. She was shocked when the coins started rolling in pretty much nonstop, and her measures did little to slow the onslaught of requests.
Tahini and Mamba were experimenting with their own side business as well. Before I knew Mamba, she’d been a food blogger or something like that. When Tahini found out about this, she decided to create a food podcast with Mamba and Satina, where each week the three of them would be hosted by a different restaurant in Meteoropolis, usually in the Sylvan District. They’d do their podcast from the VIP room there while reviewing the food, or sometimes from Mamba’s room afterward or if they had takeout. They called it ‘Good Taste’ and Pinky Peach and Blossom had already been guests. Blossom’s episode was hilarious because everyone, including the flower sprite herself, forgot that she couldn’t eat people food until the camera started rolling.
And then there was Pinky Peach. She wasn’t really doing anything new—she was always focused on League of Loremasters. But what was interesting was that she had skyrocketed in popularity in the last couple of months, and Flinch had taken notice. They rewarded her by making her the official face of Loremasters’ new 1v1 game mode, having her appear in all the ads and sign a contract that had Pinky Peach committed to streaming at least ten hours of that mode each week for the entire season. She typically did closer to thirty.
Impressively, she also ranked in the top fifty players in the entire city in the fledgling game mode, occasionally breaking the weekly top ten. Because of this, the Dream Girls as a whole experienced another surge in notoriety, making them the most viewed Loremasters team in all of the Sylvan District if not Meteoropolis. Their good looks probably played a part, too.
So we were doing pretty well, financially speaking. We were doing so well, in fact, that we even hired a cleaning woman for a week—a kindly dryad lady who parked her tree in a wagon in the backyard before coming in for work each day. She was really good at her job, but Pinky’s eye always twitched when she watched her clean. No one met the unicorn girl’s standard but herself, it seemed, so it was destined to end badly. When all was said and done, we had to let her go—and the dryad thanked us for it, too, having formed a rather harsh opinion of the unicorn girl.
Eventually, Pinky persuaded Mamba not to take me into her room to help her change, reminding us that we had dinner reservations after the photo shoot. She was right, but I didn’t see what ten minutes of hanky panky would do to delay that—Satina always took ages to dress, and the last time I saw Tahini, she was still wearing a sports bra and boy shorts. Her black shoulder-length hair had looked like it may have once heard of a brush but never pursued the matter any further.
But I let Mamba go, watching her blow me a kiss as she waded back into her room. Still, she left the door open so I could watch her undress and put the uniform on. I accepted the invitation to observe. Far be it from me to turn my sexy snake lady down.
A few minutes later, I was joined in the living room by all my women, wearing their brand new Dreamgirls esports uniform. It was similar to the old one, nearly the same, but instead of the legendary boob window, it was more of a V-neck. This mercifully meant that there was still some cleavage on display, but it was less exciting.
“Well,” I sighed, nodding as they lined up in front of me, “I suppose we’d better get this started.”
“Does the restaurant we’re going to later have water?” Blossom asked worriedly.
“Yes,” everyone droned in an instant reply.
I cleared my throat and looked out at the five insanely cute girls in front of me. “Okay, today we’re doing the shoot in the garden. Blossom’s done a great job cultivating the flowers to perfection, and they’re all in full bloom, so it should make for some great pictures.”
Pinky groaned. “They won’t be very esports standard fare, though,” she noted. “I haven’t seen any other teams pose in a flower garden. Usually, they’re in front of a green screen looking tough with their arms crossed—”
“And their tits out,” Blossom interjected. “Pinky’s right. We should follow that example.”
I decided just to ignore Blossom’s version of the norm in esports photography and nodded at Pinky. “You’re right, babe, but we’re also the most photogenic team in League history. Like, comically so. I think we could actually sell photo sets if we wanted to.”
“Should we?” Pinky asked, her eyes widening. “I’ve done something like that before we met, but it was just cute selfies and pictures of my hooves.”
“Hoof pics pay the bills,” Satina sighed, shaking her head, looking a bit forlorn.
“I think we’re beyond selling photo sets.” Mamba chuckled at the notion. “If we were hurting for cash, sure, but the way things are now, we should just use these for our Flinch profile page.”
“Agreed,” I grunted. “No need to be that industrious. I’m not trying to undermine you as professional gamers, either. I’m just saying, being as easy on the eyes as you girls are—”
“Awwww!” a few of them replied in unison.
I kept going. “I just think we might as well play to all our strengths. Don’t get it twisted, we’re definitely going to be a top team soon enough, but none of our competition looks like this.” I gestured at the ensemble they formed, standing together, looking gorgeous as could be.
“Brock’s angling for a five-on-one tonight, girls,” Pinky giggled mischievously, her snicker sounding more and more like Blossom’s the more time they spent together. It was funny to see them all picking up each other’s mannerisms.
My eyes widened fearfully at what she said, though. The girls seemed to have the cursed idea that a five-on-one session was awesome and something of a treat for me, but the opposite was actually true. It was a logistical hellscape. There were so many places to insert things and a very limited supply of things to insert—also focus was an issue. How could I focus on five naked women at once? Sometimes it was even more when Tahini got spicy! The girls always acted anxious and stressed out when they decided I didn’t look at them for too long, creating a high-stress environment not conducive to male orgasm.
I’d been training hard lately, trying to unlock new powers and abilities with the dragon inside’s help to better deal with these situations, but so far it was all more or less useless to intercourse. I almost laughed as I imagined using my latest trick mid-coitus. “Oh yes, ladies, watch as I create a blinding light with the intensity of a hundred suns, blasting it out of my eyes. Really romantic. Super sexy. By the way, now you can’t see for a few hours, so that’s fun.”
The girls followed me into the garden shortly after that and assumed a few default esports poses that made me snort with laughter. “Yeah, the tough girl routine isn’t going to do the trick in front of a bed of roses,” I noted. “Just be yourselves. Act natural. Smile.”
They smiled, though Blossom’s grin looked so forced that I cringed when I checked the preview on the screen.
“Are we done?” she asked. “This sun is fuggin’ good. I wanna strip down and soak it up.”
“It’s not a real sun,” Mamba pointed out.
Blossom eyed her like Mamba kicked one of her pots. “I know that.”
The hissfolk woman shrugged and looked away innocently. “I was just saying, cutie.”
“We’re going to be doing this for a few more minutes, so no stripping down yet,” I instructed her sternly. “Try to relax. Loosen up, everyone. Strike a natural, fun pose. It can be cute, a bit sexy—whatever you want. And let’s try to get a smiling shot. Those are so rare in this business.”
I snapped another round of photos, and the poses were a definite improvement, but the smiles weren’t quite there yet for a few of the girls.
“It’s hot out here,” Pinky noted. “The Meteoropolis weather people need to turn down the temperature.”
“They need a certain quota of warm days like this for cold-blooded peoples,” Mamba explained, looking utterly in her element by comparison. “I’m loving this weather, personally.”
“All I’m saying is Satina, Tahini and I will be covered with sweat in these photos if we can’t get it right soon.”
It was a valid concern. “Hmmm,” I muttered, feeling like a proverbial countdown had begun. “You look great. Don’t move too much just yet—but we need more natural smiles.”
“Everyone think of a happy memory—with Brock, just so we can fluster him and make him wonder all night what they were.” That was Mamba’s suggestion, of course, and it immediately set the girls to smirks and snickers, so I thought it was a good opportunity.
“If it works, it works,” I chuckled. I snapped a dozen photos, maybe a bit less, from a few different angles. “Okay, those look great! Now Tahini and Blossom, come kneel in the front like—yep, just like that. And Pinky and Mamba, close in on Satina in the space they left behind. Great!”
Pinky Peach giggled wickedly. “Bossing me around like that’s gonna get me fired up, baby.”
With five girlfriends in one place, there was always at least one of them that was in an amorous mood at pretty much all times. It was a simple numbers game. Today, and more often because of her pregnancy lately, it was Pinky. In the past, it would typically be Blossom. Or Mamba. Tahini and Satina didn’t often get too frisky and demanding, but when they did, there was only an illusion of choice about how things would proceed from there as the two of them tended to take “No thanks” and “Maybe later” as some variation of “Try harder.”
Pinky was the best-case scenario in a situation like this. Her cheesy comments like that would get the other girls groaning and rolling their eyes, making the overall mood less horny and buying a bit more time.
I ignored the comment and let the other girls tease her playfully, then took another round of photos.
“Okay,” I said, looking at the screen and nodding. “These are good, but I can see Tahini starting to sweat in the last picture.”
“I have a dark complexion,” she murmured.
“And I love that complexion,” I assured her with a laugh. “I’m just saying, I think we’re going to have to call it with only two poses. But I have a bunch of usable shots here. We can do more in front of the green screen another day.”
“Definitely not tonight,” Mamba fired back instantly. “Tonight is for snuggles and popcorn.”
“Agreed to that.” Pinky fanned herself and stuck out her tongue, trying to cool down. “Let’s get inside before we need to shower again before dinner.”
We followed her suggestion and headed back to the house. Blossom instantly stripped down in the middle of the living room before hopping back in her pot and bouncing toward her room, spilling even more dirt.
Pinky watched this wordlessly with her hand on her own doorknob. “I will pluck her fucking flowers, I swear, Brock.”
“Please don’t,” I laughed. “You know how she gets on these really hot days.”
Blossom could get unusually hyperactive and mischievous on the brightest days of the year. I was shocked to learn that most flower sprites aren’t half as rambunctious as her—it turns out that her rather quirky behavior was partially because of her continuous proximity to me, a constant solar energy source. With the surplus energy she absorbed just from being around me, she had to burn it somehow, and that’s what resulted in her many odd but fun habits.
Well, not all of them were fun, I noted as I eyed the dirt she’d tracked on the floor. “We’ll set some ground rules about the pots,” I sighed.
“I hate to say this, Brock,” Pinky sighed, “but you’re going to have to slam some of that gremlin energy out of her system tonight.”
“Huh?” I muttered, not sure I got her meaning.
“Fuck the ‘annoying’ out of her,” she said more plainly.
I nodded solemnly. “I shall fulfill my duty with honor.”
Pinky Peach smirked and rolled her eyes, ending the gesture with a loving look my way as she slowly opened her door. “Are you looking forward to dinner?”
I nodded. “Of course. Why wouldn’t I be? I love date night.”
She blinked. “This isn’t a date, babe. We’re meeting Tahini’s parents again. They said they had some news, remember?”
My stomach dropped so low I worried it might tumble out of my asshole. “Ah. I see.”
“You forgot, didn’t you?”
“Forgot is a rather strong word,” I noted, stroking my chin. “Very negative connotations.”
She opened her door and laughed at me playfully as she went inside. “Wanna watch me change?”
I regarded her with a suspicious grin. “Didn’t you just scold Mamba for trying to pull that move?”
“Yes,” she replied without a drop of shame. “Are you coming or not?”
Shrugging, I followed her into the room. “Fine. But just to make sure you dress quickly.”
“Yes! That’s the spirit,” she said, stripping off her shirt as I clicked the door shut behind me. “You’re my accountabilibuddy!”
A second later, her boobs were out, and my eyes widened with interest. “Let me just—help with those real quick—”
“Brock, where are you?!” Blossom’s voice called out as we heard the sound of the flower sprite’s pot slamming on the floor several more times. “There’s a fuggin’ emergency! I just realized we won’t have time for our evening kisses because of dinner! We need to do them now or I’ll wilt!”
Pinky Peach made an angry face as I took her boobs into my hand—a face I’d never before seen her make in that context. “I’m going to prune her leaves, Brock. I’ll pour soda into her soil. I’ll pee in it.”
I chuckled and shook my head, fondling her soft pillowy bosom like I didn’t have a care in the world. “Shhh,” I urged her. “Let me enjoy this.”
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Chapter 2 - Dinner at Grizzles


Just last week, I’d gotten my Meteoropolis driver’s license, passing the written test with flying colors. The car we bought was a ground-based design, handling not that dissimilarly to my first car back in high school—a half-broken-down El Camino my cousin sold me for $700 and a pack of cigarettes. 
Anyway, that made me the first person in our household to get a car and the only one who had a current license. As such, I found quite recently that I had graduated from manager to chauffeur, and the girls absolutely loved it. Satina even had me drive her to Darkling Donuts when she needed to cover a shift for the girl who’d replaced her, Spinella, and that place was only a few blocks away.
Driving came easily to me after spending so much time soaring above the city streets. I felt like I had a rather intimate understanding of the layout of the Sylvan District, so I rarely even bothered to use the location services on the dashboard to navigate to our destinations. Driving was automatic, therapeutic, and relaxing on a level that I hadn’t imagined it would be. Even with a car full of noisy women.
Pinky Peach sat in the front seat beside me, her hand resting on my knee as I drove. “Look at you, Mr. Driver-Man,” she cooed like it was the sweetest compliment she could imagine. “Got your own fancy car and five girls filling it up for you.”
I frowned. “In retrospect, I should have gotten a bigger vehicle,” I noted as I cast a distressed look at the backseat where four women were crammed tightly together.
“It’s fine,” Mamba assured me, waving her hand loosely. “We’re cozy as can be back here.”
“Speak for yourself,” Blossom grunted. “Mamba’s slot thingy behind the seat isn’t thick enough for her fat fuggin’ tail, so it’s practically shooting up my butt.”
“But that’s on purpose,” Mamba giggled.
Tahini groaned, situated awkwardly between the two of them. “We really do need to make the tail holster bigger. Mamba’s tail is really thick and long.”
I nodded and scratched my chin. “Thick and long, you say? Seems somehow familiar.”
Blossom leaned over, cupping her hand to her mouth as she whispered a conclusion in Satina’s ear. “I think he means his—”
“Yes, sweety, we got that,” Satina giggled, cutting her off promptly. “How long is this drive, Brock?”
I squinted out at the road and thought about it for a minute. “This is that Horcross place, right? Grizzles or whatever?”
“Yes!” Satina said, kicking her hooves excitedly into the back of my seat. “I love their cockatrice wings!”
“I can’t remember a meal you didn’t love,” Pinky noted, smiling with dimpled cheeks. “But didn’t you just eat? Are you sure you’ll have room?”
Satina cocked her head to the side. I watched her confused expression play out in the rearview mirror, making me smirk at its cuteness. “What do you mean, Pinky? I’ve only had four small meals today.”
“Each of your small meals equals my daily caloric intake,” Tahini sighed, staring jealously at the Valestrian Satyress’s impressive rack. “I’d ask where you put all that food, but we all know.”
Blossom slowly and sneakily stuck her pinky finger into Satina’s cleavage, earning a swat on her wrist from both Tahini and the satyress herself.
“Too late, I enjoyed myself already,” the flower sprite declared.
Driving in Meteoropolis would normally be pretty stressful for a newbie to the streets. You had lanes for high-speed hover vehicles, motor vehicles, and carriages drawn with mounts, and there were often flying cars whizzing overhead. It was a bit of sensory overload, but I’d always been a pretty good driver, so I took to it easily enough. Still, it required a degree of focus—so much that I didn’t even notice just when Pinky Peach’s hand had migrated totally to my crotch.
I noticed when she squeezed though.
Shooting her an alarmed look, she pouted. “It’s my hormones,” she whined quietly and covertly. “I’m hornier right now than I can even remember being this month.”
“What’s Pinky saying to you?” Tahini asked with obvious suspicion. “I’ve seen that look on her face before and it doesn’t bode well for our safety as passengers.”
Pinky Peach turned around her seat with so much speed that it was almost violent. “I said I’m horny! I’m pregnant, and I’m a cocktail of irritation, weird cravings, and inappropriate urges! Do you have a problem with that? If so, would you like to carry this freaking baby for me?”
“No thank you,” Tahini murmured, lowering her head awkwardly and looking at her phone. “Oh—my dad says they got to the restaurant already. He says…Brock should bring his muscles.”
I blinked, trying not to react as Pinky Peach’s hand found my groin again. “Bring my—what the fuck does that mean?”
“I don’t know. Should I ask him?”
“I mean—okay, sure,” I grunted.
A few moments later, I heard a sigh emit from the catgirl’s mouth. “Never mind.”
Mamba leaned in and tried to look at her phone, but the catgirl hid it back in her purse too fast. “Let me see. What are you talking about?”
“He’s being weird again,” she groaned. “It’s embarrassing.”
Mamba reached into Tahini’s purse and wrestled the phone out. Tahini put up a bit of resistance but ultimately relented.
“It’s fine,” she laughed. “It’s locked anyway. You won’t be able to get in.”
“You sure about that?” Mamba snickered. She held the phone up to Tahini’s face, the facial recognition system activating as it scanned her features.
Tahini rolled her eyes. “Fine. Look.”
I looked in the rearview mirror and watched as Mamba’s expression faded from mischief to confusion. “It looks like he tore the sleeves off of his tailored shirt,” she noted. “Your mom appears very unamused.”
“Yeah, he’s been acting up a bit recently,” Tahini sighed, sounding more worried than mortified at this point. “Something must be stressing him out at work.”
Blossom eyed her carefully. “Acting up?”
Tahini nodded, a tear forming in her eye. “He’s…not doing great. He had started to lean on Brock and me a bit at work, and it was going well for a while—and now we can’t help him anymore with the vigilante ban. I think he’s losing it. My mom definitely is.”
Tahini’s mom was not a fan of the commissioner playing hero cop every night, and it had gotten worse since Copycat and Solaris—Tahini and me, respectively—were forced into an early retirement. How long that would go on, I couldn’t say, but this was the first time I was told of the kind of toll it was having on the commissioner.
“Hmm,” I grunted. “I supposed I don’t need these sleeves. Weather’s pretty good.”
“The restaurant will be air-conditioned.”
I waved a hand dismissively. “I have a solar furnace for a heart. I can take a little AC, babe,” I chuckled. “Pinky—stop that.”
“But I’m so wet and I need to feel it in my hand,” she whined.
“I’m driving.”
“Driving me wild, yeah,” she giggled, squeezing my now throbbing dragonhood.
I looked back at Mamba for help. The hissfolk woman chuckled and reached forward, placing a hand on Pinky Peach’s shoulder. “Tell you what, sweety, you’ll get first dibs when we get back home. But you need to let him drive and not ruin his good slacks. Sounds fair?”
Pinky sniffled a bit but withdrew her hand at last. “Fine,” she said, sounding none too pleased with the concession. “Mama just needs some cream in her pie so badly.”
“So, how was the tax office?” I all but shouted, eager to change the subject.
“I’m a person!” Blossom exclaimed.
“A person who owes the government seventy gold pieces, yes,” Satina reminded her with a playful elbow. “But don’t worry—you’ll get a chunk of that back.”
“If they’re giving it back, what’s the fuggin’ point in taking it?” Blossom complained with a huff. She suddenly looked down at her feet—the gnarled, stumpy little trunks that she had for feet, anyway. “Wait a second—I forgot my shoes at home.”
“You don’t need shoes, it’s fine,” Tahini answered quickly. “Please—no one expects a flower sprite to wear shoes. Don’t make us turn the car around.”
“I am telling you right now that we are absolutely not turning the car around for your shoes,” I announced instantly. “Once we’re seated at the restaurant no one will even be looking at your feet anyway.”
Blossom pouted. “I like wearing shoes. It makes me feel more like a person.”
“You don’t need shoes to make you a person,” Pinky giggled from the front.
“No, but I feel more normal with them.”
Mamba nodded, clearly appreciating that on some level. “I hear you, Blossom—but neither Pinky Peach nor Satina bothers with shoes either. They’ve got hooves.”
“Pinky fucks with horseshoes,” Blossom grumbled. Suddenly her eyes lit up. “Can my rooty little kickers fit horseshoes, too?!”
Pinky Peach laughed. “Now, Blossom—”
“I could be a unicorn!” Blossom gasped.
Pinky paused mid-sentence. She cleared her throat. “Being a unicorn isn’t quite that easy.”
“In all but name, I’m a unicorn,” Blossom declared, her hands folded against her bosom. “Blossom Clayton-Peach the Green Unicorn Elf.”
“Okay, where the fuck do you get off claiming elfhood, now?!” Pinky barked suddenly, all traces of amusement gone from her voice.
It was sheer chaos, but I was used to it. I listened to the odd conversation continue to unfold independently of me as I drove the rest of the way to the restaurant. It hadn’t quite come to an end, either, when it was time to park.
“I’m just saying, there are a lot of similarities between unicorns and flower sprites. We have to consider the distinct possibility, however small, that you and I might be distant cousins, Pinky!”
“I will gore you with my fucking horn.”
Blossom snorted at that. “You’re bluffing. You buff that thing to perfection every week—there’s no way you’d risk chipping it on my sleek, barky skin.”
“It’s softer than it looks,” I suddenly felt the need to point out. “Aaaand we’re here.”
I finished parking the car and retrieved the key from the ignition, shutting it down. Satina let out a big yawn as everyone else piled out of the car.
“Ooh! Was that me? We need to get some food in me soon or I’m going to fall asleep!”
Tahini pinched Satina’s belly but was unable to produce much fat for scrutiny. “Really, it literally all goes exactly where it’s supposed to. It’s insane. I hate you.”
The girls were wearing matching black dresses tonight, but their outfits still seemed to clash because of the varying colors of their purses and, well, bodies. Pinky took my arm on one side as Tahini angled in and grabbed the other, earning a scoff of protest from some of the other women.
“Why do you think you get arm privileges? We haven’t even discussed it!” Mamba hissed.
“We’re meeting my parents. Do you want my mommy and daddy to think I’m some third-rate harem girl?”
Blossom whined. “Fuggin’ fine. Next time we meet my parents.”
“You don’t have any parents,” Mamba reminded her.
“Awww shoot!”
We headed into the establishment, entering through the front doors. I was surprised that the Go’Urdens chose this spot of all places. It was more or less a typical bar and grill, though they seemed to specialize in the aforementioned cockatrice wings, sporting over a dozen kinds of sauces and spice combinations. I had to admit, I was a bit excited to try them.
I’d never been to a Horcross City-style restaurant before. I’d heard about the place in passing a few times—apparently, it was a very mixed fantasy metropolis not unlike Meteoropolis, ruled by a powerful Demon Lord who was surprisingly benevolent. It was also one of the only other places that people of Meteoropolis could easily travel to and from given its status as a registered demiplane.
Most recently, Horcross City appeared on the news when it was revealed that some minor league women’s basketball coach had a descendant of the previous ruler for his Splice Partner. It was big news for a few days, but then everyone seemed to forget about it. But tourism to Horcross skyrocketed after that, so I guess they didn’t?
There were a lot of neon lights in Grizzles, and I appreciated the vaguely familiar sports bar atmosphere. A pink-haired elven girl greeted us at the door and escorted us to our table, where the commissioner and his wife were already seated. Like us, they were dressed up a bit more than the place seemed to call for—save for the commissioner’s missing sleeves. We had taken our cues from Tahini.
“They always dress up,” Tahini had said, sounding forlorn. “My mom even wears sexy dresses to the grocery store.”
Pinky Peach pouted defensively. “I don’t see what’s wrong with that,” she muttered. “If she’s with your dad, then of course she wants to look her best.”
“She does it even when she’s going out alone,” Tahini grunted. “Says it’s important not to be caught by members of the public underdressed.”
We went up to our table and I exchanged the Meteoropolis handshake with the commissioner and received a polite kiss on the cheek from Mrs. Go’Urden. The girls exchanged their greetings as well, and soon we were seated.
Indeed, the commissioner was not wearing his sleeves, just as the photo foretold. A look of bitterness crossed his face for a brief moment as he noted that I was still wearing mine.
“Well!” I said, nodding at everyone and then the waitress, “I don’t know about you all, but I’m ready for the menu.”
“Sure, we can get the menu,” Go’Urden grunted. “But let’s not order just yet—Hephi isn’t here.”
My eyes widened and I looked at Nefertari Go’Urden, recalling how she seemed to feel about the commissioner’s relationship with his assistant in the past. She blinked but didn’t otherwise react, seeming more curious about my sudden shift toward her than anything else.
“Who’s Hephi again?” Satina asked. “I think I’ve heard the name, but we’ve never met.”
“Hephimila is my personal assistant at work. I wanted her to meet all of you tonight,” Go’Urden replied.
The girls traded awkward smiles, offering looks that seemed to ask ‘Why do we need to know his assistant?’ but didn’t say anything. Even Tahini seemed confused. Thankfully, she didn’t seem nearly as shy as the others about asking questions.
“But—why? Hephi at a family dinner? She’s cool and all, but why do the other girls need to meet her?”
The commissioner smiled at his daughter. “Testing a theory, among other reasons.”
As if on cue, the brown-haired elven woman came in through the door and didn’t wait until the server directed her to us. She walked over to our table directly, her posture straight and businesslike, holding a briefcase and wearing her work clothes even now.
She bowed at us politely as she sat down, everyone smiling and waving at her, but most of us were still confused. I suspected Hephi felt much the same way.
“Uh—so this is Hephi,” Tahini grunted, probably not sure why the task of introductions was falling on her, but no one else was saying anything. “She’s really nice. She’s my dad’s assistant at work and she’s super good at her job.”
“Hi, Hephi!” the other girls said as the Go’Urdens smiled at her.
Hephi nodded at Tahini for a few moments—then her eyes narrowed as though she was realizing something important all over again. Soon after that, though, her eyes darted over to study me. She squinted and offered her hand—to shake mine, I supposed. “Brock Clayton, I presume?”
I leaned forward, but she stood up since she was on the other side of the table, meeting me halfway. She suddenly seemed to trip on something, falling so that her palm landed on my chest.
Feeling my chest, she drew back suddenly, her eyes bulging with a look of grim certainty. I made eye contact with Mamba then, remembering the first time she did something rather similar.
Hephi pushed herself off of me and furrowed her brow. She cleared her throat at once and turned to face Mr. Go’Urden.
“Commissioner,” she said, her voice serious and even a bit irate, “I need to speak with you for a moment. Something urgent has just come up.”
Go’Urden smirked, his hand slapping the table. “That was quick!” he guffawed. “I shouldn’t be this surprised.”
Hephi’s lip quivered for a moment. “Sir! I’m—there’s something serious I just realized.”
Go’Urden gestured to the largely empty area where we sat. There was no private booth, but we were well out of earshot of the other patrons, and no waiters or waitresses were around at the moment. “Anything you want to say to me privately can be said in front of these fine people.”
At that moment I noticed Nefertari smirking like a cat playing with a mouse, leaning against her husband’s arm. “Go on, Hephi,” she mocked. “What’s the big secret?”
Hephi’s face took on an angry expression as she pointed at Tahini and then at me. “Commissioner, I’m more certain than ever that your daughter is Copycat and I believe this man to be Solaris.”
Nefertari burst out laughing and wrapped her arms around her husband’s exposed bicep, her tail wiggling happily behind her. Her daughter’s face, on the other hand, could not be more stunned.
I said nothing, just looking at the commissioner to navigate this situation. The commissioner just smiled at his assistant, a look of pride there on his face. “Gods, you’re a clever one, Hephi. You figured it out even quicker than me. What gave it away?”
Hephi’s eyes were bulging at this turn of events. She sat back down at once, sheepishly folding her hands in her lap. “I—uh—a few things. First of all, I’ve known about Tahini for a while. I’ve shared my suspicions with you, sir.”
“Yes, you have,” he agreed, picking up the menu but not looking at it yet. “Go on.”
“And—well, solar dragon harem!” she blurted out suddenly, pointing at the girls in matching dresses flanking me on either side. “Also, it would make sense that Solaris is affiliated with Copycat, so seeing Tahini associated with an uncomfortably muscular and disastrously handsome man with a harem, well—”
“When you put it like that, it really is obvious,” Nefertari giggled. “She is quick.”
Hephi, surprised by Mrs. Go’Urden’s compliment, seemed spurred onward. “I’ve had an inkling for a while. I even tried to set up a meeting with Pinky Peach and the girls but our schedules didn’t allow for it to materialize. And—sorry—I engineered a fall there just then to test my theory.” She nodded apologetically toward me before turning back to her boss. “His chest is warm—frankly it’s hot to the touch. His whole body is.”
“It’s really nice,” Mamba agreed, reaching around and placing a hand on my back.
“He’s got what flower sprites crave!” Blossom giggled. “Solar energy!”
Hephi cleared her throat. “So. Everyone knew, then.”
“Yes, poor dear,” Mrs. Go’Urden replied with a teasing smile.
“Well!” Commissioner Go’Urden bellowed, squeezing his wife so tightly with a side hug that she squeaked like a real cat, “Let’s order some damn wings.”




Chapter 3 - Boys Being Boys


Grizzles won me over one cockatrice wing at a time. The commissioner, like Satina and, to a lesser extent, myself, had a fairly ravenous appetite as well. The savory pepper sauce that drenched the first platter excited me just from its aroma, and I glanced around at my companions to make sure it wasn’t just me. Everyone seemed instantly enamored with the food, except for Nefertari Go’Urden, who appeared unimpressed. 
“Well, I certainly hope everyone enjoys their meal,” she said as the commissioner and I started passing the platter around, allowing all the women at the table to take as many wings as they wanted. By the time Satina had claimed her share, only a few remained. No matter—more wings were on their way, and the shared look of hunger between Go’Urden and me as we eyed the meal told me we would be ordering more than either of us had originally anticipated.
“Ha!” the commissioner exclaimed, patting his wife on the back a bit too firmly for her liking. “This satyr girl knows how to eat.”
“She’s a monster,” Mamba agreed without irony. “I’ve not eaten anything except for breakfast for three days to make room for this meal, yet she’s eaten four meals just today.”
“Well, surely that’s just a difference between species,” Nefertari said, subtly pinching her husband’s leg under the table. I noticed it from her body language and the grimace on the commissioner’s face. “Hissfolk girls like yourself can go a whole week without eating, right?”
“It’s possible, but highly inadvisable. I’ve started jogging more since meeting Brock,” she chuckled, winking at me. “He buys us donuts every morning.”
Satina licked her fingers free of sauce as she sighed dreamily. “Gods help me, I do love donuts.”
“And Tahini tells me you’re pregnant, Pinky Peach?” Nefertari said, smiling warmly at the unicorn girl, causing Pinky to choke momentarily on her food.
“Yes, ma’am,” she confirmed as she wiped her mouth with a napkin. She suddenly sat up straighter, feeling everyone’s attention shift to her.
The matronly catgirl leaned forward with interest, chewing on her lip for a moment. “How did that happen?” she asked.
“Umm. Pardon?” Pinky murmured.
“Did you plan on having a baby?”
The unicorn girl shook her head firmly. “No—it just kind of happened.”
“You let him...inside you? Without protection?”
“Jesus Christ!” Blossom snorted with laughter at the unexpected turn in the conversation, and even the commissioner’s cheeks flushed in surprise.
“Tari—”
The catgirl woman cut off her husband’s protest with a follow-up question, directed at me. “Brock, do you finish inside my daughter?”
The commissioner turned to me, his lip jutting out with a pleading look that I could read clearly. It said, “For the love of God, don’t answer that question.”
Of all the faces in the room to turn to, I looked over at Hephi, curious about her take on all this. Her eyes were wide, and she sipped her dwarven stout from a specially requested straw, watching the proceedings like a courtroom drama.
Before I could muster a response, Tahini growled and rose to her feet. “Mom! Is this why you invited us to dinner? To embarrass me and my boyfriend in front of all my friends and Dad’s assistant?”
Nefertari rested her head on her husband’s shoulder and giggled impishly. “You’re so serious for no reason. It’s a simple question. I just want to know if I can expect grandchildren anytime soon, that’s all.”
Tahini crossed her arms and sat back down angrily, her tail taut, and scowled directly at her mother as she said, “Probably. We get pretty freaky pretty often. Is that what you wanted to hear?”
“Actually, we’re pretty chaste and laid back at our house,” I fibbed, offering an alternative reality to hopefully mellow things out. “Please don’t worry too much about that.”
“Who’s worrying?” Nefertari asked innocently. “I’m glad my daughter has found a man who meets both mine and my husband’s standards. In high school, you should have seen the boys she used to have crushes on.”
Tahini’s eyes went wide. “Mom. Don’t.”
“I won’t,” she giggled. “At least not tonight. But remind me someday to talk about Pimples McGee.”
Satina looked up from her plate of food long enough to comment. “I pray to the gods that that wasn’t his real name.”
“For fuck’s sake…Allow me to bring the dinner back on track,” the commissioner grunted, taking a low, quieter tone as the waitress briskly brought out another two platters. “We did invite you out because we have some big news—for all of you.”
Nefertari frowned, which wasn’t a great sign about the nature of the news. I looked at Hephi, searching for some recognition in her eyes, a clue that she was privy to what this conversation would be about, but she gave no such hint.
Tahini leaned back in her chair, suddenly on high alert, her arms uncrossing and resting on her lap. Mamba and Pinky Peach registered the change in tone instantly, the latter setting her fork down as she was about to skewer another wing and bring it to her plate.
The Go’Urdens exchanged sad looks and sighed in unison. It was the commissioner who offered the news. “I’ve been holding onto this news for a few days. I got a phone call earlier this week—from high up. I’m going to be forced to retire from my position.”
Tahini blinked, utterly stunned. “Says who?”
“Who do you think?” Nefertari asked bitterly.
Hephi hazarded a guess. “The councilman? Mr. White?” 
Mrs. Go’Urden nodded grimly. “That’s the one.”
“Can’t you resist?” I asked. “The city needs you to do your job. Whoever they install there isn’t going to be willing to do the things you’ve done, risking your life on the hard jobs week after week. They’re going to install a Void Cartel denier—or even a closet sympathizer.”
“Or worse,” Tahini noted, shaking her head. “You can’t step down, Daddy.”
Oof. She reached all the way for Daddy, and I noticed it landed as she probably wanted it to. The commissioner’s face twisted with a look of regret and guilt, but he shook his head. “I have to,” Go’Urden grunted. “That conniving son of a cunt-stain is going to have his way. That’s the bad news. But there’s good news, too.”
“And that is?” My voice probably sounded more skeptical than I meant for it to sound.
“I have a plan.”
Hephi leaned forward, her eyes wide, her focus unerring, but crystalline tears were dripping down her cheek. “Tell me, sir,” she said, already choked up.
“The plan is—I retire. And you, Hephi. We leave the force, give them exactly what they want, watch the city fall apart—”
“You can’t be serious,” I interrupted him.
Nefertari raised a hand to calm me. “Let him finish, Brock.”
I made fists with my hands under the table but nodded. The commissioner took a breath and continued. “We give them what they want and let them watch it fall apart underneath them. But we don’t sit on the sidelines doing nothing. I’ll be vigilant, as you will be, I’m sure, and we’ll keep doing what we can to be ready for when the enemy makes their inevitable move. We can also hope that citizens to lash out and force change before it’s too late.”
“What do you mean ‘before it’s too late?’“ Satina asked before plucking another wing from her plate, a nervous lilt to her voice.
Nefertari regarded the satyress seriously. “He means before the Void Cartel, and my brother, destroy the city.”
Go’Urden nodded grimly. “I’ve never been more convinced that the Void Cartel is guiding Meteoropolis to its demise than I am today. But we won’t let those cocksuckers have their way. Brock, Hephi, are you two with me?”
“Of course, sir,” Hephi said, wiping tears from her eyes as I winced at the out-of-pocket profanity. “But—if I’m not working for the city, then what will I do?”
Nefertari turned to Pinky Peach again, and this time the unicorn girl all but shriveled up to have the catgirl matron’s focus on her so stiffly. “Pinky, I have to impose on you and your home. Would you consider hiring Hephi as your live-in assistant?”
“What?!” Hephi squeaked in surprise.
“Huh?!” That grunt came from Pinky Peach. “I think she’s a bit overqualified to be assistant to an esports team.”
“True, but we need her close to Tahini and Brock. We’d feel comfortable if all of you stayed together, always on the same schedule, ready to meet and make moves when necessary,” she said. “And—my husband wants to know you’re safe and, well, being under Brock’s protection is about as safe and protected as a girl in this city can get.” 
I looked at Pinky. “It’s up to you. I’m willing, but—”
Pinky pouted, furrowing her brow, but nodded. “It’s just that—we have a really frisky dynamic at home. Blossom’s usually naked when her streams are done, and none of us wear much during off hours, to be entirely honest. We enjoy a certain...lifestyle.”
“Hedonism and the slow corruption of my daughter aside,” the commissioner grumbled, “I’m sure it’s the right play. I suggested allowing Hephi to move in with us, but Tari was—”
“I was not amenable to the idea. This is the only way,” Tahini’s mother said sternly, her brow twitching, perhaps at the reminder of a past argument.
Hephi cleared her throat, then took a long sip from her straw and slammed the beverage down. “I’ll do it. For the city and you, Commissioner Go’Urden.”
“I knew I could count on you, Hephi,” the commissioner replied.
The atmosphere at the table seemed shaky after that. There was still so much more to be said, but no one really wanted to speak. My head swam with questions about the arrangement. Which room would she sleep in? What exactly would we have her do? Was there some way we could support Hephi in using her time more productively for the city’s benefit?
Instead, after we went through another two platters of wings, I posed the most obvious question. “When will you move in?” I asked.
“Well, I already have an apartment,” she grunted.
“We’ll cover the severance of your rental contract,” Nefertari said with a swish of her hand before drinking from her own glass. “That’s not an issue. Move in one day after the news goes public.”
Pinky Peach, oddly enough, was the one to follow up. “And when might that be?”
The commissioner smiled at her a bit sadly. “Soon.”
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“Fight me,” he commanded.
“Huh?” I replied, shocked by the sudden order, practically jumping with surprise at how quickly it had arrived from nowhere at all.
He held a fist up to his face and flexed his pectorals, causing his tight-fitting shirt to burst and tear, popping buttons along the way. “I said ‘Fight me.’ I need to know that Hephi and Tahini are safe with you. Even in your human form, I have to know if you’re tough enough.”
“Fight you here?” I grunted, gesturing to the wide-open parking lot that was mostly empty.
“Hell yes, Brock. The rules are simple—punches and grapples only. No weapons, no kicks. If you can give me a run for my money, I’ll be able to sleep easy tonight.”
I nodded slowly. “And...if I can’t?”
“Then I’ll have to take additional measures for my daughter’s safety,” he said, his tone serious. “Come on, Brock. Aren’t you curious who is stronger?”
“Not really,” I chuckled, rolling my head to crack my neck. “But life’s been a bit too easy lately, so why the hell not?”
He slapped me on the shoulder hard enough that it stung. Probably a bad sign, I noted. “That’s the spirit.”
As we squared off in the parking lot, the girls took notice. It was Tahini who tugged on her mother’s purse and pointed our way first, and soon everyone was watching. They all paused their own conversation and turned to watch, surprise written on their faces. As they realized what was happening, they began cheering, though Nefertari rolled her eyes.
“Go, Brocky!” Blossom shouted. “I’ll let you give me lots of kisses if you win!”
“You’ll let him do that anyway,” Pinky pointed out. “In fact, you’ll make him.”
“I didn’t say I wouldn’t,” Blossom replied, her tone amusingly brusque.
Nefertari cupped her hand to her lips and shouted at us. “No property damage. Ugh. Boys.”
“No promises, sweetheart,” Go’Urden shouted back as he ripped the rest of his shirt off of his body like it was made of wet paper. “I’ll bill the department if it comes to that.”
I reached for my collar to mirror his dramatic shirt removal, but was quickly corrected.
“Brock Star, I bought that shirt for you!” Mamba called out. “I used my own money!”
I slowly, gingerly stripped it, folded it up, and set it aside on a bench, patting it a few times for good measure. I flexed my muscles as I did so, hoping for a reaction. I got a few cheers, but it felt a bit like a pity party because the commissioner was clearly the bulkier man between the two of us. It was like comparing an athlete to a bodybuilder. Not quite the same thing. In any gym on Earth, I would have looked great, but next to Go’Urden…
“Count us off, Tahini!” Go’Urden barked at his daughter.
“No!” Tahini shot back.
“Good enough for me!” The commissioner lunged toward me, dashing at a speed that seemed unfair given his sheer mass. Still, I was faster, and I leaped out of the way of his strike, clapping him on the cheek with my fist as he whooshed by. At least—I thought I did.
It was like a fish slapping a boulder. His neck didn’t even bend from the impact, and he landed on his feet easily and pivoted to face my new position. I froze, striking a defensive stance, trying to size him up.
“I could just turn into my dragon form and wipe the asphalt with you, you know,” I said with a smirk.
“Yeah, yeah. But you punch like a goblin stepchild.” This time when he lunged for me, I decided to dodge the punch and get him into a grapple. I caught him easily, using my speed advantage, but I quickly realized I’d made the wrong play.
Next thing I knew, Go’Urden had slammed me hard into the pavement, and I felt a resounding crack underneath me.
“I’m not sure if I hope that was my back or the ground,” I chuckled, gritting my teeth.
Go’Urden didn’t get distracted. He threw a powerful punch down at my face, but I rolled out of the way in time and swept my leg to trip him. Next thing I knew, we’d switched places, with me pinning him down. I punched him in the face—must have been a dozen times or more, but he just took it, laughing the whole time.
“Hit harder, Brock! Is that the best you got? Show me some real strength.”
“Don’t goad the man into punching you more, J’Jona,” Nefertari groaned. “This isn’t normal. No part of this is normal.”
“You know who you married,” Tahini sighed.
I stopped punching him for a second just to gather my strength. “If you want the best I can do, then I won’t disappoint you.”
I slammed him so hard in the face that his head sank into the pavement, creating a crater in the shape of his upper body.
“Yes!” he shouted, “Nice hit! I might feel that still on the ride home.” Next thing I knew, his hand was clasped around my throat, and mine ended up on his. Both of us tried to get the upper hand for another two or three minutes, but Tahini called the match off when I got thrown against a street lamp, knocking it down. As the bulb shattered against the ground, sparks spewing everywhere, the catgirl apparently decided she’d seen enough.
“Okay, ha ha, fun fun fun. Stop now, you testosterone-filled buffoons.”
The commissioner helped me to my feet, and nodded, his face swollen from the blows he’d taken. “We’re going to make shit smears out of anyone who comes calling,” he told me. “The Void Cartel won’t know what hit them.”
“They might figure out it’s our fists more easily than you think,” I laughed with a shrug. “Or a face full of solar dragon fire breath.”
“We can only hope. Brock, I want you to know something,” he said, tossing an arm around my shoulder as we made our way back to the throng of girls—mostly unamused by this point as they surveyed the damage and the Grizzles manager came out to see what happened.
“What is it?” I asked.
He looked me in the eye, smiling softly. “You don’t need to use protection with my daughter if you don’t want to.”
I blinked. Twice. Maybe three times, my mouth hanging ajar as I tried to put together a reply. 
I cleared my throat as the women made the rest of the way toward us, since I had stopped in place, stunned. “Noted,” I replied.




Mitsy’s Interlude


Mitsy Cacao yawned with an exaggerated sound of exhaustion as she opened the passenger door of her taxi cab. She waved at the driver, a kindly dwarven man sitting on an elevated seat. He had orange hair that reminded her of her mother’s tails and ears, though the texture was rougher and she wondered if the dwarven gentleman had bathed anytime in the last week. 
“Thank you, sir!” she said, her voice ringing with the resonance of a bell.
The man bristled awkwardly from the unnervingly lovely sound of her voice. He couldn’t stop himself from taking one last look at her as he waved his own farewell. “G’bye, miss. Thanks for the tip.”
“My pleasure!”
Mitsy gently closed the door and smiled as she regarded her apartment building with a grin.
“Home sweet home,” she cooed excitedly, rubbing her hands together. Mitsy lived alone—well, not entirely alone. She had her fish and her white displacer cat, Jezebel. They were enough to keep her company most nights, but occasionally her loneliness would creep up on her.
Not today, though! The kitsune’s nine tails feathered the air behind her excitedly as she walked through the courtyard and into the lobby of her apartment complex. She winked at the older orcish gentleman sitting at the front desk, clad in his security uniform. He nodded at her, blushing at the woman’s fond greeting.
“Ms. Cacao!” he stammered, shuffling to his feet. “Good to see you. Do you need anything?”
“Of course not, Jeffers, but thank you for asking. You’re always a perfect gentleman.”
“And you’re the perfect woman,” he sighed as he sat back down and watched her go.
Mitsy Cacao was over a century old but looked perhaps in her late twenties or early thirties by human standards. She had a full figure beset with wide hips and round, generous breasts, but she kept it all hidden under her fluffy white coat. Out underneath her coat poked nine vulpine tails that swayed concordantly with her mood. She was in a good mood as usual, so they evenly brushed the air as she walked into the elevator and pressed the button for her floor number—six.
“Wait! Hold the door, please!” a young elven man shouted, briskly making his way toward her with his hand up pleadingly. “Sorry!”
“That’s fine,” she replied, humming sweetly. “Which floor are you on?”
“Eight,” the man answered.
Mitsy held the door and pressed the man’s number as he joined her in the elevator.
“I haven’t seen you around here before,” Mitsy noted, making polite conversation.
The man seemed taken aback to be greeted by the woman so sweetly and so suddenly. Flustered, he adjusted his collard and nodded. “I just moved into the building last month. Taking care of my mom.”
“Oh, heavens! Is she not well?”
“She’s fine,” he replied, smiling at her sincerity. “It’s just—well, my father died in an accident last year and she hasn’t been coping well lately. It’s around the time of his anniversary.”
Mitsy frowned at that, feeling a tear well up in her icy blue eyes. “That’s horrible. I’m very sorry to hear that. What’s your room number, if you don’t mind my asking?”
“Umm…it’s 808. Why do you ask?”
“I’d like to bake you and your mother a pie this weekend.”
The elven man looked stunned. “You don’t even know my name.”
“I don’t need to know my neighbor’s name to care for him,” she replied with a gorgeous laugh. “I understand if I’m making you uncomfortable, though—”
“No, no,” he grunted. “No, it’s fine. My mother and my wife will appreciate that.”
Mitsy definitely noted the added emphasis he placed on the mention of his spouse. She laughed at that, a rich, honeyed sound that drew her acquaintance in even deeper. “You’ve got me all wrong, I think, Mister 808,” she cooed. “I’m already spoken for as well.”
“Right,” the man said. He laughed nervously, once again adjusting his collar as the elevator door opened. “Sixth floor. Is this you?”
“Indeed it is! Nice talking to you, Mister 808.”
The man laughed—perhaps at his own misunderstanding, Mitsy thought. She walked out into the hallway, feeling the elf’s gaze on her until the doors closed.
She traveled down the carpeted corridor, lit with clean fluorescent lights, her high heels clicking slightly. It was a muffled sound, but the residents of this floor knew damn well what it meant—the most beautiful woman in the building was home.
Mitsy unlocked her door, humming a tune that had played on the radio in the taxi cab on the way home. For the life of her, she couldn’t get the song out of her head. Not that she minded, really. It was a nice enough song anyway.
She opened the door the second the lock’s click registered, setting her bag down on the nearest chair and stripping off her coat and the watch with the panic button that could take her back to work headquarters in an emergency. 
Her kitty greeted her with a meow, and as soon as Mitsy kicked off her heels, she lifted her pet up and nuzzled its nose against her cheek “Mommy missed you, baby,” she cooed. The cat let out a noise that seemed to reciprocate her kitsune owner’s feelings.
After that, Mitsy filled a pot with water and set it on the stove. She turned on the flame and readied a box of noodles. It would be a simple meal tonight. A cheap one. Mitsy lived in a nice apartment, but lately her job working at the Foundation for Blind Children Who Don’t Come From a Race that’s Supposed to be Blind (Such as Molemen), or the FBCWDCFRSB(SM), was facing pay cuts.
Mitsy had volunteered her own pay to be severed to make sure that her subordinates could feed their families. After all, she was thrifty and had only herself and her pets to worry about. Jack and Diania both had families. She could take the hit until charity season came back.
Once the noodles were mostly done cooking, she turned off the stove and let them sit. Strolling barefoot into the living room, she turned on the TV to keep herself distracted with background noise while she worked.
But there was one more thing she had to do before she ate.
Mitsy walked into her bedroom, locking the door behind her as her cat tried to follow her inside. “Not now, sweety,” she said. “Momma has to do her daily deed.”
The lovely kitsune approached her closet, placing her hands on each of the saloon-style doors that hid her secret passion. She pulled them open, and at the sight of her treasure, she let out a moan of unbridled excitement.
“You’re so handsome,” she said as she reached forward and gingerly stroked the framed photo of her one true love. “I can’t wait for us to see each other in the flesh.”
After a long day at work, there was only one thing that could recharge her batteries—even more than sleep or food. On the shelf directly beneath the photograph was a letter, also framed, with his words written in his own writing.
Dear Mitsy,
Thank you for your letter and support of the Dreamgirls. I was told that a pair of black panties came with this letter, and I wasn’t sure if that was a mistake or not, but it isn’t really appropriate. I am currently in a relationship, and though I can certainly appreciate that a lovely woman such as yourself has taken an interest in me, I have to politely ask you not to write me any more letters or send these kinds of gifts ever again.
Sincerely,
Brock Clayton
“Don’t worry, Mr. Clayton!” she declared, bringing the letter to her face and opening up the frame so she could lick it. “Mmmm. I’ll never write you a letter ever again. I understand how you really feel, much, much better than those Dreamwhores.”
She lifted her eyes to a dartboard she’d placed on the wall above Brock’s framed photo. At the center of the bullseye, there was a printed photo of the Dreamgirls esports team pinned in place. It was filled with dozens of holes, and their eyes were crossed out with red ink.
“I won’t write to you, Mr. Clayton, because,” she giggled musically, twirling around in a circle as she held the letter to her ample chest, “I’m going to come see you in person. I hope you’re ready for the night of your life—” Her eyes once again focused on the team portrait with malice, “and the last night of theirs.”




Chapter 4 - A Chat With Dr. Luna
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The next day, I did my morning errands and work before rushing over to Dr. Luna’s pad. Standing outside the front door to his apartment, I anxiously shuffled on the welcome mat. The door was made of titanium, or something like it, with a futuristic graphite finish to it and not a doorknob in sight. There was, very clearly, a little camera above the door pointing down at me, and I waved at it as I called out the good doctor’s name. 
“Arty, bud,” I said, “Your best bro in the whole world is here to see you.”
A voice came back through the door through a tiny pinhole intercom I hadn’t noticed until then. “Don’t call me that.”
“Aw, c’mon man, we’re at the point where I’m hanging out at your place on the weekends now. I think we can drop the honorifics.”
“It’s more that I’m not a big fan of my name than anything else.” There was a pause for about five more seconds before he added, “Hang on a minute. Forgot you were coming over.”
I rolled my eyes, hopeful that he saw the action from whatever screen was viewing me behind this door. “I texted you early this morning.”
“I have a good reason for getting up late,” he murmured.
“Let’s hear it.”
“Well, you’ll see,” was his answer. 
A few minutes later the door opened, and a dark elven woman dressed in black leather brushed past me in a hurry. My jaw dropped as I saw the thick slab of meat she called an ass walk down the hallway, carrying a suitcase full of God-knows-what.
I turned my head slowly to find Dr. Luna standing behind the door, waving me in. “The fewer questions you ask…the better.”
“I think it’s more interesting if I just let my imagination run with it,” I chuckled, still in shock as I walked beyond the threshold and entered his apartment.
“I promise the truth would not disappoint,” he replied. “Anyway, please come in. I hope you ate because I forgot this was happening today and didn’t cook anything.”
I frowned slightly, disappointment obvious on my face. “I didn’t eat.”
“We’ll order you a pizza.” He paused, his fuzzy caterpillar brow lifting. “We’ll order us a pizza.”
I smirked at his sudden change of mind and nodded. “Pizza’s good. I can do that.”
The pizza here, as I’d come to understand, was brought in by people from other worlds—the recipes originating with humans in all cases. Hamburgers were supposedly from a place called Werifesteria, where a human innkeeper made them famous. People transmigrated from there to here and brought that culinary tradition with them.
So too was it with Pizza, though supposedly that was brought from a world known as Erotar where the followers of their ‘Lion God of Men’ had claimed to invent it. I had been left to assume that one of those followers was from Earth as well.
As such, it was a bit like xeroxing an already xeroxed paper—making a copy of a copy. It didn’t quite taste like the real deal, at least not the ones I’d tried, but it sure did the job of casting off a bit of Earth homesickness every once in a while. From what I could tell, the main problem was that the tomato substitute most available here just didn’t do the job quite well—same with the garlic stand-in.
I kicked off my shoes and strolled into the living room while Luna dialed up “Pizza God-King,” one of the most awkward yet intriguing restaurant chain names I’d ever known.
He turned over to me as I started flipping channels on his TV, his cell phone to his ear. “You don’t want sausage on yours, do you?”
“Actually, I like sausage,” I grunted.
“Yeah, well, fuck you.” He turned his attention back to the person on the other end of the phone. “Yeah, no sausage. Extra Lusterian peppers, though.”
I shook my head and chuckled as my eyes adjusted back to the TV screen in front of me. There were some pretty lame dramas on during this time of day, and of course the news. For a while, it seemed like I couldn’t flip through channels in peace without seeing Tahini, the commissioner, or me mentioned on at least one station, but things had been pretty laid back lately.
I guess that’ll change again soon, I grumbled. With everything the commissioner told us last night, and which he laid out in our text group with Dr. Luna early this morning, I couldn’t help but feel like the city was about to go through really tough times someday soon. When that happened, I would have to be ready, legality be damned.
“Pizza’s ordered,” Dr. Luna muttered. “I ordered four large pizzas. In the end, I did get a sausage one for you to have on your own.”
“Four large is about what I could eat on my own after a workout,” I noted with a laugh. “But that should tide me over for now.”
Dr. Luna lowered his phone back on the table but looked at it, taking in all the notifications he’d apparently skipped over. “Hmm? What’s all this?”
“Yeah, you’re going to want to read that carefully.” I turned my body around to face him from where I sat. “Big news.”
He nodded slowly, mumbling to himself as he read the text group’s contents. “Go’Urden’s stepping down, then,” he said. “Well, I imagine that’ll put the ball back in the Void Cartel’s court.”
“Yep, that’s the idea, I guess,” I sighed.
He looked over at me, one brow cocked with a look of slight suspicion. “I take it you’re not optimistic about this turn of events?”
Shrugging, I turned back toward the TV, and he started to make his way over to the couch as well. “Hard to say, really. I see the logic. And he did lay out some pretty solid ideas in his texts, to be honest. It’s nice because he’s handling most of it on his end.”
“But?”
“I don’t know,” I admitted. “It’s risky. Not having him in a spot where he can keep an eye on the front line and push the city in the right direction…letting him be replaced by some fucking stooge…”
Dr. Luna bobbed his head grimly to signal his understanding. “It does leave a sour taste in one’s mouth.”
“That it does.”
We sat in silence for a few minutes, then Luna shot up. He was fully dressed, which I imagined with some fear hadn’t been the case moments before I entered the apartment. He had his lab coat on and everything, which spoke to the fact that he had the intention of getting down to business.
The old elf rubbed his hands together and gestured toward a door to my right. “Well, shall we?” he said. “The pizza won’t be here for another thirty minutes at least.”
“Lead the way,” I replied as I rose to my feet.
We headed toward that door, and it opened automatically as Dr. Luna drew closer to it. Inside was his private laboratory—much smaller and worse equipped than the one where he spent most of his time, but certainly impressive in its own right. Lately, the entire lab had been refitted and kitted out to cater to our shared obsession.
“So!” he grunted, “the Splice Shards.”
I nodded at that, my eyes widening as I flicked on the light switch. The room almost didn’t look like a lab to me without the capsules, I’d been so used to those, but Dr. Luna thought it would be more secure to move his work home.
There were four monitors on the walls surrounding a table at the center. There were seven shards of various colors sitting atop the table, neatly lined up in its center. Closer to the edge were white shards—Splice Vessels, as he called them.
The vessels had no potential Splice Partner souls inside them. They were, as the name suggested, empty containers, ready to receive a soul, or a piece of one, with which to bond.
“You’ve got seven now,” I noted. “Anything exciting?”
“No,” he admitted. “The vast majority of souls out there to collect are elves, orcs, and goblins these days, and aside from the longer lifespan of an elf and the physical strength of an orc, there really isn’t any reason to consider those as Splice Partners. They’d be far better as Capsule Puppies.”
“Do you have a way to convert filled shards into Capsule Puppies yet?”
He shook his head, leaning on the table with both palms. “Not yet, but that’s hardly a worry. It’s just a matter of time. It’s something I expect to stumble upon by accident as I start to understand fractured souls better.”
“So,” I grunted, “what did you want to show me then?”
Dr. Luna himself had invited me over to see his progress, which meant there was something worth sharing. So far, obviously, I wasn’t impressed, but I knew he was saving some juicy secret.
“I wanted to talk about the problem I’m running into,” he muttered, looking up at me. “My personal soul scrapers are—”
I held up a hand to stop him, and he paused. “Sorry, soul scrapers? What are those?”
“Soul scrapers are—they’re sort of like drones that fly at speeds faster than light throughout the known universe, collecting soul essence that drifts through space after being ejected by its world.”
“Why would a soul be floating around in space?” I asked.
He shrugged. “That’s not something within the scope of my research. I’m afraid no one has those answers at this point. What we do know is that most souls that we find left the body during a traumatic near-death event. Meteoropolis is essentially a second chance for those souls to live peaceful lives and then move on to the afterlife naturally.”
I nodded. That wasn’t particularly new information to me. “So, soul scrapers then,” I grunted, getting us back on track.
“Yes. Soul scrapers at the moment are few and far between, and the ones that report to me are venturing further and further out. That means I’m not expecting to see them again for a while—at least a few years. In other words, I’ve got what I can get, Brock.”
I nodded. “A few years isn’t the end of the world,” I noted—but then I caught myself thinking about the Void Cartel. “Unless of course it is.”
“Right,” Dr. Luna replied, laughing bitterly. “I’m sure it won’t come to that.”
“I think you’re right. So there’s nothing we can do?”
“Well,” he started to say, then placed a hand on a keyboard hanging from a monitor mounted on his wall, “I wouldn’t say that.”
My eyes widened. “Go on.”
He started typing something up, and I saw a three-dimensional star map appear. The capsule scientist slapped a blue button that projected the map over his table, all the stars in known space appearing over our heads like little sparkles suspended in place.
“So,” he muttered, “we are currently here. Computer, show our location.”
With a beep, I saw a single speck light up yellow. “Okay,” I replied, nodding.
“Way, way, way over here, deep in Shadowspace, however, I have received data from one of my scrapers that there may very well be a goldmine of useful souls.” He grinned before he added the next part. “This isn’t that far from where your dragon came from.”
I squinted as I looked at it and whispered to the dragon. “Does this mean anything to you?”
He guided my hand to a small cluster. Doesn’t this feel familiar? he asked me.
“Yeah,” I admitted. “You’ve shown this to me before.”
“I have?” Luna blurted out, surprised.
“Not you,” I chuckled. “I’m talking to the dragon.”
“I see. Put in a good word.”
I smirked and refocused on that point the dragon had singled out for me. This spot, or rather right in the center of it, was an asteroid field that stayed perfectly balanced inside the orbit of a dead star. That was the location of the solar dragon’s hoard—his treasure, the source of his most epic powers, and clues to his identity were all there.
“This—this means—”
Suddenly my phone rang. I lifted it up and saw Pinky Peach’s name on the screen. I smiled at it and raised the phone to my face.
“Hello?” I said, answering the call.
“Baby!” she called back. “Hey! Uhh—did you see that I folded your gray jeans for you and left them on your chair?”
I furrowed my brow, not sure what this was about. “Yeah, why?”
“I thought you would want to wear those. They’re clean. But I see they’re still here.”
“Oh,” I chuckled. “Yeah, I wore the blue ones.”
“Again?!” she squealed. “Honey, that’s the third day in a row!”
I nodded apologetically to Luna, who arched a fuzzy eyebrow at me in amusement. “I mean, you can basically wear jeans forever. It’s not a big deal.”
“You can—what did you say?! Wear them forever?! Like, without washing them?”
“I’m in the middle of something with Dr. Luna,” I said, scratching my head.
“Oh! Tell him I say hi, but Brock—sweetheart. Honey. Baby. My one true love. You can’t wear your fucking jeans three days in a row. What was the point of our shower this morning if you’re just going to put on the same sweaty pants afterward?”
I grinned a bit at the memory of our shared shower fun time. “I mean—it was enjoyable, for one thing.”
“...Brock.”
“Sorry,” I said, chuckling a bit. “I really do have to get going. Love you.”
“But the pants—”
“Love you,” I repeated.
“I put a packet of hand sanitizer in your jacket’s front pocket if you need it, alright?”
Dr. Luna was barely containing his laughter at this point, and I realized that with how quiet the room was, he could probably hear just about every word.
“I really have to go. I’ll call you when I’m done here.”
“Wait! Okayloveyoutoopleasecreampiemetonightbye!!!”
Click.
“Women,” he said with a laugh. “She takes good care of you.”
“They all do,” I agreed, stretching a bit. “Satina also made me sandwiches to share, but I forgot them on the counter.”
“Oh, will she be upset about that?” the scientist asked with a worried expression.
I shook my head. “No, she’ll eat them herself and forget all about it well before I head home.”
“That sounds about right,” he sighed. “Well—where were we?”
“My dragon’s hoard.” I made a fist of determination as I turned my eyes back to the astral map. 
“Right.” Luna adjusted his glasses. “Well, if you know the location, there’s almost no reason why you shouldn’t go there yourself. Explore your hoard and see if you can scrape up some Splice Shard fodder while you’re at it.”
I blinked. “Like, fly in space? Leave Meteoropolis?”
“It’d be a much shorter journey for you. Your ladies would only have to do without you for a few weeks. As a solar dragon, you’ll be able to exploit all manner of wormholes and anomalies to shorten your quest. I imagine your Splice Partner will take to it easily, like returning to a bicycle after months away from it.”
I felt something inside me confirm this supposition. “How would I even leave the dome?”
“Same way my soul-scraping drones do. I have an exit chute you’ll take beneath the lab, shooting you out the underside of the city. Nothing to it.” He waved his hand like the question was a silly one, unworthy of concern.
“Two weeks is a long time to be away from home,” I noted. “But if it means uncovering some of my dragon’s past, getting the power I need to fight the Void Cartel, and finding Splice Shards to extend my girls’ lifespans…it might be worth it.”
“The question is…will they let you go?”
“I imagine Blossom will protest,” I sighed. “Pinky Peach will pout but be fine with it. Mamba and Satina will be totally cool about it, though they’ll miss me. Tahini will say she’s okay with it but end up not being very okay with it.”
Dr. Luna smirked at me. “Sounds like you know them well.”
“You might say I know them…intimately,” I replied, bouncing my eyebrows.
Dr. Luna checked his phone at that moment. “Ah. Pizza’s on the way. Only fifteen minutes and it should be here.”
I nodded. “Then let’s hit the couch so we can hear the doorbell and drink some beers.”
“Do you want to invite Jasper over?” Luna asked. “No milfs.”
“Just an afternoon with the boys?” I pulled my phone back out of my pocket again. “Sounds good. I’ll see if he’s free.”
“Have him bring his Geocore Nexus 5 over,” Luna grunted as we walked back into the living room and plopped down on the sofa. “That shit would look so good on my TV.”
I nodded as I dialed the orc’s number. “Indeed it would, Arty. Indeed it would.”




Chapter 5 - One-on-One


One thing led to another, and the afternoon seemed more or less poised to become a day spent with the boys. Jasper still had no idea that I was Solaris, so we had to be tightlipped around him, but he fit in pretty well. He and Dr. Luna had met at my barbecue last month and immediately hit it off over a mutual love of orcish metal music and older women. 
“Brock, pass the chips,” Jasper said, reaching out for them with his hand while lazing back in the recliner. His fingers grasped to tell me he expected me to throw them.
Dr. Luna frowned. “Don’t throw the—”
I rolled up the bag nice and tight from where I was on the other end of the living room coffee table. Dr. Luna was right between us, and he watched helplessly as I flung the chips over his wrinkly dome of a head.
Jasper caught them easily anyway. “Thanks, bro,” he grunted as he opened the bag back up and started chowing down. “How are the girls doing by the way? Haven’t seen them since Mamba’s birthday thingy last month.”
“It has been a while,” I agreed. “Honestly, they’re doing really well. Still driving me crazy, but mostly in a good way.”
“Mostly?” Dr. Luna asked, leaning forward with interest. “This sounds juicy.”
I cringed at the use of the word. “Jasper, I mentioned the whole five-on-one concept to you, right?”
“Oh yeah,” he mumbled, his face twisting in disgust. “Hells, dude, I have no clue how you pull that off. I’m an empty shell of a man after a three–on–one.”
“I’m basically jizzing up chalk dust by the fourth girl,” I grunted bitterly. I added a performative shiver to better illustrate the point.
Dr. Luna’s face was mired with disgust as the two of us laughed. “This sounds like a sex thing. Is it a sex thing?”
“A five-on-one is when Brock’s girls think they’re doing him a favor by letting him screw them all at once,” Jasper explained. “I’ve only done two three-on-ones with my ladies, but each time I did, I was basically useless as a person for the remainder of the day.”
“It is a spiritual experience, though,” I noted, scratching my chin as I stared at the wall with a faraway gaze. “It tests you—mind, body, and soul. If you can survive a five-on-one, you’re a real man, that’s for sure.”
“Sounds legit,” Jasper agreed. “I can only imagine.”
Dr. Luna clicked his tongue as he reached forward and assembled himself a little cracker and cheese sandwich on his charcuterie board. “I’m not sure if I envy you or not, Brock.”
“Have you ever done a three-on-one?” Jasper asked.
“I’m older than this city, boy—you bet your ass I have.”
I smirked at that. “Let me guess…with dark elves?”
He quirked a brow at me. “How did you know?”
“You seem to have a type. There was the lady from earlier, but you’ve also hooked up with that Koriana woman—the one who helped me and Pinky unlock a deeper connection to our Splice Partners.”
“Hooked up? Past tense?” Dr. Luna asked with a scoff. “Please—hooking up. She’s my weekend gal.”
I wasn’t sure whether to be impressed or disgusted. Still, I nodded and laughed at that information. “You old dog.”
Jasper’s eyes shot open. “Did I feed Reggie?”
“Why are you asking us?” I chuckled. “Have one of your mommies do it if you forgot.”
“I’m actually worried that I remembered. Mrs. Skullbreaker, that’s the ogre one, she always feeds him no matter what when she’s around—and she’s staying all week.” His face shifted to an even more nervous expression. “I’m kind of expecting she might never leave.”
“Then a four-on-one might be on the table for you soon,” I chuckled. “God bless your soul.”
Suddenly my phone rang in my pocket, the screen sort of visible from the bright light it cast through the denim of my pants.
I looked down at it. “I should get that,” I grunted, reaching for it slowly.
“Don’t,” Dr. Luna said. “What could they have to tell you that’s so important?”
“I always answer,” I muttered, retrieving the phone.
“Damn, at least half the time I have to fight the urge to chuck my phone out of fear,” Jasper murmured. “They’re all so clingy and jealous. They fight sometimes—like, literally fight.”
Dr. Luna looked at Jasper as though he was seeing him for the first time. “Why is this your life?”
I answered the call and held the phone to my face, covering my mouth with my hand—not to hide what I was saying from the boys, but to hide whatever bullshit they were going to say from the girls. “Hey, Satina,” I muttered. “How’s it going, sweetheart?”
“You have to come home!” she squeaked excitedly. “Pinky’s gonna do it!”
I raised my brow in confusion. “The thing with the whipped cream and flavored lube?”
Jasper nodded his approval, his large orc ears twitching. “Nice.”
“What? No! She’s going to make number one in the new 1v1 mode on Loremasters! This could be her big moment!”
I shot up to my feet as though my socks had springs in them and scrambled toward the door.
“Where are you going, Brock?” Dr. Luna asked. “We’ve still got so much unhealthy stuff to eat.”
“Satina, I’m on my way. I’ll see you in a few,” I promised.
“Leave your car at Luna’s! Solarport home!” Satina suggested.
I was grateful Jasper didn’t hear that. “Got it. Love you too,” I said, and I hung up the phone. I turned my attention to the guys. “Hey—Pinky’s apparently on the verge of breaking into a number one spot in Loremasters. She’ll freak out if I’m not there when it happens.”
“Whoa, congrats!” Jasper said, reaching for the remote control. “Luna, do you have a browser on your TV?”
“I’ve got the Flinch app,” he grunted, grasping and stealing the controls from Jasper. “I’m already subbed to all the Dreamgirls. Don’t worry. This will just take a second.”
I headed out the door, exited the building, and ducked into a bush. Summoning that burning feeling in my chest, I transformed into Solaris, but only for a moment—only for long enough to use my instant teleportation ability to make it into my own backyard.
The next thing I knew, I was throwing the sliding backdoor open and sprinting into Pinky Peach’s room. Blossom, Mamba, Satina, and Tahini were sitting on Pinky’s bed, watching the back of the unicorn girl’s head as she did her thing.
Blossom waved me over, her huge, black eyes glistening with excitement. She placed a finger to her lips to urge me not to speak—so as not to distract Pinky, I figured. 
I sat between Blossom and Satina. The flower sprite quickly grabbed my hand and placed it on her breast.
“What are you doing—”
“Shhhh,” Blossom whispered. “Don’t talk now! Pinky’s in the zone.”
Too confused to protest, I just nodded and cupped her boob as I watched the scene unfold.
Pinky was playing her new favorite champion—a purple unicorn warrior princess named Fruity Fuschia, which everyone knew was the developers’ tribute to Pinky but of course they couldn’t say. After all, they didn’t pay her for likeness rights or anything like that.
Even so, Fruity quickly became Pinky’s favorite character to play—perhaps partially out of vanity, but mainly because her kit had a very strong skill-shot AoE that charmed enemies, making them unable to attack her for two seconds. In addition to that, she had some stealth utility, being able to turn invisible for up to five seconds as long as she didn’t attack. That made her immune to auto-targeting, but it was possible for her to get caught up in splash damage and other AoEs. Her most basic move was a simple ranged spell that, once it landed, made the next auto-attack have a fifty percent chance to be a critical hit.
Pinky Peach built her kit around that particular ability, buying up gear and placing runes that multiplied crit damage and auto-attack damage but also placed a hefty amount of importance on survivability. She had managed to put together some pretty synergistic effects and even published the number one guide for the champion on the game’s community website.
From what I could see, Pinky was in the late-game phase. 1v1 matches worked like this: on opposite corners of the arena, two nexuses faced each other. In order to win the game, Pinky had to take out her enemy’s nexus. This was about the same way the 5v5 mode worked. What was different was the way lanes and jungles functioned, as well as minions.
In the 5v5 mode, there were three lanes and minions helped you push through each lane as you took out your opponent’s towers on your way to their nexus. There were also two jungles between the lanes that were large and could be farmed for buffs. Your four teammates all had different roles.
In the 1v1 mode, though, there was only one lane and two jungles on either side. The mode also added a real-time strategy aspect to the combat—not only did you control your champion, but your champion could issue direct orders to the minions, telling them where to go, what to attack, which buffs to try for, and set up ambushes and diversions in the jungles. 1v1 was very well-balanced and was a true test of a player’s command of the game’s mechanics, strategies, and champion of choice. It was also a game mode in which support heroes tended to excel on their own, due to the elevated importance of minions.
Pinky Peach was pushing the enemy’s final tower, which was great news, but I could tell from her minimap that her own final tower had already fallen, and her nexus had taken significant damage. It was more or less anyone’s game, even now, but Pinky had the advantage in that she was the one currently making progress.
I watched her make masterful use of her Charm ability as a throng of minions closed in on her. Unable to target her for two seconds, she flashed back to safety and directed her own minions to take out the pack of foes while she disappeared into the jungle.
The enemy hero was nowhere to be seen, which likely meant he or she was also in the jungle—maybe the same jungle as Pinky Peach.
Her Fruity Fuschia champion trudged through a thicket of bushes that made her invisible but also slowed her movement for a couple of seconds while passing through them. When she made it out, she entered Vector’s Glade, a zone with a powerful mob that, if defeated, would bestow a buff.
Pinky Peach saw the enemy champion there, having beaten her to the prize, doling out attacks on Vector, but she recognized it for the opportunity it was. Her Ultimate Attack had just finished its cooldown.
“Holy shit!” she squeaked into her microphone. “Holy fucking shit!”
She used her most powerful move to trample the enemy hero, who was low on health for having faced the boss, and took out his minions as well. With the enemy defeated, they were on a cooldown before she could revive, and Pinky Peach’s Stampede Ultimate earned her the final hit on Vector, meaning she stole the buff and the XP.
But she was low on health. She paused for about three seconds before doing anything. In Loremasters time, that’s like an eternity. Surprising everyone, she used her Return to Base teleport.
“She’s playing dirty with the numbers,” I whispered into Satina’s ear as I played with Blossom’s nipple.
She nodded. “It’s a brave move, but if she’s not as fast as possible, it won’t pay off. She just has to hope the enemy’s cooldown is long.”
“It should be,” I grunted. “It’s late game. It’s always long in the late-game phase, right?”
Pinky Peach drove her champion back down the lane, having regenerated in her base, and now with full health, she took a fresh squad of minions to the spot where the final enemy tower had just been taken out.
She strolled into her opponent’s base and practically lit the place on fire. In a matter of seconds, the game was over just as the enemy champion left the spawn hub.
“You Win!” the voice declared, a husky tenor, bringing silence to the room.
Pinky Peach stared into the camera, her mouth gaping open as the chat screen on her second monitor went crazy. “I—I did it!” she squealed. She leaped to her feet and jumped up and down, kicking her chair back with her hoof so that it fell over. “I fucking did it! I beat QueenOfTheWeb, the number one 1v1 ranked player!”
We rushed her and wrapped her up in a huge hug, the girls all jumping up and down and letting out celebratory giggles. “Congrats, Pinky,” I shouted, beaming at her.
“You made it!” she sighed dreamily, wiping a fresh tear from her eye. “Hang on just one second!”
Pinky Peach bent over and looked into her camera, and the rest of us waved as well.
“Hey, guys! I’m going to take a break for a little while, but I’ll be back on to defend my new first-place crown in a bit! Don’t go too far!”
She turned off her webcam and flipped it around, then turned off her microphone. The celebrations started up brand new as Pinky basically squealed like a guinea pig and tackled me, pinning me to the bed. The next thing I knew, she was covering my neck and face with kisses.
“We’re here too,” Mamba laughed, but she obviously got the hint.
“I can kiss you, but it won’t be as enjoyable,” Pinky replied with a playful wink up at her friend. She got up and accepted another round of hugs from everyone else, almost full-on crying. “Fuck, I can’t believe it! It’s not the 5v5 mode, but…but I did it! I’m number one, even if it’s just for a minute, or a day. I made it!”
“Hey, that’s an accomplishment very few players ever get. You’re officially one of the best, now.” I wrapped her up even tighter in my embrace, squeezing her until she let out a strained squeak.
“What do we do now?!” Blossom asked, almost as excited as Pinky. “Some congratulatory booby kisses?”
“Not from you,” Pinky scoffed.
“That’s hurtful!” Blossom said, still managing to sound cheery despite her words.
Satina giggled with warmth and mirth sweetening her tone, gently placing a hand on Pinky Peach’s shoulder. “I can tell you want to spend this moment with Brock. Girls? Let’s go figure out what kind of cake I’m going to bake for Pinky to enjoy when her stream ends and let her have a few minutes alone with our man.”
Tahini chuckled and was the first to head toward the door. “Have fun, you two.”
When they left, Pinky and I just hugged each other for a moment, and she let out one of the cutest happy sighs I’d ever heard. “Now I’m going to get a crown icon unlocked on my name until the end of the season.”
“A crown, you say?” I asked suggestively as I slipped her out of her shorts. “That sounds nice.”
“Yeah,” she giggled as she went for her panties and they hit the floor next. “It’ll be so cool! Me! First rank!”
“Well,” I continued my train of thought, “I think I’d also like to wrap something around my head.”
“Oh, it’s not a physical thing, unless you win the whole season, which isn’t going to happen.”
I got on my knees in front of her and grinned. “All hail the queen. Now throw those legs around me and let me wear you like the crown you are.”
I pushed her down to the mattress, and she let out a surprised little “eep,” and then fell into a fit of giggles. Her legs first went over my shoulder. As I pressed my face into her pussy, she hugged them around my head, pulling me happily against her.
“Ohh, Brock,” she moaned as my tongue started dancing up and down her labia. “This is a great way to commemorate the moment.”
My lips kissed her slit, trailing its entire length several times until the bead of her clit made itself known, proudly swollen. I pecked it gently at first, then took it possessively into my mouth and sucked on it. I found the level of pressure and suction that got her riled up the most and stuck with it.
A fun tip most guys don’t understand about eating pussy is that once a woman is close to orgasm, you don’t go faster. That’s what we want women to do for us when they give us head or jack us off, but women aren’t the same as men. For them, the trick is more often than not just finding what works and sticking with it—especially when it comes to oral.
The only change I made was deftly maneuvering my fingers under my chin and between her legs. I rubbed her pussy with two of my digits, probing the outside, sometimes delving inward, but my tongue stayed entirely fixed in one place, repeating the same measured and calculated steps on repeat.
“Brock,” she moaned. “Oh gods, baby, take a step back!”
I shook my head, rubbing my nose in her sex in the process. “Fuck no,” I muffled against her juicy womanhood. “Drown me if you gotta. I’m seeing it through.”
Saying that seemed to finish the job, because not even half a second later, the unicorn girl flooded my mouth and nostrils with unicussy love juice. But I wasn’t done. I kept going, determined to stack another orgasm on top of this one, to give her one for the books.
“B-brock!” she whined, whipping her head this way and that, her hair flowing left and right as she bit down on her knuckles and surrendered to the pleasure. “Iweemuhaha!” 
I wasn’t sure what the fuck that was supposed to be, but it meant that my job was more or less done. Pulling back from her pussy, Pinky planted a hoof on my chest and shoved me onto my back.
“Now you’ve done it,” she said, still shivering, a naughty grin on her face. She was the absolute picture of sexiness with her pussy exposed and dripping its sweetness onto the carpet below. “Who’s gonna clean me up?”
“I’ll be happy to do it,” I said. “But you don’t look like you’re finished with me yet.”
She shook her head and bit her lip. “I’m not going to be done with you for a while. Stay put.”
She walked toward the computer, her horsetail swishing as she bent over at her desk.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“Just—doublechecking that I remembered to turn off my microphone,” she explained. “Good news! I did.”
I almost snorted at that. “Can’t be too careful.”
“But I don’t want you to be too careful.” She sat down on my legs and started unbuckling my pants. “I can’t think of a better way to celebrate than getting my Tahini stuffed full of cream.”
I blinked in confusion, then narrowed my eyes. “Your Tahini?”
She shrugged. “My pussy. Tahini’s a catgirl. It felt less crass than pussy.”
“Does she know that you named it after her?”
Her eyes shot open with shock. “No! I didn’t name it—I wasn’t saying—” She groaned and whipped my cock out of my pants and sat down on it in a hurry. “Just let me fuck you, okay?”
I nodded solemnly. “Oh, look at that,” I said. “It seems I’ve run out of questions.”




Chapter 6 - A Chat Over Lattes


That night, a familiar blackness swallowed me up as I slept. Normally, I would dream about showing up late to work or my lectures in university—never mind the fact that I haven’t been in school for quite a while as anything but a teacher. Tonight, however, I swam, disembodied at first, in a sea of darkness, feeling like a lonely star lost out in the middle of space. 
It was as disorienting as it was last time, and it took me a minute or two to realize why it felt so familiar. But when the answer came to me, I tensed up, becoming aware that my body had caught up to my consciousness, and now I was floating in that void—or at least some manifestation of the way I saw myself was.
“Melody!” I shouted. “Are you out there? Is that you?”
“Hey, Brock!” her voice called out to me, high and bratty as always, every bit as annoying as I remembered it. But instead of being abrasive, it was like an ointment pressed on an open wound—stinging bittersweetly.
“How much time do we have?”
“Not much,” she admitted. “Maybe a few minutes—maybe less if something in your world wakes you up.”
I jumped straight into what I wanted to say, realizing I might not get the opportunity again for another few months at least. “Mel, I need to tell you—last time we met, before you went missing, I mean…I said some terrible things to you.”
She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I remember. I don’t know why you think that matters right now, though.”
“It does,” I insisted, making fists, pressing them to my side. “I don’t hate you. I never ever did.”
She smiled weakly and nodded. “Brock, I spent most of our childhood saying way worse shit to you. In fact, I’m pretty sure my last words to you were just as bad.”
I shook my head. “I always knew you didn’t mean them. Besides—I don’t care. Even if you did hate me sometimes, it didn’t stop me from being protective of you or wanting you to be happy.”
“Okay, okay, okay, I get it, bro. I love you too, are you happy?” Before I could reply that, yes, I was happy to hear that, she continued. “As I said, I don’t have much time. There’s something important you need to know about the Void Cartel. Well, two things, actually.”
I nodded and took a deep breath. “Lay it on me.”
“There’s a man—a Renkor Fisk.”
“I know the name,” I said. “I’ve done a lot of research on him. He’s gone more or less underground since Councilman White passed the anti-superhero law.”
“I’m not up-to-date on this shit, Brock, would you just let me tell you what I know before you mansplain your amazing research project to me?” she spat at me, crossing her arms.
Melody’s ghostly blue body floated in front of me, looking so much like the girl I remembered, just aged up significantly. I froze for a moment, taking in the sight of her as she became more and more opaque, seemingly more real. “Sure,” I croaked.
“Renkor Fisk probably disappeared because he’s not real, to begin with. It’s one identity assumed by Evelyn—a demonic sorceress who knew me and my husband before he became an Elder God.”
“Whoa,” I grunted. “That is new information for sure. Why is she heading up the Void Cartel, though?”
“Revenge. Liam’s children made this place for him. Evelyn’s soul was thought forever lost long ago when we won our first battle against the Outer Gods and sent the worst of them to Hell. Well, one particular Hell. Throughout the cosmos, there are a lot of those.”
“Noted,” I murmured. “I always hoped there was no such thing as Hell.”
“Sorry, bro,” she giggled. “Anyway, the important thing to—wait, what’s that face you’re making?”
It took me a second to realize what she was probably talking about. She had noticed it before I had, probably a symptom of my dream consciousness being partially detached from my actual physical body. There was a warm, wet sensation somewhere in my lower body—you know where.
“I—uhh—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I grunted. “Keep going. What you’re saying sounds important.”
Melody paused, her brow furrowing and arms crossing with a look between disgust and irritation. “You’re getting woken up with a BJ right now, aren’t you?”
“Let he who has not sinned be the one to throw the first stone,” I grunted.
“I have no idea what quoting the Bible has to do with this situation,” Melody sighed. “Okay, I’m going to give you the short version. A long time ago, the Elloway—”
Aaaand she was gone, and I was awake. A happy, tingly, sensation greeted me under the covers, and I could tell by the pointy bump in the sheets that it was Pinky Peach under there.
“Oh, you’re awake?” Pinky asked with her mouth full as she noticed me stretching.
“Yeah,” I said. “Hey—I’m going to have to specially request not doing this too often.”
She pulled the sheets off to stare me in the face, her expression betraying a look of obvious hurt. “What?! Why?!”
“My sister just tried to contact me again.”
She looked confused at first, but soon enough a look of realization washed over her. “Oh. That’s really awkward.”
“It was,” I muttered. “And because of this, I woke up before she could tell me what she needed to tell me.”
“Ohh. I’m sorry, baby,” whimpered as she got back to work. “Might as well finish what I started, though, right?”
“Yeah, but—let’s let me wake up naturally from now on, okay?”
Suddenly her expression changed, and she withdrew from my crotch, huffing and pouting. “Well, that hardly seems fair, does it?” she whined. “She only tries to contact you every few months. I’m sure it’s fine to do for another couple of months at least, right? Besides, what are the odds she’ll catch you like this every time?”
“Pretty good,” I noted. “I can’t remember a morning that didn’t start like this in the last few weeks.”
She snarled at that. “Well, I just think it’s unfair to expect us to make major lifestyle changes on the fly.”
“It’s my sister,” I reminded her, running my fingers through my hair. “I have you every single day, but I only see her for two or three minutes every two or three months. And that’s assuming she contacts me again.”
Pinky Peach sported a guilty look as she lazily pumped the base of my cock. “I see your point. I’ll put it on the meeting minutes for the next harem conference.”
“That’s all I ask,” I assured her. I pointed at my dick and nodded. “You may proceed.”
[image: image-placeholder]When I finally left Pinky Peach’s bedroom, I was greeted by Mamba and Blossom. The flower sprite jumped up and ran over to me, tossing her arms around me. “I feel like I haven’t seen you in fuggin’ ages!”
“It’s been…roughly six hours,” I estimated, looking at the clock.
Mamba chuckled at that, slowly rising to her own feet. “That long, Brock Star?”
“Morning, you two,” I said, offering them both kisses. “I’m headed to Darkling Donuts, I guess.”
Satina closed the door to her own room behind her as she joined us in the living room. “Oh! I’ll go with you, sweety. I’ve been meaning to check on Spinella for a while.”
“Spinella?” I murmured. “Oh, that’s the spider girl’s name? I forgot.”
“She’d be heartbroken to hear you say that,” Satina chuckled. “She thinks you’re really cool.”
“Cool?” I asked as I gestured to the front door. 
“Yeah. She asks a lot of questions about you. Do you play Loremasters, are you afraid of spiders, stuff like that.” Satina grabbed her coat and purse off the chair and walked over to the door, meeting me there as I slipped on my shoes, laces already fastened securely.
“Okay,” I grunted. “Let’s get some coffee and check on spider-woman, I guess.”
We walked to Darkling Donuts in a short matter of minutes, making easy conversation. It was hard not to hold her hand, but recently we’d made the decision to be a bit less obvious about our relationship status when out in public. We weren’t quite ready for all of Flinch’s viewers to know that the Dreamgirls were all within the harem of one man.
There had been people speculating on it for a while, though. We’d slipped up a few times on stream. Blossom sat in my lap once during a pottery stream, and she didn’t realize the camera was still broadcasting. She deleted the video quickly enough, but the damage was done and rumors started to spread again, stuff that had gone quiet since a photo leaked of me kissing Pinky and Blossom together in an alley somewhere.
There was also a time when Mamba accidentally shouted for me to bring her latte from the other room, calling me “babe” while her camera and mic were both still on. At first, people didn’t know who this “babe” was, but I showed up a few seconds later, latte in hand. And that’s when Mamba realized her mistake. People screen-capped the wide-eyed look of horror she gave her camera more than the actual moment when she called out for me. It actually became a meme for a while.
But in the end, we had been miraculously protected by the Law of “Ain’t no way that’s true”. The idea that the Dreamgirls were all in love with and sharing the romance of one man was just too absurd of a fantasy. Even in the face of obvious evidence, people made excuses and convinced themselves otherwise. It couldn’t be true, could it? It was already shocking enough that Pinky Peach, named by MeteoGamer News to be the hottest girl in gaming, was in a relationship with me. That much was public knowledge.
Still, caution was always wise. So we walked our early morning walk to Darkling Donuts and headed through the double doors, Satina waving at the purple-skinned, eight-eyed spider girl behind the counter.
“Hey, Spinny!” she said, leaning across the counter and pecking the other girl on the cheek in a friendly greeting. They had apparently cozied up to each other in the last few months, because the last time I’d checked, Spinella simply looked up to Satina. She didn’t have any kind of real friendship with her.
“Satina! Brock!” she called out, some of the spider arms on her back tugging the satyress in for a hug. “The usual, I assume?”
I waved at Spinella and took a seat, figuring that Satina and her were going to talk it up for a bit. “You know it,” I confirmed. “Take your time.”
And talk they did. “I’m telling you, Spinella, you really should come over sometime. I would love to hang out more.”
Spinella looked flattered but dubious at the suggestion. “Thanks, but I’m kind of an introvert. I’m really awkward in groups.”
“That’s fine, we’re all introverts!” Satina lied as easily as she breathed. “Please, Spinny, please!” She leaned in and whispered something in the arachne girl’s ear, making her gasp as they surreptitiously stole looks my way.
“Really?” she asked, slightly above a whisper. “Your mom says so?”
Satina nodded. “Yes. But I want it to be someone I like and trust.”
“What are you two talking about over there?” I asked suspiciously, smirking nonetheless.
“Nothing!” they replied in unison.
“I’ll think about it,” the spider girl sighed after I turned my head again. “Let me get your donuts ready, though.”
“You got it,” Satina cooed. “I’ll join Brock at the table over there.”
Spinella started making the lattes, and while the coffee machine did its job, she tossed our donuts into their little paper holders, then threw it all into a small plastic bag with the Darkling Donuts logo on it. She set it on the counter, then turned her attention back to the finishing touches on our lattes.
The spider girl had lavender-colored skin and eight red eyes with no visible irises or pupils. She had a very cute face with high cheekbones and a sharp jawline but a narrow chin. Two tiny mandibles emerged from the corner of her mouth when she was eating, which was always odd to see.
Her hair was long and white, today done in braided buns on the side of her head, but it was different almost every day. She was petite—even skinnier than Blossom and Tahini to the point where I worried if the poor girl was eating enough.
Still, there was enough about her body shape to confirm her femininity. In particular, she had great hips and a pretty round little butt that I tried not to take notice of when she turned around and stood on her tiptoes to fill the coffee machine with fresh beans.
But her most unusual feature was that in addition to the usual two humanoid arms and legs, she also had four more spider legs on her back, and she wasn’t afraid to use them. She could pick up six cups at once, grasping them with four of her eight arachnid appendages and her two normal hands—and she did that even now as she laid our coffees out on the front counter and placed them in the carry-out box.
“All set!” she said.
“We can eat ours here if you want, Satina,” I offered. “I don’t mind sitting for a bit.”
Satina nodded, grinning cutely, which made me stare at her adorable freckles. “Sounds good to me,” she agreed. Then she turned over to face Spinella. “So—will you come over soon?”
The spider girl blushed, but then her brow furrowed. “Will…the unicorn be there?”
“Pinky, you mean?” I corrected her, detecting a bit of an attitude in her voice. “What’s your issue with her, exactly?”
“No issue,” she murmured, shaking her head. “I think I’ll pass for now, Satina. Thanks anyway.”
Satina frowned and leaned forward in confusion. “You never used to dislike Pinky. Just the other day she said she had a nice chat with you.”
“Yeah, well, things change,” she muttered with all eight eyes slanted in irritation. “Forget it. It’s my problem.”
I looked at Satina, arching a brow her way, and she mirrored a similar look back at me. Neither of us knew what that was all about, but I think we also both realized the girl wasn’t likely to offer answers.
Satina quickly brushed it off and started talking to me about other things, her endearing smile drawing me in right away. “So,” she said, wrapping both of her legs around one of mine under the table, “Guess what?”
“What?” I asked, happy to take the bait.
“My mom gave me access to my share of the family fortune.”
“That’s great,” I said, beaming at her. “But we’re still expected to do those things she wanted us to, right?”
She rolled her eyes. “I’m fine with the requirements if Pinky is. I wish she weren’t so pushy, but it’s not that much to ask for, is it?”
“Two more harem girls is kind of a lot,” I grunted.
She shrugged. “I figure it’ll happen on its own eventually.”
I could do nothing but shake my head. “Nah. No way.”
She pouted. “But what if I want you to?”
I cocked an eyebrow at her again. “You mean to appease your mom and keep your family money?”
She shook her head. “No—my upbringing, though I resent it a lot, is a big part of me and my ideas of what a healthy relationship looks like. If I’m being honest with myself, I wish our harem was bigger. I’ve finally come to accept that.”
“Well, I’ll let you know when I catch up to you there,” I muttered, blinking a few times. I was frankly stunned by that revelation.
She opened up her latte, pulling off the lid. She dipped her stirring stick inside and started swishing the contents around. “I’m just saying, Brock. I don’t mean to give you too much pressure. It could be months away, maybe years. But—it’d mean a lot to me.”
“If I took on more women and further divided up everyone’s time with me?”
“I don’t feel like my time is divided up,” she murmured cutely, shrugging in a way that made her ample bosom bounce beautifully. “I see you almost all day, every day. Sex is just one part of it—and I love partnering up, personally. I see this as a non-issue.”
I smiled at her. “I’m making a note of this, but I don’t really have anything else to say for the time being. I’d need to know what the other girls think about it, and I’d need to find someone who was just right—not just someone who I’m attracted to, but who everyone at home could also love and embrace as a part of our family.”
Satina grinned. “That all sounds good to me.”
I took a sip of my own latte. “So, what are you planning to spend some of that family wealth on? Any ideas?”
Satina giggled mischievously and tightened the grip of her legs around mine. “Mostly planning to blow it on music equipment, expensive underwear, and baby clothes.”
My jaw flapped as I struggled to choose which part of that list to address first. “Baby clothes?” I settled on finally. “Huh?”
“I’m not pregnant yet, honey. But I expect you have every intention to help me fix that sometime soon, right?”
“Uhhh—”
“As for the expensive underwear—it’s mostly out of a desire to waste my parents’ money on something silly. Purely selfish.”
“Hey, get your kicks where you can,” I chuckled, eagerly allowing the shift in subject.
“And the music equipment—Blossom and I are going to record my first album soon. She’ll help with some songs, but it’ll mostly be me. If I need a male backup vocalist…would you be willing to help?”
I cracked my knuckles. “Hell yeah,” I confirmed. “I’m actually a pretty good singer myself. 
“Maybe we can sing a romantic duet,” Satina suggested. “For our private collection, at least until we’re all public.”
She looked rather interested in my response to that statement, her eyes narrowing shortly after she’d said it. I cleared my throat. “Is that something you look forward to?”
Satina shrugged. “A little. How about you?”
“For sure,” I agreed. “I’m a bit afraid of the backlash and how it might impact your careers. But still…”
“Yeah, I get that,” she agreed, looking down at her cup. “There are some men on Flinch who have really unhealthy expectations about our lifestyles. Just living in the same house as you offends some of them, like they have some ownership over our personal lives because they watch us online.”
“There’ll be blowback for sure,” I grunted. “Even so, I think we’ll be fine. Timing will be a big factor.”
Suddenly my phone rang, causing Satina to laugh. “Speaking of timing.”
I answered the call, smirking. “Yeah, Tahini, what’s up?”
“Hey, big fella. Are you forgetting that you promised me you’d help me with my computers today?”
I groaned into the receiver and slammed my face into my palm. “Shit. I did forget. Last night with Pinky was unplanned, and it made me lose track of what day it was.”
“Sounds like you had fun,” she giggled. “Well, brace yourself. I’m cashing in my ticket for quality time. See you home soon?”
“Yeah,” I chuckled. “I’ll be home in a bit.”




Chapter 7 - Cannot Compute


“Okay okay, lemme see,” Tahini said, digging through a cardboard box. She pulled out parts one at a time, wrapped up in bubble wrap that was fixed around its piece with rubber bands or packing tape. “Be gentle with these, big guy.” 
I reached out for the first one, making an effort to almost sarcastically pluck them from her fingers. Then, I gently set them on the bed, patting them like a baby’s head. When I turned back to Tahini, she already looked annoyed.
“You’re going to make me regret this, aren’t you?” she asked. “You probably don’t know anything about this stuff anyway.”
“I guess it depends on what era these are from,” I said. “Given the size of these packages, I’d say mostly 2000s and late 90s, though. Around my time at least.”
“I don’t know what that means, but sure,” she grunted. “I’ll be happy if you can just tell me what they are and what I’m missing. Then we can go shopping for that part on the NegaWeb later.”
I nodded and started unwrapping one of the packaged pieces. “Sounds good to me,” I said. I peeled off the tape, enjoying that satisfying sound that it made when it separated from the bubble-wrap and opened up the little bundle. My eyes widened with surprise at the fact that I already recognized this first piece.
Tahini caught that look on my face and set down her unwrapped piece, scooting closer to me on her bedroom carpet. She leaned forward, eyes pleading, lip quivering as she placed a hand on my shoulder and nodded. “What is it, babe? You can tell me.” She played with her hair and bit her lip as though she were anticipating the sexiest sentence she’d ever heard in her lifetime.
“It’s, uh, a stick of DDR3 RAM. Looks like 4 gigs of it.”
“Is it important?”
I nodded. “Yeah, I’d say so. It’s definitely crucial to the operation of a computer to have at least one of these.”
She let out a sigh of relief at that and rewarded me with a kiss on the cheek. “You’re the best. Do this one next.”
She handed me another piece, and I tore off the rubber band that was keeping the protective plastic over it. I peeled the covering away, glancing with affection at the wide-eyed and eager look on Tahini’s face. It was like a reverse birthday party, where she gave me presents to open, and yet she was the excited one.
I looked at the next piece and nodded. “Okay, I’m pretty sure this is a motherboard.”
“Can you put the DDR3 RAM 4 gigs thingy inside it?”
I chuckled. “You can just call it RAM.”
She purred for a minute as she started rubbing her face against my shoulder, pressing her body into my back as she watched. “Stick it in, Brock. Do it for me, baby.”
I placed the motherboard on the carpet and slotted the RAM into place. It actually fit, even though I could tell these were at least a few years apart from each other. What’s more, I noticed something else interesting. “Oh,” I grunted. “There’s a processor already in here.” I pointed at the square black piece that had been set inside the motherboard. “That’s another important item taken care of. With a motherboard, processor, and RAM, we’ve got most of the bare minimum.”
“What else do we need? I mean, like absolutely need?”
“A power supply,” I grunted. “That’d be the most important. And a case and fans.” I pointed at the biggest package she had. “I bet that’s a case. A power supply very well could be inside.”
She walked on her knees across the room to grab the largest, boxiest piece in her collection. Without any patience, she scratched the packaging off with her nails, her eyes hungry for answers that only I could provide.
When I saw what was inside, though, my face fell. She detected it. “What?!” She squeaked. “No, Brock, no! Don’t do that!”
“Don’t do what?” I chuckled.
“Don’t make that face! You’re going to tell me this isn’t it, right?”
I nodded. “Sorry, Tahini. I can’t lie—that is a case with a power supply, but it’s not the right kind. Notice the yellowish-beige color and these ports here? They won’t line up with what’s in the motherboard. This looks like it predates your motherboard and RAM by ten or twenty years.”
She groaned, kicking her feet against her bedpost before falling backward. Her head landed in my lap, and she puffed up her cheeks in irritation. The tan catgirl was so heated over the matter that her glasses slightly fogged up from the force of her pouty huffs.
“It’s not all bad news, though,” I pointed out, rubbing her scalp, which made her purr again. “I’ll be able to tell at a glance which kind of case we need at this point. So if we log into the NegaWeb and check out what’s there, assuming they’ve got pictures—”
Tahini nodded, her eyes suddenly animated and full of life again. She shot straight up. “Fuck! Of course! Now that you’re here, you’ll be able to identify everything I’m missing!”
I chuckled at her cute display of enthusiasm and ghosted my finger through her black hair again. “Your hair is longer lately,” I noted. “You don’t want to cut it?”
She shook her head. “I thought you liked long hair.”
“Do you?” I asked. “That’s way more important. I like you enough already, you don’t have to style your hair to what you think my tastes are.”
Her eyes narrowed to little yellow half-moons as she considered the question, nuzzling her cheek and temple against my chest. “Hmm. Well. I guess—I don’t really have a preference. I just kept it short before because I liked to buy my own shampoo, and it got to be expensive when I had longer hair.”
“So cut it or don’t,” I said. “Doesn’t matter.”
She nodded. “Thanks, big boy. Can we…look at the NegaWeb now?”
I laughed and gestured to her own working computer. “Go for it,” I encouraged her.
She sprang up suddenly, sprinting to the other end of her room, not a great distance mind you, and grabbed her laptop. Clicking away on the keys for a few seconds, she emitted a delighted cackle and navigated to a special folder called “Totally Not Sketchy Stuff.”
“Is the NegaWeb…illegal?”
“It’s not illegal in and of itself, but it’s super encrypted, so a lot of hackers, black market dealers, and unscrupulous types operate from there. It’s pretty much impossible for police to trace NegaWeb activity to its source. As Prophet, I honestly spent a lot of time there.”
“That was for a good cause, though,” I said.
She nodded. “Yeah—I’m glad you think that because, uh, I’ve been doing some hacking again lately. I’ve been expanding on the Prophet Dossier and hope to rerelease it with even more information about the Void Cartel someday.”
I quirked a brow at her, my mouth opening partway in awe and confusion. “Huh? When do you have time for that?”
She let out a low giggle. “I find time. I stream the least of the Dreamgirls, you know. I streamed like a whole fifteen hours less than Pinky Peach last week.”
“Don’t compare yourself to her,” I chuckled. “Streaming is her life.”
Tahini bounced her brow suggestively. “You mean—besides you, right?”
“Sure,” I chuckled with a showy roll of my eyes. “Bring that laptop here and let’s have a look together.”
Tahini’s tail swayed happily as she parked her catgirl rump on the carpet beside me, scooting closer and closer until our legs were touching. “Look,” she started, “This is where I bought everything I have so far.”
“The Back Alley,” I murmured, reading the name allowed with a look of suspicion. “Are these parts illegal to have? This site seems very…umm…”
She sighed. “Once again, it’s not illegal, exactly, but if the government finds out you have them, they often confiscate the pieces for themselves.”
“But your dad knows.”
“Please,” she almost snorted with laughter at the mention of her father. “He has no idea what these are. Even if he does, these are so outside his personal area of focus as a cop that it’s not worth his time to ask about.”
“I can see that,” I conceded with a bob of my head. I scrolled down the site and felt weirdly nostalgic for everything I was seeing. No one seemed to know what the parts were, but some people had figured out how to build computers by the looks of things. There were several prebuilt systems selling for absolutely scandalous quantities of gold, guaranteed to “power on if electrified.” It suddenly occurred to me that even once we got all the pieces, hooking the computer up to a monitor and finding a way to keep the power flowing to it stably would be another issue. I decided not to mention it for the moment.
I tapped the screen. “What is it?” Tahini asked. “What’s this piece?”
“This is a case with a power supply and one case fan, which is a damn good start. If we could find a processor fan as well, we’d have something workable. Do they sell monitors here, though?”
She shook her head. “Those are super rare, mainly because everyone knows what they are when they look at them, so collectors tend to buy those up fast.”
“So that’ll be the next challenge. And then it’d be getting a stable current of electricity into the PSU.” I sighed. “I wish I knew more about this stuff. Ideally, we should keep an eye out for a compatible graphics card, but it should be fine for powering on and messing around a bit without it.”
I stopped scrolling all of a sudden when I saw a keyboard appear on the screen. I froze like my brain had just short-circuited.
“What’s going on?” Tahini asked with a look of amusement. “Meteoropolis to Brock. You home in there?”
I shook my head, a ghost of a smile tugging at one side of my lips. “It’s just—look,” I said, pointing at the QWERTY layout. “That’s what my language looks like. All the letters of the alphabet, right there. It’s…surreal. Like how could this world and that one both be real?”
Tahini nodded, placing a hand on my bicep. “I can see how that would be strange. You okay?”
“Huh? Yeah, I’m fine. Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you worry or anything but…it’s just weird. That could have been my keyboard, you know?”
Her eyes widened. “Yeah—I understand. I never saw Werifesteria or Lusteria, you know, so I can’t really relate. Those were my parents’ homes, but I was born here. I’ll die here, too, I suppose.”
I frowned. “No, you won’t.”
“Huh?” she actually laughed at my sudden declaration. “What do you mean? Where am I going to die?”
“You won’t die,” I stated plainly. “If I’m going to live for hundreds of thousands of years as a solar dragon, I’m going to find a way for you to be there with me.”
“Oh, is that yours and Luna’s little project?” she giggled. “You’re cute.”
“We’re making progress,” I told her. “We have a plan.”
Her eyes widened. “You don’t have to do that for me, Brock. My Xeno Splice Partner should already extend my lifespan by a lot.”
“True. I’m not just doing it for you, anyway,” I admitted, closing the laptop lid. “I’m doing it for selfish reasons. I don’t want to be around if you girls aren’t.”
“Brock,” she murmured, her voice going weak and eyes going cloudy with a lovestruck look. “You’re—you’re too sweet.” Those words were the transition into what came next.
Next thing I knew, she was completely naked and on top of me, pressing her lips into mine as though it were the only thing in the world left to do. And then she was on either side of me, too, kissing my face and wrapping each side of my body in a warm triple-hug.
Tahini Prime wrapped her legs around my waist and continued kissing me, while Tahinis Two and Three interlocked their legs under me, forming a bridge, and elevating my head across their laps. Both their hands reached down and unfastened the zipper of my pants.
Each of the copies spared a hand to stroke me off as they rubbed their breasts against my face, their soft flesh but hard nipples tickling my cheeks and ears. Meanwhile, the original catgirl kissed me with feverish need, grinding her ass and groin across my abdomen, leaving a long, wet streak there with each motion.
I let myself get tangled up in the kiss and the pleasure of the doubles’ hands as they pleased me, rubbing up and down my shaft with practiced skill. A fourth Tahini appeared between my legs as I started writhing a bit, anticipating my climax. She sucked the tip of my cock into her mouth while the other copies picked up the pace with their stroking, urging me to cream inside the catgirl clone’s warm mouth.
I saw no reason to hold back when my lover was begging for my release, so I gave in. With a groan, I pulled away from Tahini Prime’s lips to suckle on Tahini Two’s nipple as I came inside the fourth girl’s mouth, firing rope after rope of cum into her willing, waiting throat.
She moaned like it felt just as good for her, though I knew that was a performative touch on her part. I didn’t fault her for it in the least. I hugged the original as my lips alternated between the nipples of the clones to my right and left, greedily luxuriating in their affection.
“I love you, Brock,” they all said in unison.
“I love you, too,” I replied. “Though I think it goes without saying.”
“But you can still say it,” the original said as she kissed my forehead. “I like to hear it sometimes. We all do.” She gestured to her clones, and a moment later, they vanished.




Mamba’s Interlude


Mamba lazed on her bed, letting her computer idle in the background. She had just finished her morning accounting of their expenses, and the task had left her a bit tired and in the mood for some distraction. She knew just the one. 
Brock was out, Pinky was streaming, and the rest of the girls were all busy with their own hobbies or activities, so Mamba saw no reason why she shouldn’t do what she wanted. It was her addiction, her secret little vice—something she told no one, not even Brock. He wouldn’t approve, but he wouldn’t try to stop her either, so telling him was just an unnecessary pressure point on their beautiful relationship.
Each morning when she woke up, Mamba rolled her die of fate, watching as the number settled and started to glow as it solidified. If it was particularly low, that meant she could force bad luck equivalent to that value on someone whom she could observe, even through real-time TV broadcasts. If it was high, she could give good luck instead.
Today it was decidedly high—an 18. The gap between an 18 and a 20 was significant, however, because 20s and 1s were considered critical successes and failures, respectively. Still, that 18 could make the difference in a pinch if she found a worthy candidate.
Mamba could do this because she was a Weaver of Fate, more casually referred to as Weavers by the Hissfolk who worshiped the Silvernake. This meant that she wasn’t only gifted with reading signs and portents or tapping into threads of destiny and the future—she could outright bend the universe to her will—one event at a time. She was chosen.
Of course…she really shouldn’t play around with fate. Fortune telling without a license was already illegal in Meteoropolis. Imagine the chaos if a thousand fortune tellers started manipulating destiny by informing people of their futures with no thought for how it impacted society at large. Throughout the history of the universe, there had never been such a collection of fate readers or potential fate readers in a single place, or if there had been, these occurrences were few and far between.
And Weaving fate was even more egregious of an infraction. Mamba could get in real trouble if the government found out. Jail time, maybe, but definitely observation like the sort that Pinky Peach used to have when she went out—except that eyes would be on Mamba at almost all times to be certain she didn’t abuse her powers. The thought made her shudder.
But the draw of her powers—her inheritance as a Hissfolk woman—it was real, and it had her in its thrall.
“It’s definitely fine,” she assured herself on more than one occasion. “I’m doing it for the greater good, and besides, no one is watching me. I won’t get caught.”
Most of that was true, as far as she knew, but even Mamba understood deep down that she used her abilities for more than just some altruistic sense of duty. True, her activity made her something like the only currently active superhero in Meteoropolis, but it was a thankless job as no one knew she was doing it. No one except for her.
Mamba flipped through several live broadcasts on the news, not on her TV but on her phone. She didn’t know exactly what she was looking for, but she imagined she’d recognize it when she saw it.
Brock had gotten suspicious when he borrowed her phone once to order pizza and spotted eight news apps on her home screen. He pressed her for answers at first, asking why she needed so many news apps, but Mamba bickered and whined about him prying and insisted she just liked to keep her eye on the news. After all, it always felt like something big could happen at any time, whether it was related to the Void Cartel, the Commissioner’s job, the anti-superhero laws, or whatever.
He accepted the answer, much to Mamba’s immense guilt and relief. The two contradictory feelings danced inside her stomach, and she let go of a breath she’d forgotten she was holding the second he returned her phone.
Even now, the memory of her gaslighting the man she loved haunted her. She would make it right. He needed to understand that he didn’t need to worry about her so much.
Mamba groaned as she abandoned one app for the next, then the next, and so on until it became clear to her that there was nothing worth spending her daily roll of the dice on. Soon, she’d given up and decided to try again later, perhaps ending her stream a few minutes before everyone else gave her a chance. 
With a sigh, Mamba rolled out of bed and put on her fuzzy purple bathrobe, plopping down on her tail-friendly gamer chair. She jiggled her mouse, making her desktop appear on her screen. With a few clicks, she navigated to Flinch.
“Let’s see—anyone interesting streaming right now?” she murmured to herself. A few of her old collab partners were online, people from the streamer house that screwed her over. There was also QueenOfTheWeb, the top-ranked Loremasters streamer that Pinky now thought of as her dear rival, though they only played one game together. QueenOfTheWeb never showed her face, opting to use a little picture of a cartoon spider with a crown as her avatar. She also clearly used a voice changer, making her sound weirdly high and squeaky.
In the end, though, Mamba decided to check in on her best friend. Pinky was streaming, and by the looks of her face, not having a good game. When Mamba read the numbers on the screen, she understood why—Pinky had two deaths, and it was only 15 minutes into the game. For most players that was acceptable, but for a player of Pinky Peach’s caliber and rank, it was not a good look.
A silly idea popped into Mamba’s head at that moment. Stupid, really—she would even go so far as to call it irresponsible, but it was almost too amusing to pass up.
“I really shouldn’t,” she groaned as she plucked the die up off her desk and studied the glowing 18. “Brock would be so pissed.”
Still, in the end her obsession got the best of her, and she held the die in front of her, rubbing its glowing face. “Selina the Silvernake, goddess of fate, hear my will before it’s too late!”
The die floated in the air, hovering in front of Mamba’s eyes as they rolled back. A feeling that was at once excruciating and mind-numbingly pleasurable shot through her veins, starting from her fingers and toes until the rush ended in her heart. She let out a high wail, covering her mouth as her body convulsed in her chair, her tail wagging like she was in her death throes.
“Double Kill!” a voice said through her computer speakers—the announcer voice from League of Loremasters, narrating Pinky’s match. “Triple Kill!”
“Holy shit!” Pinky squealed excitedly. As Mamba’s eyes returned to normal, they leaked tears as she watched Pinky stare into her camera in disbelief. “Did you see that shit, chat?! How the fuck did I pull that off?! Man, I thought I was tripping for a second there. I saw some stuff, chat!”
Mamba grinned impishly—for a moment, anyway, until a powerful headache struck her, almost knocking her out of her seat. Mamba stood up and leaned against the wall, trying to balance herself, but spontaneously ended up vomiting in the trash can.
This was new. This was not how it usually went. But it wasn’t over.
Mamba stumbled backward in search of her bed, falling onto it and rolling onto her side. One hand clutched her throbbing head, while the other massaged her belly. “What the—”
Before Mamba could finish the question, she got an answer. The world went black—not for long, but for long enough to give Mamba a trauma flashback to the last time her fortune-telling made her blind.
Fuck! Brock was right. Why did she always make the same mistake? Why couldn’t she help herself? Why did she have to do this same thing, over and over again? She always ended up here, with rough consequences for reckless actions. But it wasn’t over.
She saw a face in the blackness—only for a minute, but it was undeniably there. Another Hissfolk woman, staring into her eyes—no, her soul. Watching, showing herself to the Hissfolk beauty as if to say, “I see you, Mamba.”
Before Mamba could get all the details of her appearance, though, she was gone. White hair. Green eyes. Yellow scales. Older than Mamba, maybe not by much. It’s all the detail she managed, and even that she wouldn’t bet her life on.
Suddenly there was a firm knock on the door, and Mamba’s eyes went wide just in time for her vision to return. “Who is it?!” she asked, her voice tremulous with fear at the answer.
“Hey, I’m back!” It was Brock’s voice. “Pinky’s streaming but she asked me to check on you? Said she heard you shout just a second ago. Can I come in? Your door’s locked, which is—weird, honestly.”
Mamba stood up, finding her legs to be wobbly and uncomfortable. “One moment, please,” she grunted. “I was, uh, masturbating. I thought you were gone, so I locked the door to—” She stopped herself, unable to believe the blatant lie that was coming out of her mouth. She swallowed, her breath still tasting like bile, her room now smelling of it. “No, wait. I’m—I’m sorry Brock. That was a lie.”
There was a pause on the other side of the door. “Mamba, sweety, you’re kind of freaking me out. Can I come in?”
“Let me come to you,” she said. “One second.”
Mamba trudged her way to the door and opened it, and when she saw her lover’s face, she immediately erupted into tears. He pulled her in close, embracing her and kissing her forehead, his arms strong but shaky with worry for her.
“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice calm even if she could tell he wasn’t.
“I—You’re going to be so mad,” she whined. “Shit. I’m so sorry.”
Brock rubbed his hand across Mamba’s cheek and shook his head. “I won’t be,” he said. “Just say what you have to say.”
She took a big breath and forced herself to look him in the eyes. “You told me not to use my powers. I’ve been using them for a while now.”
“What?” he asked. “I mean—they’re your powers, so in the end it’s your choice, but I didn’t like how—” His nostrils flared suddenly as he sniffed the air, staring into Mamba’s room. The door was still open behind her. “Is that puke? Did you throw up?”
She nodded. “Something really bad just happened,” Mamba whimpered. “I got seen.”
“Seen?” Brock asked. “By who?”
“I don’t know! Another hissfolk. She—”
Brock shook his head and interrupted. “Hold that thought,” he grunted, lifting her up in his arms like she was weightless. He carried her across the room, opening the door to his own. Brock walked inside his room with Mamba pressed against his chest and set her delicately on his own bed. Just to be sure, he grabbed his own waste basket from the corner. “I’m going to get you some water.”
“No, I want to tell you. I—”
“You used your powers and someone saw you. We can deal with that later,” he replied. “Right now, you rest.”
“Are you angry?” Mamba asked, her voice small and deeply fearful of the answer.
Brock laughed. “Do I seem angry?”
Mamba shook her head, allowing the ghost of a smile to tug at her lips.
“Don’t worry. Nothing you are capable of would actually anger me.”
A rush of emotions surged through Mamba just then as she gazed into the face of her man. “I don’t deserve you,” she said.
Brock leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. “Shut up,” he whispered back.
She turned her head away. “I just threw up. I have fucking awful breath right now.”
Her boyfriend nodded and tried to stand. “I’ll get you some water, hang on.”
“No,” she grunted. “I mean—okay. Go get me some water.”
Brock quirked a brow at her. “And then?”
“And then…can you just sit with me for a few minutes?”
“You’ve got it,” he replied. “And when you’re feeling back to your usual self, we can talk about the face you saw.”
“And after that?” Mamba asked. “Can we have sloppy comfort sex?”
Brock looked down at her with a wide smile and nodded tenderly. “Ah. Yes. I could go for that.”




Chapter 8 - Bitter Tea to Swallow


Mamba told me about the image of the seer that had been watching her as I spooned her from behind, gently kissing the back of her neck. I listened to the description intently and nodded, something about it seeming familiar to me. 
“Dr. Luna mentioned once that he knew of a seer who might have been the only one powerful enough to track you the last time something like this happened.”
Mamba perked up, turning her head back toward me in surprise. “Why didn’t you mention it before?”
I shook my head, embarrassed at my omission. “Yeah, good question. Truth be told, he only brought it up once, said he needed to follow some leads, and then I kind of forgot about it. I asked him a few times if he’d made any progress or had anything he could say or confirm, but he rejected me and after a while, it fell off my radar when other things happened—namely this drama with heroes being banned.”
“I guess I can understand that,” she sighed. “Still, if you could follow up… Tell him what I told you. The description, the fact that it was obviously another hissfolk. If it is who he thinks it is, that should be more than enough to be certain.”
I agreed with that assessment and breathed out through my nose into the mane of her orange hair. She reached back, and for a moment I thought she was going for the zipper on my pants, but she ended up grabbing my hand.
I squeezed back and slipped my other arm underneath her, pulling her against me by the waist. I pressed my face against her nape and bit her ear playfully as her thick tail wrapped all the way around my leg.
“Are you in the mood?” she asked in a certain tone of voice. “I popped a mint and brushed my teeth before I told you all that.”
I chuckled. “I can get in the mood easily enough. I’m kind of lying on top of your tail, is that uncomfortable? Do I need to move?”
She shook her head. “It’s fine. My bed is flex-foam so you’re just pushing it down into the mattress.” Her hand drifted away from mine and ended up on my crotch, where I thought it had been headed earlier. She rubbed the spot in circles, then stopped. “Is the door locked?”
I chuckled. “Yeah, you locked it when you came back in from the bathroom,” I reminded her.
“Right,” she sighed in relief. “Okay, umm—” Her voice trailed off as she found the zipper to my pants and guided it down and open. I lifted my hips up so she could more easily maneuver, helping her with the button. I pulled my pants off but kept my boxers on.
Mamba’s hand slid confidently inside the front of my underwear and pulled out my cock. She lifted up the back of her robe, her back still facing me, and I felt my now-exposed tip press softly against her ass.
I reached down as I kissed her neck and pulled the lace thong of her panties aside, exposing her asshole and pussy to me. I felt my tip brush against it, and she reached back and pulled one asscheek open wide, gaping her holes for me.
“Your choice,” she muttered as she moved her pillow in front of her face. “Either one is fine.”
It took me a second to realize she meant either hole. I went for the classic, letting my member brush up and then down the length of her slit a few times, smearing the juice that would ultimately make insertion easier. She was already wet, so from there it only took a gentle push to get inside.
Mamba bit the pillow and moaned, her normally sultry voice going unusually high for a moment. I felt her tail twist and snake around my leg, constricting it enough to cut off circulation if I were just any ordinary human. The pressure doubled my desire for her, finding her display of passion to be sexy in the extreme.
I started moving, lying on my side, one arm hugging her around the waist as the other reached around to pull open the front of her robe.
She giggled. “Going for the snitties, Brock?” she teased.
“You know it,” I chuckled back. A second later, the banter died down as I picked up the pace. The sounds of our earlier amusement were replaced with steamy moans from Mamba and groans of passion from me. The hissfolk beauty used both hands to pull the pillow against her face, and her tail got even tighter and rougher with me as I plowed into her with a steady but powerful rhythm.
Though she was more or less cold-blooded, at least this part of her body never disappointed with its warmth. The inside of her was differently textured compared to Satina, Tahini, and Pinky—Blossom of course was entirely in her own ballpark. But Mamba’s insides were less textured. They were goopier, slimier, and seemed to convulse around me with each staggered breath.
She squeezed her thighs tightly together, causing her womanhood to close in around my dick, upping the pleasure to unexpected levels due to the added pressure and tightness. It was a lazy screw, with both of us committed to a single, cozy position, spooning on our sides, me kissing her shoulders as she ground her ass back against me while her tail squeezed my leg. It was nice—more romantic than horny. Mamba, for all her sexy overtures, was definitely the calmest and most romantic in the sack, at least most of the time.
“Brock,” she moaned, “I love it.”
“Yeah?” I grunted as I kept the pace going. “I’m glad.”
“Don’t cum inside,” she muttered. “Are you—are you finishing soon?”
“Uhh—not really soon.”
She pressed her face back into her pillow. “Don’t do it inside me. I’ll definitely get pregnant.”
“Noted,” I grunted, my voice grim.
“Just do it all over my ass. It’s fine.”
I had more or less assumed that’s what she was going for, but hearing her say it made me even more turned on, so I didn’t comment as much. I picked up the rhythm a step faster, my body making a slapping sound as it collided with hers, and her long, drawn-out moans became harsh and high in response.
My hand teased her nipple as I made love to her, and one of her hands left the pillow to grab my wrist encouragingly as I rubbed her breast.
“Mmmm,” she moaned raspily. “How’s my pussy feeling for you, baby?”
I didn’t even have the presence of mind to reply except to just plow into her even harder.
“Awww fuck!” she squealed, burying her face back in the pillow. “Nnghh! I’m—fuck, that’s doing it for me, baby! I’m—I’m gonna cum!”
“Do it,” I encouraged her, my own excitement mounting by the second. Suddenly I didn’t feel so far behind her.
“Anhhh!” she cried out, pressing her ass into my thighs in return as I thrust into her. Shortly after she started to calm down, I myself felt the urge coming on, the telltale signs appearing all at once.
I pulled out, and she reached back and grabbed my dick, stroking it off and smacking it against her ass. I came in several waves, covering her green ass and the dimples on the small of her back with a voluminous sum of seed.
“Good thing you did it outside,” she muttered breathlessly. “I would’ve been knocked up for sure.”
I just kissed her again and grabbed a tissue. “Yep,” I muttered, not dwelling on that prospect. “It’s dripping onto the bed now, though.”
“Let it drip,” she giggled. “Give me a second, and then we’ll clean up and hit the shower.”
That sounded like a plan to me.
[image: image-placeholder]That night, at Dr. Luna’s urging, I met with the capsule doctor and Koriana in her little gym on the border of the Sylvan and Atlantean Districts. I made the mistake of driving there, then found that there was no parking for half a mile, so I ended up using my solar teleportation power to make it on time anyway.
Koriana opened the door for me, as she had already locked it before my arrival, and marked her studio as closed. “Come in, Brock,” she said with a gentle smile. “Artigius should be here soon.”
I nodded, wincing at the use of his given name. “Great,” I murmured as she took my coat. “How long have you known him, again?”
She giggled with a hint of naughtiness in her tone, making me inwardly cringe at the implications. “A while. Anyway, let me get your tea and we’ll get started as soon as he arrives.”
I nodded as she left me, strolling over in her gym shorts to a kitchenette in the corner of the gym that seemed oddly out of place. It was where she brewed the tea, of course, and she got to work on a fresh batch at once.
Koriana’s dark skin and white hair made for a brilliant contrast. Her fit body and youthful appearance also made her a joy to watch. I cringed a bit as I realized I was kind of ogling the woman that seemed to be Dr. Luna’s main squeeze. I looked away sharply at that epiphany, fixating on the door instead.
I sat on a bean bag chair, preparing to wait however long I needed to, but no sooner had my booty cheeks slammed into it than did Dr. Luna appear at the door. He reached into his pocket and produced a key before I could even start to make my way across the room to help him.
“Brock,” he said, nodding. “Thanks for coming.” He walked inside and let the door close behind him, reaching back and turning the lock so that it was secured once more. He slipped the key back into his pocket. Wearing a cardigan and a pair of gray denim slacks, he was looking weirdly sharp tonight.
I shot him a thumbs up from my comfy seat, trying not to weirdly let my eyes dwell on his outfit. “No worries. What’s this about exactly?”
“I got your text about Mamba. I wanted to talk with you about that and work with Koriana to make sure you’re as prepared as you can be to defend Mamba should it come to that.”
I cocked a brow at him, my hands squeezing the beanbag beneath me. “Is she in danger?”
“Not necessarily, but she’s certainly being watched by someone that you’ll need to be much stronger to scare off.”
Koriana came over with a tray of teas, and I stood as she approached. When I reached out for one, she shook her head. “The one in the black cup is yours,” she told me, smiling kindly.
I nodded, feeling a bit uneasy. The specificity meant something about my tea was different. I thought of the last time I came here.
I took the cup she indicated. “Should I drink it now?”
“Sip it. Slowly. Don’t finish it all at once or you’ll have a bad time here tonight.”
I laughed at her bluntness. “Noted,” I said as I took my first sip.
Koriana presented Dr. Luna with his beverage and kissed him on the cheek. She put the tray down and took her own. “Let’s go upstairs,” she suggested, gesturing toward the stairwell. She turned around, not waiting for our response. Luna and I traded looks and shrugged.
We followed her, and she turned off the light for the first floor before we headed up. When we got to the second floor, I expected her to turn the lights on in the room, but she didn’t, instead producing a lighter and lighting a single candle at a table where I figured we were destined to sit.
The three of us sat at that corner table on chairs that were low to the ground. It was a short, rounded, white table with a purple candle at the center, now lit—not much else to say about it. I set my drink down and looked the two of them over expectantly. “So,” I muttered. “We are here because…”
Dr. Luna rolled his eyes. “Elfindor’s name, Brock, why so impatient?”
“Sorry,” I chuckled. “Tonight is movie night.”
“Well you’ll make the next one,” he replied curtly before swigging down his own tea and setting the empty cup on the table. “Tell her what you told me.”
I pursed my lips and turned to face Koriana. “Mamba, one of the girls I live with, is a hissfolk woman and has a talent for fortune telling.”
“A common gift among hissfolk. How strong is her power?”
“Very,” I grunted. “At least, I gather as much. She’s a Weaver, which she’s told me is rare. Her abilities have actually come in handy to me as Solaris more than once.”
Koriana’s eyes widened. “A Weaver of Fate?”
I shrugged. “Seems about right. She can use a little dice-looking thing to manipulate a single event once a day.”
“I see,” Koriana replied, stroking her sharp chin thoughtfully. “And—she’s come under observation? That’s why we’re here, right?”
Dr. Luna thrummed the table with his fingers and cleared his throat. “That, and I think it’s time for Brock to force his bond to the next level.”
“There is no ‘next level’, Artigius,” Koriana replied with a curious expression. “His bond simply is what it is. He’s already had it unlocked. Whatever do you mean?”
“You know what I mean, Kori,” he countered. “Don’t hold back on me.”
Her eyes opened with obvious surprise. “You can’t be serious. That’s reckless!”
“He can handle it,” Dr. Luna assured her. “Their bond is strong. I believe in him, and he’ll resent us if we hold back on him and something happens we could have prevented. It’s the only way.”
“Only way for what?” I asked, not sure how I felt about this heated back-and-forth exchange.
Koriana cleared her throat and sipped her own tea. “Well—the psychic resonance put off by a Solar Dragon Splice Partner that has been amplified in the way Dr. Luna is suggesting…it should be enough to deter Glenyaka—”
“Sorry, who?” 
The dark elf blinked in shock. “Oh—Sorry, I thought you knew. Glenyaka is the only hissfolk seer in the city that I would think is capable enough to observe the action of another psychic.”
Dr. Luna grumbled a bit at the reveal. “I didn’t want to tell him the name, Kori.”
“Why not?” I asked, shooting him an irritated look. “That’s been bothering me for a while now.”
“Because she’s easy to find. I didn’t want you confronting her or even getting the idea to spy on her when she’s already spying on Mamba. Glenyaka is very likely connected to the Void Cartel, and you approaching her in either form would tell her all she needed to know.”
“About what?”
“About Mamba’s connection to Solaris, for one thing,” he stated plainly. “About your dual identity. She would definitely be able to sense it if she saw you face to face.”
“But—if she’s working for the Void Cartel, we have to deal with her.”
He shook his head. “Like Renkor Fisk, it’s not that easy. You could take secretive actions, but as connected as they are, they’d find a way to punish you for it, guaranteed. The sheer number of magical protections around both of them is insane. Even you aren’t equipped for it. Not yet.”
I growled. Renkor Fisk was the supposed leader of the Void Cartel, at least according to Tahini’s initial report as Prophet. I wasn’t sure whether it was true or not—from my own perusal of the documents, it seemed certain that he was affiliated, but I didn’t buy the claim that he was necessarily the leader. There was something…odd about his file. For one thing, he barely seemed to exist.
Still, the connection to the Void Cartel made him interesting. And now there was this…Glenyaka. I realized then that I’d seen that name in Prophet’s dossier too.
“Glenyaka Tigerscale—she’s the leader of a pharmaceutical company, isn’t she?”
Dr. Luna nodded. “Yes, she is. Paladin Industries.”
I recognized the company name from the news as well. Paladin was a pretty big deal, holding lots of grants in various areas of medical research. They were widely seen as an honest organization, with unusually low prices for their prescription products compared to their competitors.
“Interesting.” I took another slow sip of my tea. “What’s next, then? What’s this thing that Luna wants to do?” I looked at the dark elf expectantly.
“It’s impossible,” she said, shaking her head. “No. I won’t agree to it, Artigius. It’ll change him.”
Dr. Luna frowned at her. “I promise, I know what I’m doing. I’ve done his bloodwork and his brain scans. I’ve studied him more than any other subject. His bond is ideal for it. It will work. If we don’t do it, his family is at risk.”
I looked at Koriana and raised my hand, eager for my own opinion to be heard. “For what it’s worth, I trust Luna with my life. I have no idea what we’re talking about, but if he says it’s the best move to keep my family safe—”
“And the city,” he added pointedly. “It’ll be quite an upgrade in your capability to deter the Void Cartel.”
“That too, then.” I finished off the last bit of my tea and set the empty cup back down. Koriana eyed it for a moment before turning her gaze back to me.
She made an audible growl at Dr. Luna that was pretty endearing, but her expression softened into a smile of resignation a half-second later. “Fine,” she conceded. “If you’re sure, then I have no choice.”
She stood up, getting a look of confusion out of me. “Where are you going?” I asked.
She laughed. “To brew the next tea. The first one was only a preparatory aid. Dr. Luna—I trust you brought the missing ingredient?”
He nodded and reached into his pocket. The doctor pulled out a tiny package that reminded me of a jewelry box in its size and shape. “Add half of it to the brew. Keep the other half for yourself.”
Koriana nodded and vanished down the stairs, and I turned to face Luna. “What was that thing you just gave her?”
“A drug for which there is no name—other than the one I gave it when I made it.”
“Which is?”
“Brock powder.”
I rolled my eyes. “Very original.”
“Yeah, well, naming things has never been my strength,” he sighed.
Koriana came back a few minutes later, finding us talking about our plans for boys’ night this weekend. We were debating whether or not to invite Commissioner Go’Urden. Normally, I would have relented, but I was a bit afraid of Jasper drunkenly talking about harem sex again, which could get awkward in front of Tahini’s dad. I wasn’t sure I was ready to face that problem. Even worse if he didn’t mind and used the opportunity to start asking for grandchildren again.
Koriana handed me the second tea as she sat back down. “The first brew should have been enough to loosen you up for whatever we decided to do regarding your bond—including this. It’ll make this process smoother. Maybe even so smooth you don’t notice it at first.”
I nodded. “That sounds…fine, I guess. Sip it slowly?”
She shook her head. “No, not this one. Chug it.”
I snickered at the command. “Bottoms up, then,” I said before drinking it all down in one gulp, slamming the cup onto the table like an empty stein of beer. “See you on the other side.”
[image: image-placeholder]Next thing I knew, I was waking up in my own bed, Tahini and Satina snuggled on either side of me. I blinked and wiped my eyes, totally confused as to the sudden change in scenery. Had I…blacked out? It seemed pretty fucking likely.
Both the catgirl and the satyress were asleep, but I still dared to fish my phone out of my pocket, risking waking them up if I made one false move. Thankfully, my sneakiness was supreme, and I managed to fish the cellular device out without incident.
I checked my messages. To my great relief, I saw a message from Doctor Luna.
> You passed out pretty quickly after you downed the herbal concoction. It wasn’t entirely unexpected, so don’t panic. I left you in Tahini’s care. A few of us struggled to carry you to bed, Koriana included. I gave up halfway—do you have any idea how heavy you are? Your muscles weigh a ton. It’s very inconsiderate. Consider being lighter. Thanks.
> Wait. I suppose I should tell you what to expect. Right about now, you’re probably feeling sick to your stomach and like your veins are on fire. That’s normal. Pretty soon you’re going to find that your default form is pure dragon, and you’ll have to make an effort to hold your human form, but your mind will remain you. It’ll be strange at first, but you’ll get used to it, I’m sure. There may also be another side effect. For a while, you may have trouble communing with your Splice Partner. That’s because his personality is temporarily fused with yours—but so is his mind. Enjoy unfettered access to what he knows while you can. Sorry about the wall of text.
> Oh, I finished your milk before I left. The girls were already in bed with you by then, so I thought I’d just text you and let you know you need to pick some up yourself.
I read through the messages a few times and found myself nodding along with his description of what I should be experiencing. Indeed, my veins felt like someone pumped them full of napalm and then lit them up, and my stomach felt akin to being poked by a hundred knives.
“Dragon, are you there?” I whispered.
There was no answer back. Despite being surrounded by women I loved, I felt a little alone in that moment—but then a collection of information overwhelmed me, with one thought at the forefront: my hoard.
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Chapter 9 - The Harem Confrontation


When I returned from Darkling Donuts later that morning, the girls were all up and waiting for me on the living room couch. Each one of them had serious expressions on their face that ran the spectrum from fear to irritation. 
“I, uh, got your donuts,” I said with a meek expression as I set the lattes on the coffee table.
“Sit,” Pinky Peach said, scowling at me, pointing at a seat with her hoof.
“Did I do something bad last night that I’m not remembering?” I asked, scratching my head as I took the chair that my unicorn girlfriend had indicated.
Blossom huffed and pouted, crossing her arms with a show of indignation. “How about you fuggin’ tell us?” Her inky black eyes were narrowed so intensely that I was sure it was a new look for her. Whatever happened, it must have been bad.
Mamba raised a hand to silence them and spoke up. “Let’s not jump to conclusions. As I said, I suspect that whatever he did, he did it for me.”
“Well then it’s your fault,” Tahini said, the fur on her ears pricked up. “But Brock, we need answers. Seeing you like that—that was scary for us.”
At that moment I figured it out. I nodded, and placed my hands on my knees, slapping them once or twice before I had the words I needed. “Okay,” I sighed. “Dr. Luna gave me an experimental drug last night, and—”
“What?!” they all shouted, more or less in unison.
“Koriana was there!” I quickly added, pointing at Pinky Peach. “You remember her. She knows her stuff.”
“And she was in support of using this drug?” Pinky asked skeptically.
“Hmmm,” I murmured. “Come to think of it, no she wasn’t.”
“Two steps backward, please,” Satina diplomatically requested, her face barely holding a smile in place. “What is this drug and why was it necessary?”
I shook my head, casting an anxious look at Mamba. “The drug was supposed to push my bond with my Splice Partner one step further. From what I can tell, it’s made me more dragon than human at this point.”
“What does that mean?!” Pinky Peach squeaked nervously. She cast her gaze over at Mamba. “What does he mean? More dragon than human?”
“You still look human to me,” Tahini noted.
I smiled at her, nodding my head slowly. “It’s an effort now, though. My body tries to default into the dragon form. I noticed it on my walk to Darkling, like I felt awkward in my own skin all of a sudden. But I have full access to the dragon’s mind and a much fuller understanding of his capabilities and who he is—or was.”
“But—I love you,” Pinky pouted. “I love Brock, not the dragon. The dragon was a fun bonus, but I don’t want—I want Brock!” She clicked her hoof on the floor in a loud protest.
“I’m still me,” I assured her, raising both hands in a plea for cooler heads. “It’s not that hard holding this form, and I still have my own mind and feelings, don’t get me wrong. It’s just—there’s a bit more right under the surface than there was before, or so I gather.”
Satina narrowed her eyes and crossed her arms. “And so what does all this really mean? Why is this happening now?”
“Dr. Luna thought it was necessary to help me—”
“To help you protect me, right?” Mamba asked, her face a bit guilty. “You told him what I told you.”
I nodded at her grimly. “Yeah, but I think we’re going to be fine. He seemed to believe that the psychic energy that I put off as a result of this change will effectively hide you from Glenyaka—”
“From who? Who’s that?” Tahini asked. Then her eyes opened wide. “No, wait! I’ve heard that name before!”
“Yes, you have. Aside from being an important business mogul, she’s supposedly the most powerful hissfolk seer in the city,” I explained. “I don’t know much about her yet.”
“You’re sure it’s her?” Pinky Peach asked.
I shrugged. “She fits the description, I guess. I don’t know personally, but Dr. Luna sure seemed to be confident about it.”
“So why don’t we go bash down her door, then?” Tahini grunted, punching her palm with the opposite fist. “We’ll teach her not to bother us.”
“That would only tell her she’s right to keep an eye on Mamba, and that she’s affiliated with superheroes,” Pinky sighed. “Gods, this is a bad situation.”
“Luna and Koriana didn’t seem too panicked.” I smiled at her and turned the positive expression on the rest of them. “Please don’t worry too much. There will be drama and fights ahead of us, but I’ve got no reason to believe that any of you are in danger.”
“I am,” Mamba said, raising her hand. “She knows who I am. I’m definitely at risk here.”
“No, you’re not,” I countered, furrowing my brow. “I’ll protect you. And she can’t track you anymore.”
Mamba rolled her eyes. “Please—she already knows I investigated that spot under the bridge when we were looking into the place where Blossom was held. It’s not a giant leap to connect that to Blossom, and Blossom to Tahini and you. At the very least, the Void Cartel has us all on a list somewhere.”
I tried to say something to counter that fear, but it took me a bit too long. By the time I was ready to talk, the rest of the girls looked fearful. “Everything’s going to be fine,” I promised. “Please don’t worry. I’ve got it from here.”
“Okay,” Satina said. “I’ll trust you, sweetheart, but—I need to know why. What’s changed in you that you’re suddenly so confident?”
“Yeah,” Pinky grunted. “Show us something. I still don’t understand what exactly that drug did and why it’s good.”
“Me neither,” I admitted. “But—okay. I have an idea.” I stood up, earning a few quizzical looks from the girls. I gestured to the screen door leading out to the garden. “Fuck it. Let’s try something crazy.”
The girls made wary but curious faces and followed me into the garden and formed a line, each of them facing me from one side of the garden while I stood on the other.
“Warn us,” Mamba requested. “What are you going to do?”
“I don’t know exactly,” I grunted. “It’s an experimental drug, remember? I don’t know precisely what it does, but I’m going to try and…relax.”
Blossom quirked a cute brow at me, favoring one hip as she studied me curiously. “Huh?”
“I mean—I mentioned before that now it takes a little bit of a mental push to keep my body looking like this,” I said, pointing at my human face. “Sooo—it stands to reason, something should happen if I just…relax.
They said nothing in response, so I took that as my cue. I closed my eyes and started breathing as naturally as I could, focusing on the feeling I got when I did my meditation sessions with Pinky Peach—fully relaxed, no pressure, laid back, trying to do exactly nothing.
Next thing I knew, I felt something snap inside me like I’d just let go of a taut rubber band. As I stood there, feeling that release of tension, I could sense a change coming over me, just as I’d predicted. Something stirred in my guts for a moment, then went quiet. But that quiet didn’t last long. 
My body began to shift and morph, cracking, creaking, and rumbling as I grew larger and larger by the second. The sensation was strange, but not altogether unpleasant, sort of like stretching after a long nap—like, a really good stretch.
My skin began to harden next, transforming into shimmering, iridescent scales harder than diamonds—by a fucking lot. Those scales covered my body from head to toe. The colors changed and danced in the sunlight, a mesmerizing display of shifting hues and tones that seemed to capture every color of the rainbow before finally settling on blazing gold. The scales interlocked, leaving just the tiniest gaps between them. Brilliant but subtle pillars of solar light peeked through and made for a dazzling spectacle. Blossom particularly seemed to like that.
“Fuggin’ sweet,” she murmured, sounding like she might drool.
But it wasn’t over yet. My limbs elongated and stretched, becoming powerful, muscular appendages tipped with sharp, gleaming claws at the end of draconic talons. A powerful tail sprouted from the base of my spine, growing longer and larger with each passing moment. My face also morphed, taking on the visage of a fearsome dragon that was similar to how it looked as Solaris, complete with a snout filled with rows of fearsome dragon teeth.
As the transformation continued, my body swelled in size, quickly filling up the entire backyard until my back surely peeked over the top of our fence. My wings unfurled, broad and expansive, casting a shadow over the surrounding flower beds as they stretched out to their full span—then quickly folded against my back in a vain attempt to try and look scarce.
Finally, as the transformation completed, I looked down at myself, staring like a doofus at my new form, catching my reflection in the fishless fish pond. I was a true solar dragon now, a creature of cosmic significance. My elongated neck craned down, and I admired my reflection. 
My dragon form was a dazzling specimen of power, light, and resplendent golden colors, shimmering and shifting with my every movement. My eyes, now a brilliant gold that almost got lost against my scales, glittered with an inner light that matched the intensity of the artificial sun in the Meteoropolis dome. I was a more genuine source of solar power than that thing at this point.
I took a moment to appreciate the majesty of my new shape. But I was also mindful that I was not alone, that my girls were there, watching the spectacle unfold as well. And so, with a mixture of trepidation and excitement, I turned my attention back to them, eager to see their reactions to the change that had just taken place right in front of their eyes.
The girls’ faces were a study in shock and awe as they beheld my transformed state. Their eyes were wide with disbelief, and their mouths hung open, unable to form words at first.
Tahini’s feline ears twitched atop her head, her jaw dropping in astonishment as she took in the sight before her. 
“This is—this is barely the same dragon!” she gasped. “I mean—the head. The face, okay, that’s the same for the most part, but you—” The catgirl’s voice trailed off and she just shook her head. Her eyes roamed over the expanse of my scaled body, taking in every detail she could, comparing and contrasting with the Solaris she knew, whom she’d seen up close more times than just about anyone.
Pinky Peach squealed in shock at first, her own eyes wide with amazement, and clung to Blossom for support. Their arms wrapped around each other, but it was clear after a moment that their expressions were more excited than afraid. They exchanged glances, communicating their awe and wonder without words.
“This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Pinky whispered.
“Do you think he can—he can give me some gentle fuggin’ kisses looking like this?!” Blossom squeaked.
Blossom, as a flower sprite, seemed first and foremost impressed by the direct solar energy that emanated from my shimmering form. Her inky black eyes sparkled with delight as she absorbed the sunlight, her pink petals quivering with new energy. Her face was suddenly more alive than I’d ever seen it, and that said a lot.
Satina and Mamba stood side by side, their expressions a mixture of wonder and surprise. Satina’s eyes were wide, taking in the sight of my new form with a mixture of curiosity and admiration, but she was definitely the most cautious among the five of them. 
Mamba’s face, usually so confident and sultry when she looked at me, showed a rare moment of vulnerability as she stared up into my eyes.
“This is—this is really a lot, Brock Star,” she whimpered. “I’m not complaining but—this is a lot.”
A few of the girls couldn’t help but continue to comment out loud, their voices filled with awe and disbelief. “I can’t believe it...” Tahini murmured, her voice barely audible. “This is...incredible,” Pinky Peach whispered, her voice shaky with emotion. I thought I even heard Eppy break through to utter some profanities for a moment or two.
Those who were more speechless simply gawked, their faces a testament to the implications of what they were seeing. Soft gasps, quiet murmurs, and little noises of surprise filled the air as they took in the full extent of my transformation, looking me over again and again until their necks got tired. 
“What do you think?” I said, my voice about ten octaves deeper than usual, booming so powerfully that our house shook.
“I think you probably should turn back into human form,” Pinky said after a short pause. “The neighbors are going to see at this rate, and that’ll be…really hard to explain.”
[image: image-placeholder]A few minutes later, we were back inside after a little scare. I had struggled for a minute to find my way back into my human form, causing a lot of anxiety for everyone for about one hundred and twenty very long seconds. Thankfully, something clicked just in time, and I made my transformation back into Brock—me, that is.
Once again in the living room, the looks on the girls’ faces at the current moment were no longer anxious or fearful about Glenyaka the seer or the Void Cartel. Maybe that fear would return in a bit, but for the moment, I would take advantage of the respite their sudden excitement offered.
It could get exhausting sometimes, dealing with five nervous women at once. But after the display they’d just been a party to, it seemed none of those women saw a reason to be nervous anymore. That suited me just fine.
“So,” Pinky giggled. “That was…pretty cool.”
“I’m glad you think so.”
“And you’re still one hundred percent Brock, right?” she asked, her voice a bit cautious.
I nodded. “I don’t actually feel my mind is any different. A bit calmer, maybe. A bit quicker. But it’s still me.”
The women exchanged nods of approval at that. Then, finally, Blossom started cackling to herself.
“What is it, Blossom?” I asked, laughing along with her, though I wasn’t sure why.
“Is everyone thinking what I’m thinking?” she giggled as she placed a hand on my crotch. The array of similar expressions that returned to Blossom showed fairly comprehensively that yes, the other girls were of the same mind.
“I just have to know,” Pinky muttered. “Besides, Brock’s been really good lately.”
“I’m always good,” I countered with a scoff of offense. “But what are we talking about?”
“Maybe to thank Brock for putting himself on the line for us again,” Satina began as she kissed my neck, “we can give him a little treat.”
“A five-on-one?” Mamba chuckled. “I’m good for it, but most of us have to start our streams in, like thirty minutes.”
I furrowed my brow. “Girls, really—that’s not necessary. We’ve still got donuts. And your lattes are getting cold, and—”
“And shut the fug’ up,” Blossom giggled impishly. “Let’s see if the five of us are enough to slay a dragon.”




Chapter 10 - Five-On-One


We quickly relocated to the bedroom, me breaking into an easy sweat at the prospect of the sheer harem madness that would inevitably unfold. There was another layer of worry there than usual, too—was this safe? 
I was riding high on newfound power... a power that I had not yet learned to harness and control. The solar dragon’s magnificent potency brewed inside me, tossing my internal organs around like a ship atop churning waves. And yet...
I felt more confident than before. As I watched Pinky Peach’s ass ascend the staircase ahead of me, her pink horsetail swaying pendulously with excitement, I knew that I could do this. I could make this happen. No—I must. As a man and a cosmic dragon demigod thingy, I had a sworn duty to fill that booty.
I grabbed hold of her hand as we reached the top of the stairs, and Mamba’s too, letting them guide me the rest of the way to my room. I closed my eyes and entered a trance-like state of focus. I felt shafts of light beaming out in aureate pillars through my closed eyelids. My muscles shifted under my skin, and I felt my heart seem to throb and swell inside me, bracing for my most important quest yet.
When we got inside my bedroom, the five girls stood in front of the bed, narrowing their predatory gazes on me with a purpose that could not and would not be second-guessed. The lust that swam in their hungry expressions was nearly palpable as they looked me over, scanning me from head to toe like I was a Grade A piece of wagyu beef after a thirty-day fast.
Pinky Peach, ever the leader, was first to strip off her uniform, crossing her arms over her stomach in the sexy way that women do as she peeled the skin-tight v-neck shirt off of her body. Next came the bra, and I stared, as transfixed to the glorious sight of her bouncing bosom like a man who had just discovered the true meaning of Christmas.
Pinky Peach’s pale, creamy skin was flawless—utterly perfect, holding up against the most stringent scrutiny. I could use my telescopic vision to search for flaws all day long and I doubted I’d find anything worth mentioning. To me, the woman herself was much the same.
Her supple, bouncy breasts rose and fell with her deep breaths as she grinned at me, her cheeks flushing pink, as she slipped out of her shorts and panties with a single hook of her thumbs, pulling them to the floor.
“Dear God,” I muttered with awed love as I gawked. Then I turned my attention over to Mamba and Blossom.
Mamba’s green skin was smooth like the underbelly of a snake, shining exotically under the fluorescent lighting in my room. It was too harsh of lighting for something like this. Her perfection deserved far better.
Because of that strong feeling, I flicked the light switch behind me, turning it back off, letting the soft escaping solar aura radiating from my body do the trick instead. They made noises of “ooh!” and “ahh!” as my light illuminated them all.
Mamba, green from head to toe, with red, serpentine eyes and her long, reptilian tail, was by far the most ‘monstrous’ of my monster girls. Those unusual features of hers did nothing, however, to detract from the glory of her snitties and the tantalizing nipples that capped them. Nor did they dissuade me from the prospect of inserting my draconic shaft into her snussy. Perhaps a man of less culture and distinction would be deterred, I supposed. I would call such a man a coward.
Blossom looked like she was already halfway to orgasm by the time I focused on her. Her smooth, brownish-green skin glistened eagerly under the light of my solar energy, and the adulating look on her adorable face had me tempted to scoop her up into an embrace then and there. Her nudity, from head to toe, wasn’t anything new to me by a long shot. Blossom had a tendency to wander around the house naked after camera hours had ended, after all...but the sight of her like this would never grow old. Never.
Blossom wasn’t as chesty as Pinky Peach, Satina, or Mamba, but she compared well enough to Tahini. Tahini was even skinnier these days, not that she had lost any weight, but Blossom had gained a little more of a womanly shape after arriving at her desired height. Tahini, however, was still the most petite one, her tanned skin and dark hair giving her an exotic look that was only enhanced by her feline features. I watched with amusement as Tahini took off her red glasses and set them on my bedside table, looking a bit nervous herself. I wondered if she sensed that today would be different.
And finally, of course, there was Satina, the sweet satyress with perhaps the lewdest, sexiest body of all the girls in my harem. Whereas Pinky and Mamba had that almost impossible supermodel physique, with shapely tits and toned stomachs, Satina had the body of a top-billed pin-up model. We’re talking hourglass figure here: breasts that were so big that they were about two points shy of being unwieldy, and a round ass that complemented a shockingly narrow waist. Her freckled face and long, red, braided ponytail gave her face a wholesome look, even as she stood before me as naked as the rest of them.
It was time for me to join them in their nudity. I wanted to make a demonstration out of it, to let them know that good times would be had by all. I clenched my fist and closed my eyes again, and a brief solar flare erupted from my body, searing my clothes all at once, reduced to less than ash.
Pinky Peach gasped. “Those cost money, Brock!”
Blossom cackled maniacally. “Look at that dick. It’s so fat.”
Suddenly a bit self-conscious, even though I was sure I should take it as a compliment, I solarported in front of Blossom and punished her with a kiss. She moaned into my mouth as my hands touched her, the leaves of her hair growing more verdant than ever before. Her flowers, in real-time, bloomed along her long ponytail, and she wrapped one leg around me in a standing position, grinding her groin against my hardening shaft.
“Wait! That’s what it takes to get picked first?!” Mamba grunted off to the side. “Hey, Brock, your dick is fat!”
Without warning, wings sprouted from my back, extending from one end of the room to the other, then curling as they outgrew our space’s breadth. Pinky Peach made a little “Yes, Daddy” whimper at the unexpected sight, While Mamba and Tahini started hugging and kissing me from the side.
“Ahem,” Satina said, giggling sweetly. “There will be time for smooches later. The bed is literally one step away.”
Without further discussion, the girls lay with their backs on the mattresses, their yearning faces looking up at me with legs parted and pussies gaping. Pinky Peach was at the center of the formation.
My tail shot out of the small of my back, earning more surprised squeals from the girls. “Are you okay?” Mamba asked, panting already. “What’s going on with all the dragon parts popping up, Brock Star?”
“Your eyes have the Solaris look, too,” Tahini murmured, her own eyes wide and staring.
I shook my head. “I have to give in a bit to the dragon side of me,” I explained as my fingers gently brushed over Pinky Peach’s nipple, making her breath hitch. “It’s too difficult to cling to an entirely human form while focusing on all of this.” Upon the word ‘this’, I gestured at the sexy buffet in front of me, earning blushes and giggles from some of the girls.
“So,” Pinky Peach giggled naughtily. Me first, then?”
I shook my head. “I’ll be making you all cum at once.”
Blossom shot up from her lying position, her fingers still spreading open her womanhood. “That’s fuggin’ impossible. How would that even work?”
“It’s simple,” I said, rubbing my hands together as my wings folded even more tightly behind me. “Well, okay—it’s admittedly not that simple.”
I explained the concept, and I confess that for a moment I felt rather silly speaking it aloud.
Essentially, the women would form a sort of pyramid. Three girls would be on the bottom—Pinky in the middle, and Satina and Mamba on either side. On top of Pinky’s back would be Tahini, and on top of Tahini’s back would be Blossom, forming an upside-down T formation.
The only way that it would remain balanced, however, was if Pinky Peach could focus on maintaining a telekinetic spell to make Blossom and Tahini lighter. She’d flung me against the wall as Eppy in the throes of passion in the past, so I expected it wouldn’t be a problem.
“That won’t be a problem!” Pinky Peach assured me, right on cue. “You can count on me, baby!”
“This is a little wacky,” Tahini grunted as she assumed her position and I lifted Blossom into place on top of her. “How does this even make it possible for you to do all of us at once? Whoa!” That last word was in response to Pinky’s spell activating, making the catgirl and flower sprite a fraction of their original weight, functionally speaking.
I grinned down at her butthole. “I’m glad you asked. In this position, I can have sex with Pinky the old-fashioned way while I finger Satina and Mamba on her left and right. Meanwhile, with Blossom on your back, Tahini, I’ll eat her out.”
“Aww yeah,” Blossom squeaked as she wiggled her rump and moved her leafy ponytail out of the way. This change gave me an unobstructed view of her tight flower sprite pussy, and I already couldn’t wait to lock lips with it. “Kiss my flussy, Brocky.”
“Wait, what about me?!” Tahini groaned. “I’m just Blossom’s pussy platter?!”
“No,” I said, taking a slightly hesitant tone. “I—well—I was thinking I might be able to use my tail for you.”
“You what?!”
“Is that a no?”
She shook her head, and in the process, her butt. “No, that’s not a no! But is it safe? You have the sharp-looking arrowhead tip to your tail.”
“It’s actually blunter than you think, and surprisingly nimble,” I said. “We’ll give it a try. If it doesn’t work for you, I’ll try something else.”
“Umm...okay,” Tahini meekly replied. She reached back and, with two fingers, spread her pussy lips open for my scrutiny. “Get your ass to work.”
Pinky Peach took the initiative, grabbing my dick and guiding it inside of her warm, wet, lower lips. “Don’t even think about pulling out until you’re done,” she warned me in an almost wicked tone.
“Yes, ma’am,” I intoned back. I started thrusting, feeling the unicorn girl’s velvety insides stroke me off, fixating on that pleasure for just a moment. Then it was time to give pleasure back.
I placed two fingers in each pussy on either side of Pinky’s—Mamba to the left, and Satina to the right. Each girl let out little moans as my fingers sank and slipped inside them, plunging into an easy rhythm. The sheer warmth and goopiness of their girly guts greeted my fingers with every return, and I luxuriated in the debauchery of the act.
Meanwhile, my lips latched onto Blossom’s pussy, licking and slurping it messily, maybe a bit gracelessly, but she clearly appreciated the effort. Even with all my draconic power, my focus was divided many different ways, so my usually dexterous technique had fallen by the wayside, abandoned in favor of mindlessly big, greedy slurps.
“Yeah, Brocky! Suck your flower’s flower, baby! Wait, I wanna kiss you back!”
Before I could ask what she meant, a little tonguelike vine greeted my lips as I delved back inside, making out with me as I ate her out. I was of no mind to protest, so I kissed back, turning the pussy-eating session into a loving French kiss, which felt somewhat easier.
Then there was Tahini. I started cautiously, rubbing the soft, broad side of my tail’s tip up and down her labia. She moaned quietly, then more loudly as I fed heat into the tip and let it tremble, almost vibrating.
“Shit, big fella,” she whimpered. “That’s—that’s fucking working for me.”
“Glad to hear it,” I muffled into Blossom’s vagina.
“Ahh! Ahhh! Ahhh! Yeah, baby!” Pinky cried out with every slap our bodies made upon colliding. “Oh shit! Ohh shit, I’m gonna cum!”
Mamba shot her a funny look, made even more amusing as her eyes crossed with pleasure halfway through her own statement. “Already?!” Pinky we—Hnghh! Ahhh!—we just started!”
Satina was keeping it pretty cool by comparison, but as I dared a brief look down at her, I realized why—she had completely buried her face in the mattress and was biting down hard on my bed sheets. Now that I was paying attention, the buxom satyress was definitely letting out little moans of her own.
The pleasure of Pinky’s pussy really was a simple bliss, indescribable in its nuanced perfection. Her inner walls embraced me again and again as I pleasured all the other women in the harem, but it was Pinky who would break from her lust first.
“Ohh gods!” she groaned. “I’m gonna cum dangerously hard, baby!”
I pulled away from Blossom’s pussy to answer her. “Are you telling me to stop?”
“Not unless you want me to die!” she gasped. “Fuck, baby! Ahh! Fuck, your floor is filthy, by the way.”
She managed to get that little critique out mid-thrust, so I knew she was mentally fine, at least. “I vacuumed it like two days ago,” I replied.
“No—hnnghhaaa—wonder, then!”
I continued in this way, finding a rhythm, responding to their quirkiness when I had to, and soon it became an automatic process that I was able to maintain indefinitely.
As predicted, the unicorn girl was the first domino to come crashing down, her inner walls gripping and spasming around my manhood as she moaned into the mattress beneath her. I still had quite a ways to go with my attention divided so many ways, and my draconic endurance at godlike levels. I could literally do this day and night.
Pinky’s orgasm broke into multiple cascading orgasms, and eventually Blossom followed suit, gushing her sweet nectar onto my face as her vaginal vines reached out of her pussy and wrapped around my neck to pull my face more tightly against her. Tahini started purring and meowing contentedly as she approached her orgasm, then she wailed with a surprising volume that seemed to have a ripple effect on Satina and Mamba.
Again, I still hadn’t finished, so I just kept going.
“Wait!” Pinky gasped, like she had just emerged after two minutes underwater. “Brock, I’m going insane.”
I stopped, taking the hint. “Okay,” I said, trying not to sound disappointed. “I was getting pretty close.”
“Let us finish you with our mouths, then,” Satina suggested, and I found the terms more than agreeable.
Next thing I knew, all five girls were kneeling in front of me, arranged by height so that the Tahini and Satina were in front, stroking and licking the underside of my shaft. Meanwhile, Mamba sucked lovingly at the tip while Pinky Peach and Blossom licked and slurped along the side.
Just as I finished, two naked clones of Tahini appeared behind me, kissing my neck and rubbing their breasts into my back as I creamed the inside of Mamba’s mouth.
Pinky Peach eyed her with disgust as Mamba swallowed. “What?!” Mamba protested. “What’s your problem?”
“That should be inside my womb,” Pinky hissed, crossing her arms.
“Your womb is already occupied, Pinky,” Satina giggled.
I cracked my knuckles as I came down from the euphoric high, already erect again. “Alright,” I grunted. “Back in formation. We’ll do a rotation so that Mamba will be in Pinky’s place, Pinky will be in Satina’s, and so on.”
“What?!” Satina asked in shock. “You want to do it again? Really? You’re usually so tired after a five-on-one.”
“Yeah,” Pinky muttered drearily. “Five-on-ones are our way of tiring you out so you don’t want to leave the house for any reason.”
“Well,” I chuckled,” I plan on four more rounds at least, so it’ll be a while before I’m ready to rest. I hope that’s alright.”
Satina smiled sweetly, but behind her eyes there was a hint of fear. “Just—let’s take a break, okay? A food break.”
“An anything break,” Mamba panted. “I’m down for at least one or two more rounds, but I need a breather, Brock Star.”
It was then that I realized my power had turned a corner. Even the dreaded five-on-one didn’t have nearly the physical or psychic draining potential it used to. On the contrary, I felt invigorated, like I was born to handle a harem of hotties. With even more of me linked to the solar dragon inside, that made a certain degree of sense.
And I had a feeling that I had only just scratched the surface. 




Chapter 11 - Whoops!


That whole evening I ended up batting off snuggles all night long while I was trying to get work done and taking calls from Flinch about possible future partnerships. Things were going…very well. Not just in the relationship sense, but career-wise, city-wise, and power-wise. 
The good news is that in the last few days at least there didn’t seem to be too many major issues that the cops couldn’t handle promptly. I knew that was only going to be the case for a limited time, but it was nice while it lasted. Turning on the TV news and not seeing some fucking fire monster pissing magical napalm onto halfling homes was like a balm for my soul.
“Look, Brocky!” Blossom cooed excitedly as we cuddled on the couch before heading to bed. “Check out my vines!”
I looked at them and smiled. “Oh, yeah! You have a few more blooming flowers.”
“Yeah! And my vines grew one finger-length just today since you slammed me down big style!”
I squinted at the turn of phrase and cocked my head as I inspected her verdant hair-vines. “Big style, you say?”
The next day I woke up in a bed crowded with my entire harem, and for once I didn’t feel exhausted. My connection with the dragon inside had strengthened, there was no doubt about it. In fact, “the dragon inside” seemed to be no longer an apt descriptor of his connection to me.
The difference is that I was now the dragon. Me. We were fused so completely that it was more like a 50-50 split than ever before, even if I felt my consciousness prevailing. I missed the commentary that my Splice Partner used to offer up, however. I longed for a day when he might start chiming back in, but I didn’t know for sure if or when that would happen again.
At least I could take solace in the fact that we weren’t separated and we never would be. He and I were bonded in a way I hadn’t thought possible. I felt like the sun itself was burning through my veins. While I’d had superhuman endurance and abilities before, now it was almost comical how much power I had. Even more than before, sleep had really started to feel pointless.
But I did enjoy being with the girls while they slept, so I wasn’t in a hurry to purge that habit. I smirked as I looked at the snoozing face of Pinky Peach beside me, with Satina just beyond her. Satina slept in an elegant posture, one leg crossed over the other, with her hands folded over her stomach. She had the most adorable little smile on her face as she breathed silently through her nose.
Pinky Peach, by contrast, was snoring—softly, and only occasionally, but one of her legs was wrapped around mine, and she had fallen asleep hugging my arm, forcing my hand to rest on her breast. She still cradled it in that same position, hours later. She tended to sleep on her back and not move at all, probably an adaptation from having to sleep with a freaking horn on her forehead.
Blossom had gotten up at some point in the middle of the night to return to her pot, but she wasn’t hard to find. She was standing in her pot, slouched over at the foot of the bed, facing me, also sleeping. She stood very still, not even really breathing, which wasn’t weird. She only tended to breathe all that much when she was excited or had to inhale air in order to say something.
“Mmmm,” she mumbled after taking one little breath of air. “Whaaa—Brocky? You wanna live in my pot, too? Well, okay. Fuggin’ get in, then.” It took me a second to realize she was talking in her sleep.
Tahini fell asleep on top of Mamba, her face buried in the hissfolk beauty’s bountiful snitties. Mamba was clearly using the smaller catgirl as an improvised teddy bear, and Tahini appreciated the smoothness of Mamba’s body, so when the other girls had all but completely dominated me in the cuddle competition, they’d sometimes just default to each other.
It was a pretty nice way to greet the morning, surrounded by gorgeous monster girls sleepily stirring in post-coital bliss. But it was time to get up. Today we had a schedule to keep.
[image: image-placeholder]I ran through my usual morning routine—well, it was more like a speedrun. The girls were doing an early morning charity collab stream. Charity events and streams had become something the Dreamgirls were known for—a pretty positive reputation to have. I wanted to support them to keep pursuing these, so I got the coffee and donuts as fast as I could and rushed back to find them all dressed and at their computers. While they handled their business, I filled up the gas in my car, bought groceries, and called two restaurants that Satina wanted to get food delivered from this evening, booking her orders in advance so that the cooks would have time to prepare their minds and bodies.
Following that, I made the girls lunch—except for Blossom, to whom I simply gave a pitcher of water with some fertilizer tablets inside. I served the others grilled cheese because I’m a shitty cook and because it was a crowd-pleaser from my home world that worked well with local ingredients. I also made some salads and cut some fruits for them, hand-delivering them to their desks.
Pinky Peach exploited the public’s open knowledge of our relationship by kissing me on the cheek when I delivered her meal. I then saw her private messages from the other Dreamgirls blow up on her screen, as that had been broadcast live.
> You greedy fucking bitch…
That one was from Mamba, but it was pretty tame compared to what Blossom had sent her.
> Neks taim Im gunna kizz hiz penis onn streem~
“How is penis the only word she spelled correctly?” the unicorn girl quietly marveled. “Huh? No, nothing, chat! Just got a weird DM, that’s all.”
A few hours later, their big event was done. They had raised a record-setting sum of one thousand gold coins in a single day, thanks to their collaboration with the Big Bad Blade Alley Orc Boys. Despite the tough-sounding name, the Orc Boys were a very sweet and effeminate bunch—they just happened to operate on, you guessed it, Blade Alley.
I walked into Blossom’s room and caught her doing her sign-off. “Hey guys. Not sure if I’ll be streaming later or not. I think we have some junk to do. If I do end up streaming, it’ll probably be a private one off Flinch and through the Dreamgirls Patronizer account. Hmm? I dunno, which game should I play? I’m leaning toward Titty Patrol 2: The Breastening.”
“Blossom, I’m heading out with Mamba and Pinky to get the car’s tail slot expanded,” I told her, quietly uttering it from the back.
She whipped around to face me and pantomimed a dozen smooches and a squeezing gesture with her hands, which made me drop my jaw.
“I’m not sure how to interpret that,” I admitted.
Blossom turned back around to mute her stream.
“I need some attention before you go. And a song or two would be appreciated. Plus, like, ten fuggin’ kisses, please, and thank you.”
I laughed. “After I come back. They’re already waiting for me in the living room.”
She pouted. “How about a hug then?”
“Turn off your camera and sure,” I chuckled, beaming at her.
She obeyed in a hurry, clicking a button on her keyboard and rushing over to me. She threw her arms around my back and nuzzled my chest, her firm body pressing tightly against mine. “Ugh, this is so nice. Even if you weren’t a source of nutrition, this would be just as nice. I love you, Brocky. I hope you know that.”
“I do,” I said, placing a hand on her cheek. “I love you too.”
She kissed me, lifting up one leg in a rather cute fashion, which only caused me to pull her even more tightly against me.
“I want you to sing to me again soon,” she whined. “Will you do that for me?”
“Of course,” I said. “I can sing you a very quick one right now if—” My eyes drifted to her second screen, where I noticed a little box in the corner. In that box was a crystal clear, live feed of Blossom hugging me.
“If what, Brocky?” she asked, grinning.
“You left the camera on,” I muttered, closing my eyes as a sick feeling churned in my stomach.
Blossom’s inky black eyes looked up at me, blinking in confusion. “Huh?” She turned around and looked at her screen. “Huh?!!!”
Blossom broke off our embrace and ran back to her desk. “Oh, fuck! I turned on the audio when I thought I turned off the video!”
“Ah,” I said, nodding slowly. “That’s…gonna be a phone call from Flinch for sure.”
“Hey! Hey, guys! Hey, my little sprouts! Listen. Listen to me really quickly. No one leave. No one log off. Listen, hang on. Easy to explain,” she said, waving her hands wildly in front of her camera, already trying to do damage control. “No one clip that shit, alright? That’s step one. Step two—we were just playing around. That was a joke! For—”
Her voice trailed off and she cocked her head to the side.
“Hmmm,” she continued. “Yeah, the video of me and Pinky making out with Brock in an alley somewhere was also a joke. We like to joke around. Ha ha! Ha ha! Such jokers!” Suddenly she reached out and grabbed her camera and microphone and pulled them up to her face. “Listen motherfuckers, you didn’t see shit!”
I walked up to her and placed a hand on her shoulder. “Blossom, for the love of God, just sign off.”
[image: image-placeholder]It was going to be a tense car ride to the auto shop from there. Blossom ended up sobbing and apologizing, but no one was really mad at her.
“It’s okay, sweety,” Pinky sighed, patting her head. “It really could have happened to any of you. It was only a matter of time.”
“It’s already been leaked before,” Satina sighed. “There was that photo or video of you and Pinky with Brock back before Pinky and my first interview happened, but people eventually forgot about it. It’ll blow over. And if it doesn’t, we’ll adapt. It is what it is.”
“Did I just ruin our careers?” she asked with a whimper.
Mamba thumbed her phone furiously, shaking her head. “It’s too early to say, but so far I’d guess no.”
“Why do you say that so soon?” Tahini asked, raising a thin eyebrow at Mamba as she lazed on the recliner.
Mamba turned her phone around and showed us a screen that had the Dreamgirls’ streaming data for the last twenty-four hours already cued up. “A few people unsubscribed from Blossom’s channel in the last ten minutes, but way more have just subscribed to all of us out of nowhere. This is going to be annoying without a doubt—it’ll be on the news, and we’ll be hounded by the gaming press to clarify things, but I think it might just drive new interest to us in the long term.”
I shrugged. “No matter what happens, we’ll be fine.”
Pinky nodded her agreement. “Even if people stop watching us, we can keep streaming and competing. Eventually, when we’re recognized as the best Loremasters team in all of Meteoropolis, they’ll have no choice but to come crawling back on their stupid knees—or other appendages, depending on their species.” She said the last bit in a high-pitched tone, as though any of us were about to be offended by that expression.
Mamba put her phone back into her purse and joined the hug that Pinky was giving Blossom. Satina was still streaming, so I could only imagine what she was hearing about the issue from her chat. Tahini stretched dramatically and sauntered over as well, slapping Blossom’s butt before embracing her from the back.
“No one blames you,” Tahini said. “One time, Pinky Peach streamed for eight hours directly after getting creampied.”
“One time?” Pinky asked with a naughty smirk. “Puh-lease. That’s like every other weekday.”
Mamba sighed. “Can we please get my tail slot installed in Brock’s car now?”
[image: image-placeholder]We drove to the dealership and handled that task quickly. It was so fast, in fact, that it surprised me. It turned out that installing the tail slot was simply a matter of removing the frame of the original slot and inserting one meant for people with thicker tails, such as breedable hissfolk hotties. All said and done, we were poised to be in and out of there in no more than ten minutes.
“I thought it’d take longer,” I noted. “Well, let’s go home. I guess now we have time to—”
I was cut off by a loud sob coming from a bench on the sidewalk in front of the auto shop’s lot. I looked at Pinky Peach and Mamba in alarm, and their eyes opened wide with compassion as they heard the pathetic cry.
Pinky Peach grabbed my hand and led Mamba and me out to the sidewalk area, where a woman in a white coat and white animal ears, and nine white, fluffy tails sat with her head in her hands, crying her eyes out.
“Should we…check on her?” Mamba asked.
I nodded. “I’ll let you two handle it. I think she’d probably feel better being approached by other women.”
The unicorn girl adjusted her jacket like she was getting ready to walk on stage. “Mamba, let’s see what’s wrong.”
Mamba followed Pinky Peach as they approached the woman, and I hung back just far enough that I could easily hear what they said just in case, but would hopefully seem to be giving them some privacy.
“Hey there, honey, is everything okay?” Pinky Peach asked, bending over and waving at the kitsune.
The girl looked up, her eyes swollen and cheeks puffy with tears. “Hmm? Who are you? Why are you talking to me?”
Mamba smiled at her gently and approached with even more caution. “I’m Mamba, and this is Pinky Peach. We’re here with our friend over there, Brock, and we couldn’t help noticing it looked like you were having a pretty bad day.”
“By the many-tailed gods,” she sobbed, flinging her head so violently from one side to another that tears from her cheeks landed on the unicorn girl’s jacket. “I’m having the worst day of my life!”
“What happened?” Mamba asked anxiously. “Are you okay? Are you safe?”
“Well, this morning, I was driving to work and I got in an accident. My phone wasn’t getting any service, so I had to park my car illegally on the side of the road to go find someone to help me call for roadside assistance, but it ended up taking way too long to find anyone to help! My car ended up getting towed, and I left my keys inside, including my house key! Even my purse! I just went to the impound lot. I had to walk there for an hour, and when I arrived, they said I had the wrong place. So I have no keys, no car, no money, no ID, nothing!” She pulled out a handkerchief and blew her nose in it with a force that could only be described as trumpetlike.
“By the gods, that is horrible!” Pinky Peach commiserated, clasping her hands over her heart. I thought I detected a faint sniffle coming from her as well. “We can help you. What’s your name, sweety?”
“I’m Mitsy,” the fox girl said, extending a hand. Pinky grabbed her wrist and then performed the traditional greeting. “I live so far from here. I was thinking of walking home, but it’d take, like, six hours on foot. Even if I made it, I’d have to beg the security guard for help to get into my room, but I am sure he doesn’t have the authority to do that. Thank heavens, I did leave my cat’s feeder on a timer, so she’ll be okay today and tomorrow morning.”
“We can take you home,” Mamba offered. She gestured over at me. “Our friend can drive you. It’s not an issue.”
“Even if I get home, I’d be stuck sitting all night in the lobby. I filed a police report over the phone about the accident, and they told me to call back when I have a contact number they can reach with news about its location. So, actually—” Mitsy interlaced her fingers with Pinky Peach’s, staring the unicorn girl directly in the eyes. “If it’s not too much trouble, do you have someplace I could stay for tonight? Maybe even just a few hours? I promise you won’t know I’m even around! I’ll make myself scarce as a faint breeze!”
I cocked an eyebrow in their direction. It was a bit forward for a request made to total strangers, but then again Mamba and Pinky Peach probably did seem about as trustworthy as this girl was going to find.
Now that I got a good look at her, I realized that there was another thing they had in common. The kitsune was uncommonly gorgeous as well, with arctic blue eyes and peach-colored skin that complemented the white of her hair and fur. It might sound funny or shallow, but I wondered if she trusted Pinky and Mamba because of that—both of them would surely know how scary and isolating it was for a beautiful woman to be stranded alone.
Mamba waved me over at about that point, and I joined them and greeted the kitsune. “Hi,” I said. “My name’s Brock.”
“Hi Brock,” she replied, smiling back at me. Her cheeks flushed with an obvious rosy quality, but I paid it no mind. This girl just needed a place to rest and recover until she had her way home, and after what happened with Blossom, I certainly didn’t need any more harem drama.
We shuttled her to our car, getting some basic pleasantries out of the way, and as soon as she was sitting on the leather seat of my automobile, she relaxed. In fact, she stopped crying entirely, so quickly that it was easy to forget how badly she’d been sobbing only a few minutes prior.
We drove her to our place, and Pinky Peach let Mitsy use her phone to let the police know where and how to contact her about the status of her own vehicle. It was a simple enough arrangement, and it was no problem at all to let her stay in one of the other girls’ rooms given that they were all done streaming for the day, and they’d all likely end up sleeping in my bed again tonight.
As I got out of the car, though, and saw the wide grin she wore the second she laid eyes on our home, I got my first clue that something was odd about this girl. My second came when I made eye contact with Pinky Peach but found Eppy’s stare coming back to me.
“Watch her,” she whispered as Mamba escorted Mitsy to the door. “There’s something off about this one.”
Though I felt somewhat unnerved by Eppy’s quiet proclamation, and I could tell Pinky Peach was on guard, too, nothing really happened. Mitsy proved to be the perfect house guest: prim, proper, polite, and patient.
We started by taking her on a tour of the house. “Wow!” she noted, “It’s so much bigger than I would have guessed. And the six of you all live together?”
“That’s right,” Mamba confirmed. “Tonight, you can sleep in my room, and a few of us will double up.”
“Oh, I don’t want to be a hassle,” Mitsy said, pressing her hands to her lips in embarrassment. “Please, let me sleep on the couch.”
Blossom rolled her eyes as she etched details into a new pot in the corner. “Nah, it’s fine. Most of us will end up sleeping with—” Thank God, Blossom caught herself this time, her eyes widening in alarm as she stopped mid-sentence. “I mean, we’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”
The other four girls let out sighs of relief as Mitsy appeared content to let that comment go unchallenged. “All the same, it really isn’t ladylike for me to impose like this in the first place. I’d be dishonoring my ancestors if I allowed myself to further inconvenience you by letting you be overly hospitable.”
“Tell you what,” I chuckled. “I’ll do the chivalrous thing. You can sleep in my room tonight, and I’ll sleep on the couch.”
“Brock, no!” Pinky pleaded, her lip jutting out in a pout. “At least stay in my room!”
Mitsy’s eyebrow twitched, but her smile didn’t falter. “Oh? Are you and Brock together?”
“Yes, we’re a couple,” Pinky Peach said, understating the actual truth as she touched my arm.
“I see!” Mitsy replied, nodding. “Interesting. Interesting, interesting, interesting.”
Blossom shot up all of a sudden, balancing awkwardly on her stumpy little feet. “Hey!” she squeaked. “Let’s show her the garden! There are so many fuggin’ pots out there, she’ll love it.”
“Oh!” Mitsy giggled, beaming at the flower sprite. “I do love potted plants.”
Blossom looked like Mitsy just revealed the key to her heart. “Brock, Jesus Christ! Where did you find these tits?”
Mitsy arched an eyebrow and covered her chest awkwardly. She was wearing a blouse that hugged her ample chest tightly. “Uh. Excuse me? Tits?”
“Sorry,” Pinky Peach apologized profusely. “It means she likes you.”




A Harem Interlude


Afternoon had transitioned lazily into evening, and the police had yet to call. Pinky Peach eyed the grinning kitsune cautiously. If they couldn’t find her car by morning, they’d need to have an awkward conversation about what she planned to do. 
They all had to work in the morning. Pinky felt for the girl, but their hospitality could only stretch so far. Besides, didn’t this kitsune have to work, too? Mitsy mentioned a job. Well—the next day was the weekend, so she supposed that was irrelevant for many people, perhaps the kitsune as well.
At the very most, they could host her for the weekend, but after that, she would have to find someone else. Pinky already had Eppy in her head, nagging about how something about this girl felt weird and creeped her out. Pinky didn’t see it. She couldn’t detect whatever it was that Eppy was picking up.
As she learned more and more about the kitsune, she couldn’t help but worry. She was so…lovable. She worked for a charitable organization, seemed to be about the sweetest thing Pinky Peach had ever come across besides Satina’s home-baked cookies, and she had the looks to boot. This was the kind of woman that breaks the will of any man.
And it was extremely clear to Pinky Peach just which man the kitsune would like to break. It wasn’t anything improper or untoward that she did. It was in her body language. The way she turned her feet to face Brock whenever he was speaking; the way her already brilliant smile grew just a little bit wider whenever he happened to look in her direction; the way she ogled him when she thought no one was watching her, even going so far as to lick her lips.
Pinky Peach had already resolved herself to the facts. With Brock’s newly awakened Solar Dragon powers making him even more powerful and capable as a lover, it was only a matter of time before the harem expanded. Hells, they were already headed in that direction because of Satina’s mom and Satina’s own personal preferences. But this girl?
Maybe she did see what Eppy was seeing after all. Something about Mitsy made her hair stand on end. At first, she thought maybe it was jealousy. She was beautiful after all—beautiful enough to threaten her own self-appointed place in the harem hierarchy, maybe? No. Pinky didn’t really think like that. Neither did Brock.
It was just that she couldn’t imagine this woman sharing the way they all did. She would want it all. She would want everything Brock had to offer her, and that would make it very, very difficult for the rest of them—and for Brock.
Pinky Peach sighed as the conversation the other girls were having continued without her. She remained entirely stuck in her own mind, staring emptily at the TV screen as though she were paying attention. She really wasn’t.
After a while, she dared to look back in the direction of the gorgeous kitsune and upturned a brow as she reflected on what she felt when she did. A lot of simple, primal emotions. Protectiveness. Worry. Caution. Sympathy. Anxiety. But the primary feeling was pity. After all, Mitsy really did have quite the awful day before they showed up to rescue her.
Pinky Peach grumbled to herself and sank deeper into her comfy seat, returning her eyes to the television news.
“Hey,” Mamba muttered with a curious tone of voice. “Mitsy, sweety. I just realized—you didn’t seem to recognize Brock when we met you.”
“Hey, yeah,” Satina agreed, crossing her legs. “How’s that possible?”
Tahini rolled her eyes. “I’m sure she was just being polite.”
Mitsy grinned at Mamba and nodded. “Tahini is correct. I did recognize him from the news, but I tried not to react like I did. I thought it might make him uncomfortable.”
“Wow,” Pinky grunted, a tiny hint of suspicion in her voice. “You had the presence of mind to make that call in that vulnerable moment, huh?”
Mitsy’s smile faltered for a moment. “I try to be mindful of others.”
There was an obvious tension after that. Blossom broke it by asking the question Pinky knew she would ask soon enough. “Where’s Brock? When is he coming back?”
“He’s getting dinner and dessert,” Mamba sighed. “And who knows when he’ll be back given the list that Satina handed him.”
“I skipped a meal,” Satina explained, blushing.
“Didn’t you have three full meals today?” Tahini teased with a smirk.
“Yes. And four minus one is three, if you recall,” Satina huffed, rolling her eyes. “I skipped one, so I only had three today.”
Mitsy giggled at that and shook her head. “By the nine-tailed, I wish I had your metabolism.”
“What’s metabolism?” Blossom grunted. “Is that another fancy word for titties?”
Mitsy giggled and stood up. “It’s getting late. Does anyone have some old pajamas I could change into so I don’t have to sleep in a tight blouse? Again, I’m so sorry to impose.”
“Not at all,” Mamba said as she stood. “I think I’ve got something. Maybe we should all change into our pajamas, actually.”
“Sounds like a plan,” Pinky agreed, narrowing her eyes at the kitsune. “I’ll keep Mitsy company while you all do that.”
Mitsy shifted in her seat. “You don’t need to feel compelled to babysit me, Pinky.”
“It’s no problem,” the unicorn girl replied with an exaggerated smile. “Don’t worry about it.”
Mamba, Tahini, Satina, and Blossom withdrew shortly after that to do their evening routines and change clothes, brush their teeth, and do some light hair grooming, but Pinky didn’t let their guest out of her sight.
Mitsy stood up and stretched, and Pinky stood up as well. “Is there anything I can get you?”
“I was just going to fill my water back up, Pinky Peach,” Mitsy replied sweetly, her tails swishing behind her.
“I’ll take that for you.” Pinky grabbed the glass from the coffee table before the kitsune could refuse.
Mitsy followed her into the kitchen. “So, how did you meet Brock?”
Pinky Peach grimaced, but her back was facing the kitsune. “Close to a year ago, he became my Capsule Puppy.”
“Wow, he’s only been here one year, and he already has a house like this?”
“It actually was my house,” Pinky corrected her. “We changed the name on the deed to Brock recently, though. Complicated reasons I won’t go into right now. The house was also much smaller when we first met.”
“What happened to make it…grow?” the kitsune asked, watching as Pinky poured her water.
“Well, that’s a bit personal, but—” Pinky Peach heard the kitsune behind her, her hands running across the counter. When she turned around, Mitsy’s fingers were wrapped around the handle of one of the kitchen knives in their knife rack.
She pulled it out slowly, still smiling at Pinky Peach. “Sorry about the personal question.”
The kitsune lunged for Pinky Peach, slashing at her wildly and shrieking in a fury that came out of nowhere. Her face twisted itself into a monstrous growl, her lips pulled back, and the fur on her ears pricked up with rage and feral insanity.
Pinky Peach leaped to the side, but the knife slashed her shoulder, drawing silver blood. She used the moment of frustration that the kitsune took to pause and refocus as her chance to put distance between them, running toward the living room and leaping over the couch. “What the fuck are you doing, you crazy bitch?!” Pinky shrieked. “Girls! Help!”
“Help yourSELF!” the kitsune shrieked, dashing toward her, murder written on her face.
Pinky’s eyes went wide, and she held out her hand, focusing Eppy’s magic on the fox girl in front of her. With a flick of her wrist, the kitsune went flying into a wall, slammed by a kinetic stream of magical golden light. Her head shattered a window pane on impact, scattering glass everywhere.
Blood streaked down her face, and she struggled against Pinky’s spell, but found with horror she couldn’t budge.
“What the fuck are you doing?” Pinky asked. “Why are you attacking me?!
“Fuck you! You don’t deserve him, you pink-haired whore!”
Pinky Peach’s brow furrowed. “That’s about what I figured. Well, you’re not going to kill me, or anyone, and you’re not getting away. So get comfy there, psycho.”
Mitsy smirked at her and shook her head. “Maybe you’ll get to sleep in his arms tonight after all. Savor it while you can, unworthy bitch.” Mitsy struggled, gritting her teeth, and reached for a watch on her wrist. Pinky Peach watched as she turned a dial and, with a brief flash of light, vanished. “Dammit!” Pinky shrieked, letting go of the spell.
Just then Mamba charged into the room, wearing her ‘conservative pajamas’—a long sleeve pink polka dot top and a matching loose-fitting bottom. “What the hell happened in here?” she asked, her eyes darting around. “Are you okay? Where’s Mitsy?”
Pinky seethed like a steaming teapot, struggling to catch her breath, not from exertion but from anger. “There’s a lot to say, Mamba. For starters, that crazy chick had a panic room button on her watch the whole damn time.”
[image: image-placeholder]Brock rushed home, abandoning his car to solarport into their backyard the second he got the text mere moments later. He took stock of the situation and decided to call the commissioner while the girls calmed down in the living room and Mamba filed a police report through normal channels while Satina bandaged Pinky’s cut.
“Hey, Brock,” the commissioner grunted into the receiver as Brock prepared to speak, holding Pinky Peach’s hand the entire time. “Why are you calling so late? Is Tahini okay?”
“I’ve got you on speakerphone. And she’s fine. Thank God, we’re all fine, but we had a bit of a scare just now.” Brock squeezed Pinky Peach’s hand, then raised it to his lips to kiss it.
“You seem frantic. Calm down and tell me what happened. If anyone touched my daughter, just tell me which fart-huffing son of a taint to strangle, simple as that.”
Brock filled him in, with Pinky Peach shakily correcting him here and there, offering more detailed descriptions of events when her lover’s knowledge got hazy.
Go’Urden listened to all this with surprising calm. “Got it. Brock, I’ll forward the information to the department and do some digging myself. I’m sure Hephi can dig up information on this woman if she gave you her real name, too. Unfortunately, all the help I give you will have to be unofficial.”
“What?” Brock grunted, his face twisting in confusion. “Why?”
J’Jona Go’Urden inhaled deeply, letting out a low roar of a sigh. “Because, Brock, as of ten minutes ago, I’m no longer the commissioner of the Sylvan District Police Department. Councilman White fired me.”




Chapter 12 - The New Assistant
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The next morning flew in the face of tradition. Just as I was getting up and ready to leave to pick up our morning order of Darkling Donuts, the doorbell rang. 
“Who the fuck could that be?” I mumbled with irritation as I got out of bed, carefully leaving a pile of snoozing monster girls behind me. Even then, most of them remained asleep—though that was probably a learned skill at this point. It was well established that I was the one who handled stuff early in the morning.
I stretched and yawned but felt like a million bucks, even so. My newfound vitality was impossible not to notice, as much for people around me as it was for me. Every step had a spring in it, and I found myself so filled with energy at every moment of the day, even early in the morning, that I ended up feigning tiredness from time to time, mirroring the energy levels of the girls so as not to appear too much less human to them.
Even though I would probably soon be able to pass as normal again in that sense, the girls were destined to be reminded every night how not normal I was. Even after the spooky trauma of the psycho fox girl that had visited itself upon our household, Pinky Peach still put the moves on me, leading to yet another five-on-one.
It was a hell of a lot of fun now—railing them all together was like tiring out a golden retriever by throwing its favorite stick fifty times in a row. I found myself enjoying the act of satisfying the girls into a post-coital sleep coma. I could get used to this.
I bounced down the stairs and called out, “I’m on the way, hang on!” Soaring through the kitchen next, I ended up in front of the door in only a matter of seconds from when the doorbell first sounded. I stretched and yawned one more time, getting into character as a mere mortal, then flung it open.
I blinked a bunch of times in rapid succession at the sight that greeted me. Hephimila was standing in my doorway, wearing a tightly buttoned blouse with a floral patterned ascot around her collar. She had on a pair of silver-framed spectacles, as usual, and her golden brown hair was done in a loose ponytail rather than the tight bun I was used to.
Without really trying to, I took stock of her full figure. She was somewhere between Tahini and Pinky Peach on the buxom scales, certainly not powerfully busty, but she had a generous enough figure that was feminine enough to warrant a look. And, of course, as a Werifesterian elf, her face was perfect. Stern, sure, but perfect.
“Mister Clayton, I’m glad you’re already so sprightly this morning. May I come in?”
I stepped out of her way and gestured toward the living room. “By all means. I wasn’t expecting you so early in the morning. Or at all.”
“Mister Go’Urden was fired last night, so I sent in my resignation as well. As such, I decided to get the ball rolling on the arrangement he wished for me. My luggage will be delivered at a later time.”
I nodded as I recalled the terms. “Right. You’re supposed to live here from now on.”
She craned her head to look at me with an arched brow. “I trust there is no issue with this?”
I shook my head. “I mean—not really. Well. As long as you can give us some space and don’t disrupt our usual routine, I mean.”
She groaned and rolled her eyes, her nostrils flaring in disgust as she more or less picked up what I was putting down. “I understand that as a solar dragon, you’re quite amorous. I have prepared myself for your debauchery. Just—keep your hands off me for now, if you please?”
Now it was my turn to arch a brow. I closed the door and locked it, fixing my eyes on her with an inquisitive look. “Hmm. For now?”
“Pssh.” She strolled into the living room and sat down in the biggest chair—my chair. To be fair, I rarely used it because I was in high snuggle demand on the couch more often than not. She crossed her legs and looked up at me. “Yes, for now. I’m not so naive as to think that I can just live with a solar dragon and expect nothing to happen. I will resist, of course, but you’re much more powerful than me.”
“Well, the harem’s pretty full already,” I grunted sheepishly. “And if you resist in any way, then I’m not into it.”
“Wh-what?!” she squeaked, her stern demeanor shattering for just a split second. “I mean—good. I don’t want anything lewd to happen while I assume this position underneath you.”
My face tightened like I’d just sucked a lemon, trying not to acknowledge her poor choice of words. In the end, though, I couldn’t help myself. “That’s what she said.”
Hephi scoffed and produced a clipboard out of seemingly nowhere. She started to jot something down on it, making me squint to see. “What are you doing?”
“Don’t worry, it’s elven ink. Only the writer can read it, so it’ll look like jumbled chicken-scratch to anyone else.”
“I wasn’t worrying,” I muttered. “I was just wondering.”
Hephi smirked at me. “I suppose you wouldn’t worry. You’re notoriously bad at keeping your secret identity.”
“Harsh but fair,” I nodded. “I’m actually on my way to Darkling Donuts. Did you want anything, or are you good?”
“I don’t eat breakfast. And, sadly, I won’t allow you to leave.”
My jaw dropped. “Huh? Are you trying to keep a dragon prisoner in its own house?”
She shook her head. “Hardly. I just want to talk first. I have questions.”
I sat down on the couch and nodded at her. “I’ll give you a few minutes.”
She bit her lip and looked down at her clipboard for a moment, pressing her pen to it. When she had settled on something, she looked back up, staring confidently into my eyes. “I have decided on the following story as to why I’ve joined you—if questioned, cite my loyalty to Mister Go’Urden as the reason I quit.”
“It was.”
“I’m not finished. And as for why I took this position, I’ll say it’s because he wanted me to keep an eye on Tahini for him, and my loyalty to the Go’Urdens made me agree.”
“Isn’t that…exactly what happened?” I asked. “That’s not a cover story. It’s the damn truth.”
She smirked and jotted something down. “True enough. Also, I wanted to check in with each of the girls. To interview them, get to know them. I also wanted to see how their mental states are since last night’s incident.”
At that moment, Blossom strolled naked into the living room, yawning with an almost performative level of exaggeration. “You always get up so early, Brocky. It wouldn’t kill you to give me some fuggin’ kisses and hum a little diddy for me before you leave the room, would it?”
Hephi’s cheeks went scarlet as she stared at the flower sprite’s abundant nudity. “I—uh—”
“Oh, hi, Hephi!” Blossom said, waving. “Can I have a gun?”
“What?!”
Blossom shrugged, making her perky boobs jiggle slightly. “I just thought it’d be cool since you’re a cop.”
“Blossom, babe, go get dressed. You can’t wander around naked like that with Hephi here.”
She crossed her arms. “Then she can go. I like being naked. It makes you stare at me, giving me an unfair advantage over everyone else.”
I couldn’t fault her logic there. I cleared my throat and took a soft tone. “Babe, please. Be easy on her. She just got here.”
Blossom’s lip jutted out and her brow furrowed but she nodded. “I’m gonna go look at a flowerpot and think about how this makes me feel.”
She stomped out of the room, making Hephi stare back at me, her eyes now wide and far less severe and confident. “I’m—I suppose I expected that, but not so soon.”
I laughed and shook my head. “She’s great, but it takes a while to come to understand her. She lived the first eighteen years of her life in a single room under fluorescent lighting. It’s honestly a miracle she’s as sane as she is, but she’s as pure-hearted as they come and smarter than she seems at first blush.”
Hephi nodded. “Yeah, I’ve read her profile at the station.”
I squinted. “She has a profile?”
“You all did,” she muttered. “Pinky Peach and Mamba have both been tracked for quite a while before you ever came to Meteoropolis. Pinky because of her invisibility thing making her a high risk for crime, Mamba because police psychics determined she had a high potency of psychic energy when she was a student.”
I faked surprise at that. “Oh, I see,” I muttered. “So, someone profiled us all because of our connection to them?”
“Your file was pretty small until you became a public figure yourself. Then you started hanging out with the commissioner’s daughter and, well, it got pretty big.”
I frowned. “I don’t think I like that.”
Hephi chuckled impishly, a surprising sound coming from her. “Don’t worry. I destroyed all your files on my way out. They have nothing on you anymore.”
“Well thanks for that,” I said, taking a deep breath of profound relief. “I can’t imagine that’ll stick, though.”
“Stay out of the news and you should enjoy some privacy for a while,” she replied with a shrug.
Soon enough I excused myself to go to Darkling Donuts, much to Hephi’s irritation. I picked up the usual and still ended up buying an extra latte and a plain donut for Hephi, just in case. When I got back and handed out the donuts, the girls were all sitting with Hephi around the dining table, Pinky Peach leading a slideshow presentation on her projector.
“Finally getting some use out of that thing,” I chuckled as I walked around the table and handed out the food and drinks. I kissed Pinky on the cheek as she clicked the button on her presenter remote, turning to the next slide.
“Ahem!” she said, shining a laser onto the presentation screen. “As I was saying before I was so sweetly interrupted, Hephi has joined our house today, and there are some things we all need to agree on.”
I sat down at the empty spot at the table, smiling to myself as I saw Hephi leaning forward eagerly, pen at the ready, staring at Pinky Peach like she was seeing the woman in a whole new light.
“Hephimila Goldenthread—Age 39. Race? Werifesterian High Elf—the same as Commissioner Go’Urden.”
“Former commissioner,” Hephi corrected her, frowning. “Go on.”
Pinky nodded. “Likes: taking warm baths, watching cartoons, reading spicy romance novels—”
“What?! Where did you get this information?!”
“Is it wrong?” Pinky asked anxiously. “As soon as I found out this was happening, I interviewed the commissioner, Tahini, Nefertari, and a few people who worked with you and were in your graduating class at the academy.”
Hephi blinked. “This feels very invasive.”
Pinky cleared her throat and slapped the projector screen with her tail. “Ahem! Based on her behavior and her colleagues’ descriptions of her, she is likely a Moonfeather personality type. This means that she and I are likely to clash over leadership, but she will begrudgingly defer to me in the end.”
“That’s ridiculous. I will not.”
“Yes you will,” Pinky shot back.
“Fine,” Hephi muttered, jotting something new down.
Pinky smirked. “See? It’s already happening.”
Mamba and Satina started applauding, and I had to resist the urge to join in.
Pinky Peach continued. “I have printed out profiles of all the other girls in the harem for you, Hephi. They contain personality descriptions, notable quotations, birthdays, measurements, colors that they look good in, likes, dislikes, favorite media, love languages, hobbies, percentages of Dreamgirls income accounted for, and their current positions on the idea of you joining the harem.”
I raised my hand. “Uh—she’s just working for us as a favor to Tahini’s dad,” I corrected her. “She’s not joining the harem.”
Pinky nodded. “Sure, honey, that’s always a possibility.” She clicked the button on her remote. “Mamba—you prepared a fortune for her, didn’t you?”
Mamba stood up and pointed at pictures of some cards on the projector. “Yeah—your cards were The Lover and The Dragon.” She sat down immediately, but everyone kept looking at her. “Do I really have to explain that?”
“When did you perform this reading?” I asked, shooting a sympathetic look at the increasingly flustered Hephi.
Mamba leaned back in her seat and crossed her arms. “Right in front of her, just as Pinky Peach was finalizing the presentation.”
Blossom nodded. “Pinky used the flower border this time. Looks fuggin’ great.” She pointed at one pink flower in particular. “I bet that flower is very submissive and breedable.” The flower sprite winked at me, and I winked back.
“This is surreal,” Hephi muttered, halfway to an open groan.
“There’s more!” Pinky flicked her tail irritably as the other girls started whispering amongst themselves. “Ahem!”
The next slide appeared, and it was an unflattering picture of Tahini with her eyes half open taking a bottle of milk out of the fridge. “What the fuck is this, Pinky Peach?”
“Oh, sorry,” the unicorn girl squeaked. “Next slide. That was supposed to be for tomorrow’s intervention. About your lactose intolerance.”
Tahini made a profane gesture, and Pinky Peach slapped the next slide with her tail again. “Behold! The house rules!”
Hephi started writing them down before Pinky Peach even began saying them.
“Rule number one. No eating in the living room. Or on the bed. Or in the garden. Or anywhere except the dining table. If you get crumbs on the ground, you have to clean the whole house.”
“For the record,” Mamba giggled, “she has never succeeded at enforcing this rule.”
“Noted,” Hephi said with a nod.
“Rule number two—Follow your allocation on the Brock Schedule, or join the five-on-one—but that’s not going to apply to you just yet.”
“The Brock Schedule?” Hephi grunted. “Five-on-one?”
Satina chuckled, covering her mouth modestly. “It’s a harem thing, sweety.”
“Rule number three—we eat Darkling Donuts for breakfast, we typically cook for lunch, and then we order out for dinner. Don’t use my cookware without permission. You can use Mamba’s, I don’t care.”
The hissfolk woman cocked her head. “Hey…”
Blossom pointed at the projector screen. “The next rule is the most important.”
Pinky Peach clicked the presentation remote, navigating to the next slide. A slide that didn’t look anything like the others was there, with nearly every single word misspelled. “Rule Number Whatever,” Pinky read aloud, trying to parse the strange insertion. “‘Don’t touch Blossom’s pots for any reason.’ Blossom, the only word you spelled correctly is ‘pots’.”
“The best word,” Blossom grunted. “You’re fuggin’ welcome.”
“Please don’t edit my slides, Blossom,” Pinky sighed. “The real number four is actually ‘The last person to finish anything in the fridge or pantry is the one who’s responsible for restocking it or at least putting it on the shopping list.”
“A sensible rule,” Hephi murmured with a nod.
“How many of these are there?” I asked.
Pinky’s eyes rolled back as she counted in her head. “Like—maybe forty-seven?”
“Forty-seven rules?!” Hephi gasped.
“Forty-seven more, yeah.”
I raised my hand. “How about we just give the slide show to Hephi to review on her own time? There’s actually something I wanted to announce now that she’s here.”
Pinky Peach nodded, though she whimpered a bit as she sat down.
Mamba patted her on the shoulder. “Don’t worry, Pinky. She’ll still see the presentation either way.”
I stood up and looked at them all, my eyes scanning over their beautiful faces. “So,” I started. “I thought I had a bit more time to mention this—and really, I do. But with Hephi here now, I think I should get it out in the open.”
“What’s wrong?” Blossom asked. “Are you okay, Brocky?”
I nodded. “I’m better than ever. But there’s one thing I need to do, and the longer I wait, the more it nags at me. Ever since Dr. Luna gave me that experimental medicine the other day, my powers have been stronger than ever. It now seems not only feasible but logical for me to do one thing that the dragon has been urging me to do for some time.”
“And that is?” Tahini asked, her gaze scrutinizing me. She already knew that she wouldn’t like the big reveal.
“Not today, not tomorrow—but soon, girls, I’m going to leave Meteoropolis—” Shrill gasps interrupted me, “Just for a couple of weeks or maybe a month at most. I’ve already mentally charted a course to my destination. Somewhere, along the furthest reaches of this galaxy, my dragon’s hoard is hidden in an asteroid belt circling a dead star. I need to reclaim it.”
“Why?” Pinky Peach asked, blinking. “What’s so important that you have to run out on us for a whole month?”
“At most,” I repeated, hammering it in. “And believe me, I don’t love that idea either, but it’s something I need to do.”
The girls all traded bewildered looks. “Couldn’t you have told us before you told her?” Tahini asked, gesturing at Hephi. “No offense, Hephi, we’re cool and all, but this feels like something that should have gone through the harem first.”
I nodded. “Maybe you’re right. But it seemed like the moment. We were all here together, and it was on my mind.”
The girls just stared in stunned silence, even Hephi seeming shocked. Finally, Pinky Peach chimed back in. “Sorry, baby, is this a joke or some kind of test?”
I shook my head. “No, it’s not anything like that. I just really need to do this.”
“And what if the Void Cartel makes a move while you’re gone?” Satina asked, her eyes welling up.
Hephi answered for me. “They won’t. They’re not ready. They need more resources, more pieces in place to try anything. In just a month? The new commissioner will not have even settled in. I know this isn’t my place, but if this is something the dragon needs you to do, Brock, then I understand, and you should do it now before the last opportunity has come and gone.”
“I understand, too,” Pinky sighed. “I know how important it is to try and work with your Splice Partner—and that Splice Partner of yours is a good one, Brock.” She wiped her eyes. “But—gods, one month?”
“If that,” I said. “Not more than that.”
“You promise?” Mamba asked, pouting even though she tried not to.
I nodded. “I’m sure I can make it there in two weeks. If anything, the trip home should be shorter.”
“What do you think is waiting for you out there?” Tahini asked, her face blank like she was trying to hold her true reaction in.
I shrugged. “I can just feel that it’s important to the dragon somehow. Like a piece of him is still out there, and he needs me to reconnect with it. Beyond that—it’s a dragon’s hoard, so magic, jewels, I have no idea.”
“We don’t need the money,” Satina suddenly blurted out, sobbing openly. “We need you!”
Hephi leaned in carefully. “I suggest leaving soon, Brock. I can take on your duties as manager while you’re gone. It’ll be a bit of a trial by fire, but I managed the commissioner’s ‘thundercunt’ incident, so I’m sure I can handle this.”
“Thundercunt?” Mamba asked.
Tahini groaned. “My dad once called a lightning elemental police chief a thundercunt on public news.”
“Is that a slur?” I asked, my eyes bulging.
“It is now,” she muttered.
Hephi smirked. “In Mr. Go’Urden’s defense, that chief really was an asshole.”
Pinky Peach focused her gaze on Hephi. “But why should Brock leave tomorrow?”
“So that he can return sooner. It sounds like he knows exactly what he has to do, and the sooner he returns, the less likely it is for the Void Cartel to make a move while he’s gone.”
“I thought you said that won’t happen,” Mamba noted.
Hephi smirked. “But just in case.”
I looked around the table at them. “Well, if I’m leaving tomorrow, then we’re going on a date tonight. I’m not going anywhere without a proper goodbye. So name it, girls. Where do you want to go?”
There was silence for a minute as the girls wiped their eyes and looked around at each other for suggestions. Finally, Blossom raised her hand. “Umm. How about the Sylvan District Botanical Gardens?”
No one seemed to have any issue with it, so I nodded, smiling at her. “Sounds like a plan. Girls, enjoy your morning and afternoon streams because tonight I’m going to dish out a month’s worth of love on all of you.”
Mamba smiled sadly, reaching out and squeezing my hand. “That’s impossible, Brock Star, but you can give it your best shot.”
Challenge accepted.




Chapter 13 - The Last Date


I won’t lie. The prospect of leaving my admittedly amazing life in Meteoropolis behind to go float through lonely outer space for weeks at a time in pursuit of some unknown treasure…wasn’t an entirely appealing notion. Even so, I knew deep down that there was something there that I needed—that I had to find. 
But this afternoon, the only thing I wanted to find was some closure. I couldn’t leave without giving my girlfriends an experience to remember me by and help them endure my long absence. It was going to be an agonizing few weeks without them, but I could enjoy the trip easier knowing that I did right by them before I left.
To that end, I contacted Dr. Luna, Jasper, and Commissioner Go’Urden and let them know that I wouldn’t be around. Jasper was confused, of course, and I had to be a bit dodgy and elude to a special made-up Flinch project, which was regrettably a horrible lie, but he respected the girls and me enough not to ask too many questions. Ever the good neighbor, he just said he’d be around if they needed him.
Go’Urden promised a security detail, paid for by him and managed by Hephi, to make sure the crazed kitsune didn’t harass them in my absence and promised they’d figure out exactly who she was. I suggested a psychic be on staff to help protect Mamba as well, though I didn’t go into detail on that for the time being. 
Anyway, it turned out that Mitsy was a pretty damn common name as far as kitsunes go, but there were only maybe a dozen of them in the Sylvan District and our descriptions would likely go a long way to narrowing down the suspect.
Dr. Luna promised he’d check in on the girls from time to time and take them out to dinner when he could. He also said he was working on something, but refused to elaborate further. I could tell from the smug way he talked about it that he seemed to think he was quite clever about whatever it was. Though I wanted to press him for more details, I knew that I could trust the geezer, so I let it go, refocusing my mind on what was most important.
The Dreamgirls. My dream girls.
The weather cooperated as we knew it would. I drove the girls in the direction of the Sylvan District Botanical Gardens, but we stopped for a late lunch along the way.
“Brisco’s All-Species Family Steakhouse?” Pinky asked, quirking her brow at the diner’s long and very purposeful name. “Is this place good?”
“Jasper told me it’s great,” I related to her, gesturing at the building. It wasn’t all that busy, so I caught myself worrying I had been misled until I remembered just how far the time had strayed from the lunch rush. “This place caters to every listed species and race in Meteoropolis, specializing in steak.
“What do they feed flower sprites?” Blossom asked. “Do you think they have water?”
“Yes,” everyone replied in a perfect chorus.
Blossom rubbed her hands together and cackled. “Excellent. Hopefully they have some paper cups with their logo to add to my collection.”
“Well, I’m looking forward to seeing what’s on the menu,” Satina giggled sweetly. “Shall we?”
I finished parking the car and the next thing I knew we were being shuttled to our seats by a kindly hissfolk waiter—a man. He was one of the first male hissfolk I’d ever seen, with copper-colored scales and orange hair similar to Mambas—at least after she’d dyed it back to her natural color from blonde.
“I’ll be back in a few minutes to take your drink orders,” he informed us as we settled into our booth. “Please look over the menu in the meantime.”
He left us, and we nodded and waved goodbye before fixing our eyes on the menus in question.
Blossom cleared her throat. “So. Mamba.”
“Hmm?” Mamba asked, slowly lifting her eyes up from her menu. “What’s up, sweety?”
“Do you know him? Is he a friend of yours? Or a family member?”
Mamba made a sour look at the flower sprite. “You think just because he’s the same species we must be friends?”
Pinky Peach chortled into her palm before inserting her own comment. “To be fair, I probably know of every unicorn girl in the city at this point, so it’s not that weird of a question.”
Satina made a scrunched-up face at the unicorn girl. “But there are so few of you. That’s different.”
“I’m the only human I know,” I noted.
“Huh?” Blossom grunted. “You’re not human anymore. You’re mostly—”
Satina threw her palm over Blossom’s mouth, which made everyone laugh except for me. I didn’t laugh because I realized what she was about to say. I’m not human. I’m a dragon.
It was unsettling because it was true. Holding my human form took far more effort than just being a dragon now, even if I kept my human mind. I had figured after the change had occurred that I might in fact get used to staying in my human shape to the point where it felt natural again, but I hadn’t. In fact, it seemed to be getting harder and harder, and I even found myself tempted to spend downtime at home in a hybrid human and dragon form just to relax. Looking human cost me more effort and energy than breathing fire or teleporting across the city.
I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, but it wasn’t the time to reflect on it. I’d have plenty of time for these existential inquiries when I was zipping through hyperspace in full dragon form en route to my ancient hoard. That was not exactly a happy thought in and of itself, though.
For now, I centered my focus on what mattered. “So, girls, anyone see anything on the menu that looks good?”
Mamba nodded. “I’m pretty flexible. I can eat a lot of different kinds of food, but I ate a donut earlier, so I’ll probably just get the dire rabbit steak with no sides.”
Satina’s eyes were wide and glossy as she studied the menu with a solemn look of reverence. “Well, goodness me, I can’t choose just one. I’ll have the beef steak, mutton steak, the deep fried dire chicken steak, and the griffin steak. Oh, and the sea monster special, that looks great!”
Pinky Peach squinted at the menu and shook her head. “I’ll just have whatever Brock is having.”
“I think I’ll have what Satina’s having,” I muttered.
“Oh right. Full-on dragon appetite now. Never mind,” Pinky Peach giggled. “Mutton steak, I guess.”
Tahini and Blossom were muttering something to each other, having a back-and-forth about Blossom’s menu. “Everything okay?” I asked.
Tahini nodded. “Yeah. No problem. Blossom says she’ll have the nutrient-enriched aqua steak.”
“I can’t read this shit,” Blossom grumbled. “The font’s all fancy and junk.”
Tahini chuckled as she resumed her train of thought. “I’ll have the fish filet. Are we all set then?”
When the waiter came back, we ordered our meals and drinks, and I could tell he was surprised we’d already decided on what to eat by then, but in the end it was pretty straightforward for most of us. The drinks actually took us longer than the food. The ironic thing is in the end most of us just got water.
“This is nice,” Pinky said, reaching across the table and squeezing my hand. “We should get out more.”
“Hopefully we aren’t recognized,” I noted. “Coming during this time of day should ensure the restaurant isn’t too busy at least, but we should probably keep the overt displays of affection to a minimum.”
“Why?” Mamba challenged, crossing her arms and legs beside me. “Seriously, think about it. Why do we need to care about that anymore? Isn’t it a bit too late to pretend anything other than the truth at this point? Everyone knows about Blossom.”
“They could still think that Brock was just kissing her because flower sprites need kisses to thrive,” Pinky pointed out.
“They don’t need the kind of kiss he was giving her,” Tahini noted with a smirk. “The only thing growing was Brock’s little dragon.”
“Hey,” I corrected her with a laugh, “I resent the term ‘little’ being used in that context. It’s just factually inaccurate.”
“Take it seriously though.” Satina wagged her fork at me scoldingly, making me grin. “Let’s assume it’s too late to deny anything. Okay, so now people know without a doubt he’s with Pinky and Blossom. Do any of us benefit from letting them have a public relationship with him while we don’t? If people already know he’s in an unconventional romance with them, why not just reveal the whole truth so we can all be ourselves?”
“The major question is ‘will our numbers tank’ if people know you all have a boyfriend,” I noted.
Pinky Peach rolled her eyes. “The bigger question is ‘who the frick cares?’ Forty percent of my viewers are female, Brock. I’d be willing to bet most of them don’t give a damn one way or another. And let’s say we lose half of the men in our audience—unlikely, by the way. We’d still have seventy percent of our audience, plus whoever joined because our name gets thrown around in the news as a result.”
I considered it, stroking my chin like a ponderous sage. “Hmmm,” I grunted. “I have to admit that you make a solid argument.”
“So—let’s make it official,” Blossom said, clutching the tablecloth. “When Brock gets back, we make the announcement. We tell the story about how Pinky Peach was his host, and he rescued me, and he took care of Mamba with Pinky after Mamba’s whole thingy with the creepy stalker dude. Then he met Satina at Darkling Donuts, and of course, she was into the idea of joining a harem because—duh—Valestrian Satyress!”
“What about me?” Tahini asked, with an amused smirk in the direction of the petite flower sprite. “Where do I fit into this explanation?”
“He’s just like your dad! After your father was Commissioner Go’Urden, it only makes sense that you’d be into super strong heroic guys!”
Tahini’s amused look vanished. “So fabricate some daddy issues? Really?”
“Honestly, that’s what I always assumed anyway,” Mamba confessed with a gentle shrug.
Pinky smiled at me lovingly, licking her lips from across the table. “I say we just do it. I’m tired of hiding this amazing life we have from the world—this family we made with each other. Who’s with me?”
One by one, everyone sounded their agreement until all eyes were on me. “Alright.” I set my glass of water down and looked at them all. “When I come back, we’ll make an announcement. While I’m gone, you should probably warn our partners at Flinch about it, though. I could see them being less than happy if we blindsided them.”
“Leave that fuggin’ shit to me,” Blossom squeaked, throwing her fist in the air. Satina gently guided her arm down, smiling as sweet as sugar.
“Actually, I think I’ll let them know. It’ll be least surprising coming from me,” she pointed out, and that was hard to disagree with. Being a Valestrian Satyress came with certain stereotypes, after all.
From there, dinner proceeded magnificently, with everyone enjoying their steaks. The atmosphere of the place was far from fancy, but the quality of the meat rivaled some of the better diners I could remember back on Earth. Now, no, it wasn’t any top-grade wagyu beef that I was having, but it was tender and juicy, and the variety of options and the manageable family diner pricing scheme more than made up for the expected gap in quality.
As the meal portion of our evening trended toward the finish, I decided to splurge on a fancy vintage of elven berry wine, citing some facts that I’d picked up from my many meals with Dr. Luna.
I swished my flute by the stem, wafting the aroma in my nose, trying to look fancy.
“Let’s see what you learned from Dr. Luna,” Pinky challenged me with a grin. “Impress us with your sommelier skills.”
“Ahh yes,” I said, taking in the smell once more and sipping gently from the wine glass. “I’m getting a nutty, leathery consistency. A certain dry texture, of course, as to be expected of—” I turned the bottle toward myself and read it. “an Iltharinet Humfallinth—whatever the fuck this says.”
Mamba giggled until it became uproarious laughter, the other girls all happily chuckling along with her.
“What I meant to say is the wine isn’t bad, of course.”
“It better not be,” Pinky Peach said as she studied the bottle. “I think this thing costs as much as my projector.”
Tahini chewed her bottom lip as though she were about to say something, then looked away when Pinky Peach made eye contact with her.
“What was that?” Pinky asked sharply, squinting at the catgirl.
“Nothing,” Tahini muttered, trying not to laugh.
“I know you weren’t about to disrespect my projector. We use that thing every week. You have to admit it’s useful.”
“I admit that it has indeed been used,” Tahini stated—rather diplomatically.
That phrasing disarmed Pinky, and her tensed shoulders relaxed. Soon all eyes were fixed back on me.
“Anyway,” Mamba grunted as she leaned back in her chair and rubbed her belly, “we should finish up this bottle and hit the botanical gardens before it gets much later.”
Blossom bobbed her head fervently. “Yes, I was told they have pots and fertilizer in the gift shop.”
“Wait,” Satina protested with a whimper, entreatingly raising her hands in front of her, “don’t we want seconds? Dessert? Anything?”
[image: image-placeholder]After a bit longer, we got back in the car and drove the short remaining distance to the venue. We parked the car and walked the distance to the front door, marveling already at the incredible arrangement of flowers in a colorful archway entrance.
The park was amazing, of course, and we all enjoyed ourselves, but my mind was on my upcoming absence and the long journey that lay ahead for me. I could tell the same thought was bothering most of the girls, too. They tried to stay positive and take in all the sights and smells, but it felt as though we were humoring each other. After all, all we really wanted to do was be together. It didn’t matter where.
“Look!” Pinky Peach sighed with a nostalgic smile, pointing to a blue flower that reminded me a bit of a poinsettia. “That’s from my homeworld, Evercool!”
“Do you miss it?” I asked, looping my arm around her as Blossom and Mamba both hugged me from the back and opposite sides. “Do you all miss your homeworlds?”
“Well, most of us were born here,” Tahini pointed out.
“Right,” I chuckled, shaking my head. “That was a stupid question.”
Pinky giggled sweetly and answered anyway. “Not really stupid since it was mostly intended for me, I guess. But no, I don’t miss my homeworld. I have everything I could possibly want here. Maybe I should say yes, but the truth is my life here is great.”
“I’m glad you feel that way,” I said with a broad grin.
We soon found ourselves standing in front of a huge tree, located at the center of the garden. It was massive—like a sequoia, but bigger. You could fit two semi-trucks through it, side by side.
“Really makes you think, doesn’t it?” Blossom murmured.
“About what?” Mamba asked, hugging Blossom from the back. “What’s on your mind?”
“How small we are. And how small this tree is compared to the rest of the city, and the city to the galaxy, and the galaxy to the universe, and the universe to the multiverse…” She sighed. “We’re so tiny. Does that make our dreams pointless?”
“I don’t think so,” Pinky replied as she grabbed Blossom’s hand. “I think it just means that our goals are all the more personal and therefore meaningful. They matter to us—we don’t have to give a damn about the universe. Let the universe care about the universe. Someone on that scale of power can worry about the universe, but not us.”
“Pinky’s right,” Tahini agreed. “In fact, she nailed it. The fact that you exist and are smart enough to have goals makes you special enough to deserve them. The galaxy is huge. Hundreds of thousands of galaxies have millions of solar systems and the grand majority of those have no life whatsoever. You’re unique just for existing—so dream big. Big as you want, ‘cuz fuck it—if we don’t, who will?”
“I’m already living my dream,” Blossom cooed. “I lived eighteen years under cheap lighting listening to my babbling, brainless sisters in a secret Void Cartel flower harvesting lab. I didn’t even know enough at the time to know how bad my situation was—until Brock saved me. If he didn’t rescue me, I’d probably be dead by now…fuel for that Xeno-lich or whatever.”
We fell silent, and Pinky let go of me so I could embrace Blossom. “Well, I’m glad we found each other. then,” I said, kissing her hair vines.
“It’s like that for a lot of us,” Mamba muttered, causing me to look over my shoulder. I found her staring at me, dewy-eyed but smiling. “If you didn’t come when you did, Brock—that first night, I—I don’t want to think about what could have happened.”
Satina stood beside Mamba, hugging her from the side. “My rescue wasn’t quite so literal or dramatic, but you all saved me from a dead-end lifestyle and gave me a family I never thought I’d have—one that loves me for who I am, unconditionally, and asks for nothing from me but my happiness. I’m not poor anymore, nor am I lonely, or stuck with a job that was leading me nowhere. So, really, Brock saved me, too.”
Pinky Peach smiled at her. “He saved me as well—if he didn’t love me, then I would still be invisible to most of Meteoropolis, and I would never know what it was like to be loved and in love.” She rubbed her belly and frowned. “Or a mother, but I’m not blaming him for that.”
“That’s one hundred percent on you,” Mamba said sternly. “You really need to learn how to wrap it up.”
“Never,” Pinky said, narrowing her eyes into angry slits. “Don’t even suggest it as a joke.”
Tahini shrugged, pulling a loose strand of hair behind her ear as I chanced a look in her direction. “Brock didn’t really save me per se,” she admitted. “But I’m happier with him. With all of you. I love you, Brock—but I love all of you. The package deal is a big part of why I’m here. But more than anything Brock, you made me brave. The fact that someone like you was out there, helping people—you showed me that I wanted to do it too. So thank you for that, I guess.” She laughed nervously and looked down at the ground.
I pulled all the girls into a big hug and inhaled deeply, memorizing their combined scents. That memory was going to have to last me for the duration of my journey. “I don’t deserve this,” I told them frankly. “No one does. No one deserves five amazing women to themselves, but by God, I know better than to complain. I love you all, and after my journey, I’m going to make sure you remember that fact every single day. I will work hard to be the guy who deserves you—an impossible goal, but I’ll do my best for each of you.”
From there, the mood was more than a little amorous, so we quickly moseyed our way through the garden as though we were in a hurry, taking a brief pit stop at the gift shop. Blossom bought some pots and soil as well as a few t-shirts, but then we were out of there, driving home as quickly as we could.
When we arrived, we politely greeted Hephi, who was sitting at the dining table wearing a bathrobe while working on her laptop. She greeted us back, asked about a dozen questions, then understood the mood and our mission and let us go.
We retired together into my bedroom and spent the rest of the night together—the last night in a while. I made sure to tend to each of my women until they were no longer fit to stay awake so that I would have no regrets. After all, I wouldn’t be there when they woke up.




Chapter 14 - Flying Through Space


Leaving my girls that morning almost physically hurt. I reported to Dr. Luna, though, just as I’d told him that I would, and he handed me something called a Bag of Holding that would help me transport back the best loot from my hoard. In addition to that, he also gave me a handheld soul-scraping device that I could carry with me in case I ran into any wayward souls out in the abyss of space that I could bring back to Meteoropolis. 
After that, he literally fired me out of a chute in his laboratory’s basement, and the next thing I knew, I was in space.
Somewhere, nestling inside of an ancient asteroid belt circling a dead sun, my hoard awaited me. I had come to accept that it was my hoard after all—and it always had been. The dragon inside my mind was no longer a mostly silent passenger occasionally engaging in occasional color commentary, but an active part of me—and I, him.
But our personalities had started to separate again, albeit slightly at first. I still possessed his knowledge, or what fragments of it remained. His memories were old shadows of what he once knew. I could sense a hidden immensity there, a scope of knowledge I as a human could never have possessed in a single lifetime. It was mine to do with as I wished—knowledge of riches and magic that tempted me at first until I inevitably realized that the information was fragmented—incomplete.
In fact, the only knowledge he had that hadn’t been corrupted and remained intact was knowledge he’d gained as my Splice Partner. Even my understanding of where his hoard was located was imperfect—but I knew that somehow I’d be able to…feel it.
Gliding through the cosmos with my wings spread wide, catching the solar winds where I could, I was struck by the vastness of it all. It was my first time making a journey in space, but it didn’t feel that way somehow. The infinite tapestry of stars stretched out, each a brilliant point of light, illuminating the otherwise pitch-black darkness. The emotion it inspired was a profound loneliness.
How could anyone blame me? It’s hard to care about the expanse of the galaxy when the women of your dreams are waiting for you at home. Still, being out here alone wasn’t all bad. It was more time than I would likely have ever again to myself—just to think.
Approaching a breathtaking nebula, a colossal cloud of gas and dust teemed with vibrant colors. It was a celestial nursery, where new stars were born. This understanding was my inheritance—a secret I knew at a glance just from being who I was, fused with my dragon half. Speaking of fusions, the fusion of elements within the heart of the nebula created a mesmerizing display, like a painter’s palette, blending hues of red, blue, and purple together in a murky but beautiful cloud.
Continuing the journey over the next few days, I saw many sights unfold in celestial magnificence around me. The intricate dance of celestial bodies was always captivating.
Pausing to admire the beauty of a binary star system, where two stars were locked in a cosmic embrace, their gravitational pull causing them to orbit around a common center. Their dance served as a reminder of the delicate balance that existed within the universe. As I felt myself pulled by their orbit, a great fury overtook me for a while—perhaps an effect bestowed upon the particular solar signatures of those stars. I had almost forgotten how I could be affected by astral bodies.
I decided to adjust my course, perhaps at risk of extending the journey, to avoid getting too close to any unpredictable-looking stars. I couldn’t afford to get distracted or risk having my powers unexpectedly remixed on the fly.
I occasionally encountered other denizens of the cosmos—mostly asteroids and floating planetoids on the frigid outer rims of star systems. Some of them felt somehow familiar, which inspired a somewhat ghostly feeling inside me like I’d seen this all before in a past life. It was probably true.
I wondered what the girls were doing without me. I hoped they were fine. I’m sure they’re fine, I reassured myself. I had already lost track of how many days it’d been by that point, but it couldn’t have been more than a week. I hoped so, at least. Out here, time felt very relative. Meaningless, even.
If I had to guess, I’d imagine that if it were daytime, Pinky Peach was probably streaming 1v1s to keep her rank steady, and the other girls were most likely taking turns doing 3v3s in Loremasters. If I knew my girls, they were winning a lot more than they were losing, too. I grinned a toothy draconic grin at that thought.
Satina was probably planning a big meal for herself or badgering the other girls to go out to eat with her, and Blossom was most likely making pots on stream whenever she could. Oh! I suddenly remembered that she had an order due all the way in the Atlantean District. I hoped she was keeping track of that. Sometimes I helped her remember which orders to fill and even helped her ship them.
I’m sure she’s got it, I internally said to myself, bellowing psychically in that draconic tone. She and Satina were probably busy recording Satina’s first album—probably making money hand-over-fist with their karaoke streams. The thought of it warmed me up inside. They were amazing performers.
Tahini should probably have received the computer parts we were waiting on by the time I got back, so that was exciting. I knew how much she was looking forward to those. I hoped she wouldn’t be disappointed when we got the computer working and she realized there wasn’t really all that much she could do with it.
And Mamba…I worried about her the most. Mamba was incredible, a psychic with a power level that actually scared me. Not because she posed some kind of threat to me, obviously, but because she had been reckless in using he abilities in the past. Though I repeatedly encouraged her to exercise caution in experimenting with those powers, she rarely listened, at least for long. She was always eventually seduced by her own potential, which I could understand. I found myself worried that she perhaps didn’t take the last scare to heart. Maybe without me, she’d be tempted to play around again and end up hurt—or attracting unwanted eyes once more.
And then there was Pinky. I couldn’t keep my mind off of Pinky Peach for long at all, her being the mother of my future child. Somehow, someway we’d have to find a way to quell and contain Eppy before that child entered the world. I wish I had the time to make that a priority. When I got back, I’d find a way.
In fact, I had left in such a reckless hurry that there really wasn’t much I did to prepare the girls for my absence. I jumped too quickly when Hephi suggested I leave right away—I was eager. Not to leave the girls behind, of course, but to take up this quest and see it done, once and for all. To find my hoard, that hidden treasure trove tucked away in some distant constellation.
Not so distant anymore.
My journey was more than half done before I knew it. And finally, as I entered Shadowspace, I felt something—something I should have been more actively searching for this whole time. Dr. Luna had taught me how to tune into these energies and given me his soul-vacuum thingy for precisely this purpose.
The soul that I was sensing now was ancient and powerful—definitely the kind of thing I wanted to keep an eye out for. I activated the apparatus and watched as a sort of pink glowing cloud succumbed to the sucking power of Dr. Luna’s Celestial Soul Sucker-Upper—patent pending. Just kidding, that’s not what he really called it. But he should have.
The fact that I was starting to find new fragmented souls floating around meant that I was far, far from home, in a place where Dr. Luna’s probes had never been. That also meant that I was getting close to my original home.
As the journey continued, and I collected more souls for future Soul Shards, a feeling of familiarity grew stronger inside me. The cosmic landscape seemed to awaken a deep connection within my soul, and there was an unmistakable sensation that the dragon’s long-lost abode was very near.
Finally, after a journey through one last winding wormhole, there it was—an ancient asteroid belt circling a long-dead sun, just as I’d seen in my mind’s eye every time I closed my eyes to imagine this moment. The sight of my goal in front of my face stirred a powerful recognition that gave way to euphoria. This was the place that had been my home millions of years ago, the location where my dragon’s hoard had been hidden and likely remained intact all these eons later.
The asteroid belt was a chaotic dance of celestial bodies, each holding the secrets of a time long past. The realization that the worst of the journey had come to an end brought with it a sense of relief and anticipation. However, it was clear that the search was far from over. The real challenge had only just begun.
Navigating through the treacherous asteroid field required precision and caution, even for me. The ancient instincts of the dragon within me guided each movement, avoiding collisions and maintaining a keen awareness of the surroundings as I dove and drifted through the treacherous territory. A powerful presence loomed in the distance, its energy pulsing like a beacon, guiding the way, and I felt its magnetic effect on me grow as I got closer and closer to it.
It soon became evident that this was no ordinary celestial body that I was approaching. It was an asteroid unlike any other, massive and teeming with an almost tangible aura of power, so strong that it seemed to push back as I approached. The asteroid’s surface was etched here and there with intricate written words in ancient solar draconic, a testament to the magic that protected my hoard.
With each heartbeat, my connection to the past grew stronger, as did the determination to unlock the secrets that lay hidden within the hoard. Whatever the dragon had lost, I was about to find it. Whatever it would cost me, I would pay the toll.
And with any luck, I’d still be home in time for snuggles.




A Harem (and Luna) Interlude


Pinky Peach had just finished an eight-hour stream, and as such, she was exhausted. Soon, she’d have to leave her room and have the “what are we doing for dinner” conversation with the other girls. But not Brock. Brock was…in space somewhere, flying around as a big, sexy dragon, being huge and hot, making her little unicorn-elf body weak whenever she thought about him. 
She missed him. It hadn’t been all that long, really—a week? Maybe Brock was already on his way back. That thought gave her some hope, though she had no way of verifying it and honestly wasn’t that optimistic. But she could hope, at least.
Life before Brock had been so lonely that even with all her amazing friends now, it felt kind of empty without him. She knew for a fact that the others felt the same. It was hardest on Blossom, whose leaves looked visibly less healthy since their lover’s departure, and whose flowers had started to wither. Even Tahini, who was the ‘cool’ one among them, got vulnerable with her last night, confessing that she also felt somehow lost without their communal boyfriend around.
Pinky Peach felt a little hypocritical about just how badly Brock’s absence fucked her head up. After all, she was supposed to be the driven one! The leader! She was the independent one, who’d encouraged the others to find a purpose beyond friendship and romance—to work on themselves. And yet…Pinky felt as though a huge Brock-shaped piece of her heart was missing.
The unicorn girl lay on her bed, rubbing her stomach. She was hungry but in no mood to eat. “You in there?” she asked.
Why? Are you planning to let me out? Eppy answered. I’d much rather wait until our boy is back in town.
“I’m just…lonely, I guess.” Pinky sighed.
Eppy took a rather frank tone. No, you’re not. You’re depressed. You’re going through withdrawal. It’s totally normal. It’s natural. No one is immune to it when they’ve become so used to being around someone they love as much as we love Brock.
“I guess, yeah,” Pinky conceded. “Do you miss him too?”
Much more than you.
“No you don’t,” Pinky giggled. “You don’t know him like I do.”
I could if you were a bit more generous.
“You seem pretty calm about things though. Are you happy with the way things are?” the unicorn girl asked her Splice Partner.
Happy? No. Resigned, I suppose, is the more apt term. I’m like a beast in a cage that you let out once in a blue moon, feeding me my fill before you chain me up again.
Pinky frowned. “I’m sorry, but this is my body. This is my life.”
It’s our body. Our life. But I understand. I’d do the same to you if I could.
Pinky turned over and buried her face in her pillow, deciding that she was done with this conversation. Eppy was unstable. She couldn’t let her out too often or too long, but she did sympathize. She could only imagine what it would be like to be locked inside her own body, watching as some other woman used it to romance Brock right in front of her eyes. It sounded like torture.
Pinky’s phone vibrated. She groped for it, finding it on the bed underneath a Solaris plushy that she slept with every night since Brock had left. When she brought the phone to her face, she was startled to see Dr. Luna’s number appear on her screen with a text message.
> Are you girls free tonight? I thought I’d stop by since I was in the neighborhood. I’ve got some things I wanted to drop off.
Pinky blinked at the message for a moment before texting back.
> Hey, Dr. Luna! Yeah, everyone finished their streams for today. We can host you for a bit, no problem. Is everything alright? Have you heard from Brock?
> Everything is fine, but no, I haven’t heard from Brock, nor do I really have a way to contact him. I’ll be at your door in five minutes if that’s workable.
Pinky shot up and raced into the living room. “Blossom! Put your clothes on! Dr. Luna is coming over!”
“Why did you invite him over?” Mamba asked with a puzzled look. “Huh? What am I forgetting?”
“He sort of invited himself. Says he has something to give us.”
Blossom stood up, wearing only a pair of panties and a sports bra, stretching. She said nothing, just lazily waddling toward her own room, where she slammed the door behind her without further comment.
“She’s really not the same,” Satina noted darkly. “I hope Brock comes back soon—for her sake most of all.”
Pinky let out a weary sigh. “I’m sure he’ll be back in no time. We just have to be patient. We’re strong, self-sustaining women with our own careers and dreams!”
“Yeah, we are, Pinky,” Mamba muttered. “But we’re allowed to be bummed out, too.”
Pinky nodded before staring at the floor. “Yeah, I know. Believe me, I know.”
A few minutes later, they heard the knock on the door, and Blossom emerged from her room wearing one of Satina’s onesies, which she’d apparently stolen. Satina hastily zipped up the open buttflap as they walked to the front of the house to greet the Capsule Doctor together.
Pinky reached out and opened the door, all the girls wearing brave and genuine-looking smiles. “Dr. Luna! So good to—” The unicorn girl’s voice faded into the ether as she stared dumbly at the scientist. He was carrying several bags and dragging a heavy-looking box behind him.
The girls paused for a moment, but then they scrambled to help him inside, taking his many strange and unexpected items into the house. “Be careful with those!” Luna grunted. “Please, let me! You don’t need to help, I was doing fine, I assure you.”
The girls politely ignored his protests as they carried his things to the living room and set them down. Blossom smiled weakly at their guest and ushered him inside. “Want some water?”
Dr. Luna nodded briefly. “Ahh, no wait, actually, go into Brock’s room and grab the bottle of wine under his desk. I’d rather have that.”
Mamba chuckled as she walked off to follow his directions. “You gave him a gift so you could drink it when you visited?”
“He has cheap taste.” He blushed as he felt the girls arch their brows at him. “I mean, in wine. Certainly not other things.”
Pinky Peach giggled demurely and took his coat. “Please take a seat. Sorry, we’re a bit caught off guard. We didn’t know you were planning a visit.”
“Well, I’ve been working on a few things for a long time and I thought now would be the most opportune moment to share them with you, just in case Brock gets back soon. Think of all this as a sort of care package for you girls in the meantime.”
“You really didn’t have to do that, gosh!” Satina said, fanning her face. “Doctor, really! We’re all doing just fine.”
“All the same, I know it must be a little tough without Brock around. I’ll be out of your hair soon enough but—”
Pinky waved her hands feverishly. “No, no! We’re not trying to kick you out! We can order food if you want. We were just about to get something for ourselves.”
“Well, I don’t want to impose—” he started to say, but Blossom shoved him onto the couch.
“Fuggin’ stay already,” she grumbled, earning a chuckle from the wrinkly elf.
“Be gentle, Blossom,” Satina scolded the flower sprite. “He’s—he’s old.”
Dr. Luna made a bit of a face at that and then gestured toward the bags that he brought in as Mamba wandered back into the room and poured him the wine he requested. “I’ve got some gifts for you girls. There are some very fancy Korovestrian candies in the small bag there that you can all share—but I got an extra bag just for Satina.”
“You know me so well,” the satyress giggled.
“In that one over there, there’s a box of cocoa—it’s magical. It’s not legal to be sold anymore. It soothes anxiety and quells sadness in anyone who drinks it. It’s also very sweet.”
Pinky Peach smiled at him. “Sounds handy. You didn’t have to do that.”
Dr. Luna shook his head. “No, those were just little bonuses I grabbed on my way out the door. The real reason I’m here is for you, Pinky Peach.”
“Huh?” she asked. “What do you mean?”
He kicked the box that was nearby, nodding in its direction. “I’ve been working on something with our mutual friend Koriana. Do you remember her?”
Pinky Peach felt her cheeks burn with embarrassment. Last time she’d seen Koriana, the unicorn girl was possessed by Eppy and ended up threatening to kill the dark elf. Koriana was a specialist who helped people connect with their Splice Partners. Pinky’s session with Eppy did not go as anyone had planned.
“Oh. How’s she doing?”
“Very fine, and thankful to have some space from you,” Dr. Luna teased. “Nonetheless, she contacted me a few days ago with an idea she’d been working on, specifically designed around your unique situation with your Splice Partner. She made certain to let me know she wasn’t sure it was a good idea to give it to you or not, but her inner academic couldn’t resist the temptation of breaking new ground.”
“What’s in the box, exactly?” Blossom asked.
“I’m getting to it,” Dr. Luna chuckled. “Pinky, your connection with Eppy is rare. Brock told me that Eppy and you are even able to change into one another’s form. Or summon her consciousness to the forefront at will?”
Pinky Peach nodded. “It’s true,” she admitted. “We can do those things.”
“And you even possess her magical abilities. Have you experimented much with those?”
Pinky shrugged at that question. “A bit. She wasn’t much of a sorceress in her own world, so I know what she knew. Manipulating vines, flames, lifting things without touching them, charming non-magical animals. That’s about it.”
Dr. Luna still looked impressed by the list of abilities. “Intriguing.” He paused, seemingly losing his train of thought. After a moment, he closed his eyes and took a sip of the wine that Mamba had poured for him before setting it down. 
“I’m getting kind of nervous, Dr. Luna,” she admitted, placing her palms down on her knees. “Can you tell me what exactly is going on?”
Dr. Luna nodded. “I’ll try to explain everything in detail—how it all works, why you’re such a unique fit for it—but it’s probably best if I just…show you.”
He reached for the box, lifting it up with a grunt and setting it across his lap. It was about half his height if it were standing up, and twice as wide. He pulled a key card out of his pocket and used it as an improvised knife to slice open the packing tape that kept the box securely closed.
With a grin, he reached inside, never fully breaking eye contact with Pinky Peach, and pulled out a white, mechanical head-shaped object—like the head of a mannequin.
“Huh?” Pinky Peach squeaked. “That’s—even more confusing.”
Dr. Luna chuckled at that comment and nodded. “Fair enough,” he said as he slowly pulled out an entire feminine cybernetic body that was folded at the waist so that the legs were up where the head should be. “This is top-of-the-line technology, tweaked to my own research and your specific biology and soul signature,” he explained. “It’s not much to look at just yet, but once everything is settled, it’ll take on her shape, her skin texture, her insides and outsides, mostly anatomically accurate to her original form.”
“What?” Satina said, plainly wearing a mask of confusion. “Whose form?”
Tahini’s eyes lit up with recognition, though. “No way,” she gasped. “You can’t be serious.”
Dr. Luna tossed a smug smile at the catgirl before turning back to the unicorn beauty. “Pinky Peach—I’d like you to meet Eppy’s very own, brand new body.”




Chapter 15 - A Bony Meal


[image: image-placeholder]
Space. The Final Frontier. 
I always wanted to say that while flying through space, but unfortunately space is a vacuum, so I couldn’t speak. Instead, I decided to just make do with thinking it loudly to myself.
It was less fulfilling than I hoped it would be.
Still, I had arrived at my destination, landing my immense body atop an even more gigantic asteroid as it ricocheted off another. This asteroid belt was treacherous, to say the least, but it was bolstered with ancient magic—my own signature was present here.
As the asteroid bounced off of its collision with another, it started a chain of crashes that were even more thunderous. I found the utter silence in the chaos of space somehow disturbing—at least I did. But soon the quiet started to feel peaceful, even when space debris was whipping past my head all willy-nilly.
I was so, so close now. Even though my asteroid was haphazardly ricocheting across the entire asteroid field, it suffered no real damage, nor did the others that rammed into it. It was all a ruse, designed by me—one of a dozen tricks to make the hidden location of my hoard appear less hospitable than it was.
In reality, these ricochets were genuine, but the damage was faked. If you watched closely, the pieces that broke off of each asteroid fused back together minutes later, reshaping and self-repairing like some advanced machine. But it wasn’t a machine—it was magic. My magic. A magic that I had been separated from since I was reborn in this human’s body—I mean, my body.
My hoard was practically in sight. Out in space, traditional senses didn’t work all that well. Sight, sure—that functioned more or less the same as it did back in Meteoropolis, but taste, hearing, smell, and even touch were useless or at least numbed to some degree due to the cosmic complexities that abounded out here.
All that is meant simply to say that I had to rely on another sense—a sixth sense if you’ll pardon the cliche. In space, being human wasn’t enough. You had to be more.
I closed my eyes as bits and pieces of ice and rock zipped by my head, ignoring them entirely as I focused on the energy that attracted me to this gigantic asteroid, to begin with. There was an immensity here that was beyond physical size. Deep within this asteroid, through winding maze-like caverns, I would find my hoard, embedded in the center of this chunky space rock.
Out here in space, I still felt small, but if I were to guess at my current size, I was roughly the length of a school bus—the nostalgic yellow kind from back on Earth. The fact that I was just a dot on this massive meteor meant my draconic self had at least a bit of cosmic humility buried in him somewhere.
And then I felt it like an ice cube suddenly appeared inside my heart. The force of magic that I became aware of—my magic—pulsed violently to greet me, beckoning me to come and find it. I opened my eyes again, and this time I could see more. I could see faint traces of that energy leading me in one particular direction.
I soared over the rocky surface of the big ol’ rock that was home to my hoard, using the momentum of its spin to my advantage. Finally, after what felt like hours, I found it—an opening in the surface of the meteor.
I dove inside and began the next leg of my journey, navigating the labyrinth beneath the surface of the asteroid. At every turn, I passed by golems made from crystals—golems that I had built. They had identified me the second I landed, so they offered no resistance as I flew through the tunnels, instead only bowing, their red eyes glowing with submissive energy.
Submissive. I sighed. I wonder how Satina’s doing.
I continued navigating the inner tunnels of the asteroid, the ambient glow from the crystal golems casting eerie shadows along the walls. The winding passageways seemed endless, but my senses told me I was on the right path. I could feel the pull of my magic growing stronger, guiding me through the twisting corridors.
As I flew deeper into the asteroid, I began to see more traps that I had laid in my past life. There were runes etched into the walls, pulsing with energy, ready to release elemental forces upon any who dared to trespass—but not me, of course. I remembered the precise incantations I had used to create many of these traps, marveling at the complexity and power of the magic that had once been mine. Hovering blades and suspicious holes in the wall lined the passageways, but they knew better than to mess with me, their master.
The air grew warmer, and I knew I was close. The tunnels finally opened up into a vast chamber, and there, at the heart of the asteroid, lay my hoard. Awe washed over me as I beheld the unspeakable treasure that filled the cavern. It was a sight that would have left any mortal breathless.
Valuable space crystals glistened in the dim light that some of them illuminated, reflecting an array of colors that danced across the chamber. Parts of spaceships and other relics from bygone eras were scattered throughout the hoard as a testament to my past conquests and my affinity for the mysteries of the cosmos. There were even ancient artifacts of power, though their origins had long been forgotten. All of this had just been waiting for me this entire time. But…they weren’t what I was here for.
As I gazed upon my hoard, a sense of satisfaction swelled inside me, distracting me from my true purpose. This treasure was a symbol of my former greatness, and now that I had found it, it was mine once again. That was worth celebrating.
As I beheld the vast expanse of my collection, my draconic instincts for greed and pride began to overwhelm me. I couldn’t help but indulge in the long-lost sensation of being surrounded by my treasure. I dove into the piles of glittering jewels and ancient artifacts, frolicking in the wealth that I had amassed over countless lifetimes.
If only they could see this, I thought to myself. If only I could convey this to them—I’d give this treasure to my girls if I could carry it back with me.
The coins and crystals slipped through my talons as I rolled around, laughing with abandon…silently, of course, due to being in space and all. This felt like a momentous homecoming—a reunion with a part of myself that I had thought lost forever and hadn’t even dared to dream I’d ever regain. For a moment, I allowed myself to bask in the glory of my find, reveling in the feeling of simply being a dragon in a pile of my own filthy lucre.
But then I pushed aside a mound of treasure in my frolicking. I accidentally revealed something that stopped me cold—a single bone, half-buried beneath the riches. 
I froze. I knew damn well whose bone this was.
With a mixture of excitement and trepidation, I began to unearth it, clearing away the trinkets and baubles that obscured its true nature. What I found left me frozen stiff.
It was a dragon’s skeleton—my skeleton. The bones were massive compared to my current form, evidence of the sheer size and power I had once possessed. And there, at the center of the remains, was the source of the glow of power that had guided me down into the depths of the asteroid. A piece of my stubborn soul still clung to those bones, refusing to let go even after I had been reborn in this new form. The other part of me—of my Splice Partner—had been waiting here all this time.
As I gazed upon my former self, a wave of emotions washed over me—nostalgia, sadness, and determination. I realized that finding my hoard was never truly about recovering old treasure that I’d struggle to carry home anyway—it was a chance to reconnect with the dragon I had once been.
I knelt before the skeleton, bowing my head in a moment of silence. The bones seemed to shimmer with an ethereal light, as if my old soul was acknowledging my presence and granting me its blessing. But it stopped there.
This wasn’t enough. There was more I needed to do here. With that thought, I felt a voice in the back of my head—the dragon inside, making its reappearance, albeit succinctly. It whispered two words. Eat it.
Perhaps in another situation I would have been repulsed by the notion, but I was deep in space, standing in front of my own ancient bones—more or less, anyway. It’s all very confusing to keep track of. The longer I occupied this form, the less I identified as Brock Clayton. What’s more, I had never been more in sync with my dragon, thanks to Luna and Koriana’s fuckery.
Though the proposed idea seemed bizarre and unsettling at first, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was what I needed to do. The dragon inside me was insistent, urging me again and again to eat the bones, to absorb the last essence of my ancient dragon half. I hesitated, but eventually, the desire to become whole again overcame any doubts I had.
I reached out and located the bone to which my ancient soul fragment still clung. It was a smaller rib, roughly the size of my entire body at the moment. Feeling the cold, hard surface beneath my talons, I picked it up and held it in front of my face. I could sense the power contained within it, that tempting piece of my old soul waiting to be reunited with me. With a deep breath, I brought the bone to my maw and took a hesitant bite.
Crunch.
The taste was like nothing I had ever experienced—earthy, yet infused with a strange, otherworldly energy that transcended the concept of flavor. I continued to chew, the bone crunching between my mighty jaws, gradually breaking down into a fine powder. As I swallowed, I felt the essence of my ancient dragon half begin to course through my body, filling me with an indescribable warmth—and new power.
Bit by bit, I consumed the bone, each bite bringing me closer to my true self. The energy that had shimmered around the bone began to envelop me, my body slowly growing in size and strength. My muscles bulged, my senses sharpened, and my connection to my old magic was reignited.
As I devoured the last bone, I felt a surge of energy like never before, almost overwhelming me. It was as if Pinky Peach had climaxed while sitting on my face, releasing a torrent of beautiful power that threatened to drown me with its splendor and glory. 
My body continued to expand, swelling to an immense size as I absorbed the full might of the ancient dragon. I could feel the space around me grow smaller and smaller, the cavern that had once housed my hoard barely able to contain my newfound bulk.
With every passing second, my powers grew, reaching heights I had never thought possible. The old magical forces that I had once seen as my firepower in Meteoropolis now seemed like mere sparks compared to the roaring inferno of energy that now coursed beneath my golden scales.
As the transformation neared its completion, the overwhelming surge of energy began to subside, leaving me with a newfound sense of clarity and purpose. My body had reached an equilibrium, the perfect balance between my human and dragon parts, with all the control and benefit of both. I was no longer destined to be a mere resident of Meteoropolis, struggling to survive in a world of gorgeous monster girls and Void magic mafias—I was a godlike being myself, possessing layers of power I never thought I’d have again.
As I spread my wings, now massive and powerful enough to carry me through the void of space at ten times the speed as before, I thought of my girls one last time—just to make sure. A part of me worried that I had changed too much, that I wouldn’t feel the same when I daydreamed about them, imagining them wrapped up in hugs with me.
A cool wave of relief washed over me as my heart still swelled with love. Vast and powerful though I was, my affection still belonged to the Dreamgirls. With that in mind, it was time, at last, to go home.




Chapter 16 - Home At Last


Arriving home, the very first thing I did was introduce myself to the security guards that Go’Urden had placed outside our property, letting them know they could leave whenever they were ready. After that, I decided to show up on my own doorstop and knock like a husband returning home after a long business trip. The first thing I did upon arriving back in Meteoropolis had been to fly by a bank and look at the giant LED billboard that had the time, date, and temperature posted. 
By my simple calculations, I had been gone for close to five weeks—a whole week longer than I’d hoped in my worst case. Even with my accelerated journey home, being forced to avoid certain star systems that had changed since the last time the dragon had flown through space, I was later than promised. But Meteoropolis was still in one piece, and things seemed placid enough as I walked down the street to my home.
The time of day was just after lunch. As such, I would be lucky if all the girls were even at home since it was a weekend. But I had to show up sometime, and I wasn’t about to wait outside until I was sure they were all there. That just didn’t make any sense to do.
After knocking on the door, I waited. The brief second of silence felt like it endured for ten whole minutes as time had gotten so wonky to me after my jaunt through the cosmos—though that feeling was likely also because I felt so impatient to see my girls.
“Coming!” a voice finally called out to me, and I thought for sure that it was Pinky Peach. My heart started pounding in my chest as I knew it would.
“Alright,” I grunted. “Be cool.”
You’re the one being less than cool. I’m fine, the dragon chided me with an internal laugh.
“Good to have you back, by the way. And I was talking to myself,” I muttered. Then I paused. “In a way, I guess I still am.”
I heard the lock click on the opposite side of the door, and a wave of anticipation coursed through me, bringing me to full attention. “Fuck, I should have brought flowers or something.”
I told you.
Shaking my head, I cast all doubt aside. “Too late now. Besides, flowers might be too much.”
Also possible, the dragon agreed.
Suddenly, the door opened inward. I grinned at the person on the other side—but then my grin became a look of pure, unbridled bewilderment. “Uhh—hello?”
“Brock!” the woman squealed. “By the gods, you’re finally home!”
Eppy threw her arms around me and pulled me inside, her long, blonde hair falling down to the middle of her back. As she pressed her lips into mine, I kept my eyes open, scanning the interior of the room cautiously like I was walking into a deadly trap.
I frowned, and she noticed. “Aren’t you happy to see me, Brock?”
“I mean—sure, but I was expecting you to be—”
“Pinky?” she asked with a wry smirk, twirling her blonde curls in her fingers. Her impossibly gorgeous face gazed impishly at me as she dragged a nail down my chest.
“Yes,” I confessed. “Would you…mind?”
She grinned and pulled back from our embrace, rubbing her hands together like a child who knew a juicy secret. “Pinky, honey, guess who’s home?”
My jaw dropped. “Uhh—isn’t she…in there?” I grunted, tapping Eppy’s head.
The unhinged elf cackled wickedly. “No, Brock. I’m the only one in here. Pinky’s in our room.”
Confused, I turned my head the second I heard the sound of hooves rushing down the stairs. My jaw dropped as Pinky Peach caught sight of me, our eyes locking on opposite ends of the room.
“Brock!” she called out dreamily. “Oh my freaking gods, I missed you so much!” She fanned her face with her hands as she ran toward me, pushing past Eppy and barreling me into the wall. Both of them began greedily peppering me with kisses, and I just grunted and stared in astonishment.
“What the fuck is happening?” I asked.
Pinky Peach giggled, and Eppy let out her own evil-sounding chuckle under her breath. “Oh—Dr. Luna found a way for me to broadcast Eppy’s consciousness into this mannequin thing,” she explained as though it were nothing at all. “He checked in on us pretty often and even took us out to dinner a few times. He has very expensive taste.”
I blinked as I tried to take it in, my eyes shifting back to Eppy in her supposed mannequin body. “It looks just like how I remember her,” I grunted, touching her cheek. The feral grin the elf made as she nuzzled my hand in reply sent horny shivers down my spine. “Perfectly lifelike.”
“Every part of me is,” she promised. “I stress-tested this body plenty of times while thinking about you, I swear.”
My mouth flapped like a beached fish as I fought vainly to respond in some kind of suave way to that, but I fell short. “Sounds sticky,” I grunted. “How does it work?”
“It uses her soul’s memory of her body to create a perfect image of Eppy. The body is already semi-biological and it can do just about everything a real woman’s body can. This tech is apparently a prototype one of Dr. Luna’s friends gave him that was meant to help races with shorter life spans endure for longer. Not sure why he was looking into that, though.”
My eyebrows danced ‘the wave’ as I considered all this new information. “Interesting. But where are the other girls?”
Pinky nodded eagerly, running to the counter to grab her phone. “I’ll text them to come home as soon as they can. Should I let them know you’re here or make it a surprise?”
“A surprise is fine,” I said. “I don’t want to inconvenience them if they’re busy.”
“They’ll be annoyed you let them languish without you,” Eppy grinned, licking her teeth as she finished enunciating the thought.
I shrugged. “A small price to pay for the looks on their faces. How has everyone been?”
Pinky’s smile faltered for the first time since I walked through the door. “Blossom—she’s not doing so good. But now that you’re here, she should be okay.”
I tensed up. “What do you mean?”
“She stopped responding to sunlight and wouldn’t accept kisses from any of us. Some of her vines have been wilting and going brown or yellow. She’s been…depressed. But once she sees you, I’m sure she’ll be back to her usual self.”
I felt a sick feeling churning my guts with searing guilt. “Where is she?” I asked, feeling the powerful urge to rush to her.
“Now isn’t a good time,” Pinky sighed. “The other girls are all out for their quarterly health checks. Just let them finish. I promise, Brock, she’ll survive a few more minutes without you.”
I nodded, though I did so with some reticence. “I’m glad to be back,” I admitted. “It was a long and lonely quest.”
“Oh!” Pinky squeaked, suddenly excited. “Did you succeed? Did you find what you were looking for?!”
I pulled both Eppy and Pinky back in for hugs, taking a deep whiff of their hair. “Yes,” I said as I luxuriated in the familiar scent. It smelled like home. “Everything worked out. And I think it was worth the trip.”
“Well, I look forward to hearing about everything that happened,” she said. “But we should wait until the girls are all back and we take some time to celebrate.”
“Yes to all that,” I chuckled as I pulled her in for a kiss. Eppy shoved her way into it as well, and I let her, all three of our tongues tangoing and lips pressing together as we embraced.
Pinky bit her lip and gave me bedroom eyes as she drew back to watch me kiss Eppy. “We’ve got at least an hour. Wanna fuck around for a bit?”
“I thought you’d never ask,” I growled back.
We impatiently rushed to Pinky Peach’s bedroom, and the speed with which we disrobed was something to behold. Pinky Peach practically tore her t-shirt off of her torso, revealing a bouncy, pale bosom underneath that had not been contained with a bra of any kind. I had suspected this the second I saw her as I felt her perky nipples dig into my chest, but I still gasped as my suspicion was validated.
Eppy was wearing an identical outfit, interestingly enough. She looked almost exactly the same as Pinky Peach, but with all the unicorn features removed—her blonde hair replaced Pinky’s pink hair, the horn was gone, and instead of milky-white skin she was a healthy shade of pink. Eppy was truthfully just as stunning as her counterpart, and as her shirt came off, I realized just how similar their bodies were.
Pinky reached for the waistline of her shorts, but Eppy intercepted her hands, pulling them instead to her hips. “Why don’t we help each other—to give Brock’s eyes a bit of a treat after his long journey?”
Pinky Peach bit her lip and grinned obediently, her cheeks going so rosy they almost matched her pink hair. She raised her hands to her face as Eppy slowly tugged her shorts downward, exposing the bare mound that gave way to Pinky’s perfect slit. A wave of joy and nostalgia washed over me as the unicorn girl’s wet pussy dripped onto the floor beneath her as her shorts hit the ground.
I started to undress, lying back on the bed as Pinky took to Eppy’s body, playfully pinching a nipple as her finger went inside the elf’s shorts to tease her. Eppy made a look of surprise as Pinky no doubt instantly located her clit, rubbing it in a few gentle motions before pulling her shorts to the floor.
The two nude women turned to face me, looking like palette-swapped doubles with a few extra embellishments on Pinky Peach—the horns, the flicking horsetail, and the hooves, namely.
They tumbled into bed with me, as eager to be with me as I was to be with them. Our hands roved over each other’s bodies as though we were getting reacquainted. In a very real way, we were. We explored every inch of one another, caressing and teasing until it became a kind of sensual dance. Our mouths found each other in gentle kisses that slowly grew more passionate as the air around us thickened with the growing heat of our desire.
Soon I felt Pinky’s thighs wrap around my leg, her sloppy, wet unicussy rubbing into me to hint at her swelling need. “Looks like you’re getting impatient,” I teased as I leaned toward her. 
“I want to be close to you,” she moaned, already hugging me as tightly to her body as she could.
Eppy bit my shoulder from behind me, her nipples rubbing against my chest. “I want to taste every inch of you for a hundred years.”
“Well, we have the hour, at least,” I chuckled. I reached in between Pinky’s thighs and started massaging her outer labia with two fingers. She didn’t need any help in getting wet. That battle was already won.
“Damn,” I muttered, growling it under my breath. “I can’t wait to be inside you two.”
“Well, you can’t be inside both at once,” Eppy laughed as she bit my ear—hard enough to draw blood, which instantly healed.
“No,” Pinky sighed, shaking her head. “He can’t. But maybe there’s a compromise we can try.”
“I’m all ears,” I said, quirking a brow.
Pinky mumbled something about ‘the position they talked about’ and I quickly became a humble witness. I put my arms behind my head, resting on them as Pinky and Eppy got into a very peculiar formation.
Before I knew it, the unicorn girl was facing me, her lips pressed into mine, her breasts mashing into my chest, but her knees were up by my ribcage and her ass hovering over my groin. She reached back and guided the length of my cock against her juicy lower lips, like a hot dog finding its bun.
Meanwhile, Eppy was sitting on my knees, leaning back, with her pussy gripping my cock from the opposite side. Before I even knew what was happening, I felt the magic begin to unfold.
As Pinky Peach kissed me, I rubbed the soft pillowy hills that were her breasts, succumbing to their seductive warmth. She moaned into my mouth, partly through my efforts as I massaged and teased her swollen nipples, but perhaps mostly as Eppy and Pinky’s pussies rubbed together as they sandwiched my cock between them.
The unicorn girl had to stop kissing me before long, instead pressing her whole face into my shoulder and neck, her horn digging into the mattress behind me. I sucked on her ear and rubbed her ass, groaning with overpowering satisfaction as the combined love of Pinky and Eppy’s nether regions smothered my cock, Eppy’s hips thrusting up and down slowly, while Pinky bounced at a more erratic pace.
“Brock,” Pinky moaned, “is it good for you, baby?”
I didn’t have the words on hand to reply, so I just pulled her back into a kiss. I hoped that kiss would tell her everything I wanted to—how sorry I was that I left for so long, how much I missed her, how I’d never leave them again.
“Mmm—unhh!” Eppy whimpered from behind Pinky’s rhythmically bouncing booty. “Brock, Pinky—I’m gonna cum soon!”
“Do it, Eppy!” Pinky Peach encouraged her, her own face contorting. “We’ll do it together.”
Maybe thirty seconds later, it happened. Eppy blazed the trail, gushing out squirt after squirt of girlcum all over the length of my cock. Then Pinky Peach followed suit, shooting out an almost identical climax that left my dick sloppy and wet on both sides.
Just as I thought they were about to slow down, I felt Eppy’s hand grip the base of my dick as Pinky raised her hips. My mouth gaped open and my eyes rolled back as I felt my tip sink into the unicorn girl’s silky insides until I was all swallowed up.
She leaned forward and pressed her cheek into mine so that her lustrous pink hair completely covered my face. “Are you gonna cum soon, baby?” she whispered. “Please say yes. I need it soooo fucking bad. I’ve waited so long to have you fill me up again.”
Well, if I hadn’t been ready to cum, that would have gotten me there quickly enough. I threw my arms around her waist and pulled her against me, kissing her neck as I pistoned myself inside her on repeat. The loudest sound in the room, aside from the unicorn girl’s naughty moans and squeals, was the slapping of my hips against hers. 
And finally, I did it. Just like she begged for it, I felt my body surge and ache as the need burned inside me and I finally let go. I filled her unicorn-elf womb with so much seed that I probably made her double-pregnant. I don’t know. I used to be a grammar teacher, not a biology one.
The aftermath of that was a series of a thousand wet kisses being needily gifted to me by both girls as they re-explored every part of my body like it was the first time. I wasn’t tired—I was never tired, not anymore, but I allowed myself to relax as they doted on me with their unyielding affection.
I felt Pinky Peach’s eyelashes flutter against my skin as she sucked on my neck, trying her best to leave a hickey, but it wouldn’t stay. Meanwhile, Eppy had sandwiched my cock between her boobs and was lazily playing with it while she kissed my abs.
“How the hell did I ever manage to leave all this behind,” I groaned, shaking my head in disbelief.
“Well,” Pinky Peach giggled, “somehow you did. But as long as you promise never to do it again, then I think we’re square.”
I shook my head. “Never again,” I said. “I’m sorry I had to leave.”
Eppy infused her nails with some magic and raked them down my chest, making me bleed just enough so that she had time to lick it up. “Mmmm,” she giggled. “I accept your apology.”
Well…she still needed some work, but she had the right spirit at least. 




Chapter 17 - Reunited


I flipped through the TV stations with Pinky and Eppy, still kind of in a muddled haze about the two of them holding me at the same time—even odder that, if not for their palette swap appearance and Pinky’s horn, tail, and hooves, they could be twins. I’d never seen them side by side like this. 
The pair of them clung happily to either side of me, catching me up on recent events. “The new Commissioner is some gorgon lady named Commissioner Sumptuous,” Pinky grumbled. “She’s pretty much never acknowledged her predecessor even once since taking office and has been doing a horrible job all around.”
“How so?” I asked.
“Well, crime hasn’t spiked yet or anything. It’s just that…well, she’s doing all the suspicious shit we thought the new commissioner would—less policing, citing a need to ‘save resources’, slower dispatch times when there are incidents, and threatening to crack down on any heroes that appear. She claims to have loyalty within the force, too, probably to try and make us think that if you did appear again, things would be different compared to last time.”
I nodded as I recalled it. Last time had already been pretty intense. I didn’t have any desire to see things get more stressful than that. When Tahini and I were faced down by police who were commanded to arrest us, the officers stood down and refused to carry out the order. They did the right thing, at least from my perspective, but at least part of that outcome was owed to Mamba’s intervention with fate. And I wasn’t about to let her do that again if I could help it.
That meant that we could either wait for the problem to fix itself, or we could force a confrontation now that I was so much stronger. Or—and this is another possibility—the Void Cartel might be the ones to force the confrontation, setting up some elaborate trap that we had no choice but to play into. I couldn’t help but suspect that that was the most likely option, and it could really happen at any time now that the pieces had fallen in place.
Of course, I hadn’t exactly been resting on my laurels for the last month. I was doing what I could to amass the power and resources that I needed in order to face any eventuality, any snare that my enemies had set in place for Tahini and me. I felt more than ready.
I let out a long breath. “There is a lot for us to discuss,” I grunted. On the screen was a news anchor talking about some random bullshit I didn’t care about way off in the Infernal District—a reminder that, despite the way I sometimes felt, the city for the most part didn’t revolve around whatever fuckery I was up to at any given moment. That made sense, but it also irritated me. Not out of a sense of vanity, but out of frustration. I let out a low rumbling groan that made that much clear to both the women beside me.
“What’s wrong, baby?” Pinky Peach asked, cocking her head. “Is the room too messy? I promise, Eppy and I will clean it—”
“You’ll clean it,” Eppy corrected her with a wicked smirk.
The unicorn girl stuck out her tongue at her elven counterpart, then returned her attention to me while Eppy simply nuzzled my arm like a deprived housecat.
“It’s not messy at all,” I noted, scanning the surroundings once. It was as spic and span as always, clean enough for a home magazine. “It’s just—I can’t help but feel like the people of Meteoropolis are living with their heads in the sand. It’s insane—everyone knows about the Void Cartel by now or has at least heard the rumors. The pattern of behavior that the government has been taking upon itself lately is certainly cause for concern—a new police commissioner no one was asking for replaces a hero cop who brought down crime rates without being corrupt—and what does she do?”
“Functionally nothing,” Eppy giggled. “If anything, it seems like the police are all vacationing now.”
I nodded grimly. “Exactly my point. People have to see through this.”
“They will when it affects them,” Pinky offered. “But by then it will be too late. Brock—I was invisible to most of the people in this city for most of my time here. I got pretty accustomed to observing them—individually, and on a more… sociological level. You know what I learned?”
I turned my head away from the TV screen to face her. “Go on,” I invited.
She smiled. “They’re mostly good people. Flawed, all of them, without a doubt—cheating on their spouses, or addicted to something or another, whether it’s alcohol, drugs, or porn—but at their core, there’s innate kindness in the majority...even selflessness to some extent. But not everyone has the strength of character to do something when they notice something wrong.”
“What do you mean?” I asked, turning off the TV.
Pinky sighed and blew a hanging lock of hair off her nose, pulling it back behind her pointy elf-like ear. “I mean—okay, so let’s say someone sees an old lady needing help crossing the street.”
“A classic example,” I chuckled.
“Right. Most people will go out of their way to help her if they think they can make it to their own obligation in time—because it’s obvious and easy. They expect nothing from it except the rush that comes with doing something good for someone else. That’s an innate goodness. But as a whole, society is more apathetic because people are afraid of being seen as crazy or standing out when everyone else hangs back. They look for leaders to follow. They want permission to do the right thing from someone who knows better. They’re followers, not leaders—and that’s okay.”
I nodded. “I get your point. But it’s still irritating. On some level, even if it’s very deeply internalized, everyone must smell the bullshit in the air, right?”
Pinky Peach shrugged. “Maybe. But it’s not the average citizen’s job to take the initiative to make a statement. I wouldn’t think to if I weren’t so close to you and affected by it, for instance. Hells—it’s not like the Dreamgirls have taken a big public stand against the Void Cartel.”
My eyes lit up at the idea. “Maybe you should.”
Pinky Peach smirked at me with a cute look of amusement. “Huh? Babe? What are you getting at?”
“I mean—you have millions of followers on Flinch, and tens of thousands of subscribers, right?”
She slowly nodded, her eyes widening. “Yeah, so?”
“So—what if we used our platform to say something? Just offhand shit, not like a big speech or announcement, at least not at first. Just gossip a bit about Void Cartel rumors on stream. Tahini will know a ton of stuff about it, and people will listen to what she has to say because of who her father is.”
The unicorn girl stroked my hair before leaning in to kiss my cheek. “If that’s what you want, I think we can do it. I’d be happy to help you and your mission to save the soul of the city if I could. I never really thought I was capable of doing much.”
“In a way, you may be better equipped to do something about it than I am right now,” I noted with a chuckle. But then I shook my head. “I should call the commissioner—the real one, I mean.”
Pinky nodded. “Yeah, you definitely should. But you can find time to talk to him later, too.”
I blinked. “What do you mean?”
“I mean as soon as the other girls get back with Hephi, we’re going to throw you a welcome-back party!” she giggled. “Well—probably tomorrow at this rate, but I’d be willing to bet everyone will be there at least for a few minutes.”
“Who’s everyone?” I asked, suddenly feeling nervous.
“Oh—you’ll see.”
Eppy stood up, letting go of my arm as she strode to the kitchen. “Better not be any women at this party,” she noted. “Not unless you want their eyes carved out for looking at our boy.”
I scowled at that and shot a pleading look at Pinky Peach. “Oh, Eppy,” Pinky giggled like the elf had just offered up some catty banter, “you’re so silly.”
“Are we sure she’s joking?”
Pinky Peach nodded. “Eppy knows that if she steps out of line, she goes back in my head.”
The elf poured herself a glass of water and tossed a scornful look back at her other half. “Maybe I’ll put you in my head and take your body for a spin—thought of that?”
Pinky laughed again. “Good fucking luck. It’s been a while since you managed that.”
“Well, Eppy—I’m laying down the law right now. I’m tolerating you walking around freely, but you’re in Pinky’s head with no complaints whenever we leave the house, and no hurting people for creepy reasons will be tolerated. Speaking of which—whatever happened to that kitsune?”
“Oh, Mitsy?” Pinky asked, scratching the base of her horn as she chewed on the inside of her cheek. “Hmmm. Last we heard, they arrested her and we had to make a statement about everything that happened and identify her. Supposedly she was going to court and had been placed in a holding cell, but I haven’t heard anything since then.”
I nodded. “Well, that’s a relief,” I muttered. “As long as she stays behind bars, that’s one less worry we have.”
“Yes, well—I wouldn’t be shocked if she gets off without a conviction, actually,” Eppy noted. “There seemed to be a lot of doubt that she was capable of violence. She had very strong character witnesses.”
I shrugged. “Did we give them any camera footage?”
“The only footage we had was of her entering the house. She was in the living room outside streaming hours, so all those cameras were off and shuttered. Her DNA was all over the house, and of course they have my testimony, but that’s it.”
“Can’t they do some kind of…magic? Or soul-reading stuff?” I asked, frustrated, but I already knew the answer and was just venting.
“Nope,” Pinky groaned. “Magic is illegal in court—too easy to manipulate the outcome with it. It’s the ultimate slippery slope.”
Shaking my head, I leaned back in my seat on the couch and threw my arm around Pinky’s shoulder. “We’ll do what we have to to keep you all safe.”
“I’m not worried,” Pinky giggled. “Did I sound worried?”
[image: image-placeholder]A couple of hours later, the other girls finally came home. Pinky tried her best to make me hide behind the couch so I could jump out and yell “surprise” but I felt like that was a bit too much for my liking.
Instead, she let me answer the door with her as we heard them exit their cab outside. Eppy watched from the kitchen, smirking with her arms crossed, while Pinky stood just a few feet behind me.
I opened the door and saw them—all four of them, plus Hephi. Their faces dropped in shock, their looks of surprise so dramatic that Blossom wiped her eyes as though she thought she might be dreaming. Mamba’s jaw hung so low that it was like it unhinged—something that I actually knew she could do when she wanted to. Satina and Tahini just let out little gasps in unison, both wide-eyed with wonder at the welcome sight that I apparently was. Hephi’s expression was similar.
“B-B-B-fuggin’ Brocky?!” Blossom squeaked, jumping past Mamba and straight into my arms. “Brocky? Brocky? Is it really you?!”
“It’s me,” I said, beaming at her.
“Holy fuggin’ shit, you’re so solar! You changed!” she announced. “Mua mua mua mua mua!” She started utterly battering me with kisses as the other girls hung back, still struggling to react.
I noticed that some of Blossom’s vines had browned and withered and a few of her flowers had died in my absence. That epiphany hit me like a baseball bat to the soul. I wondered just how badly they missed me—if it was as much as I’d missed them, then it was a criminal amount.
“I’m here for good this time,” I swore. Before I even could say hello, before I could say a damn thing, I had to put that out there for them. “I promise—never again.”
With that, Mamba, Tahini, and Satina joined the group embrace, assaulting me with loads of soft smooches. If I were a flower sprite, I would surely be set for life with that batch of affection.
I had forgotten just how good this felt. Even better than the sex, the love that I received from these women every day was life-affirmingly good. I froze for a minute or two, feeling joy well up inside me as I received their affection all at once.
Hephi cleared her throat, standing on the doormat still. “Did you find what it was that you needed to find?”
I nodded at her, peeking through a hole between Satina and Tahini’s necks. “Yes,” I said. “I did.”
[image: image-placeholder]The next afternoon was a weekend, so Pinky Peach managed to scrounge up an impressive number of guests for the party celebrating my return. We held the bulk of it on our fenced-in front lawn, setting up a hellfire-based grill imported from the Infernal District. Dr. Luna provided it.
“Hellfire is usually a bit stinky,” he noted. “Brimstone and stuff, you know. But they purified it for mass production, so instead, you get this really fine charcoal flavor and texture on whatever you cook. Elevates everything one more step, in my opinion.”
“And this is a gift for me? Perhaps to thank me for all those juicy souls I brought back for you?”
Dr. Luna placed a hand on my shoulder and stared warmly into my eyes. “No. It’s mine, and you can’t have it, but I’m letting you use it for today because I’ve deigned to appear here. I doubt I could stomach whatever filth you were going to inflict upon me otherwise.”
“Are you sure about that?” I asked with a smirk. “What if I had Satina cook?”
He slitted his eyes at me. “That would have been acceptable. But unfortunately for everyone, I see only your grotesquely chiseled face standing in front of the grill. I think I made the right call.”
I laughed and shook my head, but wiped the smile off my face to shoot him a more serious expression. “Did you bring the contraceptives the girls asked about for me?”
He nodded, peeking around discreetly. “Yes, of course. This stuff could decimate the sperm count of the Horcross City Incubus Lord.”
I nodded, clenching my jaw with satisfaction. “Nice.”
He groaned, shaking his head as he sneakily dropped the pills in my pocket. 
“What are you murmuring about?” I asked, utterly amused as I zipped up the pocket in question.
“I still can’t believe your sister is a Founder of the city.”
“Did I tell you about that?” I asked.
He frowned and cocked his head to the side as his eyes adopted a pensive appearance. “When I was drunk. Months ago. It came back to me last week, that’s all.”
I laughed under my breath and eyed the grill, flipping some of the cutlets over. “Hey. Thanks for taking care of the girls for me while I was gone.”
He nodded. “Of course. They took care of themselves just fine, but I did what I could to give them a bit of joy. How’s the elf doing?”
We both turned our heads slowly to watch Eppy as she stared lovingly at a steak knife in the corner, off by herself.
“We’ll definitely be keeping an eye on that situation,” I muttered.
Dr. Luna sighed with clear regret. “I may have opened Pandora’s Box by giving her that body,” he noted. “It’ll be hard to take it away from her now, so let’s hope for the best.”
I nodded at that, but something about the sentence he just constructed shook me out of my reverie. “Wait—did you just say Pandora’s Box?”
He cocked an eyebrow at me. “Yes, of course. Why do you ask?”
“That’s a myth from my world,” I noted. “Greek myth, actually. How is that an expression out here?”
“It’s a common one in the Atlantean District,” Luna explained, staring at his paper plate. “Actually—hang on a moment. Jojo!”
Go’Urden, who had been talking to Tahini and Nefertari a safe distance away from us, arched a thick brow as he looked in our direction. “I am pretty fucking certain I asked you not to call me that.”
“A thousand pardons. I beseech you, Jojo,” Dr. Luna said, beckoning to him. “Get over here.”
Go’Urden grabbed another drink from the cooler and strolled over to join us, then looked around. “Are we taking off our shirts now?” he asked.
My gut twisted. “Why would we do that, exactly?”
“We wouldn’t,” Dr. Luna said, waving his hand in a dismissive gesture. “J’Jona, Brock was asking about Greek legends.”
The former commissioner’s face went thoughtful, and he took a sip of his beer. “I suppose we can let him in on the secret.”
“What secret?” I murmured.
Go’Urden looked around, his eyes shifty. “I haven’t told anyone but Hephi and my wife this—but I have a godsdamned Splice Partner, too, Brock.”
I looked at his bulging muscles, entirely uncharacteristic for an elf. “You don’t say?”
“He was a Greek hero from some version of Earth—named Hercules or Heracles, depending on who you asked.”
I probably made a face like someone had just slapped my nuts with a raw fish. “What?”
He nodded, leaning in closer. “That’s where my strength comes from. Back on Werifesteria, I wasn’t very athletic—just a Master Masseur, like my father’s father.”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You? A masseur? As in, you massaged people?”
He snorted before breaking into a manly chuckle. “Hard to fathom, I know—but my hands are very smooth. I keep them properly moisturized to this day.”
“W-wait—you can’t be serious—”
“Brock! Luna! Jojo!” We turned our heads to face the new arrival. It was Jasper and the many milfs that followed in his wake. Five of them now—which meant that somehow he had amassed one more since the last time I saw him.
“Jasper,” Go’Urden said, raising his glass. “Welcome to the party.”
“Ahh, so it’s ‘welcome to the party’ when he calls you Jojo, but bitching and moaning when I do,” Luna remarked. “I swear, I get no respect.”
The party was great. Just about everyone I was on speaking terms with showed up, and even Dr. Luna brought Koriana as a date. Although it was weird at first, it was worth it for the face the dark elf made when she saw Eppy walking around freely on the premises.
The Go’Urdens showed up, of course, and Nefertari spent most of the evening gabbing Tahini’s ear off, pulling at least one of the other girls into their conversation whenever she could. The former commissioner, Luna, Jasper, and I mostly hung out by the grill—all wearing matching tropical button-ups. It was a prank that all our girls found incredibly amusing, but probably not half as amusing as we did. Except for Luna. He did not enjoy the joke.
Jasper’s milf harem mingled with my girls and Nefertari for a while before leaving early and asking Jasper to be home before it gets too dark. They were surprisingly chill, if a little clingy to poor Jasper, putting my own women to shame with just how possessive and insecure they were—especially around Nefertari, as if she were about to make a move on the orc who was almost half her age.
And then there was Hephi. She politely chatted with everyone else but spent a lot of the time on her phone. She also watched me carefully, like she was searching for an opening to get me alone that just wasn’t presenting itself. It made me nervous. It was a businesslike look, which told me she had updates that she desperately wanted me to be aware of, but we were in party mode, and I didn’t want to dismiss myself and her from our guests to have what might end up being an uncomfortable chat.
Eventually, the party did wind down, and Pinky and Eppy masterminded the cleanup effort, Pinky carrying around a plastic bag labeled ‘trash’ and Eppy one that said ‘recycling’. As people said their goodbyes, the pair of them took the glasses inside and started washing them at once, with Eppy mostly barking tips and orders at Pinky Peach.
Once everyone else had gone inside, Hephi finally had her moment. As I was about to follow Mamba inside, she cleared her throat and called out my name. “Brock. A moment, please, before we head in?”
I nodded and let the door swing shut on its own, turning to face her. “Sure, Hephi. What’s been on your mind?”
She produced a full-sized clipboard out of thin air, along with a pen, and underlined something in front of her. “There have been a lot of developments since you left. I understand Pinky Peach updated you as to the situation with Mitsy the kitsune, yes?”
I nodded. That was always on my mind. “Yeah,” I said.
“Very well. I won’t waste time on that.” She checked an item off her list. “Let’s focus on the state of the Dreamgirls esports team for now. Has she mentioned anything about that to you?”
I shook my head. “Not really,” I admitted. “I probably should have asked.”
“Viewership is down ten percent since Blossom’s kiss and your disappearance. There has also been less engagement among viewers, but a surge in female viewership and more esports-specific content for Pinky Peach has mostly balanced out any monetary losses.”
I let out a sigh of relief. “Has Flinch said anything?”
“No,” Hephi noted. “Now that you’re back, we are planning to bring you into their offices in the near future—before you make a similar statement to the general public about the harem via televised interview.”
“Do you think anyone will be shocked at this point?” I asked.
She made a tight-lipped smirk and shook her head from side to side, tossing her golden brown ponytail. “Most likely not. The public has posted many theories about your relationship with the other girls since then—Satina being a Valestrian Satyress with…endowments like the ones she possesses suggests that she is a taken girl according to her species' biology—and since there are no other men in her life, signs have all pointed to you. Plus, the incident where Mamba called you ‘babe’ on air has been cited a lot lately. In any case, the secret is out. Some people still don’t think Tahini is part of the harem, though.”
I nodded. “That makes some sense, I guess. I didn’t slip up on air with her at all.”
“Not in any significant way, no,” Hephi agreed, adjusting her glasses. “There’s also the matter of the Void Cartel and Councilman White—and the new commissioner.” She added that last part with a look of disgust on her face. “It’s all but confirmed that the new commissioner is a puppet for the Void Cartel, just as we feared. The city is one disaster away from a spiral into darkness, and I fear it may happen any day now. It’s a good thing you returned when you did.”
I let out a growl of irritation. “I really need to do something about them.”
“Yes, you do—but be careful,” she added. “Don’t make your ‘Brock’ persona a target if you can help it.”
“I’ll see what I can do,” I muttered, shifting my weight as I stood in front of her. “It’s not me I’m worried about.”
“If you attract trouble, then so does your harem,” Hephi pointed out, and of course she was right.
I nodded to show that I understood that fact, but ultimately heaved a sigh and gestured toward the door. “Let’s continue this inside if there’s anything else?”
“The rest can wait,” she said, jotting something down. “Thank you for making time for me.”
“Of course,” I said, about to turn around when I felt her hand on my shoulder. “Is something the matter?” I asked, tossing her a look of surprise.
She bit her lip and shook her head. “Well—it’s just that…well…Welcome back, Brock.”
I smiled at her. “It’s good to be back.”




Spinella’s Interlude
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“That freaking Pinky Peach!” Spinella shrieked, ripping her keyboard out of its port and chucking it against the wall. It landed with a violent crashing sound, wayward keys ripping free from their spring-loaded switches. 
Spinella seethed as she eyed the ‘You Lose’ message plastered on her monitor. It was their fourth matchup of the season and the third time that the unicorn girl had bested her in one-on-one Loremasters combat, taking first place back from her again.
“No, no, NO!” she whined, flailing all eight of her limbs as she groaned, her many eyes blinking away tears that made a mess of her thick eyeshadow. “It’s all falling apart right in front of me!”
As if to add insult to injury, her phone vibrated, and it was the pink horse girl in question. “Impossible!” Spinella gasped with genuine horror. “I never show my face on stream! Does she know it’s me?!” Somehow, Pinky Peach had solved the puzzle and was sending her an arrogant gloat text.
> Awesome match, Spinella! I hope you don’t mind but Satina told me she saw you using Flinch on your phone and figured out you were the QueenOfTheWeb so I totally had to reach out!!! You’re so amazing at Loremasters!!! Can I see you at Darkling’s in the morning? We should hang out sometime!
Spinella’s eyes scanned the cursed message no fewer than five times. It was dripping with hatred and sarcasm. Pinky Peach’s braggadocious mockery of Spinella was so brazen, so flagrant that—Hmm. Spinella looked it over one more time.
No. Wait. She’s just being nice as usual.
Spinella sighed deeply, her eight eyes blinking as she collected herself and made a frowny face at the broken keyboard on the floor. She bent over and opened the drawer beneath her desk, pulled out another keyboard, and plugged it in. 
She composed a message to Pinky and texted it to her. 
Spinella’s fingers were spindly and pointy, so it was always awkward. She preferred to use the dictation feature on her phone, but Scruffers her tarantudog was sleeping in his web in the corner, and he miraculously hadn’t awoken at the sound of her outburst. She decided not to push her luck.
> I’ll be ready for you next time.
That was the simple message that she sent. She waited, her fingers nervously thrumming on the screen to see if Pinky Peach would respond. She accidentally tapped the photo button, then selected a selfie of herself in a bikini at Netherbeach, and accidentally tapped ‘Send’.
“What?! No NO NO! Unsend! Unsend!”
Pinky Peach started typing before the photo arrived—Spinella could see the little alert that said so. She apparently stopped typing the second the bikini shot showed up, then paused for a long time.
The world seemed to freeze as Spinella waited, fumbling to figure out a way to take back the photo and make it clear it was all a mistake. In the process of trying to delete it, she groaned and squealed with frustration, unaware that she had selected “Send Voice Text”.
The audio clip sent. “What?!” Spinella gasped. “What’s that? What did I just—” She tapped the audio icon and listened to the sound of her own irritated voice—seemingly moaning and whining.
Pinky Peach started texting again while Spinella considered what it might take to change her name and move to the Infernal District. After a moment, she received the unicorn girl’s response.
> Nice.
A photo of Pinky Peach followed, also wearing a bikini. Spinella’s numerous eyes practically fell out of her head and rolled across the carpet at the glorious display of ass and titty that her eyes beheld.
“Sweet Arachnimommy, that is one sexy unicorn,” she mumbled, unaware that voice-to-text had been triggered by her shaking fingers. Send.
> Thank you! Brock took this photo for me.
Spinella, at a loss for words, dropped her phone on her keyboard and stood up, pushing her chair back as she stepped away from her desk with all of her arms in the air. Every time she touched that damn thing, her shame somehow deepened.
> Spinella! You there?
That text came through a few minutes later. Nervously, Spinella approached her desk on tippy toes, making a cringe face as she very delicately and purposefully tapped out her simple response.
> Yes.
> Wanna play another game? Unranked is fine! Just for fun! I can stop streaming if you prefer.
Spinella bit her lip as she considered Pinky’s offer, staring at the phone in confusion.
> Why?
Spinella couldn’t help but ask the simple question. Why would Pinky Peach want to play her if it wasn’t for rank, views, or clout?
> Because you’re the fucking best and I love playing with you, obviously!
“Oh shit, she’s so cute!” Spinella gasped, ripping her glasses off her face and flinging them at her desk. “Why does she have to be so sexy and wholesome at the same time?”
She stared at the phone, grimacing for a long time before she finally lifted it up and typed in her reply.
> The moaning audio was an accident. I misclicked. My fingies are pointy and it makes texting a pain.
Pinky Peach sent a stream of laughing emojis that were customized in her likeness. “Of fucking course she has custom laughing emojis,” Spinella murmured.
Pinky replied again.
> So are we playing again or not?
>Fine. We need to exchange Loremasters IDs for a direct match, though.
Pinky Peach texted hers, then Spinella followed her example. Within minutes, the spider girl was sitting in her gaming chair again, reaching for her blue light-blocking glasses and placing them back on the bridge of her nose.
Spinella navigated back into the Loremasters lobby, opened the social tab, and found a friend invite from Pinky Peach with a custom message.
> Let’s be friends from now on!
Spinella winced at the unbridled earnestness of this girl. It’s like she didn’t know they were arch-enemies. The whole internet knew, and yet Pinky Peach seemed as clueless as could be. She had seen the unicorn on some gamer news station the other day, come to think of it. She was asked about her rivalry with QueenOfTheWeb.
“It’s a friendly rivalry,” Pinky had said. “We actually know each other in real life!”
Spinella had groaned at her disingenuous remark at the time, but she realized now that it was probably meant with all Pinky Peach’s heart. She really didn’t see them as nemeses at all. Too bad Spinella was a fiery furnace of competitiveness.
Next thing she knew, they were in a private lobby, and Pinky Peach sent her an audio-link invitation.
Spinella stared at the invitation blankly for a few seconds, then clicked it. She answered the call anxiously. “H-hello?” she stammered. “P-Pinky?”
“Hey, Spinella! Are you ready?”
“Why did you call me?” Spinella asked. “Oh—I can see your cam on my other screen.”
Pinky Peach giggled. “Yeah, turn on yours if you don’t mind! I wanna see you while we play. It’ll be like we’re hanging out.”
A current of fear and anxiety ripped through Spinella like a Monster Girl Energy Drink through a goblin toddler. Her rival was being so nice. How could she refuse?
“Uh—my room is a mess.”
“That’s fine,” Pinky said, laughing. “I don’t mind. If you’re really self-conscious, you can just click the thingy that blurs your background.”
Spinella was running out of excuses, so she turned the camera on, not even bothering to blur the background. She smiled at Pinky Peach, forcing the expression very awkwardly, her tiny mandibles twitching as she waved.
“Hey, who are you talking to, Pinky?” Spinella recognized that voice. It was the hyperactive flower sprite that Brock recently got caught making out with again. “Oh! It’s that chick with the donuts!”
“Hi, Blossom,” Spinella replied, waving.
“Hey, Satina! Pinky’s got Spinny on cam! Get over here!”
Satina strolled into the frame, peeking her head in the gap behind Blossom and Pinky Peach. “Oh! It really is you! Goodness, have you been crying, sweetheart?”
Spinella felt her stomach clench. The tears of frustration after her match must have ruined her makeup, and now they were all seeing it.
“Just my allergies,” Spinella muttered. “Seasonal stuff.”
“Is that a puppy?!” Pinky Peach squealed, pointing at her screen. “Do you have a puppy?!”
Spinella’s eyes widened, and she actually grinned. “Scruffers, come here, boy!”
“Oh my fuggin’ flower, his name is Scruffers?!” Blossom gushed.
Scruffers woke up and climbed down from his web, walking over to them on eight fuzzy feet and hopping in Spinella’s lap. “Scruffers, say hi!”
“Woof!” the tarantudog barked, his eight eyes all blinking in unison as he looked in confusion at the screen.
“Hi, Scruffers!” Satina waved. “I’ve never met him before. I should really come over some time—if you’ll have me.”
“Yeah?” Spinella asked, eyes glossy at the notion. “My apartment is…pretty small. Like…one room and one bathroom. I live off of packaged noodles and frozen mice.”
“Sister, tell me about it,” Mamba called out from somewhere offscreen. “That was me when I was your age.”
“I’m twenty,” Spinella quickly added. “I’m an adult, basically.”
Mamba finally elbowed her way into frame and grinned at the camera. “Yeah, no—when I was in university, that’s all I ate. Well, frozen mice. They’re the cheapest thing available for snake peoples of all types.”
“Look at you now,” Spinella sighed. “Living in the biggest, fanciest house in the neighborhood. And you’re all so cool.”
“You’re pretty cool too, Spinella.” Pinky Peach was beaming right at her, her hands resting on her desk. “And you’re cute as a button.”
Spinella blinked all eight eyes. “Are buttons cute?”
Pinky shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s something Brock likes to say about Blossom.”
“To be totally honest, I think I’m way cuter than the average button,” Blossom murmured.
“Definitely,” Spinella agreed, surprising herself as she giggled along with the Dreamgirls. “I—I don’t know if it makes sense for you to visit me here. There are so many of you, and I don’t even have enough places for you to sit. Gosh, I’m so jealous of that big house of yours—and the way you seem to support each other.”
“Well, you can visit us here! Are you ever going to do a face reveal? You could do it on a stream with us!” Pinky suggested.
“You could join the harem—” Mamba elbowed Blossom. “I mean, the streamer house or whatever!”
Spinella frowned at that. “Thanks, it’s tempting…but I’m afraid of having the masses see my face. Arachne aren’t exactly considered easy on the eyes to most people.”
“No?” Satina muttered in confusion. “Really? Brock says you’re super cute.”
The spider girl’s jaw looked like it was going to pop off its hinge as she stared back at them. She wasn’t at all ready for that. The Brock Clayton thought she was cute? “I—uh—”
“Who do I say is cute?”
Oh crap! Spinella thought, reacting to the manly voice that suddenly appeared in the background. It’s him! It’s Mister Super Sexy Hero-Man!
Mamba stepped out of frame to make room for the manly man himself. Brock walked into view, and Spinella could feel her purple cheeks going crimson in real-time. “Uh—hi, Brock!”
“Brock,” Pinky said, batting her eyelashes at him all flirty-like as she played with her ponytail. “Baby. Spinella thinks she’s ugly or something.”
Brock literally flinched with his whole body in surprise at that declaration. “Spinella? This Spinella, the one I’m looking at on the screen right now?”
“Yeah,” Satina confirmed. “Crazy, right?”
Brock crossed his heart and looked directly into the camera. “Hey, nice donut lady/QueenOfTheWeb—two things.”
Spinella nodded slowly as she listened.
“First thing—is that dog actually a spider or something? Because that’s about the most amazing pet I’ve ever seen.”
“Oh—haha, yeah, that’s Scruffers.”
“Hey, Scruffers! That is an awesome name. And second thing—you’re definitely cute. I can see how some older elves or whatever might be a bit weirded out by the spider thing, but both Jasper and I have absolutely gossiped about how attractive you are behind your back, full disclosure, though maybe don’t tell him I said that.”
“Jasper? The orc who comes in with a different middle-aged mommy every day of the week?”
I nodded. “That’s my boy.”
“You—gossiped about me?!”
Brock cringed a bit. “Sorry if that’s awkward, but yeah. Anyway—the point is, you’re cute, and I’m apparently a creep.”
“No, no,” she giggled, covering her face with one hand while the other waved furiously at her screen. “No, thank you so much! I didn’t think a human or an orc would ever find me good-looking. Usually, it’s the Xeno and demon guys who go for me.”
Brock nodded. “Cool. So—what’s with the sudden call to Spinella?”
Pinky Peach gasped and smooshed her face between her palms. “Oh! I totally lost track! Spinella, do you still wanna play?”
The arachne girl nodded excitedly, grinning at the woman on the other end of the screen. “Yeah, of course!”
“My money’s on Spinella for this one,” Mamba declared as she walked off.
“Hey!” Pinky protested. “What happened to streamer house loyalty?!”
“You’re due for a whooping,” Blossom cackled as she sank back onto Pinky Peach’s bed. “Kick her in the titties, Spin-Sister!”
Spinella did a little salute at the camera as everyone left and it was just her and Pinky Peach once again. “Okay, Pinky Peach,” she chuckled. “I’m ready.”




Chapter 18 - The Harem Interview


Hephi’s gentle conversation with me after the party was the calm before the storm. Two days later, the breakneck schedule that she’d set was already in full force, with the first and most significant list item being our public ‘coming out’ statement on ‘Gamer News Weekly’.  
“This is not exactly how I thought my first interview with GNW would go,” Pinky Peach whimpered, shaking nervously as we waited in the guest lobby. It was all six of us, with Hephi standing while the rest of us sat and waited for our names to be called. We didn’t have to wait much longer.
A moon elven secretary popped her head out of the studio doorway and smiled sweetly at us, the tight bun of hair rivaling even Hephi’s in its propriety. “Hi! Dreamgirls plus manager Brock Clayton? You’re needed in the powder rooms. The interview will start in twenty minutes.”
Even my heart was beating like a kettledrum as I processed those words. Another assistant came out and shuttled us to the changing and makeup areas where I sat down and was tended to by an older satyr woman with hair the same color as Satina’s.
“You look like you’re a bit antsy there, big man,” she noted as she applied something to my face.
I chuckled. “You could say that.”
“Big interview?”
I nodded. “Definitely.”
“I overheard, you’re dropping some kind of announcement, yeah? Is it bad news?”
I almost laughed out loud. “Not from my point of view.”
“Then relax,” she urged me. “You’ll be fine.”
For some reason, her reassurance did help. When I rejoined my girls in the broadcast studio a few minutes later, I felt a bit calmer. After all—people already knew about this. This wasn’t really news to anyone that had been paying attention—it was simply confirmation.
I helped myself to a few deep breaths and took my seat between Mamba and Pinky across from the interviewer. Tahini, Satina, and Blossom were arranged in a shorter set of chairs in front of us so that we were all visible at all times. A green screen was behind us, so I was a bit curious about what image people watching on TV or the internet were going to see.
We sat across from a manticore girl dressed in a t-shirt with her company logo on it, and I felt relieved that we hadn’t dressed down too much with our own fairly casual attire. Blossom was wearing her petting zoo shirt and brown miniskirt, while the rest of the girls were dressed mostly in Dreamgirls merch—t-shirts, tank tops, etc. Even I was wearing our esports logo hoodie.
“You’re setting the pace,” the scorpion-tailed girl whispered to us, leaning in. “You all look nervous. You’re making me nervous, too.”
Pinky Peach giggled anxiously. “Sorry—it’s just a bit of a big reveal is all.”
The woman nodded her understanding, then turned her head to face the cameraman when he started counting down. Before I could get in a word, the interview had begun.
“Aaaand we’re live! Top of the morning to you, kind nerds and gamers of Meteoropolis! Manticora Pincerly here with the illustrious Dreamgirls and their manager Brock Clayton. Even I can’t say for sure what this interview is about, but needless to say, there has been a lot of speculation going on as of late. Brock Clayton was caught kissing Blossom Peach-Clayton on stream last month, an event that shook the world of esports and was the second time such an event has been caught on camera. The first time it happened, people were willing to dismiss it as a flower sprite’s guardian simply giving out a daily allotment of kisses, but after how intimate the latest incident seemed, it’s understandable that there are new questions.”
“Wow, she’s talking a lot,” Pinky whispered to me.
“Furthermore, there have been a lot of inquiries about the mysterious recruitment of Hephimila Goldenthread, their new assistant and former assistant to Commissioner Go’Urden of the central police headquarters in the Sylvan District, and the disappearance of Brock for over a month. As such, I am expecting these and more questions to be answered today! Stay tuned if you, like me, are curious to know the truth.”
Finally, Manticora turned to face us, her bat wings flapping excitedly as she glared at us with beady yellow eyes.
Pinky Peach cleared her throat. “I guess I’ll begin,” she muttered. “As everyone knows, Brock and I have been dating since shortly after he became my Capsule Puppy. That much is true. What we haven’t revealed to everyone is that, well—he’s dating all of us.”
One of the cameramen started choking all of a sudden, while another crew member muttered, “Aww, come on!” at the sudden reveal. Even Manticora the newslady seemed caught off guard by the frank and to-the-point revelation.
“Wh—All of you?!” she gasped, trying not to lose her composure. “Okay, so—I fully understand that Brock is about as hot as a man can get, but…all of you?!”
I straightened up a bit and nodded along with the girls. “It’s true,” I admitted. “And believe me, I don’t know how I got in this enviable position either.”
“He’s being humble,” Tahini grunted. “Brock and Pinky took care of Mamba together after a traumatic event that some of you probably heard about last year.”
“The incident with the stalker,” Manticora muttered, nodding along. “Go on.”
“He literally saved Blossom from the black market trade run by Void Cartel sleazebags that were harvesting her petals illegally and treating her like a mindless potted plant, and he’s taken care of her ever since. And Satina—”
The satyress interrupted. “As you know, Valestrian Satyresses are naturally attracted to men that command the affection of more than one woman. And Brock keeps me very well fed.”
Manticora chuckled at that, easing some of the tension out of the room.
“To be totally honest, she keeps herself well fed,” I added, and the Dreamgirls all giggled in reply. “Look, I am fully aware that this might come as a bit of a shock, but it’s the way we are, and we’re happy like this. I didn’t set out to establish a harem—”
Blossom chimed in. “That was my idea.”
“Actually it was mine,” Mamba clarified. “I proposed the harem truce, remember?”
“I boldly agreed to it,” Blossom countered. “Therefore, I will take credit.”
Manticora cocked her head to the side, her mane of thick black hair dangling down her shoulder. “This is indeed quite the announcement. But—then why was Brock not present in your Streamer House for the last month or so?”
I shifted anxiously, but Pinky Peach had my back. “Well, we’ve always been in contact, but we thought it would be a good idea to get him off camera for a while to let the rumors settle before we made our own statement. Besides, we needed to provide Hephi with a proving ground—let her jump into the business with both legs, you know?”
Manticora nodded, but I couldn’t be sure she bought the reasoning. “And about Hephi—isn’t she a bit overqualified to manage an esports team?”
Mamba handled this one. “Well, sure—but Tahini’s father wanted someone he trusted close to his daughter after he was let go…for reasons that should be obvious.”
The manticore girl leaned in with fascination. “Which reasons are those? Sorry, I guess I’m missing the obvious part.”
Tahini shot a look at Mamba. It wasn’t a scolding look, but one that said, “Do we really want to do this?” The smirk on Mamba’s face said, “Yes.”
The catgirl sighed and crossed one leg demurely over the other. “I hope Flinch doesn’t freak out at us, but—I mean it’s no secret that my uncle, Councilman White, is in bed with the Void Cartel, and the new commissioner is proof enough of that. My father worries about our safety, so he put someone competent close to us, including a security detail outside our home while Brock was gone. That’s all.”
The interviewer suddenly had sweat dripping down her neck at the fearless accusations being spoken loud and clear and in broad daylight. “Uhh—well…moving on—”
Blossom pounded her fists together. “Fuck the Void Cartel. Fuck Councilman White and the new commissioner, too, for feeding this fuggin’ city to them bit by bit. I’m not worried, though. You know why?”
“Why?” Manticora asked, taking the bait.
“Because when the time is right, Solaris—”
Tahini put a hand over Blossom’s mouth and laughed nervously. “Ha! Well, enough of that, Blossom. Let’s not get any more political than we already have. I can practically hear our follower count dropping in real-time.”
It was a nice excuse, but I, too, was worried about just what the flower sprite was planning to say. She didn’t get a chance to finish the thought in any case. Manticora steered the conversation in a much safer direction afterward, probably fearing for her own safety, sacrificing the big clicks for a bit less scandal, and I could practically hear the program supervisor breathing his thanks to her as she made that decision.
The rest of the interview focused on more boring stuff—the Dreamgirls’ plans for the future, including an upcoming charity event that the girls had scheduled for this evening, for example. She also asked about the girls’ diets, and mine, too. My first instinct was to say “A lot of meat whenever I can get it,” but I ended up offering a bit more of a ‘human’ response, citing the food pyramid from my own world.
Anyway, the interview wrapped up, and we had calls from Flinch on all our phones. I ended up being the one to call back, talking to our liaison while my lighting makeup was being removed.
“Hey, Evan,” I grunted, feeling a lot less nervous now that the interview was done. “I suppose you were watching that live?”
“First of all,” he said, trying to sound as friendly as always, “I need you to know that Flinch does not at all condemn your lifestyle—you aren’t the only harem or polyamorous relationship in partnership with us. And thank you for warning us about this in advance.”
“Of course,” I replied. “But that’s not why you’re calling, right?”
A short pause. “Brock, I really, really would appreciate it if you and the girls didn’t speak so openly about the Void Cartel and related conspiracy theories.”
“I’ll make a note of it,” I replied, “but as far as I know, voicing this kind of thing isn’t against our contract as long as it doesn’t include an official endorsement of a politician up for election, right?”
I heard him seethe into the phone. “Yes, that’s technically true,” he agreed. “But the—that organization which you mentioned on air…it’s generally not a good idea to talk about them. People who have been speaking out lately have been going missing, Brock. Some people are afraid they’re about to make some kind of move.”
“How do you know this?” I asked. “Where did you hear this?”
“It hasn’t been reported much,” he admitted. “Listen—I know a guy—or knew a guy. After Go’Urden was ousted, he made a big public statement on his radio show. Two days later? Vanished. Everyone close to him said he went on some kind of trip, but no one could give details or say to which part of the city. Some people thought that’s what happened to you with your history of heroism when you were gone. So—be careful. And tell the girls the same.”
The call ended shortly after that, leaving me feeling somehow empty and yet full of a renewed sense of anxiety. I wasn’t afraid for myself at all, of course, but aside from arguably Pinky Peach, Eppy, and Tahini, my girls weren’t able to defend themselves against powerful armed thugs or assassins.
I decided to talk to them about it after the girls’ big game that evening, not wanting to distract them when they were already under performance pressure. Instead, I resolved to be twice as vigilant as usual.
[image: image-placeholder]We had barely gotten home and had time to rest in the living room for twenty minutes before Hephi stormed in banging her clipboard and barking orders at the girls to put on their uniforms and get ready.
“The shuttle will arrive in an hour,” she told them.
“Shuttle?” I asked, blinking in bewilderment. “I could drive everyone.”
“No,” Hephi growled, “we can’t let people see the Dreamgirls exiting an overstuffed sedan as they arrive at a venue with thousands of people.”
“Thousands?” Blossom squeaked. “Jesus Christ, that sounds like a lot—I stopped learning to count at one hundred.”
Mamba chuckled and ruffled the flower sprite’s viny hair. “Think of it like a bunch of hundreds.”
I dressed myself in my manager jersey, while Hephi wore a brown skirt and tight white blouse with a loose blazer over it. Eppy stayed in Pinky Peach’s pink nightgown as she would be sucked back into the unicorn girl’s head the second we left the house.
The Dreamgirls, however, all wore their identical uniforms, coming out of their rooms one at a time, their faces already fresh with some makeup from our TV interview. As I saw them standing together as a team once again, my first time seeing them in uniform after a full month, I couldn’t help myself but to grin from cheek to cheek.
“What’s that silly look?” Satina asked sweetly.
“Just admiring the view,” I answered.
“Admire it when they’re on stage,” Hephi huffed. “I just got a text from the driver. It’s time to go.”




Chapter 19 - The Main Event, Plus Complications


The excitement in the air was nigh palpable, thanks to the gleaming smiles on each of the girl’s faces. It was almost time for our charity event, and we were ready for it. Well, almost. 
“All aboard, people,” Hephi called out, holding a very unnecessary megaphone to her mouth. “We don’t have all day.”
Pinky scowled at the brunette elf as she hopped into the second row of seats in the venue shuttle. “Look at her with that big dumb megaphone,” she groaned. “What a freaking tryhard.”
Blossom giggled merrily as she did a little twirl before diving into the back row, landing on her stomach. “You’re just jealous she has a megaphone and you don’t.”
“That’s not true!” Pinky growled. “I don’t even want one that badly—and besides, I just placed an order on my phone for one anyway.”
“That’ll be fun,” Mamba said, her face displaying the opposite opinion as her words. Her tail rattle shook anxiously as she maneuvered into the same row as the unicorn girl, sliding her tail into the slot in the seat specifically meant for it. “This tail holster is a bit small.”
“This again?” Blossom complained, though she was grinning.
Tahini looked inside her duffel bag one last time before climbing in next to Blossom, who was finally reaching a normal seated position. “Let’s see—yep. I got our water bottles, backup uniforms, makeup kits, and Brock’s camera here, just in case. Did we need anything else?”
“If we did, it’s too late now,” Hephi shut her down with slanted eyes displaying a disarming lack of patience. “Time’s up. In the shuttle, Tahini.”
Tahini stuck out her tongue at Hephi. “I’ll tell my dad you bullied me.”
“He trusts me more than you,” the elf replied with an evil smile.
Tahini made a noise of offense at first, but then her eyes rolled this way and that as she pondered the point. “Fair enough,” she agreed, settling obediently in her seat and buckling the seat belt. “Let’s get going.”
“Wait!” Satina called out, her cloven hooves kicking up behind her as she sprinted toward us holding a cake tin and a stack of Tupperware. “I’m coming, please hang on!”
I cocked my brow at the contents of her containers. “And you brought cookies.”
“It’s a long trip,” she noted. “I brought snacks.”
“The trip is thirty minutes long,” Hephi grunted incredulously.
“Heavens!” Satina gasped. “I thought it was twenty minutes!”
The pale elven driver shot Hephi an exasperated look and tapped the seat next to him. “Are we leaving or not?”
“We are,” Hephi confirmed, then she turned her attention back to me. “Brock, I’ll sit in the back with the girls. You sit in front with the driver.”
“What?” I protested, half-pouting. “I wanted to sit between Mamba and Pinky Peach.”
“And get the rest of the Dreamgirls pregnant on the ride over?” She worked me over with a suspicious sneer.
Rather than defend myself, I muttered something under my breath and slumped into the front seat. The elven driver was gruff, at least as far as elves come. He was a bit thicker built than the average and was already showing his age, which meant he was probably pretty old indeed. Then again, maybe he was simply worn out by whatever it was he smoked to give him the particular odor he had.
Hephi slid in next to Mamba and buckled herself up, then thought better of it. She unbuckled herself and got up on her knees, reaching behind her and buckling Blossom’s seat belt, then Tahini’s.
“I hate using seat belts,” Tahini growled.
Blossom was similarly unamused. “I don’t think they’re supposed to be used like this. They’re torture devices, aren’t they? Do you hate me, Hephi?”
“Sometimes,” the elf muttered before returning to her normal seated position and buckling herself up once more. “Kick it, Jeb.”
I gathered Jeb was the name of the elven man, as no sooner had she said that than did the driver turn the key in the ignition and begin pulling out.
The first five minutes of the journey were mostly silent, save for Satina making a game out of singing the license plate numbers of every car we drove by. Only Blossom joined in, but the game fell apart pretty fast after that when she constantly struggled to read and ended up substituting a handful of letters she couldn’t remember with nicknames she had for Satina’s breasts.
After that, though, things took a turn for the worse. It started with Pinky rubbing her stomach and making a concerned face. I looked back at her, having noticed her discomfort in the rearview mirror. I’d seen this look before.
“Feeling nauseous, babe?” I asked, tossing her a cautious look.
Pinky Peach shook her head. “No, no. I’m fine. Just a bit—uhh—thirsty, maybe.”
Tahini reached into her duffel bag and pulled out Pinky Peach’s water bottle. It was easy to identify as hers because it was pink and had a unicorn horn at an angle on the lid.
Pinky took it, but she imbibed only the most meager of sips. Everyone noticed.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” Mamba asked.
Pinky Peach nodded. “Yeah, yeah! No sweat! I’m totally ffffuauuuah!”
Pinky Peach vomited into her own water bottle, making the driver—Jeb, I guess—shout a string of expletives that would make a sailor blush.
“Oh my gosh, Pinky!” Satina gasped as Mamba instinctively started holding the unicorn girl’s hair back in an improvised ponytail. “Is it pregnancy sickness?”
“I think so,” she murmured. “Fuck. When I get these, they tend not to go away for hours.”
Blossom whined and kicked her stumpy feet into the back of the chair in front of her. “Ooohhh this sucks! What are we going to do without Pinky Peach?! We can’t fight without her.”
“I’ll—I’ll be—” The unicorn girl gagged before wiping her mouth on a tissue I handed back to her.
“If you were going to say you’ll be fine, I’m going to disagree,” I said. “Hephi—call the venue and the organizers.”
“Why?” she asked, her eyes flashing open with fear at what I was about to say.
I shrugged. “We have to cancel.”
Pinky and Hephi both looked at me like I’d said that I never wipe my ass when I take a shit. “You can’t be serious,” Hephi grunted.
Pinky Peach shook her head, her eyes piercing my soul with a fearsome rage I’d never seen her direct toward me before. “Brock—If I die, I die.”
“But the baby!” Satina shouted.
“The baby will understand,” Pinky retorted without even bothering to break eye contact with me. 
Blossom leaned forward and held one fist in the air in triumph. “Wait!” she shouted. “I’ve got it!”
“You’ve got what?” I asked.
“Call Spinella!”
“Spinella would never do a public event like this,” Pinky Peach whimpered. “She doesn’t even show her face on her streams.”
“Well, it’s the best idea we’ve got,” I pointed out. “This is a charity game, right?”
Pinky Peach nodded. “Yeah, so?”
Hephi’s eyes widened as the brilliance of the plan dawned on her. “So the venue probably won’t care too much if we swap one superstar out for another. If this were a ranked game, we might have a problem, but as such, no one will complain. People will miss Pinky Peach, but they’ll be stoked to see the QueenOfTheWeb do a face reveal. It would also open the door for us having Spinella sub for Pinky Peach when she’s out on maternity leave or has other issues like this.”
“I’m calling her,” Blossom declared. “Tahini, dial her name into my phone.”
Tahini took the phone and spelled out the first few letters of Spinella’s name until the flower sprite saw the autocomplete fill in the rest of her details. Blossom seized the phone back and slammed her finger into the call button, her inky black eyes shining with purpose as she switched it into speaker mode.
There was silence for a few seconds as we waited and the phone rang, and then…
“Spinella! Holy fuck, Pinky Peach just threw up and we’re on our way to the charity game and she can’t play and if you don’t sub for her, hundreds of thousands of Xeno children will go unfed and it’ll be all your fault! They’ll die, Spinella! They’ll all fuggin’ die!”
Spinella yawned. “Hi—is this Blossom?”
“Yes, it’s Blossom! Jesus Christ, did you hear anything I just said?!”
“Something about—Xeno children?”
Hephi cleared her throat and explained the situation with a bit less panic in her voice, and Spinella hummed and listened carefully, hanging onto each word until the offer finally came in at the end.
“So,” Pinky Peach said, her voice hoarse and pathetic, though I thought she might be hamming it up for dramatic effect and bonus pity points, “will you help me out, Spinster?”
There was a long quiet as we waited. It ended when Pinky Peach threw up in the back pocket behind the driver’s seat chair. Poor Jeb uttered a word of lament but otherwise kept his focus on the road.
Finally, Spinella chimed back in. “Hmm. On one condition.”
“Name it,” Pinky said.
“Let me join your streamer house.”
“Done,” Mamba confirmed at once.
“And let me join the Dreamgirls as a backup player.”
“Done,” Satina replied.
“And buy me a little doghouse in your backyard. You have a backyard, right?”
“Done.” Pinky Peach breathed out a sigh of relief. “Though that was three things, not one.”
“And one more question,” Spinella muttered. “What’ll I do for a uniform? I guess I’ll need to wear one to the event, right?”
Hephi slapped her forehead. “Dammit, that’s right.”
“It’s fine!” Tahini said quickly. “No, don’t worry! I brought spare uniforms.”
“The boob window ones?!” Pinky gasped. “I mean, I guess yours would fit her.”
Blossom rubbed her hands together. “The classic. Yes, let her wear it.”
“W-wait!” Spinella’s voice suddenly went frantic. “No, I can’t wear that one! My boobs are so small!”
“The Tiny Titty Committee grows in number once more,” Blossom cackled, fist-bumping Tahini.
Hephi chewed on her lip for a moment as she fell deep into thought. “Flinch won’t be amused to have one of those shirts make a reappearance at one of their charity events, but I think they’ll understand given the circumstances.”
Pinky Peach coughed a few more times, rubbing her stomach in circular motions. I watched with a look of pity. “Spinella,” she called out. “Are you in or are you out? We’ll need to call the venue and the organizers to give them a heads-up and make sure this is okay. We need an answer now.”
“I’m in!” she blurted out. “I’m in. I’ll be there. I—I’m calling a taxi now.”
“Thank you sooo much, Spinny! We’ll see you there!” Mamba wiped her brow with relief. “Blossom, time to hang up and let Hephi do her thing.”
Well, that was an interesting development. It took almost the entire remainder of the ride to sort out the details with the venue and Flinch. The venue didn’t have any images of Spinella to put on the jumbotron screen, so Pinky texted them the only one she had, which was the spider girl in a fairly modest bikini on the beach. She hoped that Spinella would be okay with that.
And then we arrived. Jeb helped the girls out of the car with me, and I tipped him a full gold coin for his trouble. Someone from the venue was waiting for us at our designated parking spot, waving us over the second we got out of the vehicle. They shuttled us in through a side door into the arena, and I lost track of the girls for a while after that. I had to let them go do their pre-match interviews and have their makeup touched up by the professional on-site.
The girls were playing with a team from the Xeno District called the Esoterica Street Tentacle Things. They seemed…nice. There were a lot of appendages between them, and their leader had eyes all over his oily purple face and body, but when I checked out their streams ahead of the match, I found them pretty likable.
More importantly, they supported the same charity as the one that the girls’ first public game supported—The Feast of a Million Mouths. When they found out that the Dreamgirls won that game, they reached out to us a while back and asked if we wanted to do an exhibition match in front of a big audience and a bigger venue someday.
The girls agreed. Today’s match was one of a dozen activities taking place as a part of the charity event. Most of them had nothing to do with esports. There were sports teams, politicians, and a one-act play with fairly well-known stage actors coming before us—but according to the venue, our match was the main event to most viewers and was likely to bring in the most money.
“Right this way, Mister Clayton,” a tall orcish man in a black suit jacket said to me, waving me into a corridor. I figured that we’d traverse this hallway until we reached the other side of the building, where I’d enter as a normal attendee before being ushered to my VIP seat.
That isn’t what happened.
As we walked into the hallway, the man shot a look back at me—smiling, yes, but I had a feeling like he was checking to make sure I was still there, still close to him. Something about the situation suddenly felt…off.
“Everything okay?” I asked.
He stopped in place, and so did I. He turned around to face me, reaching into his jacket. “Now that you mention it, there is something wrong.”
“And what’s that?” I asked, my suspicion growing.
“You’re not dead yet!” He pulled a magic dagger out of his jacket pocket and plunged it violently into my chest—well, he did his best, anyway. On contact with my skin, the blade shattered into a dozen pieces, and the evil grin on his face vanished just as quickly.
I grabbed him by the throat, effortlessly lifting him up as he kicked and flailed, pleading for air.
“How many of you are there?”
“Just me,” he gasped.
I squeezed a bit harder.
“Three of us!”
“Are you after me only? Or the girls, too?”
“I’m here for you! I swear it! We couldn’t afford to go for the headliners—too much attention at this critical moment!”
I frowned at him. “Why is this moment critical?”
He shook his head, and I set him down, knowing he wouldn’t bother to try and run. “I—I’d rather you kill me. Better you do that than I double-cross them.”
My eyes lit up. “The Void Cartel.”
“Just kill me.”
I sighed but nodded back at him, signaling my agreement to his terms. “Fair enough.”
[image: image-placeholder]Something big was about to happen. As I exited that corridor, I found myself in the main lobby of the arena. A venue representative was standing there, shocked to see me for some reason. “Sir?” she said, eyes wide and wary. “Your mouth—your collar is all covered with—is that blood?”
“Ah,” I grunted, reaching into my pocket and pulling out a pack of tissues. “I just had a snack and it burst on me. I think it was the practical joke of a friend.”
“I—I see. You can’t go into the venue like that.”
“I’m with the Dreamgirls,” I informed her. “My name is Brock Clayton—I’m in the VIP section, I’m sure.”
“Right, but—people will think that’s blood. Could you…buy something else to wear at the gift shop?”
Begrudgingly, I did as requested, walking into the open store and purchasing a T-shirt that was a little bit tight. It had a picture of the charity’s logo along with the names of all the performers at today’s event, so it wasn’t a bad souvenir to end up with.
As I was guided to my seat and finally sat down, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. I sent a text to Tahini.
> Just got attacked. I’m fine, of course. The other guy isn’t. Be careful, just in case.
After only a few seconds she replied.
> You were attacked?! Should we leave?!
> No. Enjoy your game. I’ll keep an eye on you girls. I’m only telling you because I know you’d be annoyed if I only mentioned it later.
> …Okay fair enough.
Chuckling, I slipped my phone back into my pocket and felt another blade shatter against my back seconds later, feeling the fabric of my brand-new shirt tear slightly from the puncture wound. What a pain.
I turned around to find my assailant already running, but by the time he reached the door back into the area where people were selling popcorn and arena snacks, I was already there waiting for him. As it turned out, I could now solarport in my human form—the implication of that was that the form was no longer a true version of myself and was just a magical disguise for the dragon. It was a bit uncomfortable of an epiphany to have all of a sudden, but I remained focused on the issue at hand.
“How many of you are there?” I repeated the same question I asked the previous man, ignoring the look of shock on the guy’s face.
He shook his head. “You’re not human.”
“Super correct,” I replied. “Answer the question.”
“I can’t—they’ll—”
“I ate your buddy. Tall orc guy. Nice coat. Honestly, I should have saved the coat for myself, but I didn’t have the foresight.” I rubbed my stomach to make the point. “Sometimes I think with my belly. I’ve been hanging around my satyress girlfriend too much, I guess.”
The man’s eyes bulged. “You ate him?”
“Yep. How much time do you think we have until the event starts?”
He looked back at the jumbotron, checking the time. “About five minutes.”
“It’ll be a bit of a chore, but I think I can make it work with you too. How many of you are there?”
“Wait—uhhh—just three of us, I think,” he murmured, trying to keep his composure.
I nodded. That at least corroborated the orc’s story. “All here to kill me?”
He narrowed his eyes, suddenly tongue-tied.
“So you have another mission. Then why did you attack me?”
“Because the other guy failed,” he replied coldly.
“And who were you supposed to deal with?”
He shrugged. “Someone else. Someone more important.”
Of course. This wasn’t just about me. This was a big event with multiple enemies of the Void Cartel in a single place. Politicians, police, and vocal opponents were all here. Each of these assassins was supposed to make sure none of those enemies made it through today alive. I was only one of them.
Something about this felt very wrong—even worse than I had initially expected. I suddenly had the sense that this assassination attempt might not be limited to a single location. If they were striking multiple targets here at once, could they be doing this at events all across the city? I remembered seeing something on the news about this being one of the most overbooked weekends in recent memory for Meteoropolis. I suddenly understood why. 
I fixed my stare on him even more intensely. “You’re telling me all this as a man with nothing left to lose. What’s happening? Why now?”
“You’ll find out soon enough,” he replied, failing to sound confident. It wasn’t him trying to talk back—literally, it just seemed like he believed it was easier to let me wait and see.
I snarled at him, ready for my next move. “Do you have a family?”
He swallowed. “Yeah.”
“Text them really quick for me.”
He reached for his phone, frowning. “Why? What’s going on?”
“Nothing,” I said. “I’d just feel better if I let you say goodbye.”
[image: image-placeholder]He was trickier to dispose of since we were very much in a public place, but I managed to duck him into a supply closet and get rid of the body in my own way. With that dealt with, there should only have been one more of those goons at large. At least, if I wasn’t being fed total bullshit the entire time—because, after all, that was a very real possibility.
I watched the charity event in its entirety, keeping my own guard down, instead remaining laser-focused on my girls and everyone around them. I had half a mind to rush the stage when I saw someone tap Mamba’s shoulder, guiding her aside for a quick briefing—but that’s all it was.
The match began. Spinella was there, having joined them just as she promised she would. Pinky Peach was cheering them on from the sidelines, occasionally gagging into a bag, with event organizers wearing important-looking lapels pulling her back as she tried to shout instructions. I was in the front, so I could make out a few of them.
“Blossom, spam your AoE as much as possible! Back into the jungle! Back into the jungle! Oh, for fuck’s sake!” She snatched Hephi’s megaphone away from her at one point just to remind Satina to ‘maintain map awareness.’
I smiled broadly, ear to ear, as I watched them get into it, utterly in their element. I stared with pride and love down at my girls—my team. The focused looks on their faces got me invested, and before I knew it I was just another spectator, hanging onto the edge of my seat.
The third assassin never appeared—not to me, at least. In the end, Spinella helped lead the Dreamgirls to victory, and she joined them in a heartwarming group hug that was wholesome to watch at first—but when Spinella used her spider legs to hug Satina, the satyress’s eyes bulged with fear for a moment. I couldn’t hold back a laugh at that.
“It’s a miracle you won,” Pinky Peach said after the game. “We didn’t even do our pre-match ritual.”
“Which is?” Spinella asked curiously.
“We give Brocky a smooch before all our ranked games! It’s been tough without him this last month.” Blossom whimpered that last bit.
“Well, I’m back now,” I said. “Next time we can revisit the old ways if needed.”
Spinella looked flustered suddenly. “Uhh—haha—well, I dunno—that would be an awkward first kiss.”
“That was my first kiss with Brock,” Tahini chuckled. “It was right before an event just like this one, actually. Same charity and everything, just much smaller in scale.”
Pinky looked at Tahini, grinning, but suddenly her expression fell to a more serious one. She turned to face me. “Tahini said something happened?”
I nodded. “The Void Cartel is up to something as we speak,” I told her, frowning. “I have a bad feeling about it. They were making moves on important people in here—two of them tried to take me out.”
“Huh?!” Spinella gasped, confounded. “They went after you?”
“They hate superheroes,” Tahini muttered, making eye contact with me. We were both thinking the same thing. It was a good thing they didn’t know her secret identity, or she might not have been ready to defend herself. Then again, she always kept one clone under her bed, so she would have been fine anyway.
Spinella’s eyes lit up. “That’s right, you used to rescue people like Solaris and Copycat! They were so cool.”
“We should get home,” I noted, not trying to be rude as I ignored her statement. “We should make it back before—”
I was cut off by the loud sound of a fire alarm in the building. Suddenly, people were rushing to the doors, but since we were in a wide-open area where there was clearly no fire, no one was panicking just yet. But I panicked a bit on the inside, knowing what this likely meant.
We started moving toward the exit, following the briskly walking crowd. It took a while, but when we finally got outside, I realized that the fire alarms weren’t the only alarms sounding. There were sirens of all kinds booming in just about every direction—and the dome was pitch black—blacker than night.
“What’s going on?!” Blossom squeaked.
“Girls, call the panic room number and go straight home,” I commanded, my brow furrowed as I made eye contact with Hephi.
“Spinella can teleport back with me,” she offered. “I have the override code because we never had Dr. Luna help set up my biometrics and soul signature.”
I let out a deep rumble of relief. “Perfect,” I said. “I was about to worry for a moment there. I think it’s finally happening, girls.”
“What’s happening?” Pinky whimpered with transparent apprehension, her darting pink eyes looking frantic. She still seemed sick, but now she was falling into panic as well.
I made fists at my side as I pondered what came next. “The Void Cartel is making their move.”




Chapter 20 - Blotting Out the Black Sky


As I rushed out into the open after the girls teleported home, I watched for a few seconds as the street and parking lot filled with confused if not frenzied event-goers. The first thing everyone had noticed was the sky. The dome of Meteoropolis which simulated the time of day was not its usual blue self but was pitch black. 
This bodes grimly, the dragon inside me growled, and I could say nothing to contest the point. It was even bolder a play than I had imagined it would be. This wasn’t just an isolated Voidbeast attack like I was used to—this was a statement. It might even be pushing the city toward the Void Cartel’s endgame.
But the dome was still there, even if it looked darker than night itself. The streetlights flickered on, thanks to someone somewhere taking that initiative, so at least people could see each other as they scurried and scrambled to their cars or other rides.
My phone rang in my pocket, causing me to curse until I lifted it up and saw the name plastered on the screen. I answered it with a tap and held it to my ears, cupping it as closely to my cheek as I could.
“Go’Urden?” I grunted. “I’m at the venue where we were having the event. Where are you?”
“I’m fine, Brock,” he said, but I could hear gunshots firing that seemed to suggest otherwise. “It’s finally happened.”
“Yes it has,” I agreed. “What’s the plan?”
He laughed into the receiver. “The plan? Do everything we can.”
“How bad is it?” I asked. “Do we know anything yet?”
There was a pause. Well, sort of. He stopped speaking, but I could hear him breathe heavily, grunting and firing more shots at whatever he was facing off against.
“The plan is to save the day, Brock, same as it always is. I will say this, though—I don’t know how many of the damn things there are this time, but there’s more of them than ever before.”
“Voidbeasts?” I asked. “Void Things? Which is it?”
“All of the above. Hey—” Another string of gunshots rang out, followed by some horribly inhuman shrieks and roars. “I’ll call you back.”
People raised their phones to the sky, taking photos of the dome, which struck me as a peculiar thing to do. The photos were just going to turn out black, after all—but I had exactly no time to argue with nervous bystanders. Something was happening, and I needed to respond—as Solaris.
I sprinted through the crowd, dodging people as I ran past them, running at a mostly human pace so as not to stand out. I was searching for a place to transform, or at least to disappear, intending to find somewhere a bit more isolated so I could change into my dragon form there.
The situation was not at all accommodating, though. I had exited the venue with a crowd of thousands. A few of them maybe had access to panic rooms like my girls, but that’s all—not even enough to put a dent in the crowd. Most of the masses were huddled together, elbow to elbow, trying to make their way out of a cramped and crowded parking lot or walk down an equally overpopulated street.
There was not going to be an easy solution. Accepting this, I decided to transform in the middle of the crowd and hope for the best. I crouched down, and to my relief, no one seemed to pay attention to me at that moment. From there, I let the transformation begin, feeling my body take an immense draconic shape that pushed the crowd outward and away from me as I swelled in size.
As startled civilians shrieked in surprise all around me, I leaped into the air, letting my wings spread and take flight. I continued to change and had to rely on my magic to stay airborne. Soon I’d grown in size until I was much bigger than this city had ever seen me.
“Help!” It was an isolated voice coming from far off, but I pegged it for what it was—the scream of someone that needed saving. I flew even higher, my head darting around as people took notice of me and I looked for the source.
“Is that Solaris?!”
“He’s—he’s freaking huge! Look at that beefy dragon!”
I tried not to pay any mind to the body-shaming going on down below, instead searching for the source of the scream. The crowd was a sea of hundreds of people directly under me, and they were all shouting out their own lamentations and sounds of awe at the situation unfolding in front of us all. I was now a contributing factor in the madness of that situation, so some of those shouts and screams were admittedly my own damn fault.
And then I spotted it—further off than I thought it’d be, but there it was—an eight-legged Voidbeast with black, gooey skin, a dozen eyes, and no obvious mouth. It was chasing a throng of men out from behind a neighboring convenience store across the street from the arena. It wasn’t a small monster either, taking up easily the same physical space as the damn store itself. I was just about to head toward it when I heard another scream.
“Help us, please!”
My head turned to find the source of the newest cries, and sure enough, there was another wormy Voidbeast with hundreds of pseudopodal feet lurching toward a few more helpless bystanders.
I was too ‘beefy’ to start a fight on the ground, so I inhaled deeply, making my chest glow like a furnace. When I breathed out, a focused beam of magically infused solar flame connected with the many-footed Voidbeast, lighting it up like a torch and then ripping it to pieces with the force of the blast, making a bit of a mess.
People scattered, too terrified to cheer or celebrate the death of one monster when it seemed that thousands were afoot in the city at once. I could hardly blame them, but a “Nice job, Solaris!” would have been cool. 
I needed to focus, though. If there had been two Voidbeasts in my range, and Go’Urden was facing off against one on the opposite end of town, it stood to reason that these attacks were happening everywhere.
As I continued to scan the immediate area and took care of the remaining nearby Voidbeast, an idea struck me like the cool but forceful jet of an overpowered bidet. As a solar dragon, I of course had the innate ability to sense energies at a cosmic scale. Void energy, in particular, was something I could detect now if I pushed myself a bit and tried. If I could just determine the locations of these beasts throughout Meteoropolis, I would know what to do next. At least I hoped so.
With this new plan, I flapped my wings, flying higher into the sky. I needed to reach the very top of the dome to access the full extent of my powers—not because of the location, but because I had to grow in size and there were too many buildings around inhibiting me at the moment. 
The higher I flew, the more the crowd below began to resemble tiny bugs. The dome loomed above me, but I was getting closer. It shimmered like a black, foreboding ocean, its glossy, glassy shell reflecting some of the light that beamed off of me.
As I reached the apex of the dome, I began to grow again, expanding slowly but surely to my maximum size. The world below me seemed much smaller by comparison. The buildings were like little toys, and I took up more space than ever before, stretching for miles and miles across the length of the entire city, blotting out the sky. My immense size would cast a shadow over much of the city if I wasn’t the best source of light available at the moment. In fact, I was the closest thing to a real sun these people had probably ever seen in Meteoropolis.
Closing my eyes, I focused on my connection to the ancient and mystical solar energies that surged inside me, feeling the warm power teeming in my heart. I allowed that power to flow outward, casting a wide net across the entirety of Meteoropolis. I searched for the dark, malevolent energy signature of the Voidbeasts and felt for anomalies amidst the natural energy of the city.
Slowly, surely, I began to sense what it was that I was looking for. At first, it was like seeing tiny dots of darkness in the vast tapestry of the city’s activity, but as my senses honed in, the picture became clearer. There were thousands of Void Things and Voidbeasts scattered throughout Meteoropolis, as expected, and their dark energy sent shivers down my miles-long spine.
As I pinpointed the exact locations of the threats, I knew that I needed to act—soon. People were dying in real-time, and every second delayed meant more avoidable death would occur. I channeled my ancient cosmic magic and locked onto every single Void entity in the city, preparing to unleash a storm of weaponized light upon them.
As I charged my attack, I took a moment to marvel at the sight of Meteoropolis spread out beneath me, so small and fragile from this vantage point. I could see where the Sylvan District bled into the neighboring districts, realizing just how special this strange city was. It was up to me to protect it, to prevent the chaos and destruction that the Void Cartel sought to bring with them, hurling us all into the Void. With grim determination, I focused my power, feeling the warmth and energy build within me to a boiling point.
Missiles of magical light began to emanate from the cracks between each of my thousands of dragon scales. They formed a brilliant, awe-inspiring display, like a thousand stars bursting into existence all at once, then falling down in a dazzling array of paths. The projectiles soared through the air, guided unerringly by my cosmic senses, each one aimed at a hapless Voidbeast or Void Thing within the city.
My attacks slammed into their targets with ruthless efficiency, the sheer power of cosmic light vaporizing them almost instantly. The sounds of their destruction echoed throughout the city. It was a symphony of triumph against the encroaching darkness, the unmistakable noise of victory made manifest. The collateral damage was minimal, my control over the magical light ensuring that only the Void entities were affected by the onslaught.
In a matter of moments, the threat was neutralized nearly as quickly as it had appeared. People still screamed, though, clueless as to just what had unfolded. From their vantage points on the ground, all they could see was a city-sized dragon in the sky firing magical missiles at thousands of targets.
I waited quietly for the realization of who I was and just what had happened to settle across the city. I listened. When I was certain that the citizens were ready to hear me, and that most of the panic had died down, I spoke to them.
“Children of Meteoropolis—those who wish to see our precious city hurtle into the darkness have shown their hand and made their attempt. They have failed.” I paused and listened. The remaining chatter across the city had mostly died down, but sirens still rang out in every direction. There was no preventing that. I continued with my message. “The hacker known as Prophet once leaked a document to the public on the organization known as the Void Cartel. I suggest you read it carefully and watch out for future updates. Know your enemy and be ready to resist them with me. And remember,” I bellowed, “don’t do drugs.”
As I hovered above the city, my senses still attuned to any lingering traces of Void energy, I knew that the battle was far from over. The Void Cartel had revealed the extent of their power and influence. It was a sobering reminder of the challenges that lay ahead.
But for now, the city was safe. And as long as I drew breath, I would continue to stand as its guardian—its savior. Shit, though—first I needed to get home.




Chapter 21 - What’s the News?


I solarported home after the crowd dispersed and I saw a chance and a spot to take my human form again. I had neutralized much of the Void Cartel’s attempted uprising with little effort. That display would give my enemies and the news something to chew on for a good, long while, and I didn’t expect much reprisal in the immediate future after a showing like that. 
Even so, adrenaline ran through me like magma, through deep volcanic fissures, burning and churning in my chest. An irrational panic had me almost tearing my own front door off the hinges just to reach my girls as quickly as possible.
Taking a moment to breathe, I let my excitement chill, letting the fire in my body quell and cool until I was ready to face Pinky Peach and the others. I couldn’t pound on the panic room door in a literal panic—that would hardly set the right tone.
I opened the front door and walked through it, shutting and locking it behind me. I walked up the stairs, taking deep, calming breaths, even closing my eyes and letting my hand rest on the railing to guide me up. It was funny to think that as powerful as I was, I still relied on sight so much in this reproduction of my human form.
They’re fine, the dragon assured me. All of them are fine.
“We don’t know that until we see it for ourselves,” I reminded him.
He kept urging me to calm down, and I silently thanked him for being the collected one, talking me out of my anxiety even when I was teetering on the edge of my nerves. I stood in front of the panic room door and observed it to be locked, which was a great sign. It meant that someone was safe inside.
I let the scanner scan me, reading my biometrics and soul signature, then breathed an easy breath when the door opened and all the girls were standing in front of the couch, watching the TV. At the sound of the opening doorway, they turned their heads, their eyes going wide to see me.
A variety of facial expressions greeted me. The most common among them was relief, but there was also surprise and confusion, too. The most confused face among all of the girls was poor Spinella.
“What the fudge is going on?” she said, the first one to speak as the other women, save for Hephi, rushed over to me and embraced me.
“How much does she know?” I asked, cocking a brow at Hephi, figuring she was probably the one most emotionally steady and therefore ready to answer that question.
“Spinella?” Hephi squeaked, apparently less put together than I was expecting. “Uh—I don’t know. The girls were pretty quiet during the whole thing. I imagine she’ll piece it together soon enough.”
The spider girl’s eight eyes were wide with confusion. “Someone fill me in here?! Where did Brock even go? And why are we so happy he’s back? What just happened? Hellooo?”
“Should we tell her?” Tahini asked, glancing between me and Pinky as she broke away from the group hug.
Pinky shook her head. “Not yet. If she puzzles it out, then it is what it is, but—”
“Tell me what?!” Spinella stomped. “I need to go home and feed Scruffers and pack my stuff!”
“Pack your stuff?” I asked, not sure where that came from all of a sudden.
“Yeah, pack my stuff. Wait—I’m still moving in, right?”
Hephi looked down her glasses at the lavender-skinned spider girl. “Are you ready to sign a contract? I could throw one together.”
“The dust hasn’t even settled,” I grunted in disbelief, rolling my eyes at Hephi’s overblown instinct for business. “Now is hardly the time.”
“What is it the time for?!” Spinella squealed in frustration, stomping her feet. “You can tell me! I’m going to be living here, so I’m going to figure out all your secrets anyway, right?”
I glanced across the faces of the other girls, getting a read on their expressions. The consensus, in a word, seemed to be, “might as well.” I let out a sigh, settling my gaze on Pinky Peach.
She turned around. “Okay. We’re going to tell you the secret, but you have to promise not to tell anyone, and most importantly, you need to give us a moment of privacy first. Agreed?”
Spinella crossed her humanoid arms as her spidery ones twitched in frustration behind her back. “Fine. Where am I supposed to go?”
“Come with me,” Hephi said, beckoning her as she made her way past us and toward the hallway. The panic room door was still open behind me, so Spinella nodded and took a deep breath before following in Hephi’s footsteps. “Let’s start drafting your employment contract and NDA while Brock briefs the girls.” She looked at me quickly before disappearing from my line of sight. “I’ll expect an update as well, Brock.”
I nodded at her and tossed her a quick thumbs-up before staring at my girls.
“You were so fuggin’ huge, Jesus Christ,” Blossom gasped.
“So you did see?” I asked, nodding at the TV.
Pinky Peach smiled and grabbed one of my hands. “Of course. It was all over the news! You filled up the whole sky! That’s how it looked on the TV, anyway. It was crazy!”
I closed my eyes for a moment, collecting my thoughts. “I’m barely Brock Clayton anymore,” I told them. “I mean—it’s still me, but I’ve changed a lot.”
“We figured that out,” Mamba said without a hint of a laugh or amusement. The absence of that made my heart sting.
“But I still need you all. I hope that you can still treat me the same, even though things are different.”
“If you don’t treat us any differently, I can’t imagine why we would change,” Tahini offered with a shrug. “You handled the situation really well. I thought about leaving and trying to find people to help, but you’re on another level now—I couldn’t figure out how I would even be useful at this point.”
“Don’t say that,” I laughed. “You’re still amazing, and this city is going to need all of us going forward. I have a feeling things are going to change in a big way from here, hopefully for the better.”
As if the world itself was responding with a dark sense of humor, the sound of a news anchor on the TV pierced the silent pause that came after I spoke. “Ladies, gentlemen, and others, this is Horns Killhaven reporting from the studio. I’m afraid we have some distressing breaking news.”
Everyone turned to face the TV, moving toward the couch as we strained to see and hear what the big news was. Pinky Peach picked up the remote and turned up the volume.
“As you know, we here at MeteoNews take great pride in reporting only the facts, so we are reporting this ten minutes later than when we first received this update because we had to vet it and make sure that it was true. It’s more important to us to be correct than to be first, and that’s a standard we hold dear.”
“Go on,” Mamba growled at the news anchor.
The orc newsman froze for a few seconds before taking a huge breath and just spitting out the next sentence. “Councilman White is dead. He was found in his office with an arcane gunshot wound to the head, and the handgun in question on his desk. How he obtained such a powerful and illegal firearm is unknown, but the evidence at the moment seems to be pointing to death by suicide.”
“No way,” Tahini gasped. “My uncle? Dead?”
I put my arm around her, and so did Blossom. We watched the news anchor continue.
“It’s also being reported that over three hundred assassination attempts were made today, and the majority of them succeeded. These were CEOs, media moguls, local politicians, nonprofit organization leaders, and celebrity activists who had one thing in common—they all have spoken out about the Void Cartel in the last year. We can only speculate, but analysts say that it seems like today’s invasion of hundreds of Voidbeasts across the city points to something of an attempted coup. Thankfully, it seems that attempt has failed due to the efforts of Solaris.”
The news anchor took that moment to turn to his partner, an elven woman with purple hair. “What do you make of all this, Quinnilla?”
She shook her head. “This will endure as one of the darkest and brightest days in Meteoropolis’s history without a doubt. The scope of the tragedy that occurred today leaves me breathless, but it’s important for us to realize just how lucky we are that we have protectors like Solaris and Copycat who will step up and fight for us.”
“And then there’s Solaris’s rather grandiose appearance today. We’ve never seen anything like that from him before. He had to be a thousand times larger than his last sighting, right?”
“At least,” Quinnilla agreed, scratching idly at the collar of her blouse. “But Solaris is a hero if not an outright god to the people of Meteoropolis at this point, and it would be wise for the surviving legislators to quickly undo the superhero ban and restore Commissioner Go’Urden to his rightful station so that this city can heal.”
The orc touched his ear, hunching forward as he listened to something in his earpiece. “Speaking of the commissioner, I’m being told right now that Chester has him on the scene right this moment. Chester, I’m throwing to you.”
The studio image disappeared and was replaced with the former commissioner standing next to a man who was roughly half his size. “Good evening, viewers, I’m right on the scene where less than an hour ago, Commissioner Go’Urden had an attempt made on his life by assassins wielding magic daggers of all things. After dispatching them, he went on to single-handedly defeat one of the Voidbeasts and, in the process, rescued more than fifty civilians from a local grocery store. Commissioner, I’ve got a million questions for you, but I’ve interviewed you before, and I think it’s best if I just hand you the microphone and move a safe distance away.”
“Smart move, Chester,” the commissioner said before focusing his wild eyes on the camera. “Alright, citizens of Meteoropolis, you can consider this a fucking call to action. At this point, if you’re not convinced the Void Cartel is an existential threat to us all, then you can suck my taint and huff my musky ballsack because that sort of thing is all you’re good for. Those of you who want to live and see this city survive for the sake of our children and our children’s children, you have a sworn duty—beat the fuck out of anyone who says anything about the Void Cartel that isn’t ‘kill ‘em all.’“
Chester made a move to step back into frame and reach for the mic, but a wild stare from the commissioner, however brief, set him on an entirely different path, and the reporter walked away yet again.
“Here’s what’s going to happen—The city council is going to appoint me commissioner again and undo the superhero ban. We’re going to grant Solaris and Copycat full access to the police department’s resources until the Void Cartel is officially ousted beyond a shadow of a doubt, and I will hunt down every one of those snot-sucking sons of turds until they’re annihilated—dead to the last man. If you suspect someone you love is a member of the Void Cartel, don’t worry, you don’t need to report them. I’ll find them myself, and when I do, I’ll grind their fucking bones to make my protein shake. That’s a Go’Urden promise.”
As a punctuating gesture, he flexed his pectorals, causing his shirt to rip to shreds, then walked off-screen. The camera panned over to follow him for a moment, and we got a brief glimpse of Nefertari Go’Urden burying her head in mortification as the former and future commissioner realized he might have gone slightly overboard.
Tahini wiped her eyes as everyone else just kind of stared at her for a minute, internally guessing what her reaction to that epic rant was going to be. “That’s my daddy,” she sighed with obvious pride.
I nodded, keeping my face straight. “He sure is.”




A Harem Epilogue


“Alright people, today’s meeting has been relegated to the panic room because we forgot that Brock was having Jasper over for something called ‘nachos’,” Pinky Peach said, tapping her megaphone and shaking it lightly. “How do you turn this thing on, Hephi?” 
Eppy chuckled, leaning back lazily between Spinella’s legs as the spider girl braided her hair. Spinella was sitting on the couch, while Eppy occupied the floor directly in front of her. In fact, just about everyone was seated on or in front of the sofa, save for Pinky Peach and Hephimila. “I don’t think that’s necessary, Pinky,” the elven princess said. “We can all hear you just fine.”
“In fact, if you turn that thing on for a meeting in a small room, I will deck you in the face,” Mamba added, sounding far less amused.
Pinky Peach pouted but set the megaphone down, shifting her gaze onto her memo pad. “But it just arrived.”
Hephi rolled her eyes and tapped her clipboard, drawing attention away from the unicorn girl. “Pinky and I have put together a detailed summary of recent events that are worth reviewing as we head into the new month. I’ll begin with Point 1: Brock saved Meteoropolis again and is way more powerful than ever before.”
Pinky nodded keenly, making an effort to gesticulate with both hands like a professional public speaker she saw on TV. “Indeed, after discussing with Brock, I’ve discovered that he somehow reunited himself with the remains of his Solar Dragon Splice Partner, thus fusing with it and expanding on his existing power.”
“Why do you keep wiggling your hands like that?” Blossom asked. “Are you okay?”
Pinky Peach blinked a few times, her cheeks pinkening. “I’m—I’m working on my skills.”
Hephi picked up where she left off. “In addition to that, Brock mentioned that he brought back a rather large sack full of magical items—which technically are illegal for him to own in Meteoropolis, so I’m not sure how I personally feel about that. For the time being, I’ve asked him not to play with them or take them out of his Bag of Holding, as they may be detected by police psychics if abused or flaunted openly.”
“Point 2:,” Pinky continued, “The Void Cartel made a wild move and probably killed Councilman White, among hundreds of others.”
The mood went temporarily somber at that, even Eppy knowing better than to add catty commentary. Pinky bowed her head, and a moment of silence was had for the lost souls that died on that day.
“Anyway,” she pressed on after a minute, “The good news is Brock stopped them from taking over the city and sowing terror all over the place, and Tahini’s dad’s very—uhh—heated speech on the news afterward certainly put them in their place. I’m optimistic we won’t hear from them for a little while.”
Hephi frowned. “I’m not so sure. Brock poses an existential threat to them, so it’s quite possible they may focus more effort on drawing him out and finding his weaknesses.”
“Brock doesn’t really have any weaknesses,” Satina giggled.
Hephi eyed her intensely, shaking her head as though the satyress was adorably dumb. “I’m looking at one of his five biggest weaknesses right now.”
The girls’ eyes widened with fear. Blossom croaked, “Do you really think they’ll go for us?”
“No, because we’ll do everything we can to keep Brock’s identity hidden.” The brunette elf eyed Spinella seriously. “That goes for you, too. You’re part of this now as well.”
The spider girl swallowed a big, audible gulp. “Uh, sure,” she murmured. “You can count on me.”
“You’re so cute,” Eppy cooed, reaching back and tickling Spinella’s knees. The arachne laughed loudly until she flicked Eppy’s pointy ears. “Ouch!”
“That’s what you get.”
“I’m glad the new girls are getting along,” Mamba commented dryly.
Pinky frowned. “I’m a bit worried about it. Anyway—”
“Point 3: Pinky how is your pregnancy?” Hephi asked, turning to face the unicorn girl. Everyone else looked at her, too, perhaps just as curious about the answer. Pinky was, in many ways, paving a way forward for all of them. If her pregnancy and childbirth were easy and uneventful, it meant that the same may be true for all of them if and when they decided to have kids with Brock.
Pinky softly smiled at Hephi. “Fine, thanks for asking.” She patted her stomach, then rubbed it in a few circles. “No complications so far, aside from some nausea now and then. The doctor says it’s perfectly healthy if a bit—uhhh—monstrous.”
“Monstrous?”
She nodded. “Yeah—like, it has hooves and dragon wings already.”
“Interesting,” Hephi said, jotting something down.
Pinky took a pause, then cleared her throat. “Point 4 and 5: Glenyaka and Evelyn. So, there’s some hissfolk seer who’s the head of a major pharmaceutical company that might be affiliated with the Void Cartel, and she’s been watching Mamba.”
Tahini nodded. “First thing I did when I heard about her was look her up. No attempts were made on her life on Solaris Salvation Day.”
“I can’t believe they’re calling it that,” Spinella chuckled. “It’s a bit of a mouthful.” When everyone shot her dirty looks, she quickly backtracked. “Not that your boy doesn’t deserve the recognition, of course!”
“And aside from Glenyaka, it turns out that there’s some ancient sorceress who personally knew the Elloway millions of years ago,” Pinky continued. “I don’t have much more info about that. Brock told me what he could, but there isn’t anything actionable to report.”
Hephi nodded. “We’ll keep our ears to the ground. Apparently, she was taking on the identity Renkor Fisk, but when she learned that she was suspected of heading up the Void Cartel, she, and therefore Fisk, disappeared.”
“Point 7!” Pinky shouted, beaming at Blossom and Satina. “Blossom has sold over one hundred pots to date through her Flinch streams, and Satina’s debut album has over ten thousand preorders, which is amazing for an indie artist!”
A round of applause, well-deserved, rang out then, with Mamba even whistling to add to the cheer.
Satina blushed. “Aww, thanks! Let’s wait and see how the reviews are before we celebrate too much.”
“Nonsense,” Hephi said, her face still stern even though she was offering positive feedback. “Your success was earned. People have been tuning into your karaoke streams for a reason. We’ve all heard your demo tracks. There’s no doubt—this album will perform very well.”
Spinella blinked. “Album? Shit, I’m out of the loop.”
“You at least knew about my fuggin’ pots, right?” Blossom asked. When Spinella guiltily turned her head away, the flower sprite gasped. “What?! Are you insane?”
“We’ll get her caught up on our business enterprises later,” Pinky chuckled, winking at Blossom. “Anyway, good job.”
“Point 8: The deed of the house has passed to Brock, and with Spinella moved in, Brock has moved into Pinky’s room and Pinky into Brock’s. This is in accordance with Satina’s mother’s demands, I hear?” Hephi inquired, tapping her chin with the cap of her pen.
Satina sighed. “Yes, it is. And I’m terribly sorry about all that.”
“Don’t mention it,” Pinky waved dismissively before blowing a kiss to Satina, which Blossom snatched out of the air, intercepting it before it could reach the satyress. 
When Satina shot a confused look at the flower sprite, Blossom cackled. “I need them to stay healthy,” she reminded everyone.
Satina sighed and looked back at Hephi. “Anyway, I have my own news about that. I spent about five hundred gold coins of my mother’s money on fancy lingerie for us all.”
Pinky nodded keenly. “Yes, we’ll need another closet built for those, but it’s money well-spent. Nice job, Satina.”
Hephi blinked. “Was I included in that purchase?”
“Or me?” Spinella asked.
Satina grinned and bit her bottom lip before answering. “Pinky gave me your measurements.”
Hephi heatedly jotted something down.
“Point 9: Eppy has a body!” Pinky announced. Polite applause rang out. “Point 10—”
“Wait, that’s all the fanfare I get?” Eppy asked with a scoff of offense.
Pinky Peach nodded with an evil grin back at her counterpart. “Yep. Point 10: Spinella and I are currently the two top-ranked players in the 1v1 mode of League of Loremasters. This is great, but it’s time we set our sights on the real prize for next season.”
Blossom leaned forward with interest. “Titty Patrol 3?”
Pinky happily ignored the flower sprite’s guess. “5v5 Ranked mode. I don’t know if we can get first place, but I believe we could make it in the top 5 ranked teams.”
“I’ll go for 5v5’s top 10 in ranked solo queue,” Spinella added. “That way we won’t directly compete with each other, and I can be available to substitute for you in group queue when needed, but still be working on supporting the Dreamgirls name in my own way when I’m not.”
“Write that down, Hephi,” Pinky said seriously. “That’s good shit, Spinster. Nice thinking. Also, Flinch said it’s fine if you use the old uniform because your boobs are too small for there to be much cleavage.”
“Wh-what?!”
Hephi drummed her clipboard and shifted her weight onto one hip. “Point 11: Brock has asked me to inform everyone that after stealing both Spinella and Satina from Darkling Donuts, we are no longer welcome at the neighborhood branch.”
Tahini sighed defeatedly, slouching her seat on the floor between Mamba’s legs. “The end of an era.”
“It was a long time coming, if we’re honest,” the hissfolk beauty chuckled, scratching Tahini playfully behind the ears, just to hear her purr.
“Point 12: Mitsy, that crazy kitsune chick who tried to kill us all, has been released due to insufficient evidence, but Hephi has successfully filed a restraining order.” Pinky made a sour face as she delivered that news.
“We can bring back my dad’s security detail,” Tahini offered. “I think it might not be a bad idea, just in case.”
Pinky Peach nodded a hesitant agreement. “Just to watch the entrances like they did when Brock was gone. I don’t want them in the house.”
Hephi shrugged her shoulders. “I’ll reach out. The security systems Dr. Luna put in place in this house are actually pretty good if you bothered to turn them on before I moved in. Point 13—”
“Jesus Christ, how many points are there?!” Blossom gasped like she was choking. “Make it fuggin’ stop!” Spinella offered a sympathetic look to Blossom, as if she were thanking the flower sprite for voicing what she wasn’t brave enough to say.
“Almost done. Point 13: Tahini, the post office called. You have a package being held for suspicious content.”
Tahini groaned. “Fuck. That has to be the Earth computer parts I’ve been waiting on. No wonder they’ve been taking so long to arrive. Will I be able to get them?”
Hephi made a slightly sour face, like she was more than a little pessimistic about the prospect. “I’ll go there with you tomorrow and see what we can do.”
Tahini nodded. “Oh—is Brock and Luna’s secret project on your list? Because I know what it is.”
“Does Brock want you to tell us?” Pinky asked sincerely.
The catgirl considered it. “I didn’t ask, but he told me.”
“Well, you’d better check with him first.”
Tahini shook her head in disbelief and laughed. “Okay, fine.”
Pinky moved on, clearing her throat. “Ahem! Point 14: Hephi will be working with us part-time from now on, but she’ll still be living here.”
The brunette elf circled something on her own clipboard, then set it down on the table. “It’s been a pleasure working with you all, and I am going to keep doing so in some capacity, but Commissioner Go’Urden is going to need me once his reinstatement is official.”
“We totally understand,” Mamba assured her while her tail sneakily slipped behind Tahini and squeezed her waist. The catgirl made a little squeak of surprise, which sent Mamba into a fit of silent, suppressed giggles. They stopped when Tahini elbowed her in the shin.
Suddenly, as Pinky looked down at her list, her face fell into a sullen mask of quiet rage. “Oh,” she grunted. “This one.”
“What is it?” Satina asked. “Is there some bad news?”
“Yeah, you could say that. Point 15: Unfortunately, Brock has asked me to make this announcement. Henceforth, there will be no more ‘good morning suckjobs’ or ‘wake-up sex’ allowed.”
Mamba’s face twisted in horror. “What? That doesn’t make any sense. Are you sure you understood him?”
Blossom laughed. “Double check your sources, boobs. Brock would never say something so hurtful and mean.”
“But he did,” Pinky Peach growled.
Hephi and Spinella made forlorn eye contact with one another, clearly both bewildered by this point being present in the meeting minutes. “Okay, I’ll bite,” Hephi muttered at last. “Why did he say that?”
“Huh?” Pinky murmured. She accidentally bit the inside of her lip so hard she could taste some blood. “Oh. His stupid three million-year-old ghost sister sometimes tries to contact him in his dreams, and apparently, we keep interrupting.”
Spinella blinked all eight of her eyes. “What the fuck…”
A silence fell over the room. It endured for a few seconds, but finally, Mamba broke it. “Well, okay. I can see how that’s a problem.”
Blossom nodded. “It’s annoying, but yeah. Fuggin’ schedule the family visits, am I right?”
“In any case, that’s the rule going forward.” Pinky Peach set her meeting notes down on the coffee table and nodded at Hephi.
“Any questions?” Hephi asked. “Or proposals.”
Spinella raised her hand. “I’ve got a question. Pinky Peach, did you give my bikini photo to the event organizers at that charity thing we did?”
Pinky Peach’s eyes went wide and her cheeks flushed red with guilt. “Wow, look at the time! Meeting adjourned, everybody!”
“Wait,” Mamba grunted as everyone else started to stand. “What are we going to do? Brock and Jasper are probably talking about the mechanics of harem sex in the living room. Do we really want to walk in on that?”
Satina twirled a braided pigtail as she puzzled over that. “Good point, Mamba. Girls Only Afternoon?”
Spinella’s eyes widened in a look between fear and excitement. “Girls only? Like, we all hang out together?”
“Of course, silly,” Pinky said, throwing her arm around Spinella’s shoulder—a bit awkwardly as she tried to weave through the spider legs on her back. “We’re all besties now, and you’re one of us.”
Spinella grinned as she followed her newfound friends out the door. “Wait,” she muttered, scratching her head with one of her arachne legs, “if I’m one of you, does that mean that I’m part of the harem?”
“One step at a time, Spinny,” Pinky Peach giggled, rubbing her silky white hair. “But with eight legs on your back, I imagine you can take steps pretty quickly if you play your cards right.”
“Full disclosure,” the arachne murmured sheepishly, twiddling her thumbs, “I’ve never actually had sex.”
“No one’s surprised,” Satina said with a smile.
“Or even been kissed.”
Mamba frowned. “Should we pretend to be surprised?” she whispered to Blossom.
“I’ve never even held a boy’s hand!”
Pinky Peach kissed Spinella on the cheek as they walked down the stairs. “Relax, sweety. I’ll walk you through the whole thing when the time comes.”
“You will? Like, you’ll be…there with me? Is that normal?”
Satina nodded, giggling at a fond memory. “Oh, she was great during my first time. Just follow her lead and you’ll be fine.”
“And remember the golden rule,” Pinky Peach said, holding an open palm in front of her, gesturing broadly toward the heavens as they walked outside.
“Do unto others as you would have them do unto you?” Spinella asked.
“Huh?” Pinky Peach grunted. “No. Pee beforehand. He gets really deep in there and it pushes against your bladder.”
Spinella nodded with interest, but then her eyes bulged as she came to terms with the reason why it was likely called the Golden Rule.
When they stepped onto the lawn, they realized that Brock and Jasper were standing right there by the front stoop, sipping beers and standing by the grill like they were entertaining the idea of lighting it. Apparently, Jasper had stolen it from Dr. Luna as a prank. 
“What were you girls talking about?” Brock asked with a peculiar smirk as he noticed their arrival.
“Nothing!” the Dreamgirls said in unison.
They ended up spending the remainder of the afternoon with the boys until Jasper finally left for his own home across the street. As Pinky Peach surveyed a golden sunset beside her growing family, she realized something profound—despite the Void Cartel, the drama and politics in the city, and the stresses of life, she was happier and more whole every single day. As she looked at the faces of her friends and lover, she felt confident they all felt the same. She hoped the trend would continue.
The unicorn girl sighed happily as the artificial sunset crowned the horizon, painting the dome of Meteoropolis in a variety of beautiful colors. “Let’s see what happens next.”
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