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Chapter 0 - A Harem Prologue


Pinky Peach sat down at her gaming chair and let her tail spill out the side. She turned on her camera and with a few clicks was staring into the faces of all the other Dream Girls. They looked back at her expectantly from her computer monitor. Even Eppy was there, using Brock’s laptop. Pinky smirked with amusement as she noticed Spinella’s elbow was rubbing against the elf’s, and the spider legs on the arachne’s back wiggled with anxiety.  
“Alright, girls! Donuts?!”
“Check!” they all cried out, holding up their unhealthy breakfasts.
“Lattes?!”
“Check!” All the girls raised up their drinks except for Blossom, who had a pitcher of nutrient-enriched water on her desk.
“High-speed connections?”
“Actually, there’s too many of us.” Tahini adjusted her glasses and stared directly into her camera. “We need to upgrade our network. Our ISP can’t support this many of us gaming at the same time.”
Pinky’s lip jutted out in a frowny pout. “B-but we have to train! And we already have the fastest internet available in our neighborhood!”
Mamba chuckled and adjusted the cat-ear headphones she was wearing. They were cute, but Pinky remembered Mamba saying the sound quality was awful. She only kept them because Tahini hated them so much. “Peachy Keen, I told you we can just get a second or even a third network set up in our house.”
The unicorn girl shook her head stubbornly for a moment, but it ultimately blended into a slow nod. “Latency is important,” she noted. “Even more important than money.”
Blossom yawned aggressively loudly. “I’m already fuggin’ bored. Either we play or someone gets their titties out.”
“Hmm. How about this—” Pinky rolled back in her chair and prepared to stand. “Mamba, honey, I’ll make you the host of this call, and Satina and I can sit this one out so that Eppy and Spinella can play in the group game instead of 1v1s on their own.”
Mamba nodded as the little crown icon appeared over her name. “Done. Alright, ladies, you heard the pregnant pony-girl. I’m sending you party invites now.”
Satina whimpered. “Why am I sitting out?”
“Someone has to, and I think you’ll be distracted by your donuts for the duration of at least the first match,” Pinky explained.
The busty satyress bobbed her head from one side to the other as she considered the logic. “Ohh, I see. Yes, I can accept this reasoning. Gosh, Pinky, you make a good point.”
“That’s why she’s the leader,” Tahini chuckled.
“What?!” Blossom blurted out in shock. “I thought I was the leader!”
Hephi slid into frame, taking Pinky’s seat as the unicorn girl stood up. “I’ll observe from here, then, Pinky Peach,” she offered, though it was more of a declaration than a suggestion.
Pinky nodded anyway, her eyes drifting jealously to Hephi’s new digital tablet. It even had a clipboard clip and everything. “Suit yourself, but turn off the camera. Every bit of ping we can avoid counts.”
The Werifesterian elfmaid nodded her stern agreement to that and clicked off the camera with a tap of her stylus on its power button. Pinky’s lip snarled as she observed the sexy digital writing implement being used so frivolously.
“I would treat you better,” she grumbled as she turned her back and walked out of the room.
Pinky Peach planned to go room to room to check on the girls. In truth, this change was for the best. Now that Pinky and Satina were sitting out, Eppy and Spinella could slip out of 1v1s and join the 5on5 ranked match that the other girls were getting ready to play.
This was a training session, though. As such, the girls were all using Squirf accounts—low-level accounts that weren’t tied to the usernames they were known for and wouldn’t affect their overall ranking. They used Squirf accounts to practice and train off-stream. It was a common tactic among the Loremasters super-elites.
Pinky Peach went into the flower sprite’s bedroom first, as it was closest to her own. Her face twisted up when she looked at the screen. “DeflowerMeBrocky is not the most subtle username for your Squirf, Blossom,” Pinky noted as she bent down to see the flower sprite’s display.
Blossom cackled like a little gremlin as she joined the game lobby, apparently deciding to ignore Pinky Peach entirely. “I’m locked in, Mamba. May Jesus Christ have mercy on our enemies.”
“Brock hates when you say that,” Tahini reminded her through Blossom’s tinny headphones, just loud enough for Pinky to hear.
“He loves it,” Blossom grunted back. “And I can’t really fuggin’ help it. Just try it: Jesus Christ!”
“Jesus Christ!” Spinella squeaked. “Wow, you’re right—that is satisfying.”
Eppy chimed in next, right as Pinky left Blossom’s room and headed into the living room. “I’m in, bitches. I’m instalocking Grulnor the second the countdown starts. Ban Maltra—she’s broken after the latest patch, and none of us play her.”
Pinky beamed with pride to hear Eppy speak Loremasters jargon so fluently. “I raised that girl,” Pinky sighed. “That’s my baby girl.”
Eppy had been there in Pinky’s head and body the entire time when Pinky Peach had learned the game and practiced it day after day. When Eppy got separated from Pinky’s body, Pinky found that the elven princess actually managed to retain about ninety percent of her own knowledge and skills, making her one of the best girls on the team and a great option for substitutes or swaps for online games. Because of how Pinky felt about letting Eppy out of the house and the logistical challenges relating to it, however, Eppy would likely not be doing any actual physical events anytime soon.
Plus, the one time they tried taking her out of the house, Eppy drew a knife on a cashier for looking at Brock.
Pinky Peach stood behind the couch, looking down at Eppy and Spinella’s screens over their heads. Eppy and Spinella were sitting shoulder to shoulder, using laptops so they could game together. There was a ton of space left over on the couch on either side of them, too.
She didn’t understand just how or why the two of them got so close so quickly. She got glimpses of Eppy’s thoughts about the arachne girl whenever Eppy had to slip back inside Pinky’s head for a day trip, and one time Pinky found herself with the strong urge to hold Spinella’s hand when they all went out to eat. It was like Eppy had latched onto the new girl, maybe feeling a bit on the outside of things herself.
For that matter, Pinky sometimes wondered how Hephi was faring. With Eppy and Spinella partnering up, and the rest of the Dream Girls already having their own clique, Hephi was the only one truly on the outside. It was fitting in a sense because she was not one of the Dream Girls, but she was starting to feel like a part of the family anyway.
Pinky could tell that Hephi had come to care for the girls in her own way since joining. She fretted over their schedules, counted their calories for them, and always made sure they were taken care of in the few moments when Brock wasn’t around—like right now. She had started to feel a bit like a mommy figure, which Pinky didn’t know she was missing until Hephi came along.
The game started up, and right away, Mamba slipped naturally into the role of leader that Pinky usually held. “Alright, Spinny, you’re our carry, right?”
“Yeah.”
“Then head straight to mid and I’ll support you from the jungle. Blossom, I see you laning with Tahini, but I think I need you to back up Eppy since she picked a squishy champ.”
“Got it, snake boobs.”
“This donut is so good. Was this from our Darkling?” Satina asked, her mouth obviously full.
Pinky giggled and leaned in slightly so that Eppy’s mic would pick up her voice. “No, Brock has been solarporting across town to a distant Darkling Donuts ever since we got banned from the neighborhood one.”
“That still really pisses me off,” Satina muttered.
“If our local Darkling Donuts would stop hiring breedable hotties, then it wouldn’t have been a problem,” Blossom growled.
Spinella giggled. “Wow, I—I guess that means you think I’m breedable enough for Brock, Blossom?”
Blossom went silent for a moment. “Let me bop your perky little boobies a bit and I’ll answer that question.”
“No thanks.”
“Your loss.”
Pinky Peach observed patiently, opting to stay with the new girls since she was most curious about them. It wasn’t that either of them was new to the game or lacked competency in it. In terms of raw skill, the newbies were probably the best on the current team. She was more curious about watching the way they interacted with their teammates.
“Uhhh—I could…if anyone has a second…maybe it would be nice if—”
“Spit it out, Spinny,” Mamba barked, growing impatient with the arachne’s bashfulness.
“I—I—It’s just that the other team has three on mid against me right now. I could use some backup.”
“I’ll set up a gank in the bushes. Kite them to our tower and I’ll pop in behind them,” Mamba replied. “Blossom, you’re close. You come in and heal Spinella so she can feel secure in using her ult.”
“On it.”
Pinky watched Spinella’s eight eyes go wide over the next couple of minutes. Spinella had cut her teeth on solo queue, so she didn’t have much experience working with a team like this. The poor girl seemed to be afraid to even communicate with the others. But when Blossom and Mamba rushed in, just as they said they would, she appeared entirely stunned.
Mamba’s champion stealthed in the bushes, waiting for Spinella and their tower to push the enemy back. In order for her to be able to do that, she needed a bit more health to be able to get in range and take the risk. Blossom ran straight up to her and unloaded her healing ability before returning to base, leaving Spinella in just the right position.
Spinella rushed the enemy and activated her champion’s ultimate ability—a shockwave that pushed enemies backward and dealt a bit of damage, stunning them for two seconds.
That was just enough time for Mamba to leap out of the bushes and spam all her attack abilities at once—a nuke, as the terminology went.
Within seconds, it had gone from 3-on-1 to 2-on-0, from the enemy’s favor to theirs. “Nice job, Spinny!” Mamba hissed excitedly, and Pinky could see her snake tail dancing behind her on her webcam screen.
“Great work, ladies! Now push! Push as far as you can while three of them are on rez cooldown! Mamba and Spinella, you’re both in mid, so take advantage of that and get rid of a tower or two!”
“You read my mind, Peachy Keen,” Mamba giggled. “Fucking backseat gamer.”
Pinky Peach watched with satisfaction, her horsetail flicking excitedly as each lane took out one more tower, putting the advantage squarely in the Dream Girls’ favor. “Perfect!” Blossom squealed. “Hang on, I’m going on global chat.”
“Blossom, please don’t—”
“Hey, you fuggin’ losers! I bet you wanna uninstall the game after that shit, don’t ya! Do it! I dare you, or I’ll squash you with my rooty little feet!”
“Uhh…umm…” There was suddenly an anxious male voice coming from the enemy side. “Is this…Blossom? From the Dream Girls?”
Blossom’s jaw dropped, which made Pinky have to cover her mouth to avoid laughing. “Umm. Maybe. Who’s asking?”
“Oh my fucking gods, it’s fucking Blossom from the Dream Girls, dude! Yo! I’m fucking serious! Get over here! Yo, everyone stop! Stop! Blossom just told me to uninstall!”
“You lucky son of a bitch,” another one grunted. “Fuck you, dude.”
“Dude, she fucking said she’d step on me.”
“Screw you, asshole,” the friend muttered. “Wait—if that’s Blossom—is Pinky Peach in there?”
Pinky laughed and pressed her cheek up against Eppy’s to speak into the elf’s headset. “Hi! Are you a fan?”
“Holy shit. Holy fucking shit. Holy motherfucking cocksucking shit. What the actual fuck—Pinky Peach?! Is this a scam? Are we being conned?!”
“Dude! We’re playing against the Dream Girls!”
While this conversation was going on, the enemy team had entirely stopped playing the match. They were all essentially AFKing in base, standing around and doing nothing except gushing about how they were such big fans and supporters.
Meanwhile, the Dream Girls continued to play, pushing into their base, a few short minutes away from ending the match prematurely.
“Umm—would you boys mind playing the game?” Mamba asked. “This is supposed to be a training match for us and it got way too easy when you stopped…moving.”
“By the Crimson Light, is that Mamba?! Yo, are Satina and Tahini there?!”
“I’m eating donuts,” Satina chimed in. “I’m sitting this one out. It’s our substitute covering for me.”
One guy gasped when heard that. “QueenOfTheWeb is here too, dude! That cute arachne chick in that bikini photo!”
Another member of the team chimed in, making things even worse. “Hey! QueenOfTheWeb! Do you have an OnlyFantasies account?!”
Spinella shot Pinky an angry look at the mention of that photograph. It was the only picture Pinky Peach had of the arachne girl when they had to register her for the charity event that she subbed for Pinky in. Pinky did feel bad about it, but on the plus side, it did get Spinella a lot more followers—though maybe they weren’t all the sorts of followers she was hoping for.
“Ignore them, girls,” Mamba said, slipping back into party-only chat. “Let’s finish this match and start another up.”
They did just that, destroying the enemy’s crystal nexus mere seconds later. They all ignored the onslaught of friend requests that came from their opponents, but they sent polite messages back, thanking them for a fun match.
Blossom stared into the camera, her inky black eyes wide and shining. “We have a superpower!” she gasped.
“Alright, let’s join another queue,” Mamba said.
“No, Mamba, wait! Listen to me! We are so hot that people will throw a ranked game just to take a minute to talk to us!”
Tahini laughed into her microphone. “That’s one way of interpreting it.”
“Lemme talk, kitty-titty,” Blossom said, still glaring directly into the camera. “What if this was our strategy going forward?”
“No,” Pinky grunted immediately. “First of all—there’s no glory in winning a competitive esport match just because we have fans. Second of all, if you get too dependent on winning like that, we’ll be weak when we reach ranked matches with players that really care about winning. The top 200 players don’t give a fuck who we are, Blossom. They just want to win.”
Blossom frowned but nodded her head in understanding. “Okay. Fair point. I retract my suggestion.”
“We can keep it in our back pocket,” Mamba giggled. “If a random game is going badly, we can always—”
“No,” Pinky said.
“Relax, Peachy Keen, I’m only joking.”
“Well, I’m not,” Pinky countered. “I didn’t work as hard as I did to be a top player only to win simply because people are starstruck around me. There’s no honor in that.”
Tahini took a sip from her latte. “I agree. If we’re going to play, we should play honestly. If we use dirty tricks, people will figure it out eventually. Do you want that associated with your name, Blossom?”
The flower sprite shook her head, her vines flailing wildly. “No. I just want pots, Brock, and big titties associated with my name.”
“Well, you’re two thirds of the way there,” Eppy commented.
Pinky swatted the back of Eppy’s head the second Blossom’s lip jutted out to pout. “That was mean,” the plant girl whimpered.
Spinella sighed suddenly and slouched in her seat on the couch. Pinky turned her attention to her in response. “So, Spinella—how was that for you? Having a team behind you?”
“It was…kinda nice,” she admitted. “I could get used to it, b-but…I’m still really nervous.” Her spider legs drew in tighter behind her back, betraying the severe degree of her shyness.
“No need to be nervous, Spinny,” Mamba assured her. “You did great. You definitely carried your weight.”
“She’s pretty light,” Blossom noted. “Doesn’t take much.”
Just then, though, the door to Tahini’s room opened, and everyone squinted to see what was going on. It was Brock, who had apparently solarported into the house without anyone even noticing. “Hey, Tahini,” he said, waving. “You busy?”
“Huh? We’re training, babe,” Tahini replied. “What’s up?”
“I just got a call from the post office and rushed home to tell you. They’re finally releasing your computer parts. Did you want to go with me to pick them up?”
Tahini shot out of her chair and threw on her jacket so fast that even Brock seemed stunned.
“Don’t forget to turn off your camera and leave the call, Tahini, sweety!” Satina called out.
“Oh, right! Yeah, I’ll be going, girls. Satina, are you done with your donuts?”
“Yep, just finished. I’ll take over for you in the next match. Good luck!” 
“Good luck, Tahini!” Pinky shouted too.
“I have no idea what we’re talking about!” Blossom chimed in using the same tone. “Brocky, before you go, do you wanna give me some kisses and see how damp it makes me for you?”
Brock blinked into the camera and glanced over at the catgirl. “I mean—we’re not in a super big hurry—”
“No,” Tahini muttered.
Brock let out a defeated sigh. “In a bit, babe. See you all soon.”




Chapter 1 - Computer Stuff


[image: image-placeholder]
“Can’t we just use our powers to get there faster next time?” Tahini whined as we pulled out of the driveway. 
I chuckled at first but firmly shook my head. “Negative on that one. I can’t tell you how much I’ve started to appreciate these drives lately.”
Tahini cocked her head as she thumbed at her phone. “Why’s that?”
It took me a minute to put it into words. “Well. Okay, so, compared to the average denizen of Meteoropolis, my power scaling is entirely abnormal, right?”
“Right,” Tahini agreed. “Even compared to me. It’s fucking nutty, babe.”
“Yeah. So—driving is therapeutic in a way. The city feels so claustrophobic lately, knowing I could just, like, solarport anywhere I want to in less than a second. And knowing, of course, that if I took on my full-ass Solar Dragon form that I could…well, occupy a huge chunk of the city all at once.”
“You are a big boy in that form,” she agreed, looking up at me. “I guess I see your point. So this makes you feel—what…human?”
“Not even that.” I laughed at myself as I tried to figure out a way to describe the odd concept. “It’s just—it slows me down. In a world where I could simply be wherever I want to be at any given time, I feel pretty trapped. A big fish in a small pond. If I force myself to act human, it’s easier to forget that feeling, you know?”
“Trapped?” she murmured nervously. “You feel trapped?”
I furrowed my brows and shook my head. “Don’t take it the wrong way. That sounds way worse than I meant it. I’m happy, so don’t even worry about it. But…well, let’s just say I need these moments of quiet. If I can just bang-bang-bang—” I snapped my fingers to illustrate the point, “and be wherever I want, whenever I want, and be powerful and famous enough to get whatever I want anytime…life gets to be a bit of a joke. You know?”
Tahini sighed. “Sounds lonely at the top, big fella.”
“Lonely isn’t the word.” I took one hand off the steering wheel and rested it on her knee. “I’m never alone, nor do I feel isolated or unhappy. It’s just—honestly, I think that my spectrum of feelings and wants is different now. Not sure it can be put into humanoid language exactly.”
The catgirl laughed at me as she set her phone down and adjusted her headband. “Oh, wow, Mr. Bigshot Cosmically Significant Dragon’s complex emotions can’t be put into words?” She said it in a baby voice, and I grumbled a bit until she pecked me on the cheek. “You’re still an adorable muscle-muffin to me.”
“That’s a comfort at least,” I answered with a laugh.
The drive to the post office wasn’t long. In fact, we could have simply walked, but I preferred the experience of driving at this point. The earthy road of our neighborhood bumped and rumbled underneath the wheels of my car, with wooden plank sidewalks lining the streets like the walkways in an arboretum or well-maintained forest path. A delightful variety of halfling holes, log cabins, moss-covered cottages, and houses built around cave mouths made up each block. Off behind them, you could see backyards, some fenced in, some not. You could also make out other houses on the opposite end of the block and, further in the distance, tall skyscrapers with elven architectural sensibilities.
The Sylvan District, as fantastical as it was, was home. It felt like home—every part of it. I had grown to love this city that had given me so much. Every gnoll or goblin street vendor, every seedy-looking dark elven potion salesman waiting in alleys with wares packed into a gray trenchcoat, every orc walking his randy horned pooch—it was my district. My home.
“What are you thinking about with that big dumb smirk, big guy?” Tahini asked as she leaned against my shoulder.
I put one arm around her and hugged her close for just a second as the post office came into view. “Just thinking about boobs.”
“Blossom has been rubbing off on you,” she giggled.
“Blossom rubs herself off on me every chance she gets.”
“That’s…very true but not what I meant.”
We parked in the parking lot of the post office, which was a pretty nondescript log-based structure that seemed improbably tall for its building material. We headed inside without many more words spoken, and next thing I knew we were waiting in line.
A few people recognized us, which was starting to become unavoidable, especially in our own neighborhood. We politely greeted them, but Tahini was even more shy about being noticed than I was. She tried to hide behind me, which must have looked incredibly cute from the perspective of everyone else given just how much I towered over her.
After we took a few selfies with some Dream Girls fans and one person who recognized me for being a local hero, it was finally our turn to be served. A woman who seemed to be the humanoid equivalent of an owlbear was standing imperiously behind the desk, looking at me through ovular silver-framed spectacles.
“What do you need?” she asked.
Straight to the point then, I thought. Fair enough.
Tahini stepped in front of me and waved her ID in the woman’s face. “Hi! I’m Tahini Go’Urden and I’m here to pick up a package that’s been delayed for a couple of weeks now due to a police investigation. But it’s been approved, so here I am.”
The woman arched a brow at us and checked Tahini’s ID. “I see. Let me just type your number in the system.”
She did so, tapping on the keys with the sort of efficiency one gets from working in a job like hers for years and years. Having been a junior high English teacher, I once was pretty skilled with data entry myself. Nowadays, as a godlike solar dragon masquerading in a human magic-morph, I wondered if I could even measure up to the likes of her anymore.
The woman coughed into her sleeve a couple of times before looking up at me, and then down to Tahini. “It says here that the package in question contains umm…extralegal Old Earth paraphernalia.”
“What the hell does extralegal even mean in this circumstance?” Tahini grumbled. “Yes, it has Old Earth computer parts. They aren’t illegal.”
“But they are on the list of materials that could be confiscated by law enforcement without warrant or due process.”
The catgirl’s ears and tails went taut. “I was told my package was ready for pickup.”
“It is,” the woman confirmed, which made me relax a bit. Tahini still seemed tense though, and I guessed she knew what was coming. “There is some paperwork you need to go through, first.”
Tahini whimpered under her breath and nodded, reaching her hand out expectantly. Rather than instantly cough up the forms, the woman left Tahini hanging and actually excused herself to the printer behind her.
I looked down at Tahini and forced a smile. “Not much longer now.”
“We’ll see about that.” Her accompanying groan told me that I probably shouldn’t be optimistic about my assumption.
About three minutes later, the owlbear lady returned to us with a stack of papers that was nothing short of offensive just to look at. “Waivers, guarantees of contents, stuff like that. Fill these out and then grab another number and we’ll get you sorted, sweetheart.”
“Thanks.” It was the most dejected offer of thanks I’d ever heard in my life.
We snagged a standing desk in the corner and got to work. “Can you write super-fast by chance?” Tahini asked me. “Like, at the speed of light?”
“I mean—maybe slightly faster than normal? But my handwriting in Elven is—”
“Horrendous, I know,” she groaned. “Maybe you could, like, fill out our address on each of the papers if you don’t mind?”
“You got it.”
It took us the better part of two hours, but we made it through the pile of documents. After that, we snagged a new number from the ticketing machine by the front door and waited another hour for our turn at the desk.
“We’re back!” Tahini declared as she grinned at the same owlbear woman who’d helped us earlier. “Let’s hurry this up because I have to pee.”
“This is going to take a while, sweety,” she cautioned us. “I need to go over these and stamp each form once I’m sure there’s no mistake. If there are any errors or illegible spots, you’ll have to write that form again.”
Tahini’s brow twitched and she balled her hands into indignant little fists, the fur on her ears and tail standing on end. “This is basically terrorism,” she hissed.
“Don’t say that word in a post office, babe,” I chuckled nervously.
After another thirty minutes, I received the package at last while Tahini ran across the street to use the Dragon’s Breath diner’s restroom. I loaded the big cardboard box into the backseat of my car, then got inside the driver’s seat and waited. Pumping up the jams on the radio, I closed my eyes and rested.
Soon, Tahini was banging on the window to the passenger seat. “It’s unlocked,” I said.
“No, it isn’t!” she replied.
I looked at the door and confirmed that she was correct. With a quick click, I rectified that, and she slammed her pert little backside onto the cushion. With wide eyes, she turned all the way around and stared at her package. “Oh thank the gods,” she murmured. “Thank Bast and the Elloway both. We finally got it, and I just peed, and all is right.”
I snorted out a quiet laugh as I started up the engine. “Let’s get this bad boy home and unpack it, then. What do you say?”
She kissed me on the cheek and buckled her seat belt. “Hell yeah, big guy. Vroom vroom.”
[image: image-placeholder]As we walked back into the house mere minutes later, Eppy was sitting on the kitchen counter licking a knife. “Hey, Eppy,” I said. “What did you just eat?”
“Eat?” she asked, getting up off the counter.
“You were licking the knife clean,” I clarified.
Tahini slapped me on the ass and took the box from me. “I’ll be in my room. See you in a few?”
“Yeah,” I confirmed, then turned my attention back to Eppy.
She just blushed. “Oh—I didn’t eat anything, silly. I was just thinking about you.”
“So you…licked the knife.”
Eppy nodded and sauntered over to me with a sexy swagger, holding up the blade. “I don’t think it’s sharp enough to pierce your tough dragon flesh, but a girl can dream.”
At that moment Spinella decided to make her presence known. “Did you know she can tell the taste of my blood from Mamba’s, Pinky’s, and Tahini’s? It’s super cool!”
“Just what the fuck do you girls get up to when I’m not around?” I grunted, hesitantly kissing Eppy on the cheek. “Chicks are weird.”
Eppy opened up her bathrobe and showed me every perfect inch of what she was working with. “Say that again, lover boy.”
Blossom hopped into the room, her feet snugly rooted into her pot, scattering dirt everywhere. “Oo! Elf tiddy! And Brocky! Two of my favorite things!”
“We will…continue this discussion soon,” I muttered, staring at Eppy’s glorious physique. “I’m still not done helping Tahini with her computer stuff.”
Spinella sighed, her spider legs folding behind her back as she sank into the couch and fixed her eyes back on the TV screen. “There is a baffling amount of casual nudity in this Streamer House.”
“We’re very comfortable with each other,” Eppy giggled. But then she turned her gaze on Blossom as she hopped over to the couch. “Hey, flower girl. Get your ass out of that pot and vacuum the carpet right now.”
“Make me, princess,” Blossom fired back, sticking out her tongue as she sat on the couch next to Spinella.
Eppy snarled at the flower sprite for a second, then looked up at me. “We’ll resume this later indeed.” She stomped out of the room, shouting at the top of her lungs, “Pinky! Where did you put my vacuum cleaner?!”
I chuckled as Pinky’s voice came back to us from another room. “It’s in the closet by the bathroom!”
“No, that’s your favorite vacuum. Where’s mine?! The golden-colored one with the tube?”
I took the opportunity to excuse myself and slipped into Tahini’s bedroom to find her already unloading the box onto the floor. She beamed up at me, her tail swaying sweetly as she adjusted her glasses. “There’s my big boy. Took you long enough.”
“You could have waited like five seconds or just told them I had to come with you,” I chuckled.
“Sorry—I was impatient. Look—is everything here?”
I studied the contents of the box carefully, removing the plastic wrapping as I looked over it all. “Yeah,” I confirmed. “Looks more or less in order. Don’t see any obvious flaws, either.”
“So,” Tahini grunted, “Before we build it, manage my expectations. What do I need to consider?”
I stroked my chin as I thought about that. It was a good question and one I’d considered about a fair bit myself. “You’ll need to match the voltage this thing needs. Don’t go under it, and certainly don’t go too far over it. Also, even though the parts look good, they’re millions of years old so—”
“Technically, no, they aren’t,” she corrected me. “These pieces were scavenged by Time Rifters.”
“Time Rifters?” I repeated. “What’s that?”
“Those who mine dead universes for artifacts. Rumor has it that some of these are from the collapsed ruins of the Elloway Himself’s original universe.”
My brows raised with interest. “Cool. Well, then there is also a distinct possibility that these parts may not be compatible because they’re from alternate realities, right?”
“Usually that’s not an issue, but yeah,” she agreed.
I nodded as I looked over the materials in front of us. They were scattered all across the carpet now, arranged very gingerly by Tahini. “There’s also the question of limitations. The software on those systems won’t really be useful here. The text won’t be legible to you. Nothing will be compatible with your own computing systems.”
Tahini sighed. “I’ve prepared myself for that. But I think you’re wrong. I think there’s a way—with some work, anyway. I think I can get Meteoropolis software running on Old Earth hardware.”
“Well, that’d be something,” I chuckled. “I’m rooting for you. Now—shall we begin?”
With a big grin, the catgirl got to work with me. First, I organized the pieces in groups based on the hierarchy of what connected to what. As I started fitting everything into place, though, Tahini got to work on her own computer.
“What are you doing?”
“I’m calculating the wattage I need to output to keep this thing going,” she explained. She reached into a drawer and pulled something out. It looked like a power adapter. “I bought this from a guy on Goblin Street. It’s supposedly a universal adapter that can connect different Old Earth power cables into Meteoropolis outlets. The issue is that you have to plug a Meteoropolis computer cable into the side of it to program it from your computer or hacking device to tell it how much power to output.
“Got it,” I said. “Well, make sure you get the calculation just right then.” I pointed out the spot on the power supply that said how much power the computer needed, and she typed that into her conversion system. After that, it was a simple matter to resolve.
Once it was constructed, we hooked everything up and powered the thing on. For a moment, the light didn’t go on, and I could practically see Tahini’s heart breaking right in front of me. Thankfully, I tried again, pressing a bit harder this time, and the green power indicator lit up at last.
Tahini jumped up and down several times before hopping in my lap, straddling me. “Muah! Muah!” she loudly said each time she kissed me. “My hero!”
I gave her a few kisses back in the interest of reciprocity, causing her to purr amorously in my lap. “Windows Vista,” I chuckled, pointing at the monitor.
“Huh?”
“That’s the operating system. “Windows Vista.”
“That shit doesn’t matter,” she said. “I’m going to be installing my own secret sauce once I get my machine hooked up to this and figure out its secrets.”
I wiggled my eyebrows. “Secret sauce, you say? I think I have a little of that.”
“Oh, for sure!” she squealed, wrapping me up in another kiss. “But not right now. Later tonight, after I’ve had some time to fiddle with it. Then I’ll…fiddle with you. All six of me. I’ll give you the royal treatment.”
“I’ll look forward to it.”
“And—uh—if you want, you could ask if Blossom wants to join in too.”
I quirked a brow. “Any specific reason why?”
“I heard that she leaks that love nectar stuff from her boobs when you make her…you know. And I wanted to taste it.”
My eyes widened. “I will make this happen for you.”
She giggled at that and swatted my arm playfully. “Okay. Anyway—unless you want to watch me go full hacker-nerd on your Old Earth tech, you can go hang with the other girls now.”
I checked my phone as Tahini finally crawled out of my lap. “I think Hephi wanted to see me when she gets off work with your dad. I’ll give her a call and see what’s up.”
“Sounds good,” she replied. “Oh—and one more thing, big guy?”
“Yeah?”
“I’m—I’m fertile today so…I’ll leave the choice of where you want to nut up to you.”
I blinked. “Did your father put you up to this?”
“Maybe.”




Chapter 2 - Dragonkind Donuts


I exited Tahini’s bedroom and wound up right back in the living room and kitchen area that I’d come from. “Back already, Brocky?” Blossom asked with sugary sweetness. 
“Yeah. I’m about to call Hephi back, but I’m here.”
“Do you mind if I give you some gentle kisses while you’re on the phone?”
I smirked at her and cocked my head. “I feel like that might be a little distracting.”
“I said they’d be gentle.”
“If you’re going to play with him while he’s on the phone, then we’re all entitled to,” Eppy said as she ominously flipped her favorite kitchen knife between her digits. “That’s literally rule 83 in this household.”
I blinked and cocked a brow as my eyes drifted toward the list of household rules on the fridge. Sure enough, there in an italicized font, was rule 83: “If you try to sexually tantalize Brock while he’s on the phone or similarly preoccupied, you must accept that this counts as Publicly Available Brock Hours (PABH) and therefore you have no exclusivity rights.”
“Hephi’s influence over house etiquette has really been impressive,” I muttered. “Speaking of which, let me make this call.”
I sat down on the couch between Blossom and Eppy. Neither of them got particularly out of control, but Blossom nuzzled her face against my bicep and blinked lightly, giving my skin butterfly kisses with her lashes. Eppy, meanwhile, ghosted her nails down the side of my neck as I dialed Hephi’s number.
Hephi’s phone rang, and I waited for her to pick it up. After about three rings, I heard her voice. “Hello, Brock. I’m finishing up here. Sorry I’m late. Did you get my messages?”
“Something about the new City Councilman?” I mumbled as Blossom adventurously placed a hand on my inner thigh.
“Yes, Councilman Eldritch. He’s the first Xeno Councilman in the Sylvan District. He wants to meet with you.”
I squinted, my eyes narrowing in befuddlement. “Huh? He wants to meet with me?”
“That’s what I just said, yes.”
“About what?”
“I don’t think it’s that surprising, for the record,” she went on. I could hear her packing up her bags and stacking papers in the background, and I could almost see her in my mind. “You’re a former hero and public figure. You and the Dream Girls are on record criticizing the previous administration—which ended badly. Either he wants to pick your brain or to earn your support. That might win him an easier transition to power and some early public trust.”
“I suppose,” I muttered. “Brock isn’t that important, though.”
She giggled into the phone—a rare and fun sound. “You’re speaking in the third person.”
“Well, yes. But I mean—Brock isn’t important in comparison to my other persona. If he were reaching out to Solaris, that I’d understand.”
“Solaris is seen as more like a god now than a hero,” Hephi replied frankly. “Might as well book a meeting with the Elloway.”
“Am I on that level?”
Hephi scoffed. “Not sure how the hell I should know. In any case, Brock, I scheduled a meeting with him for this afternoon, so I’m glad you’re calling now.”
“That’s a little sudden,” I noted.
“The only thing you have going on in your life that I feel bad for interrupting is the 5-on-1s. This is the middle of the damn day, so you can make it.”
I couldn’t stop myself from correcting the record here. I cleared my throat and responded. “Now with Eppy they’re 6-on-1s. And when Tahini is feeling zesty it’s 11-on-1s. Those are still a bit of a puzzle for me.”
“Brock, how the—how does that even work!” 
“Honestly, I couldn’t tell you. It’s just something you gotta be there for.”
“Well, be there for the damn meeting. It’s at four o’clock in the Dragonkind Donuts on the far end of Goblin Street. Walking distance if you want. Or you could—” she started whispering as she was still at work, “solarport.”
“I’ll drive. But Dragonkind Donuts? Don’t we have a sponsorship with Darkling? Will that be an issue if I get seen?”
“Darkling banned you from the three branches closest to our house. I’m pretty sure that technically violated their contract with us. As far as I’m concerned, we’re in the market for a new donut sponsor.”
I laughed at that. “That’s fair, but petty. I like it. Anything else?”
“Not much except for Pinky’s pregnancy thing with Luna and Quinny.”
I scarcely registered that as I was focused on the road. “Mmhmm. Anyway, I’ll be at Dragonkind on time. How will I know him when I see him?”
She swallowed audibly. “Uhh. You’ll know him.”
[image: image-placeholder]Yeah, she was right. I strolled in through the automatic glass door of Dragonkind Donuts on Goblin Street at 3:59 PM—technically early. My eyes scanned the room and landed on a quivering puddle of purple flesh—well, more of a mound than a puddle. It wasn’t entirely featureless. It had some hairs growing out of it and about a hundred eyes or so, all different colors and types. In addition to the eyes were many maws, mostly human-looking, though a few were decidedly bestial.
A shoggoth. The councilman was a sapient shoggoth. With my expectations already shattered into a million jagged pieces, I shrugged my shoulders and walked over to the table where the mound of flesh was undulating, leaning into a pink sprinkled donut, pulling it into one of its many mouths with some black viscous tendrils.
“Umm. Good afternoon, City Councilman.”
“Mr. Clayton. Pleasure to meet you,” he writhed.
“Same to you. My assistant said you wanted to meet. What’s on your mind?”
“A lot,” he squished, his voice coming from no particular mouth as far as I could tell. “As you can probably guess, I’m getting pretty anxious about my new job.”
“Why’s that?”
“Well,” he glug-glugged, “frankly, my predecessor died either by suicide or assassination. Seems…pretty stressful.”
I furrowed my brow. “Yeah, I can see that.”
“Did you want a donut or a drink? It’s on me.”
“I’ll take a plain donut and black coffee, if that’s alright.”
“Cheapest items on the menu, you bet it’s alright,” he glurked.
The City Councilman gestured over to a rather chesty lamia girl who was behind the counter. “Is this that kind of restaurant?” I asked. “Shouldn’t we go up to the counter ourselves?”
“Oh—I suppose you’re right. I’m sticking to the seat here, so why don’t you handle that and tell them to charge it to my tab.”
Floored by the revelation that a donut shop kept a tab open for the new City Councilman, I rose slowly and walked over to the counter. “Black coffee and plain donut.”
The lamia girl rolled her eyes without looking at me. “Sure.”
“Charge it to Mr. Eldritch’s tab.”
“Sure.” After two rude single-word replies in a row, I took note of the girl. She was probably about twenty-five years old, give or take, and had long, green hair that hung down to her waist in ribboned pigtails. Her eyes were big and pretty, with distinctive red irises and reptilian pupils, but there were some slight bags of tiredness underneath them. Her body was built pretty damn thick, which I understood was the norm for adult lamia women, as they invariably had huge, powerful tails. Peeking behind the counter, I could see that the tail alone was probably an additional twenty feet long, extending from her humanoid torso.
Arching an eyebrow, I left the lamia at the counter and walked cautiously back to my seat. “Okay,” I muttered as I sat down with Mr. Eldritch. “Cool. She’s lovable.”
“No, she isn’t. Horrible service. Anyway, Mr. Clayton, we need to talk.”
“So I gather.”
“Well,” he gooped, squish-squishing quietly as his many eyes darted every which way, “I’ll cut to the chase. I’m going to be canceling the superhero ban, but I am not sure that’s going far enough. We need to create some legal protections for approved superheroes as well. Commissioner Go’Urden and Hephimila have been sharing the importance of this with me.”
“And you’re up for it?” I asked.
He nodded. “I want you to be one of the approved heroes. Having your support right out of the gate will grant me some political capital. And having your support is very important to Go’Urden, whose approval I’ll need more than anyone else’s.”
“Aww. that’s sweet of him,” I chuckled.
At about that moment, the lamia girl slithered around the counter and came to drop off my donut and coffee. “Here you go,” she grumbled, smacking it down on the table, her eyes locked on the TV in the corner.
I checked out her name tag. “Thanks, Opal.”
Finally she bothered to look over at me, and we made eye contact. “Sweet Serpentina! You’re Brock Clayton!”
The shoggoth in front of me chuckled. “Yes, this is the hero of Meteor Park. He—”
“Huh?! No, that’s someone else. This guy’s nailing all the Dream Girls!”
Even though my heart was a solar furnace of primordial magic power, I still felt myself blush. “Uhh. We’re in the middle of something.”
“Man, if I could be a fly on that wall,” she mumbled to herself, slowly slithering away. “Dude must be a freaking king.”
“Sorry about that,” I grunted.
“Quite alright. Let me lay my plans out for you, and you tell me what you think.”
“Go for it,” I said, “but keep in mind I’m not a political scientist or a public relations expert.”
“Neither am I,” he grunted. “Essentially, my plan can be baked down into two parts—One, I’m going to reinstate superheroes and offer legal protections to you, Solaris, and Copycat. Any new heroes will have to prove themselves or register in advance and pass several tests with the new Office for Hero Relations, which Hephi will be heading up under Commissioner Go’Urden’s supervision.”
I nodded keenly, leaning forward on my elbows. “Councilman, you had my interest, and now you have my undivided attention. Go on.”
“After that, well—at the same time as that, I’ll be organizing a strike force designed to hunt down the remaining members of the Void Cartel. We are trying to reach out to Prophet, the hacker that put out the Prophet Dossier last year. Aside from that individual, only Commissioner Go’Urden is a confirmed member on that panel at the moment. We need to go through a rigorous vetting process for other members.”
“Understandably so,” I agreed. “Any idea what that will entail, though?”
“Not a one, sadly. I’ll leave that up to the Commissioner.”
“Fair enough. Go on.”
The shoggoth poured out his latte onto the heaping mass of flesh that was his body, and most of it did end up in one mouth or another. “Well—that’s more or less the plan. Other City Councilors are focused on other issues. Councilman White was focused on law enforcement and city security, so that’s what I see as the void I need to fill.”
I nodded my agreement. “That makes sense. Don’t overextend yourself. But—you have to be aware that you’ll be a target.”
“I know,” he rumbled. “I’m aware that the dozens, hundreds, or thousands of Void Cartel members that remain in Meteoropolis will see me as public enemy number one. I just hope I have the courage to follow through and do what I know is right. But Brock, the real reason I invited you here is to ask you a single question.”
I leaned back in my chair and sipped my coffee. “Shoot me with it, then.”
“What if I’m wrong about you? What if I’m wrong about Solaris and Copycat as well, and you turn out to be the villains or dangers that Councilman White imagined you to be?”
My mouth opened, but no sound came out for a few seconds. Finally, I forced myself to speak. “Honestly, I don’t think there’s anything we can do short of magic to prove my intentions to you, and that’s illegal. You’re right to be cautious, though. I would be if I were in your shoes—well, your…your…p-puddle, I guess.”
“I appreciate your candor, Mr. Clayton, I really do. I told myself before I came here that that was precisely the kind of answer I would accept for now—if you tried too hard to convince me, frankly I would have been suspicious. However, it’s Go’Urden’s endorsement that has me trusting you, if I have to be honest.”
I downed the rest of my coffee and slammed the paper cup back on the table. With a single chomp, I took most of the donut into my mouth and swallowed it fast. “So, anything else I can do for you? I imagine we should probably exchange contact information.”
“Hephi has my contact information. You can get it all from her if needed, or schedule follow-up appointments through her.”
I nodded and wiped my mouth with a napkin. “Great.”
“I do have one more question, if it’s alright,” the City Councilman murmured sheepishly, splish-squishing in his seat.
“Knock yourself out.”
“Uh. Who are the Dream Girls?”
[image: image-placeholder]I drove home, making sure to buy one donut of each kind for Satina so she could sample them. If Hephi was right and it was time for us to branch out and explore other donut horizons, then Satina would be the seal of approval I would need to secure.
“It’s a bit drier than Darkling’s, but that’s not inherently a bad thing,” Satina noted. “I give it points for mouth feel once you start chewing, but the initial first impression is…a bit underwhelming. Keep in mind this only applies to the typical sponge donut. I imagine that this texture will pair nicely with filling.”
“Cool,” I grunted. “Well, let me know what you think when you’ve gone through one of each.”
“I’ll make my way through every donut by the time you and Pinky get back from your appointment and give you a report,” Satina said, scarfing down another.
“There are twenty-two donuts here,” I reminded her. “You can take a few days.”
Satina giggled with musical sweetness. “That won’t be necessary. I only had two lunches today, so I’m pretty hungry anyway.”
“Right,” I said. “Silly me. What was I thinking?”
Suddenly I felt a buzz on my phone. I fished it out of my pocket and squinted at the message from Dr. Luna on my screen.
> My assistant is here now. I hired her specifically for Pinky so you’d better not be late.
I laughed to myself and texted a quick reply.
> We’ll be on our way soon.
“Ugh. Do you have to take Pinky with you?” Eppy moaned. “That means I have to get sucked up back into her head.”
“That’s just the way it is, babe,” I sighed. “You should be grateful you get as much free reign as you do, right? For someone who has attempted murder multiple times, and is a Splice Partner who, by rights, should be bound to their host’s body all the time, you live quite a privilege-filled existence.”
“I’ll forgive you if you fill my existence up tonight.”
I smirked at her. “I already promised Tahini tonight.”
“What?! Did she preschedule that?! The rules say—”
“Pinky!” I shouted with a hand to my mouth, “It’s time to go! We have your pregnancy checkup!”
“I’m coming!”
Eppy frowned. “That’s what you should be making me do.”
“All in good time,” I promised. “A very good time.”




Chapter 3 - The New Nurse


“I’m so glad Dr. Luna hired Nurse Quinny,” Pinky sighed happily as we strode up to the front door of his lab near Meteor Park. 
“Well, he’s not really a medical doctor, so he couldn’t do your checkups himself,” I said. “He can analyze genes like a pro, but yeah. He’s not fit for handling patients. His bedside manner is notoriously bad.”
“Wow, what a nice time for me to check my intercom,” the Capsule Doctor’s voice came through the speaker next to the door. “Come in, come in, make your way through the corridor and don’t forget to dodge the lump of my bruised ego lying on the floor.”
Pinky frowned, but I laughed and pushed the now-unlocked doors open. We made our way through the dark hallway until we finally reached Dr. Luna’s lab.
The room was just as I remembered it—absolutely full of capsules, some occupied, with tubing running across the floor. A drop-down monitor raised back up into the ceiling as Dr. Luna turned around to greet us.
He smiled warmly at Pinky, his wrinkly grin illuminated by the neon lights from the machines around him. Then his face sank with performative intention as he saw me. “Ah, Brock and Pinky. I’m glad that one of you made it. Brock, no one would have complained if you sat this one out.”
“I would have,” Pinky giggled. “It’s good to see you, Doctor.”
“Are we still on for game night?” I asked, jabbing him in the shoulder.”
“Only if Jasper and Go’Urden can make it. And tell Jasper no milfs. Unless they make that chip dip again.”
“Even then,” I muttered, shaking my head. “We always have to censor ourselves too much around them.”
Pinky quirked a brow and looked over at me curiously. “Do you censor yourself in front of me and the girls?”
“Uh. No?” I said, shifting anxiously.
Dr. Luna stepped forward and gestured to a pair of improvised seats that formed behind us out of some of the strange tubing running along the floor. “Have a seat. Let me text Quinny and I’m sure she’ll be with us in just a moment.”
I felt Pinky Peach’s stare bearing down on me, but I tried to ignore it. After a few seconds, she let it go and lightly grabbed my fingers. “I’m kind of nervous,” she said, rubbing her very clear and present baby bump.
“Why’s that?” I asked. “Do you think it’s unhealthy? Last checkup seemed fine.”
“No, no, it’s not that,” the unicorn girl muttered. “I just... I can’t help but feel like I’m going to pop anytime now, you know?”
I nodded. “I get what you mean. You’re definitely hitting the ‘super pregnant’ part of your journey. But you aren’t taking it alone.”
“It’s just—I never even particularly wanted to have a kid,” she sighed. Before I could say anything, she squeezed my hand and smiled. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m happy to have yours. And as leader of the Dream Girls, it’s only right that you knocked me up first. In fact, you should probably keep the trend going and knock the rest up in chronological order of their moving in with us.”
“So Blossom would be next,” I muttered. “I am not sure she’s ready for motherhood.”
Pinky laughed at the notion. “I’m not sure any of us are ready for Blossom’s motherhood. But she does want it.”
“Does she?” It was the first time I heard about it.
Pinky nodded. “The other day she was rubbing my belly while I was trying to take a nap. When I asked her why she was doing that, she squeaked back to me that she had ‘the worst fuggin’ baby fever imaginable.”
I couldn’t hold in a snorting laugh at the thought of it. The image of Blossom doing that was far funnier to me than it was worrisome. “Well, I think going forward we have to have more serious conversations about this. But Tahini just told me she is ready for kids in her way, too. And—”
“Satina grows less patient every day,” Pinky giggled. “That’s a time bomb waiting to explode. If she’s not pregnant by the time this baby is born, I suspect we may see a very different, very aggressive side of her come out.”
I blinked a few times as I tried to summon that image up in my head. I didn’t hate the implications. “Still. I know we’re doing well financially, but everyone having kids at the same time? That seems...like it needs some forethought.”
“Hey, I’m not the one who blew my load inside a fertile unicorn pussy unprotected,” Pinky chuckled.
I couldn’t stop myself from rolling my eyes. “Please, I tried so hard, but you had to be sooo persistent.”
Dr. Luna cleared his throat, suddenly reminding us that we weren’t alone. He had slipped behind us to text Nurse Quinny, and Pinky and I had gotten so into our conversation that we had let our speaking volumes get a few levels too loud. “Yes, well, that’s a fun conversation, but I’d like to let you know that Nurse Quinny is on the way, and if you’re really considering even more babies, you may want to let her know that fertility coaching for the other girls might be necessary.”
Pinky Peach’s cheeks were just about as pink as her hair. “I—I’m so sorry, Dr. Luna, that was really inappropriate of us to—”
“No apology needed. Just—hmm. I simply don’t know what to say.”
We spent the next few seconds in silence, and then the next few minutes talking about what we had been up to in recent weeks until Nurse Quinny finally darted through the door.
She was a pretty young dark elf with gray skin, white hair and a petite body, but was surprisingly tall. She was wearing a lab coat that had a few buttons left undone while she ran into the room, and she frantically tried to button the rest as she made her way over to us.
“I’m so sorry! I should have been waiting in here for you! Please forgive me! I offer my blood to the Spider Goddess as penance!” She withdrew a ritual dagger from her lab coat pocket and raised it in the air.
“There’s no need for that,” I grunted, rushing to stop her. I grabbed her by the wrist while Dr. Luna picked up a newspaper and rolled it up nice and tight. As I let go of the dark elf nurse, Dr. Luna tapped her on the forehead with the newspaper.
“There, let that be your penance. If I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a thousand times—stop trying to find reasons to offer your blood to Loltaka.”
“B-b-but it’s so...it’s so fun,” she sighed. With a defeated pout, she gestured to Pinky to join her. The unicorn girl shot me a nervous look as the dark elf escorted her to the other side of the room. Quinny then hooked Pinky up to some machinery and did something like a magically enhanced ultrasound. It was always amusing to watch, and it involved a metal implement that looked something like a tuning fork or a dousing rod that threw up a colorful but fuzzy image on every screen in the room.
Nurse Quinny worked at an incredible speed, but with an obvious attention to detail and gentle care. Her hands moved with grace and skill, her voice soft and reassuring as she explained every step of the process to Pinky in layman’s terms as though it was her first time. Finally, I could see that Pinky’s earlier nerves had flown away and now she was in complete sync with the young nurse.
“There, Miss Peach, do you see that?” she said as she pointed at the closest monitor to them. Dr. Luna and I crowded around as well. “That little shape there is your baby. Although I don’t have a lot of documentation for unicorn-elf hybrid childbirth experiences, I can tell you probably have just a month or two left before this baby wants out.”
Pinky actually gasped. “A month or two?! That soon?”
“Could be sooner, I guess, but not later. Look! You see that little nub there? That’s the horn!”
“Wow!” Pinky’s voice was suddenly flooded with emotion, and she gestured for me to come closer. I grabbed hold of her hand and smiled. “Look, baby! The baby has a horn already!”
“Did you two know the sex of the baby?” Quinny asked carefully. “Would you prefer I not say?”
Pinky Peach laughed. “Unicorns with horns are girls. If they don’t have horns, they’ll be mistaken for horses their whole lives. So this is a girl.”
She squeezed my hand again, but I was stunned at that revelation. I was going to have a daughter.
Suddenly Quinny’s face twisted with something that read like confusion. Then it morphed again into a mask of terror. “And—umm, there’s some other stuff here, too. I—hang on a minute. Dr. Luna, can I speak with you privately?”
Dr. Luna cleared his throat and stood up straight, clearly caught by surprise at the sudden request. “Certainly. One moment Brock, one moment Pinky.”
We watched them step outside the room, and Pinky’s eyes went wide with alarm. “Oh no! There’s something wrong with the baby!”
I shook my head. “Relax. It might not be that.” I said as much, but in truth my heart was beating out of control at the moment, just as afraid as she was of what Quinny’s sudden panic meant.
We didn’t have to wait long to find out, in any case. Just a few seconds later, Quinny and Dr. Luna were back in the room. “I—uhh—I apologize for my sudden outburst,” Quinny offered.
“What was that about?” I asked. “You scared us there.”
“Again, I’m really sorry,” she gushed—then out came the ritual dagger once more. “Please allow me to offer my blood to the Spider Goddess as punishment, so that I may be worthy to—”
“No,” I grunted. “Just tell us what’s going on.”
“Yeah,” Pinky huffed. “I’m freaking out here. Is my baby okay or not?”
“Your baby is fine,” she said as Dr. Luna wrestled the dagger out of her hands. “I just—well. Hmm. How do I say this?”
“Just say it. They’ll know what it means even if you don’t.”
“Well, the baby’s dad doesn’t seem to be you, Brock.”
“Huh?” I grunted.
“Huh?!” Pinky shouted. “What the fuck are you saying, you bitch?!”
Dr. Luna raised a hand to calm us down. “She says that the baby’s father appears to be a dragon of some kind.”
Pinky and I made eye contact as it all made sense. “Ohhhh. Yeah, yeah totally,” Pinky said.
“Right. Yep. Okay, gotcha.”
“Aren’t you surprised?!” the dark elf shrieked at me. “Is this...wait, why...You were shocked when I said you weren’t the father, but now that I say it’s a dragon—”
“Let’s move it along, Quinny, we don’t have all day,” Dr. Luna murmured, rolling his eyes.
“Right. Well. I see dragon wings and a dragon tail emerging from the baby. It still has your hooves, Pinky, and your horn, of course. But it’s not...it’s neither pure unicorn girl nor half-elf, which would have been the expected outcomes with a human father.”
Dr. Luna looked at me and wrinkled his brow. His look was a question. “How much do we tell her?”
“Tell her what she needs to hear. Nothing more,” I said.
He nodded. “Quinny. Brock was processed right here in this Capsule Lab. Which means he had a Splice Partner.”
“Ohhhhh,” she whispered, her whitish eyes going wide. “Wow. Okay, that’s starting to make sense. Whoa! So some kind of dragon, huh? That’s pretty interesting! What kind?!”
“No more questions,” I chuckled. “Leave the questions to us.”
“Right, sorry. Dr. Luna, would you mind?”
He looked confused. “Would I mind what, Nurse Quinny?”
She nodded at the dagger. “I offended Brock. The Spider Goddess wants her justice.”
“If the Spider Goddess wanted what you claimed she does, there would be no Lusterian Dark Elves in Meteoropolis left at all,” he said. “You lost dagger privileges.”
“But that’s a gift from my mother!”
Dr. Luna’s lips pulled back in an irritated snarl. “No, it’s not. Your Splice Partner was a siren and your mother’s been dead for a million years.”
Nurse Quinny’s cheeks puffed up in protest, and she stomped her foot. “B-but it’s mine! I bought it with my own money from three kobolds in a trenchcoat!”
Dr. Luna sighed with defeat. “If I give it back to you—”
“I promise I won’t use it on myself right now!” she screamed. “Please, oh, please!”
Dr. Luna handed the dagger back to her, and she slipped it in her pocket. “Is there something about knives that appeal to elves?” I asked. “Eppy loves them too.”
“There’s something about knives that appeals to crazy people,” Dr. Luna huffed back. “And apparently we know more than our share.”
“Anyway,” Nurse Quinny continued, folding her hands in front of her, “I can text you some information about the baby’s vitals, but the computer says everything looks normal. We should probably set up a follow-up appointment to talk about your birthing plan, unless you already know what you’d like to do?”
Pinky Peach shook her head. “I do have a question. How long after the baby is born will—Dr. Luna please cover your ears for me.”
Dr. Luna obeyed Pinky immediately.
“When can mommy get her pie creamed again?” she whispered.
The dark elf nodded slowly, her eyes narrowing as they locked fully on Pinky Peach. “Hmm. Yes. Good question. I’m afraid I don’t know what you mean.”
“How long until Brock and I can have sex again?”
“Oh,” Quinny murmured bashfully, her eyes becoming wide and huge with surprise. “I mean—for humans it’s six weeks. For elves it’s usually three, so I guess you’d probably be closer to that end of the spectrum.”
“Three weeks?” Pinky repeated, her left eye twitching. “Hang on a minute. Did I hear you correctly? Did you say...three whole weeks?”
“You can still kiss and he can stimulate your clitoris, but it wouldn’t be advisable to try sex until your body has time to heal and sort of...reset. A bit.”
“Three weeks!” she shouted, and I was pretty sure Dr. Luna could hear at this point. “Have we even gone two days without it in the last two months, Brock?”
I shrugged. “Seems unlikely.”
“By the gods, I’m going to waste away,” she whimpered.
“You’ll be fine,” I said, kissing her on the cheek as I placed my hand on her back for support.
Pinky snorted her disgust. “Easy for you to say. You have so many more holes to fill while I’m out of commission.”
“Well, I could prescribe you an Elixir of Restoration. It’s not commonly used for this purpose, but it would work. Thing is, it’s a bit expensive,” The dark elf muttered, adjusting her loose ponytail.
“We’ll take it!” Pinky said at once. “Brock, don’t give me that look. I’ll work extra hours to make up the cost.”
“Can I uncover my ears now?” Dr. Luna grunted.
I nodded at him and shot him a thumbs up. “Actually, Arty, I wanted to talk to you about some Splice Partner stuff if you have a minute.”
“Oh, absolutely,” Dr. Luna said. He nodded at Pinky and Quinny. “You two carry on and wrap up the appointment. We won’t be long, I think.”
“No, I don’t think we will be,” I confirmed. “Be back in a jiffy.”
Dr. Luna escorted me into a side room with a couple of desks, guiding me through a hallway I’d never seen before. “This is where Quinny walked in from,” I noted.
“I’m keeping her on staff to manage my health and be the medical consultant going forward for you and your girls. Eventually we’ll have to tell her everything, but I think it matters less and less now.”
“Why’s that?” I asked.
“Soon the Void Cartel will be gone. At that point, it won’t matter who knows. No one will be strong enough to oppose you.”
I chuckled and shook my head. “I think we finally reached the day where I’m more cautious about my identity than you are.”
“I’m still better at protecting it. Now what is it you wanted to talk about?”
We sat down at two office chairs in front of a simple white desk. All around were posters of various medical principles I couldn’t recognize. Probably study materials that belonged to the dark elf.
I leaned against the desk and sighed. “I’m having some trouble holding back my dragon form.”
“I see,” Dr. Luna replied, folding his hands. “That is troubling. Can you manage?”
Nodding, I looked away from him and stared at my fingers. They were in my human shape, but I always felt as though they were about to go draconic any second. “I think I can manage,” I said. “It’s just...constant. Never ending. I’m always, always thinking about it. I don’t even need to sleep, but it’s exhausting.”
“I’m sorry to hear that, Brock.” Dr. Luna’s brow furrowed, and I recognized a look of guilt on his face. I could understand why. It was his dabbling that pushed me into this position. So far it certainly seemed to be for the best, but the nagging persistence of my dragon form wanting to take over threatened to make me forget that fact. “Is there anything I can do?”
“You’re the Splice Partner expert,” I said. “You tell me.”
“Changelings and shapeshifters sometimes have issues with the need to revert back to their default forms. There is a drug that suppresses it. I don’t know if it would work on you, but it might be worth a try.”
I nodded keenly. It sounded promising. Even still... “Doc, there’s more. Did you read about the Psychic Blackout last week?”
Dr. Luna’s eyes widened. “It was you, wasn’t it?”
I closed my eyes and shook my head. “I don’t know how to keep my psychic aura at bay. It’s so powerful that it washes over everything in the city. I’ve even noticed—” I swallowed pain in my throat as I tried to finish the thought. “I think Mamba has been avoiding being alone with me. I think it hurts her to be close to me.”
“Brock, I’m sorry. Maybe I can help with the shapeshifting issue, but we’ll have to find you another solution regarding the psychic trouble. That’s not my area of expertise.”
“Koriana?” I suggested.
Dr. Luna shook her head. “No. You’ll need someone much more powerful than her. I’ll keep my eyes and ears open. We’re probably talking someone on the level of the Founders at this point though.”
“Tall order,” I said. I gestured toward the door. “We’d better get back out there before something crazy happens.”
As we went back out, I realized my words were prophetic. When we stepped back into the laboratory, the two women were already wrestling over Quinny’s dagger on the ground. “Give me that!”
“I have offended you!” Quinny shouted. “In the name of the Spider Goddess, I must bleed!”
Dr. Luna groaned and slammed his palm into his face. “You know what? Just fucking give it to her.”




Chapter 4 - Movie Night


The fragrant aroma of Satina’s movie night cookies hung in the air as I stepped into the welcoming warmth of the living room. The smell was a delightful mix of butter and sugar, with a whisper of toasted nuts. It was a comforting, mouthwatering scent that made the anticipation of our movie night even more exciting. 
Satina, my redheaded satyress lover, was walking around the room in a pink onesie and a cooking apron—quite the combo. Scruffers, Spinella’s tarantudog, was sleeping on the floor in front of the refrigerator, so Satina kept amusingly stepping around and over him. Her cloven hooves click-clacked on the floor as she giddily prepped and doled out her pastries for our enjoyment.
I sank onto the couch between Spinella and Hephi, drawing jealous groans from most of the girls and a gasp of confusion from Spinella.
“Well, that’s bullshit,” Pinky muttered, crossing her arms indignantly. “I’m pregnant.”
“Your pregnancy isn’t an excuse for overtime with Brock,” Hephi said, adjusting her glasses as she nodded her approval at me. “We are in the living room. This a PABH-zone, and do I need to remind you that Rule 43 says—”
“Yeah, yeah, I know. I’m the one who wrote it.”
Blossom held her finger up. “Brock’s seating allocation on movie night is decided by a vote, but can be overridden by Brock himself without explanation.”
I furrowed my brow. “This shit really doesn’t have to be so complicated.”
Pinky made a sour face at me. “The harem is getting larger. We’re at six members, soon to be eight. Everyone has different needs, and your time is getting more and more precious.”
I cocked my brow and tried very hard not to look at either Hephi or Spinella.
“I’m with Pinky, actually,” Tahini said. “The rules, while they are...maybe a bit much...They’re necessary nonetheless. Eppy, for instance, would skin half of us alive if she thought the schedule wasn’t being taken seriously.”
“Gods help me, I’d certainly try,” the elf sighed sweetly.
Satina handed me a cookie and set the tray down on the table. She sat in the rocking chair kitty-corner from Hephi’s seat on the couch. “It seems simple to you just because you’re the one the whole damn thing revolves around. None of us mind doubling, tripling, or quadrupling up, but we need some one-on-one time, too.”
“There has to be a less convoluted way, though.”
“The rules work, Brock,” Hephi said as she removed her glasses and casually loosened the bun that her hair was in until it spilled down to the small of her back. “Convoluted or not, they keep people happy. And when you don’t take them seriously, there’s drama. Every. single. time.”
The room fell silent. Everyone was staring at the brunette elf in shock. It took her a few seconds to realize the fact, but when she did, her cheeks glowed incandescently from embarrassment. “I—I just let my hair down. It was up too tight and I had a long day.”
“Do you hear anyone complaining?” Mamba purred impishly.
As Hephi had let loose her hair, the scent of her floral shampoo wafted over my face. My eyes bulged—among other things.
When are we gonna, Brock? the dragon side of me groaned internally.
“Soon,” I mumbled.
“Huh?” Hephi muttered in reply, gulping from the intensity of our stares. “Soon what?”
“Nothing,” I said, shaking my head. “No—sorry. You just caught me by surprise. You look good with your hair up, but seeing you like this is something else.”
“I—I wasn’t trying to...get everyone’s attention or anything. I just—” She cleared her throat and shook her head, placing her folded hands firmly on her thighs. “Brock! How did the meeting with Councilman Eldritch go?”
“Pretty good,” I said. I looked over at Satina. “How were the donuts, by the way?”
“I am open to hearing their sponsorship offers,” Satina replied saccharinely, patting her tummy.
Chuckles and giggles rang out. I made brief eye contact with Mamba, then winced as she suddenly looked away. I needed to address that soon. It was getting hard for her to even look at me, let alone be around me.
“Well, what’s the fuggin’ movie for tonight?” Blossom asked.
Pinky reached for the remote control and started fiddling with it. “It’s called Pony Up. It’s a romantic comedy about a pegasus girl who falls in love with a centaur, but they can’t be together because—logistics.” She made a vaguely vulgar gesture and shrugged. “It was free to stream so that’s what we’re watching.”
“That had terrible reviews,” Mamba recalled, sighing. “Hopefully it’s at least ‘so bad it’s good’.”
It quieted down as the opening credits started to roll a few minutes later. However, just as the movie was truly beginning, Eppy chimed back in with a question. “Wait, so, I have to ask—why are you sitting between Hephi and Spinny?”
I shrugged. “I just thought that it’d be less complicated this way.”
Tahini raised her hand. “Also worth mentioning, I’m cashing in my Schedule Override Points and my Invitation Point tonight, Pinky. I already filled out the request with Hephi and she stamped it.”
Pinky Peach nodded, frowning slightly. “I added my stamp to your request form as well. Your Brock Time has been approved. Use it well. And Blossom will be partaking, too, right?”
“Heck yes!” Blossom squeaked triumphantly. “That’s gonna be amazing!”
“Whose Brock Time was overridden because of this again?” Hephi asked, lifting a brow. “I need to update the schedule.”
“Mine,” Eppy sighed. “But that just means I get him on the weekend, so it’s...forgivable. Barely.”
“That means no more overrides for you for the rest of the month, Tahini,” Pinky cautioned the catgirl. “Make sure you make the best of it tonight.”
“I will, I promise.”
I shook my head and sighed. “My life is weird.”
The movie started off with a bang—literally. There was a sex scene in the opening ten minutes between the pegasus girl and the guy who I guess was going to end up her ex-boyfriend. The girls watched the screen in stunned silence, which I took for a good thing. It helped to lighten the mood a bit.
“Eppy,” Spinella whispered, “can you pass the blanket?”
“Sure, honey, here you go,” Eppy said as she grabbed the blanket from where it draped over the back of the sofa and handed it over.
“I knitted that,” Satina said with a proud smile. “It’s very cozy! There may be some donut crumbs on it.”
I thought I noticed Pinky and Eppy’s brows twitch in unison to hear that, but it could have been my imagination.
Spinella smiled at me as she draped the blanket over her legs and swallowed down another cookie. I smiled back. She unfolded the blanket even further after that, letting it cover my lap as well. She grinned at me again, this time blushing slightly. I arched a confused brow at her and smirked.
“You alright?”
“Shhhh,” she whispered, placing one finger against her lips to caution me. No one paid attention, and I figured they assumed she was shushing me for talking during the movie. She reached under her butt and pulled out a little strip of paper and a pen and placed them on my lap, underneath the blanket.
I squinted in wonder as I reached inside the blanket and pulled the paper out. It was a note, very simple. On it was written:
Do you really think I’m pretty? Circle YES or NO please.
Chewing on the inside of my cheek, I just gave her a thumbs up rather than bothering to write it down, but she frowned.
“Circle it!” she mouthed.
I tried hard not to chuckle and followed her directive, circling the YES. She snatched the card from me immediately and stared at it, examining it as though I’d written a full-ass love letter.
I was entranced at this point, more intrigued by this development than the actual film. To my surprise, Spinella reached under her pert little butt and pulled out another two strips. She looked at them both, and then handed me one in particular.
Will you let me join the harem? Circle YES or NO.
Frowning, I wrote out a full message to her instead of obeying the instructions.
That’s too complicated a question for something like this. I’m open to it, but I need to be sure that everyone is ready for that, and we should get to know each other better first, don’t you think?
She took the card, glared at it, her eight red eyes blinking, and handed it back to me with the “Circle YES or NO” part underlined.
I sighed. I circled YES. Just as I was getting ready to write down the caveats attached, she snatched the card away and batted her eyelashes at me approvingly. I felt her spider arms unfurl from behind her back and wrap around my shoulder, tugging me closer to her. I resisted slightly, but didn’t want to do anything to make a scene or attract attention.
With her small, graceful hands, she grabbed my wrist and pushed my hand under the blanket, which puzzled me at first. I figured out pretty quickly what her designs were, though.
Next thing I knew, my finger was pressed against her slit, and she tightened her legs on them. It was over-the-clothes, but with the very tight pajama shorts she was wearing, I could make out every slope, line, and bump.
“What the fuck are you doing?!” I mouthed breathlessly.
She blushed and placed her hands on her cheeks demurely as though she was surprised at the development. “You said yes,” she mouthed back.
“There were terms and conditions attached,” I tried to mouth, but I could tell she couldn’t understand.
She pointed at her crotch. “Finger me?” she whispered.
Where the hell was this coming from? I started moving my fingers, which admittedly was a sure sign that I’d started to let my penis do my thinking for me. Even so, I moved with devoted circles and strokes up, down, and around her womanhood, feeling her shorts grow damp within seconds.
She tapped Eppy on the shoulder all of a sudden as she let out her first audible whimper, and I was shocked—and suddenly elucidated—to find the elf turning her head to grin deviously back at Spinella. With a subtle gesture of her fingers and a little white spark, she tapped Spinella’s lips, and suddenly her moans fell dead silent.
So this was Eppy’s idea. Eppy was trying to mastermind Spinella’s inclusion into the harem on a quicker timetable than originally planned. I dared a look over at Hephi and found her checking her phone, texting something or another back to the commissioner. She smiled slightly at me before turning her attention back on her work. I smiled very weakly back at her before turning my attention back on mine.
If not for Eppy’s spell, the arachne girl would be moaning her brains out right then, I was sure. According to lore, a silencing spell was typically used to keep wizards that depended on spoken incantations from using their magic. This was quite a nonstandard use of the spell as far as I knew. But it was proving effective.
The smell of Spinella’s hot pussy juice had started to permeate the air around her, soaking through the blanket somehow. At this rate, we were going to be found out. I needed to finish Spinella off before we were caught in the act.
I looked at her and mouthed, “Can I go inside?” and she nodded heatedly. With that permission, I got bolder, sliding in through the leg hole of her shorts and panties and slipping two digits into her disarmingly tight vaginal canal. A loud, lewd squish sound rang out in the room just as the movie fell silent for a moment of drama. I froze—so did Spinella. No one seemed to notice.
A moment later I picked up speed again, delving deeper inside and scooping to find her G-Spot. I was desperate to make her cum so this would be over and I would be saved from an awkward situation. I didn’t think anyone would be mad if they caught us—but I really didn’t need to have the “Harem Addition” talk tonight, nor did I need to hear the girls start explaining Brock Points to Spinella, or see Hephi stress out over having to redo the whole schedule yet again.
For now, this was the best way—quiet. And finally, I felt Spinella’s hips raise off the couch cushion slightly as her insides started to pulse and massage my fingers. Her mouth opened, and a strand of horny drool connected her top lip to her bottom one as she let out a silent scream of bliss, her eyes rolling back and crossing in a way that got me even harder than I already was.
As Spinella finally calmed down, I felt a wave of euphoria wash over me. I did it. I survived that situation without attracting any undue attention. I closed my eyes and focused on my erection, willing it to go down so that I could proceed with the rest of the evening as planned. That is not how things played out.
I felt a soft hand rub up and down my cock over my pants—and it wasn’t Spinella’s. My eyes shot open and I looked over at Hephi, who was staring straight at the TV screen, looking sexy as fuck, sucking on a single strand of hair in her mouth, her glasses off, her pointy ears poking out of her chocolatey mane. She was wearing pink button-up pajamas, fairly conservative, except that a couple more buttons than usual were suddenly undone.
I looked down at my crotch and confirmed my suspicions. Underneath that blanket, it was Hephi’s hand that had reached inside and claimed my dick as her toy. I stared at the side of her head but she pretended not to see me or notice me at all, just silently rubbing me off.
My eyes drifted up, and I stared at the ceiling. Hephi seemed to take that as an invitation to escalate things, and I felt her hand tug at the drawstring keeping my waistband tight. Next thing I knew, her soft fingers were wrapped around the base of my cock inside my clothes, stroking me. She clearly had no idea what she was doing, which was not at all a surprise, so this was going to take a while.
At least I thought so. But Hephi was smart and observant. In fact, those were sort of her signature traits. She seemed to take note of every twitch, shift, or grunt I made, reading it correctly as a noise of pleasure or dislike. Before I knew it, she was slip-sliding a corkscrew grip up and down my shaft like a seasoned pro, and I was on the verge of ruining my boxers.
Resigning myself to this dark fate, I just let it happen. Within minutes, I was creaming in my pants, with her hand catching the runoff that dripped down the side of my cock. Once I had gone soft at last, she slowly, carefully slid out of my pants. I watched out of the corner of my eye. What was she going to do with her semen-soaked hand?
At first she just let it rest in her lap for thirty seconds or so. Anyone who looked over and really paid attention would see wads of the stuff caked on her fingers, knuckles, and wrist. Thankfully, she took action before then—but what she did made my eyes practically roll out of my head. When the movie got particularly loud and interesting, she raised her hand to her lips and straight-up licked it clean.
The rest of the movie went by pretty uneventfully. For the life of me, I couldn’t say what the fuck the story was about, or recount more than a scene or two of what happened. The whole time I was busy worrying about the implications of what had just occurred, and if I was somehow going to get called out by the other girls for it eventually.
At the end of the film, Pinky stretched and stood up. Just as she was reaching for the light, though, she sniffed, and her nostrils flared. “Huh. Why does it smell like a slutty pussy in here?”
Everyone looked at me like I was the one in possession of said pussy. I just shrugged, but got quite a few suspicious looks anyway. Meanwhile, Hephi and Spinella’s faces were both beet red beside me.
When the rest of the girls excused themselves to their rooms, and Tahini and Blossom were taking a pre-game shower for our night together later, I managed to stop Hephi, grabbing her by the wrist as she was walking out of the kitchen after fetching herself a glass of water.
“What the fuck was that?” I whispered, even though we were alone.
“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she huffed.
I blinked at her, my mouth hanging dumbly.
“Don’t make me talk about it now,” she pleaded. “I got tired of...waiting. And when I saw Spinella manipulate her way into the harem right beside me I just had a moment of desperation—how can she be official before me?”
I nodded. “I didn’t realize you were that impatient.”
“Neither did I,” she confessed, pouting as she pulled her arm free from me. “Now, if you’re quite done, I’ll be heading to bed.”
I smiled at her, still unable to believe what had happened. “Goodnight, Hephi.”
“I’ll be adding myself and Spinella to next month’s BHC.”
I squinted at her. “BHC?”
“Brock Hours Calendar,” she clarified before disappearing into the corridor that led to her room.
Seconds later, before I had managed to close my mouth, Blossom and Tahini emerged from the bathroom together, each suggestively wearing a towel that only barely concealed the good stuff. I couldn’t stop myself from grinning.
Tahini’s hair was much longer now than when I first met her, and she had taken to wearing it in pigtails lately. Even after coming out of the shower and drying her hair, she had already taken care to get them back into that style. She looked hotter than ever like this.
And then there was Blossom. She had started wearing her vines in a long ponytail that went down to her ankles, but right now it was hanging free, worn down like she used to. As soon as I started staring at them, the towels came down, too.
“Let’s do it right in the living room,” Tahini giggled naughtily. “There’s lots of different surfaces to leave my imprint on.”
I chuckled as I sauntered toward the both of them and pulled them into a triple kiss, just as two naked copies of Tahini appeared behind me and started rubbing against my back. “I am open to all kinds of suggestions.”




Chapter 5 - Tahini’s Invitation Point
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Blossom started peppering my neck and cheek with dozens of little kisses as her hands roamed my back. She found the lines and dimples of muscles as her fingertips ghosted through them gently, whimpering into my mouth as her floral scent wafted into my nose. 
“Brocky,” she cooed, “I love you so much, baby.”
“Hey, this is technically my night, and you’re a guest,” Tahini chuckled, but I could tell there was a very real defensiveness underneath.
Blossom ignored her for the most part, starting to suck roughly on my neck and press her naked breasts into my chest.
Tahini pushed her out of the way to make more room for herself as she sucked my tongue and lips. I ran my hand down each of their backs while Tahini Two and Three purred with their naked forms pressed into my back and one side.
“This is awesome,” I declared quietly. “Where do you want to do this?”
Tahini opened her eyes and grinned deviously. She nodded at the recliner where Pinky Peach had sat earlier in the evening. “In that. You sit, I ride.”
“What about me?” Blossom whined. “My flussy’s garden needs tending.”
“You can ride his face. I know how much he likes to make out with your pussy vines. And—” Tahini’s cheeks went pink, and she suddenly seemed very flustered and embarrassed. “Well, do you recall why I’ve invited you?”
Blossom’s cheeks actually flushed, too. “Uhh, yeah. Normally my love nectar is only for Brock’s consumption, but I’m willing to let you have a taste as thanks for letting me have an extra night with him.”
“I’m going to have my clones on the armrest. They’ll be doing the tasting. Is that cool?”
“I’m sitting on Brock’s face, right?” Blossom clarified.
“Yes,” I said triumphantly, not letting anyone else have another say on that topic.
Blossom grinned with determination. “Well then, yes!”
I wasted no time stripping down and lying in the recliner, getting fully into a supine position. I laid my hands across the armrests, and I was about to ask who was hopping on next when suddenly Blossom crawled over me from behind, setting her tasty pussy on my face and sandwiching my head between her greenish brown thighs. The sweet floral scent of her gushy lady parts always took me by surprise no matter how many times this scenario played out.
I felt something else going on with my arms and the armrests, too. Tahinis Two and Three were hopping into position as well, squishing my arms between their legs and balancing in a kneeling position that would have been challenging to maintain if not for Tahini’s feline equilibrium.
I started slurping Blossom’s pussy immediately, not waiting for the go-ahead. “Ohh! Brocky, yeah! Yeah, baby, drink me up! Ungh! Ohh—ahhh fuck, I’m gonna dedicate a pot in your honor tomorrow for this! Yeahhh!” 
Her vaginal vines came out to play with my tongue, wrapping around it and then slithering back into the depths of her snatch as I lapped up each drop of lady nectar with gusto. I gripped the armrests for balance as Tahini Two and Three gripped my shoulders, their fingernails digging in just enough to heighten sensations one more step. Blossom squirmed against me, her tight little ass grinding against my face as I kept slurping away like a man possessed by something ancient, eldritch, and horny.
“I’m hopping on, big guy,” Tahini said shyly, and I felt her crawl up my legs until her knees were planted on either side of my hips. She reached down and grabbed my throbbing hard cock, gently guiding it into her pussy as she started to squirm, writhe, and move rhythmically atop me. Her womanhood swallowed me up one inch at a time, and soon we were properly fucking.
“My nipples are leaking syrupy goodness,” Blossom said. “Now’s your chance, Tahini.”
“The clones are on it,” she moaned. With that, Tahinis Two and Three shifted their weight, and I could tell without being able to see what was going on. The two Tahini clones were leaning forward and latching on to the flower sprites perky nipples. I could hear gentle sucking sounds coming from above me, and Blossom made soft whines that almost sounded like protests.
“It’s so weird when it’s not Brock,” Blossom grunted. “But—I’m not stopping you. Do what you must.”
Meanwhile, my tongue kept on ravishing her plant girl pussy with absolute abandon. Her arousal got to the point where her vaginal vines stretched all the way out and wrapped around the back of my head, pulling me tightly into her so that my nose was also buried in her ass. With another girl, that might have been a problem, but as a flower sprite, Blossom didn’t produce any waste, so her asshole was basically just another sex organ that smelled of flowers.
“It’s so tasty,” Tahinis Two and Three declared in perfect unison, referring to Blossom’s boob juice.
“Ohh, fuck, Brock,” Tahini Prime groaned as she writhed on top of me. “You’re getting even thicker.”
“Can you blame me?” I muttered, my voice muffling against Blossom’s snatch and thighs.
She moaned hard. “You’re going to mold my insides in your dick’s image, big guy!”
It went on like that for another thirty minutes or so, with a few variations in position and Blossom taking her turn with my dick. Eventually, though, as all good things do, it came to an end.
“That was nice,” I sighed. Tahinis Two and Three were gone then, and I was just snuggling Blossom and Tahini Prime on the couch with the blanket Satina knitted drawn up over us. “I wouldn’t mind doing that again.”
“I decided I really don’t like when girls suck my flitties,” Blossom muttered. “It feels wrong. I’m love-bonded with Brock, so to have it drunk by anyone but him makes me feel...kind of gross.”
“I’m sorry about that, little flower,” Tahini muttered apologetically. “I was just too curious.”
“It’s okay,” Blossom reassured her with a smile. “You can be happy you’re the first and only chick to ever get a taste. I don’t mind.”
I chuckled. “You’ve really gotten good at expressing yourself, Blossom. And that’s actually kind of brave of you to state so plainly how you feel. Bravo.”
“Thank you, Brocky,” she cooed, kissing me on the cheek. “Speaking of people not saying what they’re thinking...”
Blossom and Tahini made eye contact. The catgirl’s brows lifted. “This is about Mamba, right?”
Blossom nodded.
“What about Mamba?” I asked. “I know that my transformation has been tough on her. I’ve been meaning to talk to her about it.”
“If I were you, I’d check in with her...like, right now. She looked miserable during the movie,” Blossom sighed, frowning deeply.
Tahini made a sound of agreement, somewhere between a grunt and an “mmhmm”.
“I’m worried about her,” the catgirl admitted. “She told me she threw up after you gave her a good morning kiss yesterday. It’s your psychic potency or something—she’s attuned to it because she’s so close to you, but it’s more than she can manage ever since you became your full Solar Dragon self.”
“She threw up?!” I almost shouted. “Just from me kissing her?”
Blossom sighed. “She’ll still be awake now, right?”
Tahini’s face continued to sink. “Yeah. Tell you what, big fella. Blossom and I can go back to our respective rooms. I don’t want to be greedy. Maybe you should take the chance to have a chat with Mamba now. She won’t be in any position to sleep with you in any case, so you can sneak back into my room once you’ve finished touching base with her.”
I kissed Tahini and Blossom, and we all got up. “Thank you for tipping me off. I could tell something was up during the movie, but I didn’t realize it was this bad.”
“Oh, one more thing,” Tahini said as I started to get dressed.
I looked at her expectantly.
“Did Hephi jack you off during the movie?” she asked.
“Huh?” Blossom muttered in surprise. “I thought I caught him fingerblasting Spinella. Which was it?”
My face wrinkled with mortification as I sighed out the answer. “Both.”
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I opened it and stepped inside slowly, shutting it behind me once I was in. Mamba was lying on her bed, her head resting on a massage pillow that was working into her temples.
“How did you know it was me?”
“Aside from the fact that only you would ever knock on my door at this hour? I can sense where you are in this house at any time now,” she said, smiling at me.
I sat down on the edge of the bed, keeping some distance between us. “About that,” I started.
Her face went sullen, and I knew that she knew why I was here. “Brock, I’m so sorry,” she moaned, choking up out of nowhere. Her eyes suddenly flooded with tears, and she shot up, leaving her massage pillow to vibrate and move its gyros on its own.
I reached out and tried to take her hand, but to my shock, she pulled away at the last second. My eyes widened, and so did hers, and within another instant she was properly sobbing.
“It hurts so much!” she cried, staring straight into my eyes, her rattler tail squirming uncomfortably behind her. “I don’t know what to do, Brock! It hurts so fucking much just to be around you!”
I closed my eyes and nodded slowly. “Talk me through it.”
“It started when you got back from your hoard,” she said. “It got worse the first time you went full dragon and wiped out all the Voidbeasts.”
I nodded. “That was awesome.”
“It really was,” she agreed, wiping her eyes. “But ever since then I can’t stand being around you. It’s not your fault. I love you more than ever, but the psychic pressure I feel around you is so intense, it’s like I’m being pushed up against a wall and choked. It’s painful and suffocating and I don’t know what to do.”
“First of all,” I murmured, trying to stay calm and rational so at least one of us was, “You should have told me from the beginning. This has always been a problem for you—trusting me with the struggles you have with your powers.”
“I didn’t want to hurt you with the truth.”
“But it was always going to have to come out eventually.”
“I hoped I could get stronger, or get used to it, or that it would go away after a while, or lessen,” she said.
“And has it?”
She shook her head.
“That’s what I thought.” I stood up and went for the door.
“Wait, where are you going? You just got here.”
“I’m going to give you some space. And I’m going to make an appointment with the one doctor in Meteoropolis that can help.”
She raised her brow. “Dr. Luna?”
“Yes. Well—he can’t help, per se, but he has tech that can. Something I picked up on my journey to my hoard may have the answer. It’s time to do something. I can’t live like this, knowing that it hurts you to be close to me.”
Mamba sobbed again, raising her bed sheet to cover her face. “I’m so sorry, Brock! I’ve been so much trouble to you ever since we met!”
“That’s bullshit and you know it. You saved me and Tahini once. And your powers, as much as I hate to admit it, have been useful on many occasions. But I don’t give a fuck about your powers. All I care about is you, and there isn’t one fiber of my being that sees you as a burden.”
“I want to kiss you so badly,” she said as she dropped the sheet. “If I did, though—”
“You’d throw up or pass out, I know,” I answered with a grimace. “Don’t worry. It won’t be a problem. Not after tomorrow.”
The hissfolk beauty pouted up at me. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”
I made a fist with one hand as the other opened the door. “I’ll promise you whatever I damn well want. And you’re going to have it. I love you, Mamba.”
She nodded and took a deep breath. “I love you too.”
“Good night.”
“Wait, Brock. One more thing.”
I stopped the door as it was about to close. “Anything.”
“Did you fingerfuck Spinella during the movie tonight?”
I blinked a few times and sighed. “It was a trap.”
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“There’s only one thing I can do for her that could possibly help, Brock. You know this. Are you sure we’re ready?”
“We have to be,” I told him, and then I hung up the phone. A few minutes later I got a text.
> Wow, look at you, Mr. Dramatic, hanging up the phone without saying goodbye like you’re in a fucking movie.
I smirked and texted him back.
> Sorry.
Mamba arrived, dressed up a bit more than she really needed to be, with a white summer dress and an expensive purse Pinky bought her slung over her shoulder. Her hair was worn up in a ponytail, which was rare as well. She smiled at Dr. Luna and me as she entered the lab. I stayed on the other side of the room.
“Hi! So, what’s going on exactly?” Mamba asked. “Brock texted me in the middle of the night that we had this appointment first thing in the morning, but I’m still not clear exactly what it entails. Is Nurse Quinny going to be here?”
“In a bit,” Dr. Luna said. “There’s a part we need to explain before she comes.”
Mamba’s eyes drifted to a capsule pod with a demonkin man inside, then looked back at me. “Is this about a Splice Shard?”
“It is,” I told her. “Dr. Luna, would you mind explaining the plan in detail?”
Dr. Luna sighed. “Brock and I have been collecting Splice Shards for a while, but the best specimens came from his mission to his hoard. The thing I’d been puzzling over is how to justify you suddenly having a Splice Partner when you never did before. Because of how powerful these specimens are, they may very well alter your appearance slightly. People will notice, given how public of a figure you are.”
Mamba gulped. “I’m not going to be given an ugly Xeno, am I?”
I shook my head. “There’s one shard in particular that could help. It’s the only chance we’ve got. There’s a psychically powerful creature called a starchild. Some of them even had access to the primordial magic known as the First Blasphemy. It’s the same magic the Elloway and my sister use, or so I’ve come to understand.”
Dr. Luna picked up from there. “A starchild is typically half human, half sentient star. As such, this would offer you two benefits—being a starchild, you’d have a solar affinity which might help you bear Brock’s power a bit more directly. You’d also gain a host of other advantages—enhanced psychic powers, and an endless lifespan that only expires if you’re killed.”
Mamba’s red eyes widened significantly as she took it all in. “Is it safe?”
“No one has ever died as a direct result of having a Splice Partner,” Dr. Luna said. “Tahini is the only example of someone who has used a Splice Shard, but that went surprisingly well for being a prototype. I have refined the technology significantly since then. I think your bond would be more stable and seamless than Brock’s was when he first arrived, to be honest.”
Mamba looked at me and bit her lip nervously. “I’m scared, Brock Star.”
“Me too,” I told her. “But this is the only way I know to help you, and it’s something I’ve wanted to do long before the psychic pain was ever a problem. Hissfolk lives are much shorter than the lives of solar dragons, and I never want to lose you.”
“How are we going to justify this to Flinch? And our fans? If it changes my appearance a lot, what’ll we say?”
Dr. Luna tapped something on a nearby terminal, and a screen came down from the ceiling, suspended by thick black tubing. “I’ve already thought of that. Months ago, I contacted Flinch Headquarters and offered to make their most high profile groups of streamers guinea pigs for a new technology to earn press for the tech as well as for Flinch. They proposed the plan to Brock and a few other streaming managers, not knowing it’s exactly what I intended for them to do. I’ll be giving random Splice Partners to a few other volunteers, but you, Satina, Spinella, Hephi, and Blossom will have the most premium ones I get my hands on.”
“And Pinky Peach and Tahini don’t need them because...they already have Splice Partners?”
“Exactly,” I said.
Mamba folded her hands together and set down her purse. “I’m ready.”
“Not just yet,” Dr. Luna chuckled. He picked up his cellphone and made a call. “Nurse Quinny, we’re ready for you. Please leave the dagger on your desk. Yes, I’m sure. No, I’m quite positive there won’t be a need for it...Quinny, please, we’re waiting for you.” He looked at me with exasperation. “Put the dagger down, Quinny! Put it down, and leave it on your desk! I don’t care about the damn kobolds!”
With that, he hung up and slipped the phone back into his pocket. A few seconds later, the pretty dark elf nurse emerged from the office corridor and smiled at us as though nothing had happened. “Good morning, everyone!” she chirped. “Wow! This is exciting! New med-tech! And I get to administer it!”
Nurse Quinny produced a small glass capsule with a white Splice Shard inside it, glowing intensely. She walked over to Mamba, and Mamba shot me a nervous look that said, “Are we sure about this?” I nodded.
Quinny hooked up some tubes to Mamba and took a blood sample. “Just making sure you’re healthy enough for the procedure.”
“Of course,” Mamba grunted, scratching her neck and trying to control her breathing.
A monitor flashed with Mamba’s vitals, and Nurse Quinny nodded in approval and smacked the screen. With that, the monitor went back up toward the ceiling, and Quinny inserted a key into the little capsule and unlocked it. She pulled out the glowing white shard and handed it to Mamba.
“What do I do?” the hissfolk beauty asked, brow askance.
“Squeeze it until it breaks,” Nurse Quinny replied cheerily. “It won’t cut you.”
Mamba nodded and looked at me one last time. I smiled at her, but my heart was racing. This was it. The moment of truth.
She squeezed, and the crystal shattered in her hands. For a moment, we all just stood in silence. Nothing seemed to be happening. I looked at Dr. Luna, and he looked at me. “Hmmm,” he muttered.
“Hmm? It better work.”
Mamba’s eyes shot open. “Oh, it’s working. I can sense the psychic changes.”
Nurse Quinny took a few steps back and squeaked out a sound of fear. “Yep. It’s definitely working. If you were up in her face like I am, you’d feel it too.”
With that, Mamba started levitating off of the ground. The changes happened gradually, and they weren’t subtle. Her green scales went more of a fleshy, human color, and her hair went so platinum blonde that it was practically white. The final change was in her eyes. The red, reptilian look was gone. It was replaced by something black and sparkling.
I ran across the room to claim her as she fell from the air, catching her in my arms just in time. Her eyes closed, then fluttered back open as she looked up at me. They weren’t just black—there were dozens if not hundreds of tiny white glimmering specks inside them. Constellations. Her eyes were a starry sky.
“Whoa,” I grunted in disbelief, unable to stop from staring. “Talk about getting lost in someone’s eyes.”
Mamba wiped her eyes and then gasped. “Brock! It worked! You’re holding me and it doesn’t hurt!”
I kissed her deeply, unable to help myself.
“Oh my,” Nurse Quinny murmured behind me. “Well. That’s highly irregular for a doctor’s visit.”
Mamba pulled back after a few seconds of making out. “Wait. Brock. You have to tell me, and give it to me straight, okay?”
“What?” I asked. “I’ll tell you anything. What do you want to know?”
She ran her fingers through her hair and felt her face and boobs, checking to make sure their bounce was still intact. “Am I still hot?”
I laughed and kissed her on the forehead one more time. “Yes,” I said. “Yes, you are.”




Chapter 6 - The Rude Lamia


The following morning, I took an early shower. I had just had a night of passionate “Hey! You don’t throw up when you kiss me anymore!” sex with Mamba and a few of the other girls. Eppy was utterly stunned by Mamba’s transformation, and not in a good way. She complained about no longer being the only blonde in the harem, though technically Mamba’s hair was almost white. 
The rest of the girls were more supportive. Blossom, in particular, loved the development, and I watched with amusement as she snuggled up with Mamba all evening long. I figured it was because Mamba was now emitting solar energy as well, so it was only natural that Blossom would gravitate toward her when I was occupied.
My impromptu concert for my hairbrush and Satina’s rubber ducky was rudely interrupted by the doorbell. I hopped out of the shower and dried off in a hurry, though there wasn’t any time to dry my hair. I would have let one of the girls get the door, but they were all still asleep and I didn’t want them to have to wake up to answer it.
I tied the towel around my waist and walked to the front door, assuming that it was probably someone from the homeowners organization reminding me to take my barbecue off the front lawn. With a forced yawn to help me get into character as a human that can totally be tired, I pushed the door open, preparing a polite smile.
It was not the homeowners organization. Instead, a whole lot of reporters were there, waiting with cameras and microphones, excitedly shoving them in my face.
“Mr. Clayton! Over here, please!”
“Mr. Clayton, right here! Look into the camera!”
I scratched my head and squinted in confusion at this unforeseen turn of events. “Hmm. What’s going on, exactly?”
“Mr. Clayton, with Councilman Eldritch taking over, do you expect to resume your heroic activities?”
“Do you offer him your endorsement?”
Oh. So that’s what this was about. Suddenly, I was very self-conscious of the fact that I chose to answer the door in nothing but a towel, but I put on my best camera-ready smile and tried to answer with grace. “I’m not offering any explicit endorsements at this time, but Councilman Eldritch was kind enough to speak to me about his intentions. Assuming he follows through, he’ll have my support.”
“And how about you? What are you going to do? Aside from giving the ladies of Meteoropolis something to drool over on Live TV,” a female reporter commented.
“My passion is the Dream Girls Streamer House. Let’s leave the heroics to Solaris and Copycat. No more questions, please.”
I closed the door on their face, almost catching a camera in the process, but thankfully the reporter withdrew it at the last second. I could still hear the people behind the door, banging on it, but at least they didn’t bother with the doorbell any longer. Sooner or later, they’d leave, I hoped.
For now, I would have to exit out the back. I got dressed and set my mind on the next task I had to complete: my morning donut and latte run. With Darkling now banning us from multiple locations, my best bet was to hit up Dragonkind Donuts again. I might as well get used to it and see how the rest of the girls liked it.
I stepped into the backyard and closed my eyes. In an instant, I solarported into the alley behind Dragonkind Donuts, then stepped out and walked through the sliding glass door.
The same lamia girl was there, watching the TV as she leaned into the counter. She looked up for a moment when she saw me, her face screwed up in confusion.
I approached the counter and waved at her. “I’ve got the order ready if you’re ready to punch it in.”
“You were literally just on the news, live. Is your house, like, right next door or something? It was less than three minutes ago.”
I fumbled for an answer for a second. Shit. I did not consider that fact before I left.
“Do you have, like, super speed or something?” Opal asked, her eyes wide with fascination. “What exactly are your powers, besides being super hot?”
“I...I would really just like to order my coffee and donuts, if that’s okay,” I muttered.
She eyed me suspiciously but slowly nodded, slithering toward the computer where she’d type in my order. “Okay, Mr. Sus. What do you want?”
I almost laughed. “You aren’t the best with customer relations, no offense.”
“None taken. Plain donut and black coffee, right?”
“That’s for me,” I confirmed. Then I filled her in on the rest of the orders, and her eyes lit up as she typed them all in.
“Holy shit, is this for the Dream Girls? Am I filling in the Dream Girls’ donut order?”
I chuckled and nodded back at her. “That’s exactly what you’re doing.”
“That’s freaking crazy, dude,” she muttered, shaking her head in disbelief. “Unfortunately, one of our fryers is broken so it’ll be a few minutes before the frosted ones will be ready. I’ll make the coffees first.”
“No rush,” I said. “I’ll just have a seat.”
I sat on the same chair I’d occupied the day before when I met Councilman Eldritch, marveling at just how fast the man started making moves. One day, and he was already getting reporters on my doorstep. Well, not that he necessarily sent them himself. Even still, he must have said something that renewed their interest in me.
I fiddled around my phone and noticed that Pinky Peach had just put up her banner on her Flinch channel that let viewers know her stream was starting in a few minutes. I was a little disappointed about that because it meant I wouldn’t get to talk to her before she began working.
“Aww, what’s with the long face, super-hotty?” Opal said as she brought the coffees over.
I couldn’t stop from chuckling. “Nothing.”
“Is it about one of the Dream Girls? I bet it’s about Mamba! She seems like she’d cause drama.”
“Drama?” I grunted. “No—no one causes—”
“Or maybe Blossom. Is she as insane as she is on stream, or is that just an act? I once saw a super smart flower sprite in Moonbeam Station, you know? She was playing a harp for tips. She was super cute. Looked a ton like Blossom, but her flowers were yellow and a bit different shaped.”
“Uh...Cool,” I muttered.
“Say,” she started to say, taking a seat across from me. She leaned forward and planted her elbows on her table and unbuttoned one button on her uniform shirt, causing a lot of supple flesh to suddenly go on display. “I don’t play Loremasters, but I’m single and it seems like we live pretty close to each other. You want my number?”
I smiled at her and scarcely managed to avoid taking the cleavage bait. “No thank you,” I said. “I’m already taken.”
She rolled her eyes. “Well yeah, but what’s one more?”
I frowned. “I’m sorry, I don’t know how to be polite about this. You’re not really my type, and I’m not looking to expand.”
“Not your type?” she asked, her face contorting into a look of offense. “Dude, that’s messed up.”
“You kind of struck me as rude yesterday,” I confessed. “Rubbed me the wrong way.”
“Well, that’s before I noticed who you were,” she pointed out.
I snorted a bitter laugh. “That makes it worse. So you only care because I’m famous?”
“No need to be an asshole, dude,” she murmured. “For all you know my mom died or something so I was off my game.”
I felt bad as she said that. “Oh. Was that the case?”
“No, I just hate my job,” she confessed with a sigh and a wink. “But I’d be a really loyal and subby stay-at-home girlfriend.”
That got a chuckle out of me. “In any case, sorry, we’re not looking to expand at this time.”
“Damn, you gave me the form letter response and everything,” she said with a pout. “Well, I’m not worried. I’ll win you over eventually.”
“Oh?” I chuckled, making sure to emphasize my skepticism. “I doubt that.”
“You don’t know how persistent I can be,” she said, her serpentine tail wriggling on the floor behind her. “So assuming you keep coming back in here day after day for coffee and donuts, I’m gonna grow on you little by little.”
I regarded her sternly as I sipped my coffee. “You know, assuming you grow on me, you’re forgetting an important detail.”
“What’s that?” she asked, absolutely getting her hopes up by the giddy look on her face.
“You’ll have to win over eight other girls. And one of them is really good with knives.”
“Oh. The fox girl, right?”
My heart just about stopped beating for a second there. “What did you say?”
“The kitsune. She came in here right after you left and asked for a copy of your receipt. She said she was one of your girlfriends. When she talked to me, she picked up one of the knives from the tables and flipped it through her fingers effortlessly. It was creepy but she seemed really sweet.”
I leaned forward and spoke with a shaky voice. “Okay. Opal, right?”
She nodded, her eyes suddenly widening as some kind of realization settled in.
“That woman is a stalker. She’s not my girlfriend. White hair and tails, right?”
Opal nodded again. “Yeah. And ears. She was really pretty. But—she’s not one of yours?”
“No. If you ever see her again, you tell her to leave me and my girls alone. And call the cops.”
“I—”
“Just promise me.”
She shrugged. “I mean I can’t call the cops if she isn’t doing anything wrong, but if she asks for personal info about you again, I’ll say something.”
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as I stepped away from the desk. “That’s all I ask.”
“Alright,” she murmured, suddenly calmer and quieter. “I’m sorry. I—I gave her your receipt. It didn’t have anything on it except your donuts and lattes.”
I shook my head and groaned as she started bagging the newly finished donuts. “Did she say anything else?”
She pulled some hair out of her face and adjusted her work hat. “Uhhh. No? Well—she said you were her boyfriend, and you lost the receipt which you needed for accounting reasons, and she thanked me. I think that’s it.”
“Thanks for clearing it up.” I took the bag from her and said goodbye. She meekly offered her own farewell. I could tell the change in tone was related to a sense of guilt or worry that she’d caused trouble for me. I could appreciate the sentiment, so I gave her points for that.
I solarported back into the backyard a few minutes later, then entered through the backdoor. By this time, all the girls were streaming since it was a weekend, so only Eppy and Hephi were free. The two of them were in the living room. Hephi was sitting in the recliner where I made sweet, sticky love to Blossom and Tahini the previous night, and I felt a little awkward about that. Thankfully, Tahini did wipe it off afterwards, at least, but still.
“Oh. You brought the coffee and donuts,” Hephi said. She raised her hand to receive hers as she looked back down at her clipboard. I handed it to her, then looked over at Eppy.
The second my eyes met Eppy’s, she was up, wrapping her perfect body around me. “What use is this donut when all I want is to live inside your skin all day, every day?”
“Do you want it or not?” I asked.
“I do,” she replied with a pout. “But I’d also like you to choke me and pull my hair.”
“I’ll get back to you on that,” I muttered as she took her strawberry frosted donut.
After that, I delivered the rest of the donuts to the girls very quickly, making something of a cameo appearance in the back of each of their streams. They took their donuts, and a few of them offered me a kiss on the cheek for my efforts. When I went into Mamba’s room, I noticed her camera was off.
“What’s that about?” I asked quietly, gesturing to the camera.
She smiled coyly. “I—I just think it’ll be too much of a shock for me to show my face now. I didn’t announce that I’d be getting a Splice Partner, so I just told everyone that I was going through something and appreciated their patience. Everyone has been supportive, but I’ve had fewer viewers today.”
I stroked her cheek. “You’re just as beautiful as you ever were. Don’t worry, babe.”
“I’m not worried. I’m just delaying all the press it’s going to get us, you know? I saw you were on the news at our front door earlier. I figure we don’t need any more reporters on our case at the moment.”
“Fair point,” I chuckled before kissing her on the forehead. “Have a good stream.”
“Thanks babe.”
I returned to the living room after giving everyone else their breakfast and found Hephi still there but Eppy gone.
“What happened to our favorite elven princess?”
Hephi groaned. “It blows my mind that she’s the same species as me.”
“Well, you’re both elves, anyway. I don’t think you’re from the same world. So are you really the same species?”
She chuckled and set her clipboard down for a moment, then looked up at me through her glasses. “Fair point. The girls have a charity event tomorrow. Are you going to attend?”
“Of course I am,” I replied immediately. “Why wouldn’t I?”
“Good. Pinky insists you need to be there for the good luck kiss,” she said with a little laughter at the end.
“What’s the name of the charity they’re doing this one for, again?”
“Hmm? Oh. It was a special invitation. Foundation for Blind Children Who Don’t Come From a Race that’s Supposed to be Blind(Such as Molemen).”
I furrowed my brow as something cold ran down my spine. “Hmm. That sounds familiar. I feel like I heard about that organization before.”
“They’re legit, as far as I can tell. It should be a good experience, and it’s always nice to make a difference.”
I nodded, though something felt a bit...off. “Yeah,” I muttered with a noncommittal tone. “Sure. Should be good.”




Chapter 7 - All For Charity


[image: image-placeholder]
For today’s game, Spinella wouldn’t have to play, so she was on recording duty, using her cellphone camera to stream the match live to her Flinch account. Hephi had a camera mounted to the bun on top of her head and was streaming to Pinky Peach’s account. Meanwhile, I was set to take photos. 
“Okay, girls!” Pinky shouted as they came out of the locker rooms where they changed into their uniforms, “are you all ready to kick some butt?!”
“Two members of the opposing team don’t have butts, Pinky,” Mamba said. “One’s an ooze and one is a proto-shoggoth.”
“But one has two butts!” Blossom chirped sweetly.
I hadn’t seen the competition, so I wasn’t sure exactly how true that was, but it was certainly intriguing.
“Line up, bitches!” Pinky said, standing in front of me and pointing at her back. “The ritual begins! Mua!” She kissed me on the lips and stepped out of the line.
Tahini was next. “Reenacting our first kiss, right, big guy?” She said. I didn’t have time to say anything before her lips slammed into me and she moved aside. Then it was Blossom, Mamba, and Satina, each taking their own kiss, and then, to my surprise, both Spinella and Hephi were in line too.
“You aren’t even playing,” Pinky Peach muttered in confusion.
“But—maybe I need the luck! Maybe it’ll make my connection better if I get a smooch with tongue,” Spinella suggested.
Pinky Peach sighed. “She’s out of line but she’s right. And you, Hephi?”
“I just...want one,” she murmured, her cheeks flushing red.
I gave the two newer girls each their due smooch, but as I did so, I couldn’t help but notice an odd feeling stirring in my gut. It was that feeling you get when you’re being watched.
“Pinky Peach, babe,” I said as I playfully swatted Hephi’s rump as she walked away, “What charity did you say this was for?”
“Oh. It’s the Foundation for Blind Children Who Don’t Come From a Race that’s Supposed to be Blind(Such as Molemen),” she said. “Why do you ask?”
My eyes widened as I put it together. I whipped my head toward the staging area at the center of the gymnasium and saw what I feared I’d see. A nine-tailed arctic fox girl with white hair and piercing blue eyes was glowering down at me, her face twitching with anger.
“This is Mitsy’s charity,” I grunted. “It’s a trap.”
The girls all followed my eyes to the fox girl and gasped. “That psycho!” Mamba shrieked. “She’s here?!”
“No way!” Pinky muttered. “Hephi, how did we lose track of this?!”
Hephi looked speechless as well.
“Ooo! Pretty!” Spinella sighed. “Oh. Is she the one we don’t like? Grrr!” she growled, hastily correcting herself.
“Change of plans.” I looked over at Hephi. “I’m pulling us out of this—”
Pinky Peach’s face twisted in disgust. “If there’s one thing I can’t stomach, Brock, it’s you pulling out. We’re doing this.”
“But—”
“But nothing,” Satina said, grinning sweetly. “We’re already here. Let’s not make drama. She won’t try anything in front of all these people—she has a restraining order, don’t forget. Let’s just make sure we don’t get separated, and Brock, sweety, just keep watch on us, alright?”
“I don’t like it.” I shook my head, but I knew they were right. “I can’t stop you, though, and I know you don’t want the bad press of bailing out of a charity event when you’re already at the venue. I’ll keep an eye out.”
Just then, a little kobold girl approached us from the stage, holding a brown paper bag. “Umm... h-hi?! I’m so sorry to interrupt. You all look like you’re having a v-very serious conversation but...our charity prepared some snacks and coffee for you.”
I cocked my brow and took the bag. The girl ran off as I looked inside the bag, not even bothering to say goodbye. She just scampered away, clearly nervous. My eyes widened as I processed the contents.
“This shouldn’t be surprising,” I grunted.
“What?” Tahini asked. “What’s going on, big fella?”
“It’s all your favorite coffees and donuts.” I reached in and pulled out a strawberry cream donut and handed it to Pinky Peach. “I found out yesterday that she took a copy of my receipt from Dragonkind Donuts. I guess this is why.”
“Are these from Dragonkind?” Pinky asked, cocking her head. “They seem...different.”
I shook my head. “I don’t think so. They don’t look the same, and they don’t look like Darkling Donuts either.”
Satina sniffed hers as I handed it to her. “They’re homemade,” she said. “I can tell.”
I dared to look over at Mitsy, but she was gone now. “Well. I’ll give these to you, along with a little plastic bag for each of you, but my advice is...don’t eat it.”
“But—it’s super rude not to!” Satina gasped. “She made these for us, and we accepted her invitation to be here!”
“You know what else is super rude?” Pinky asked with a look that could probably kill small animals. “Trying to murder me.”
“It could be poisonous. Maybe slow-acting. That seems like something she’d try. Honestly, it’s sloppy. She had to know we wouldn’t accept these,” I said.
“Maybe she thought you were ready to forgive her since you accepted the invitation—except that I’m pretty sure she manipulated us into accepting before we knew the name of the charity attached,” Hephi muttered, examining the donut that I’d handed to her. “In any case, I don’t sense anything off about these, for what it’s worth.”
“Can you sense poisons?” I asked.
She shook her head. “No, but there aren’t many poisons that I know of in Meteoropolis that would survive being cooked or injected in a donut without producing a bitter smell—certainly not at a charity worker’s pay grade.”
“Even so, we’d have to be idiots to—Satina, stop!”
“But it’s delicious!” she whined back at me with a mouthful of donut. “It’s sooo good!”
I covered my face with my hand and groaned. “We’ll take you to see Luna and Quinny after this,” I pledged.
Satina nodded as she licked her fingers clean. “So I can eat everyone else’s if they’re not going to,” she said. “Better safe than sorry.”
“I don’t think you’re demonstrating that you know what that phrase means right now,” Tahini murmured, her tail swishing frantically behind her.
Suddenly an announcement came on. A deep-voiced male who I couldn’t see bellowed over the PA system in the gym. “Attention ladies, gentlemen, and Xenos of all types! The event is starting in ten minutes! Please get to your seats. This is your last chance to use the bathroom without missing any of the action. Also, would the Dream Girls and the Thunderblades please report to the stage. Finally—there is a white griffin-driven wagon in the parking lot with the lights on.”
“Okay,” I said, gritting my teeth. “I guess we’re doing this, but afterwards, Hephi, I need this organization blacklisted.”
“Done,” she said, frowning guiltily. “I don’t know how it slipped past me.”
“Me neither,” I agreed. “Something seems off about it. It’s not really like you or Pinky to let something like this slide. We’ll look into it afterwards.”
She nodded her agreement, thanking me for the vote of confidence with her eyes. In truth, I didn’t really have any doubt that this was more of Mitsy’s trickery. Not to racially profile, but trickery was pretty much a kitsune calling card from what I knew.
The girls departed for the stage, most of them returning their donuts to me. As I placed them inside the bag, I noticed a plain donut that I was sure was supposed to be mine.
I picked it up and inspected it, even going so far as to take a whiff. It smelled like a donut alright. It was sweeter than I’d expected, though, with a little bit of a tang to it. Curiosity nipped at the back of my brain as I studied the pastry, but I ultimately placed it back in the bag.
“Alone at last,” a voice said from behind me, punctuating the creepy sentiment with a girlish giggle.
I turned my head back slowly and furrowed my brow as Mitsy’s beautiful face became clear to me. Her cheeks were red with blush, grinning practically ear to ear. Her hands were clasped over her breasts. All nine of her tails swayed hypnotically behind her, and her ears swooped back as I made eye contact with her.
“Hello, Mitsy,” I muttered. “Thanks for the invite, but don’t expect us to fall for this kind of trap again. I don’t know what it is you want—”
“Yes you do,” she cooed. “Yes, darling, you definitely know what I want.”
“You’re insane,” I said. “You need help. I don’t love you, and I’m not your darling.”
“I told myself I wouldn’t let your confusion get to me,” she sighed. “I’m stronger now. Before when you said you didn’t want to talk to me or see me, I believed you. I really did. There is no pain you can find among all the stars in the universe that can rival the pain of unrequited true love.”
“I’ve heard passing a kidney stone can be pretty bad,” I muttered.
“Darling, did you try my donut? I swear, they’re all safe. No poisons, no curses, just love.”
“That’s quite a change,” I said.
She shrugged. “I’ve accepted the truth that you love the Dream Whores and your assistant. Which, sadly, means that if I kill them, you’ll be very cross with me, won’t you, darling?”
“You’ve got that right. I’m glad we at least understand each other on that point.”
She took a step toward me. There were people in the crowd. Almost certainly, some of them were watching us. The announcer started talking again, and I turned my head to see the girls getting into position at their desks on the stage, but Mitsy grabbed my chin and guided it back to her.
“Nuh uh uh, darling,” she sang, “it’s just you and me. No one else can see us now.”
“How’s that?” I asked, arching a brow.
“It’s one of my powers as a kitsune,” she said. “Right now, an illusory field is being cast over us, making us functionally invisible. You could ravage me here and now in front of everyone, and not a single one of them would bat an eye. So. What do you say?”
“To what?”
“Ravaging me?” she giggled, making her brows dance. She placed her hands on her cheeks and took one more step toward me. “Oh, darling, how I missed seeing you up close! Don’t you wish our last visit ended better?”
“Probably not in the way you mean it. Mitsy, we’re done here. No more playing around. If you have something meaningful to say, say it. Otherwise, I’d like to watch my girls at work.”
Her grin faded, and her voice darkened. “I wish your head would catch up to your heart. You have no idea how happy I’ll make you when you’re finally mine. But fine. If you want to stop flirting and get to business, let’s do it. Brock—if I promise to not harm your other girls, will you marry me?”
“No,” I muttered, shooting her a look of disgust. “That’s insane. Can you even hear yourself?”
“Okay then,” she sighed, her grin returning. “Well. We’ll see how you feel next time we meet. And the next time. And the next. And the next. You know—Kitsune’s live a lot longer than humans, Brock. I’ll keep trying and trying even if it takes me until you’re a hundred years old to get you to realize your true feelings. Who knows how much you’ll have sacrificed by then—and for what? It’s so silly, when you think about it, isn’t it?”
She turned around and started walking away, her tails swaying happily. As she neared the front row seats, Mitsy turned back to wink at me one more time. “I swear the donuts are safe, darling. You might as well eat yours. Tell you what—I won’t cut off the unicorn girl’s horn today if you do.”
Without breaking my stare with her, I reached into the bag and grabbed the plain donut. I chomped it down and swallowed confidently. Truth be told, even if it was poisonous, as a Solar Dragon I’d be immune anyway. She’d need a planetary quantity for it to have any effect on me.
She placed her hands back on her cheeks and sighed lovingly. “I’m so happy, darling. You’re tasting my home cooking—just for you! How does it taste? Tell me truthfully and I’ll let your girls leave here in one piece.”
“It’s good,” I said. “But I’m not afraid of you. I will do whatever I have to in order to stop you and keep the women I actually love safe.”
“Ohh, I’m so glad you like it! That bodes well for our future in more ways than one,” she giggled. Mitsy started fanning herself as her neck glowed with sweat. “You know, I put an extra special ingredient in yours. Can you taste it?”
I cocked an eyebrow at her.
“Last night, when I was making yours, I kept thinking about your perfect, handsome body and what it must be like to have you inside me. Before I knew it, I was dripping all over the floor like crazy! And then I got an idea—what if I mix some of my girl juice right into the dough, swapping out the water?”
Okay, she’s growing on me, the dragon rumbled.
“Shhh. Quiet,” I urged him. “Never stick your dick in crazy.”
But...Eppy. And Blossom. They worked out.
“That’s...different,” I whispered.
“So—that little extra zest I think you detected,” she continued as her knees started to tremble, “that’s a special taste that only you will ever get to know, darling. I hope you feel special.”
“I—To be honest, I don’t know how to respond to this,” I muttered. “Can I watch the game now?”
She sighed and nodded. “Thank you for playing with me today. I feel closer to you. Do you feel closer to me?”
“I feel...invasively close,” I murmured. “Please get therapy.”
She blew a kiss to me and then seemed to disappear. I turned around and faced the stage, relieved that she finally left. Soon the announcer came back on, and I caught Blossom standing up and waving her hands over her head to get my attention. I grinned back at her and took some photos.
As fucked up as the conversation with Mitsy was, I felt secure in the fact that she was probably not going to attempt anything else today. Even so, I had to keep my guard up. She was apparently a bit more powerful than I’d given her credit for, and a lot more devious.
But...She did make the girls donuts. And she did seem to understand that hurting them would not earn my affection. Not that she ever could earn my affection, but it was certainly a step in the right direction. Of course, it wasn’t that many steps away from where we began, assaulting Pinky Peach with a knife in our own home, but it was progress.
I snapped some pictures of the girls at their stations, but then I was told by the event organizers that only Hephi could stay and film. Spinella and I went back to the seats together, and she turned off her own camera and stopped streaming.
“Are you excited?” she asked. “I don’t see the crazy fox chick, so I hope that means we’re in the clear.”
“We are never totally in the clear,” I countered grimly. “But I think we’ll be fine today. Are you bummed you don’t get to play?”
“Not really,” Spinella giggled. “Last time I had so much water beforehand and I needed to pee so badly by the end. Today I intentionally didn’t drink any water just in case Pinky got sick again.”
“That sounds unhealthy,” I said. “Do you want your coffee?”
Her eight eyes blinked at me curiously. “Do you think it’s safe?”
I thought about it for a second and nodded. “Yeah, I do. But on second thought, coffee is a diuretic, so you’ll probably feel even more dehydrated later.”
“I’ll just find a vending machine during the break. Look! They’re starting!”
We watched the game together, and it went as well as I had expected. The girls absolutely trounced the opposition, and the crowd, which was full of Dream Girls fans male and female, went absolutely nuts. Comparing the crowd response in this game to the first match when the Dream Girls made their debut in the school gym venue, wearing the original boob window uniforms—it was humbling to recall.
My girls had come a long way. Part of me wondered just how much of a role I played in their success. I might have been the catalyst that brought them together, but how much did I actually do for them at the end of the day? Certainly not more than they did for me. Teleporting for coffee and donuts every morning didn’t make me a doting boyfriend. Expanding on that point, one of them was the mother of my future daughter, and I had been starting to think about marriage. Was I ready? Was I worthy?
If I was going to marry them, I needed to be as supportive of them as they always were of me. That much I’d decided.
“What are you thinking about?” Spinella asked in a high, curious tone. “Your face got all tight and constipated.”
I shook my head and smiled at her. “Nothing. I’m fine.”
She nodded and looked around sneakily. “Do you think it’d be a good idea to finger me here while everyone is focused on the game?”
“No.”
“Awww, fuck,” she whined. “Maybe later then.”




Chapter 8 - The Follow-Up Visit


The charity match went well, and the girls won easily. I didn’t have much time to celebrate, though, because Hephi reminded me that I had an appointment with my favorite Capsule Scientist. 
“Hey, Arty,” I said, talking into my phone as it rested between my cheek and shoulder. “Super sorry, man, we forgot the follow-up checkup was today already. “
“That’s fine, so did I,” he said. “Nurse Quinny woke me up ten minutes ago with a phone call check-in when I didn’t show up to the lab, so I’ll be there later than you.”
I couldn’t restrain a barking laugh at that. “Are you this unprofessional with everyone else?”
“You know, it’s funny, I’m really not. It’s like my body somehow just knows I’m going to be dealing with you so it shuts down or goes into conservation mode whenever you’re the one I have to see.”
“Awww, love you too, buddy,” I chuckled. “Mmk, see you in a few.”
“W-wait! Brock?”
I slowed down my driving speed now that I was aware that we weren’t going to be the late ones. Looking over at Mamba, I saw a big grin on her now pale face. “Yeah, Arty?”
“How’s she seem? After the change. Everything alright so far?”
“Yeah, as far as I’ve heard.”
I heard him sigh out a breath of relief on the other end of the call. “That’s great news. I’m happy it’s working out for you both. Oh, and Brock?”
“Yeah, pal?”
“You suck.” Click.
Letting out a sigh, I placed the phone back in my pocket and took one hand off the steering wheel to rest it on Mamba’s knee. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?”
“Great,” she said. “I kind of miss the way I used to look a bit, but it’s not bad. You know what Pinky said?”
“What?” I asked.
“‘Think of all the new views you’ll get after your change, Mamba!’ She’s the most one-track-minded chick I’ve ever known.”
I chuckled and squeezed her knee, then brought my hand back to the steering wheel. The road was easy today. It was still morning, but not so early that we were stuck in rush-hour traffic. Most of the traffic was of the flying variety anyway.
About ten minutes later, we arrived. Quinny let us in through the front door and escorted us through the corridor into the lab. “Please have a seat! Dr. Luna is running an emergency errand for the Mayor so—”
“It’s okay, Quinny, he already told me he forgot about the appointment.”
“Uh—right,” she said, blushing cutely. “Sorry about that. He’s really not usually like this.”
“So I keep hearing, but it’s really hard for me to imagine him any other way,” I said.
Mamba spoke up, waving at Quinny. “Hi Quinny. Do you want to take my blood and do some of that stuff before Arty arrives?”
Quinny’s eyes widened like she smelled an opportunity, a grin painted on her face at the suggestion. “Oh, I’m not sure I should!” she said as she grabbed Mamba’s arm and led her over to some of the machines. “Dr. Luna would be terribly upset with me if he knew I got started without him!”
“I doubt he would.” I scratched the top of my head as I watched the girl’s giddy expression grow.
“Oh, he’ll be dreadfully upset. No matter, I’ll make it right when he arrives.”
I could smell where this was headed. My eyes scanned the dark elf’s body from head to toe, and I noticed a long, narrow shape discreetly hidden along her outer thigh beneath her nurse uniform. I decided to let that be a problem that future Brock dealt with because I really did want to get the bloodwork and diagnostic stuff out of the way as soon as possible.
After she finished taking Mamba’s blood, weighing her, measuring her, and doing a quick X-Ray as well as aura check, the dark elf smiled at her and nodded. “Almost done. One more thing: We’ve synced this new data up to the biometrics recorded by your home for your panic room, but one thing we didn’t do last time was a full body examination to chart out any physical anomalies that have developed as a result of your Splice.”
“Uh—okay? So what does that mean?”
“I’m going to take you behind that curtain, you’re going to remove all your clothes, and I’ll do a thorough inspection of your body to make sure there isn’t anything unexpected that has appeared that you are unaware of.”
“I’d—I’d really rather not do that,” Mamba grunted.
“Relax, it’s just us girls, and I’m a registered nurse. All my notes will be written—no images will be taken or video data recorded. What’s more, I’ll go over my findings with you in private before showing anything to Dr. Luna and Brock. If there’s anything you don’t want me to talk to them about, then I’ll make a note of it and it’ll be a confidential matter between us.”
Mamba looked at me with a worried expression. “This woman is only a danger to herself. I think you should do it. She’ll know what she’s looking for better than we would.”
“Alright, then,” Mamba agreed with a nod. She turned her gaze back on Nurse Quinny and smiled. “Lead the way.”
The two of them disappeared behind the curtain, and I was actually surprised to find that once they were behind it I not only couldn’t hear them, but I couldn’t even sense or smell them either. The curtain must have had a powerful psychic blocker lining it, which wasn’t all that surprising when I thought about it. 
About five minutes into their super secret checkup, Dr. Luna walked through the door. “Good morning, Brock,” he said, waving at me. “Apologies for my tardiness. Koriana and I had a bit of a spat last night.”
“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” I grunted, frowning at him.
“Huh? Why?”
“A spat—that’s bad, right? It means a fight?”
“Oh—no, never mind. I misused the expression. We tried anal.”
I nodded and stroked my chin. “There’s a mental image that I’ll need decades of therapy to vanquish. I hope that it was you administering.”
“A little of column A, a little of column B,” he said. “Where’s Mamba? And Nurse Quinny? She must have let you in.”
I gestured at the curtain. “Quinny got started with the checkup while we waited for you.”
“Oh, good. Yes, that’s just as well. She’s surprisingly capable and independent once you get past—well, you know.”
“I do know,” I muttered.
A few moments later the curtain opened and Mamba walked out with Nurse Quinny, beaming at us.
“There’s my girl,” I said, reaching out my hand. Mamba lightly jogged over to me, her bosom bouncing wondrously as she smiled and rushed to take my hand. “Everything turn out okay?”
“I think so, I—”
“Oh my GODS!” Nurse Quinny shouted with her hands on her cheeks. Her dress was already hiked up scandalously high so that she could reach for the dagger at a moment’s notice. “I’ve been caught in my act of defiance! I am so, so sorry, Dr. Luna! You deserve a more responsible Nurse to help your friends and patients! There is only one way to make this right!” She reached for the dagger.
“No!” Dr. Luna shouted, more loudly than I’d ever heard him shout before—except for that time when he got drunk and Commissioner Go’Urden tackled him before he jumped off the Griffin Gate Bridge. “You’re a very good nurse and you did a great job! I’m not angry at you, I’m proud of you! Good work, Quinny!”
The dark elf’s eyes went wide, and she dropped the dagger on the ground. “I—thank you, Dr. Luna! Do you mean it?”
“I do,” he said. “Now, why don’t you leave Mamba to me and do Brock’s checkup.”
“What?” I muttered. “My checkup?”
He nodded at me. “Everything will be confidential, and she won’t be allowed to look at any of the recorded bloodwork without my permission. I think it’s time we start analyzing you from a holistic medical perspective. You’ve changed a lot since you arrived in Meteoropolis, and I feel irresponsible for not having a true medical professional like Quinny be the one to look after you.”
“Do it, Brock Star,” Mamba said, squeezing my hand. “I’ll talk to Arty and let you know what he says afterwards. If Quinny can help you with your struggles, then it’s worth it.”
I nodded. In truth, my struggles were more existential than medical, save for the fact that I found it exhausting to hold my human form. I guess that counted.
I followed the grinning, pacified Quinny behind the curtain, and with some relief I noticed she left her dagger on the ground. Before she closed the curtain, Dr. Luna shouted one more thing to her. “Quinny, he’s going to need an X1000 strength needle.”
Quinny blinked at him in confusion. “X1000, sir? Are you sure that’s necessary? He’s in a human form right now. An X1 should be plenty strong enough.”
“It’s not real, Quinny,” he grunted. “You’ll find that out for yourself momentarily. Use the X1000.”
“Yeah, Quinny,” I chuckled with a wink as she shut the curtain and eyed me with confusion. “You heard the ugly old bastard.”
And then something incredible happened. Well, incredible from my penis and the dragon’s perspective, anyway. The second Nurse Quinny and I were alone, she changed. Not physically—not really. But the change certainly was immediately visible in her posture and the look on her face. Where she’d been uptight and anxious before, now she looked in control and stern. When she spoke again, her voice seemed to have gone down a note or two in pitch.
“Sit, boy,” she said, shoving me backward, and my ass landed on the chair behind me. “Hmm. Dr. Luna is right. From just that one touch, I can tell you aren’t what you seem to be.”
“Boy?” I grunted, still caught off guard by the sudden change in tone.
“Which would you prefer? Male? Or boy? I’ll call you either, but I am a Molothian Dark Elf from the Unremembered Realms, and I won’t treat a male as an equal in private. It would be reprehensible behavior for me to do so, insulting my ancestors in the most tasteless fashion.”
“Ah,” I grunted. “Cool cool cool. Male is fine.”
“Very well, male. Disrobe at once.”
Feeling suddenly more than a little awkward, I decided to trust her medical professionalism and began with taking off my shirt. She looked down at her tablet and started prepping some equipment, most notably preparing a needle that looked like it had more business as the tip of a power drill than anything that should be inserted in my body.
When she finally looked up, I was folding my shirt and pants and setting it on the chair behind me. She didn’t smile, nor did her lips really move at all, but her eyes sure reacted to the sight of me. They expanded to near perfect circles, bulging as she had her fill of my chest, then moved her stare downward.
“I s-see,” she said breathlessly. “Very well, m-m-male,” she stammered, her knees shaking all of a sudden as she valiantly tried and failed to move her gaze to anywhere respectable. “Your arm, p-p-please.”
I held out my arm, and she took the syringe and pressed down on the needle, and to my surprise, I felt a sudden burst of sharp pain, and it actually penetrated my skin.
“Dr. Luna was correct,” she muttered. “It makes no sense to me, but your skin is indeed as hard as something at the cosmic scale.”
“What kind of beings are at the cosmic scale?” I asked.
“Nameless Ones, Astral Dragons, Solar Dragons, Space Demons and Angels, Hyperions, Starworms—things of that nature.”
“What’s above those sorts of beings in the food chain?”
She shrugged. “The Elloway and his children. The Banished Gods. But that’s just a guess. It’s not like The Elloway comes in for his biannual checkup.”
I chuckled at that. “No, I imagine he wouldn’t make the trip.”
I saw a tiny smirk play on her lips. “So. You are in a relationship with multiple women, I see.”
It was challenging not to laugh whenever someone made that observation, just out of sheer discomfort. “Yep,” I said. “I’m a lucky guy.”
“No one is lucky in that arrangement,” she muttered. “Forgive me, I’m speaking from my own background and I know it isn’t how you see the world—but a traditional family is best.”
“I understand that sentiment completely. A man and a woman working together to make a family and keep a home together is a beautiful thing.”
She snorted and started laughing at me. “What?! No—that’s just as bad. A proper family is one man kept as the plaything and breeding stud for multiple women. This arrangement suits the man’s subservient, carnal nature best, and plays to women’s strengths for domination and control.”
I tilted my head to one side as I watched her draw the last bit of blood she needed. “Well, I mean it doesn’t sound bad,” I admitted. “Not all that different from my current lifestyle, honestly.”
“I doubt that,” she remarked. “Those women don’t know how to own you. They want to please you like a puppy wants to please its master. They look to you for approval when making decisions, and they have that lovey-dovey look in their eyes when they stare your way. It’s cute in a way, but it’s also very unnatural to me. I mean no offense, it’s just sooo...alien.”
“I’m a tough guy to offend,” I said, though I had to admit, she was getting close. “Truth be told, Nurse Quinny, it’s a two-way street. I seek their approval and want to please them just as much.”
“As you should,” she added quickly. “That is what’s right. A good male knows his place. I have a feeling you are a great male, just caught up in a bad situation. I feel sorry that you’ll probably never know the joy of being owned by a worthy dark elven woman. I really wish it for you, male.”
“You can...uhh, you can call me Brock if that’s cool.”
“In front of the others, of course. But in private, it would be improper. You understand, male. Step on the scale.”
I did as she said, stepping on a little electronic scale in the corner. As I did so, the surface of the thing cracked, but a number did display. Her eyes bulged once again.
“What does it say, nurse? Do I need to lay off the chips?”
“Y-you’re as heavy as an Ultharian Behemoth!” she gasped. “Those are ten times your size! Let me examine you.”
I nodded and let her approach. “I’m going to touch your body, male, which is an honor for you. Thank me.”
“Uhh—thanks? I guess. Do you talk to Dr. Luna like this?”
“Of course not. He’s my boss,” she giggled.
I nodded. “And I’m your patient.”
“But you’re below me, so it’s fine. Dr. Luna is at least a fellow elf. You’re a human.”
I laughed. “That’s where you’re wrong.”
Her fingers ran along my chest, then my arms, and her eyes narrowed as she struggled to understand the discrepancy between what she felt and what she saw. “The texture I’m feeling is ridged and scaly, but it looks like normal skin.”
“I don’t think I need to explain. I’ll leave it up to Dr. Luna to do so. In fact, it’s honestly a waste of time for you to inspect me because what you see and what’s actually physically here are two very different things.”
She looked up at me, staring intensely into my eyes. “This is some kind of glamor or magical disguise?”
I nodded.
“Dr. Luna mentioned that your Splice Partner is a dragon. So—your physical body is more dragon than man, but your mind is more man than dragon,” she reasoned.
“More or less,” I confirmed. “I think we’re done here.
“No, we’re not. I need to take measurements.”
I sighed with exasperation. “I told you, everything you can see is part of the illusion.”
“Then show me your true form,” she urged me, her eyes glimmering with suspicion.
“It wouldn’t fit. My true form in this contained area, I mean.”
Nurse Quinn’s lips turned downward. “I feel like instead of learning anything new about you I’ve only come up with more questions.”
“This was a waste of time,” I sighed as I grabbed my clothes off of the chair. “If Dr. Luna ever decides we can trust you enough to let you in on the whole secret, we can do this again. Just give the bloodwork to him for today and he’ll let me know if there’s anything relevant.”
“There’s one more thing,” she said as she grabbed something that looked like an oversized film camera. “The aura reader.”
“Oh,” I grunted. “Sure. How do we do that?”
Just stand there, perfectly still. Hold your breath.”
I obeyed and watched her as she snapped an image of my aura, then watched as her eyes drifted down to the viewfinder and went wide. “This is quite an aura.”
“What does it look like?”
She turned the device around and showed me the image. I blinked at it a few times, utterly puzzled.
“It’s just white.”
“Your aura is too intense to show up on screen,” she explained.
“What does that mean?”
She shrugged in response. “You’re a demigod, I suppose. Or a god outright. Perhaps I should adjust the way I speak to you after all, male.”
“That would be nice,” I grunted. “Are we done?”
She narrowed her eyes with suspicion. “For now. I guess.”
I got dressed and threw the curtain open and found Mamba and Dr. Luna waiting and looking far sunnier and more mirthful than I had been the entire time I was alone with the dark elf. “Everything look good, Nurse Quinny?” Dr. Luna asked. 
She immediately slipped back into her submissive facade, her voice raising half an octave as she breathed her reply. “Unfortunately, Mr. Clayton’s skin seems to be an illusion and he’s using a glamor to obscure his true form, so it quickly became clear that I wasn’t going to be able to learn much to help him. His aura was also too bright to show up on screen except as a white blob, and he broke the scale.”
“Lay off the chips, Brock,” Luna chuckled.
“I made the same joke,” I replied with a grin.
“Anyway, I’ll give the bloodwork and all recorded data to you, and you can go from there and speak to Brock about the findings directly. I think that’s probably for the best—until you feel like you can fully trust me, sir,” she said, bowing meekly.
Dr. Luna looked at me for a reaction. I didn’t give one in time, apparently, because he looked away a second later and said, “Sure, Quinny. Maybe someday.”
“And how’s Mamba doing?” I asked, taking her hand.
He nodded. “All her physical changes seem to have happened already. It doesn’t look like she’s developing any other ones. Her aura is also very strong, much stronger than it was before. She’s lost weight and gained a bit in height.”
“My boobs are slightly smaller,” she muttered with a pout.
“I didn’t notice,” I lied.
She smiled at that, thankfully. “I’m going to visit Koriana on the weekends from now on,” she said. “I haven’t made contact with my Splice Partner the way you and Pinky talk to yours.”
“Brock and Pinky’s Splice Partners are both very special cases,” Dr. Luna replied. “Tahini’s Splice Partner hasn’t even changed her appearance, and she hasn’t been able to talk to it even once. That’s actually fairly standard.”
“When I asked if she wanted to see Koriana to have her connection deepened, she refused outright. Apparently the idea of adopting more Xeno traits didn’t hold a lot of appeal for her,” I chuckled.
Nurse Quinny giggled. “Oh, Brock, goodness yes, I imagine that would be scary for a Bastian Catgirl. She might sprout random eyes or tentacles on her body.”
“Well, Mamba’s Splice Partner is closer to Xeno than most things walking around the Sylvan District, but still humanoid,” Dr. Luna added. “The creature that is Tahini’s Splice Partner is absolutely not humanoid. In fact, they biologically have so little in common that it’s likely the reason she didn’t manifest any of its physical traits.”
“So what’s next?” Mamba asked. “I have a stream in two hours. Did you need to run any errands before we go home?”
“No,” I said, “ Speaking of Tahini, I’m actually supposed to see her about her computer stuff before she streams, so we should get home as soon as we can.”
“Sounds good.”
Dr. Luna cleared his throat. “Nurse Quinny, would you escort Mamba to her car? I need to talk plans with Brock for Pinky Peach’s next appointment and birthing.”
“Sure, Dr. Luna. Come with me, Mamba!”
The hissfolk beauty waved to us and followed the dark elf out the door. As soon as it clicked shut, he leaned forward and grabbed my shoulder. “Brock, I have something to tell you.”
“Okay,” I said. “Spit it out then.”
“I saw her, Brock. You know who.”
I cocked my head and furrowed my brow in confusion. “Huh? No, I don’t know. What are you talking about.”
“The kitsune, Brock. The charity worker. Your stalker. Mitsy—she was here, in my lab. Somehow—I don’t even know how. She got past security and vanished the second I caught her.”
“When did this happen?” I asked, my blood running cold.
“Last night. I had already closed for the evening, but I forgot my chicken wrap and went back to get it to eat on my way home and—”
“You ride a motorcycle home, man, you have to stop eating burritos while you drive.”
“Oh, sorry, mother,” he bit back. “Anyway, when I entered the lab, she was here.”
I frowned deeply and took a big breath. “Do you have security footage with her?”
He shook his head. “I pulled the footage. It all came up fuzzy. I’m scanning the lab for DNA and aura spillage today, but I doubt I’ll find anything. I’ve already filed a police report, but they’re not going to take it seriously. I just...I have a feeling. There’s something odd about her.”
“You’ve got that right,” I agreed. “Thanks for telling me.”
He patted me on the shoulder. “Be careful out there, Brock.”
“You too,” I said. “And I’ll have Pinky call Quinny to talk birthing stuff soon.”
“Thanks. And, Brock?”
“Yep?”
He glared at me with a look of suspicion. “Please don’t seduce my nurse.”
I nodded. “I’m doing my best, man.”




Chapter 9 - Tahini the Super Hacker


Tahini’s tail was swaying excitedly as I entered the room. She was on the floor with her ass in the air—a welcome sight. She wasn’t doing anything inherently sexy, though, but was merely fiddling with some cables. 
“I don’t think those belong in the Earth computer,” I said as I shamelessly took in the sight of her backside. “Those look like Meteoropolis cables.
“Hey big guy,” she said without turning to look at me, though I could hear the grin in her voice. “About time you showed up.”
“I’m not that late, am I?” I strolled over to her bed and sat down, treating it like a front row seat to the booty view. “Uh. Actually, did you need any help?”
She let out a squeaky giggle. “No one in this city needs less help with computers than me.”
“Well, that’s normally true, but we’re dealing with something not from Meteoropolis.”
“Shhh. I’m focusing. Almost done.”
I heard the sound of something clicking into place, and an excited “Ahhh” of relief from Tahini as the catgirl freed herself from the tight spot behind the computer and crabwalked back in my direction. “There we go. All done.”
“What’s all done?” I asked.
“You’re just in time to find out. Computer, initiate.”
A tinny, robotic voice responded as Windows Vista booted up. “Initiating Prophecy Protocol. Booting now.”
“Good girl,” Tahini cooed.
My jaw dropped. “What did you do?”
“Well, the architecture of Meteoropolis computing tech is loosely based on Earth tech from precisely the Elloway’s reality. The hard drive from that reality was scavenged from the ethereal debris of that universe’s destruction, said to have happened millions of years ago.”
“Loosely, but it’s not like people in Meteoropolis code in English-based computing languages like C++ or Python,” I said. “Do you even know what I’m talking about, for that matter?”
“Yes, I do.” She shot me an annoyed look. “Here’s the thing—it’s true that there isn’t any 1-to-1 comparison I can make, but the guts of the computer are compatible enough for me to program a hacked version of Meteo OS in Windows Vista’s bootcamp system with a bit of hacking.”
“That...that sounds impossible.”
“You’re a godlike Solar Dragon walking around with a human brain and you draw the line at computers?” she asked, quirking a brow.
“Fair enough,” I chuckled. “Proceed.”
“Fine, I will.” She rubbed her palms together and sat on the floor in front of the QWERTY keyboard and monitor. “So, the thing is, when I run Meteo OS from an Earth computer, the signal is scrambled to anyone trying to detect what I’m doing, automatically encrypted to the level where no one, not even the best counter-hackers in the city, can find me or figure out what I’m up to. They’ll definitely know where I’ve been, but they’ll never be able to trace it back.”
“Isn’t not leaving a trace an important part of hacking?” I asked.
She nodded. “Normally, yeah. But sometimes information is more important than being sneaky. And it’s also pretty intimidating. They won’t be able to keep anything locked up from me. They’ll have to destroy their data outright, or move it off of their hard drives, or disconnect any computers containing information they have from the internet, which is pretty unlikely and impractical. Also, now I have this!”
She pointed to a little USB flash drive. “What’s that?” I asked.
“I call it the Wave of Prophecy. It allows me to dual-boot and choose Meteo OS right from the boot menu, but it’s a hacked version that has one function: a search of the entire internet and all computers and devices hooked into it. For example: watch this.”
She plugged it in and restarted the computer. This time, once it got past the BIOS screen, she was faced with the option to boot into Wave of Prophecy, and it was written in English.”
“How did you learn English?”
“Huh? Oh, is it correct? I just put it into Meteo Translate.” She shrugged. “Watch this!” She clicked the return key, and we waited.
The computer quickly booted into a black screen with a white box that showed a single prompt: Search.
“I’m switching to my keyboard now,” she said, unplugging the QWERTY keyboard and plugging in a Meteoropolis LED backlit one that had a USB port spliced adapter onto its end. “Now, what should I search?”
I shrugged. “Solaris is cool.”
She rolled her eyes. “Wow. Pretty vain, but okay.” She typed the phrase in and hit the confirmation button. I waited.
I didn’t have to wait for long. A message popped up on the screen, along with an outpouring of results below. The message said, 1,598,930,491 results found.
“Damn, that’s a ton of results.” My eyes started scanning the first few. It was just raw text from what I could tell, so not visually interesting.
“It’s not too crazy considering that this just scanned every single text message, internal document, blog post, internet article, or document draft that’s either in the cloud or currently hooked up to the internet. That’s a lot of data, and you’ve been around for a while now.”
I shook my head. “Can you click one? I want to see exactly what it looks like.”
“Sure, hang on.” She clicked the first entry with her mouse and pointed at the screen as it expanded. It looked like a raw text dump, but it did contain some data. It contained the internet address, the time and date of posting, the media source and file type it originated from, and the text document appeared.
My brother says Solaris is cool. He’s definitely powerful, but he’s kind of scary too, right?
“There’ll always be a few people who think that,” I said. “I would probably be one of them if the tables were turned.”
“Who cares about the message, isn’t this cool?!” Tahini gushed. “I can hack just about anything!”
“It seems like the data isn’t enough to get full context of where the message appears, and it doesn’t give a full snapshot of the entire conversation or all other documents related to this one...unless I’m not seeing something?”
She let out an airy sigh and her feline ears swooped back. “No, you’re right about that. Context is an issue with this feature, but it can help me find targets for a more detailed hack!”
“That’s awesome! Just be careful,” I said.
She scowled at me. “I just told you there’s no risk.”
“I don’t believe in powerful tools with no risk,” I said. “It’s like a law of the universe. There’s always a cost when something powerful is used.”
“Fair enough, big fella,” she giggled. “I think your mama bear protective nature is just kicking in.”
I smiled but took a serious tone. “I really mean it though. Don’t go crazy with this. Someone, somewhere will figure out what you’re doing. Or maybe there’ll be some kind of citywide internet issue because of your search function. I don’t know, I’m not an expert, but—”
“You’re not, but I am,” she insisted as she stood up. “You are happy for me, aren’t you?”
“Of course I am. And I’m so proud. I never thought you’d be able to make something this useful out of a shitty old Earth computer. Maybe you’re right—I’m being paranoid. But please, as a favor to my peace of mind, don’t abuse your powers. Think of Mamba.”
“Mamba could use her powers all she wants to now that she has a Splice Partner that amplifies her abilities—plus her proximity to you dampens her psychic signature, making her less trackable,” she pointed out. “Bad example, big boy.”
“Mamba and I have agreed not to put that theory to test too quickly. Glenyaka is out there and—”
“I could have a full-ass report about her on your desk by this time tomorrow morning,” she said. “Isn’t that tempting?”
“Tempting, yes,” I agreed. “Maybe pick an easier target to practice on. Something with lower stakes. If nothing happens, then we can talk about Glenyaka.”
“And Evelyn?”
I nodded. “And whoever that is.”
“And I can get all the lore the city archives have available about The Elloway, Brock! And even your sister!”
My eyes widened at that revelation. “Like I said: it’s tempting.”
She cutely puffed her cheeks and rolled her eyes. “You’re so boring, but fine. I’ll take it slow.”
“The law is changing,” I reminded her. “Maybe you can get back out there as Copycat if you want to find other ways to kill the time.”
She smiled sweetly at the suggestion. “Don’t you think I’m a little ho-hum compared to you at this point?”
“You’re still a symbol, and the people miss you,” I said. “It’ll be good for the city to see you in action again. Also, you look hot in that spandex catsuit.”
Tahini’s cheeks flushed, and she placed her hands on my chest playfully. “You really know how to rile me up, big guy.”
“It’s not that hard,” I said. “Step one—scratch behind the ears.” I reached for her head and started rubbing one ear just like I said.
Her eyes crossed for a split second, but then refocused, and her smirk became an irritated look of accusation. “Dude, don’t get me horny, I’m supposed to meet my mom later.”
I took my hand back with a chuckle. “My bad. How’s the new Prophet Dossier coming along?”
She frowned at me. “Do I have your permission to assemble it, daddy?”
“I know you’re trying to act bitter toward me for telling you not to abuse your new technology, but that was honestly a little hot,” I informed her. “And just use your usual channels for hacking.”
“Cybersecurity is up across the city since you mentioned my dossier in your big speech the night you eradicated all those Voidbeasts,” she told me with a sigh. “I can do it, but it’ll take more time without the new toy.” She looked at me hopefully.
“It’s your toy. You can play with it how you see fit, but be smart. Maybe don’t go digging where you know you shouldn’t. Void Cartel people are likely coordinated enough to notice and share information when they detect a strange third party accessing their information. They probably also already use codes in their internal documents you won’t be able to search for. I’m betting codenames and stuff, so it’ll be hard to implicate anyone with a simple search.”
“I bet I’d find some interesting things,” she countered, crossing her arms. “Much easier and faster than the old way, anyway.”
“I have no doubt. I’m sorry—maybe I am being annoyingly cautious here, but you can see where I’m coming from, right?” I tried to strike as soft and diplomatic a tone and expression as possible as I stood up.
She let out a sigh but looked away. “Yeah,” she admitted at last. “I get it. You might be right. But—this is a super big deal, Brock! This is new tech that we have access to, and it’s...it’s...”
“It’s what?” I muttered, sensing some tears welling up in her eyes.
“I’m useless as Copycat now that you’re as strong as you are! It’s the only way I can help you!”
I stared at her for a moment in silence before finding the right words. “First of all—you’re wrong. Just being here with me helps more than you could know. And, I’ll be totally honest, I don’t think Copycat is out of date or useless either. But—”
She pounded my chest with her tiny fists in protest to cut me off. “You’re just saying that to make me feel better, but it’s true! This is how I can help you! I don’t have anything else!”
“I don’t—hey. Me loving you isn’t contingent on you helping me, you know,” I said.
“I know, but I don’t want to be useless. I want to fight this war with you—and my father! I can’t allow myself to go obsolete now, when I’ve finally found a way to contribute.”
I put my hands on her shoulders, and she tilted her chin to look up at me. “I hear you. I didn’t know you felt so strongly about all of this, but I can tell I’ve been selfish for ignoring the signs.”
“No, you haven’t. I’m not really great at speaking my mind sometimes,” she meekly mumbled.
I took a deep breath. “All I ask is that you be careful. Leaving no trace seems important to me. Combine your tools to make the best, safest use of them. I couldn’t ever forgive myself if you put yourself at risk and ended up getting hurt because of it.”
She nodded and wiped her eyes on her bare arm. “I’ll be careful. I promise.”
“That’s good enough for me for now.”




Chapter 10 - Scruffers and I


[image: image-placeholder]
After working with Tahini, I decided to go for a walk, just to get some fresh air and feel a bit less cramped up in the house. Realizing that it was an overcast day—well, as close to overcast as you get in a climate-controlled dome city floating through space—I decided it might be a good opportunity to bond with Spinella’s spider-puppy, Scruffers. 
I knocked on Spinella’s door and called out for her. “Hey, Spinster. You in there?”
“Just a moment! I’m—FUCK!” she shrieked. And I heard something shatter against the floor. Seconds later, the sound of her stomping little feet made their way toward the door, and I could hear her let out a sigh on the other side just before opening it. “Hello, Brock! Uhhh—honey? I’m in the harem, right?”
“I’ll take responsibility, I guess,” I laughed, thinking back to the rather hectic movie night. “I was going to go for a walk to clear my head a little before everyone finished their streams. Mind if I walk your pooch?”
All eight of her red eyes widened. “Oh! Sure.” She turned around and bent over to slap her knees, beckoning her pet out of his web in the corner. “Scruffy-Wuffy, honey-bunny—daddy wants to take you for a walksy!”
I arched an eyebrow as I listened to the barrage of baby talk being directed at perhaps the least cute dog in all of existence. I also took the opportunity to admire the arachne girl’s firm backside as she hunched over in front of me, the bottoms of her asscheeks protruding from her pajama shorts.
What a blessed life we live, Brock, the dragon inside murmured in my head. 
“Amen,” I said. The eight black spider legs on her back wiggled excitedly as the tarantudog approached, and I had a bit of a moment. I had come a long way since arriving in Meteoropolis. I imagined that the sight of her spidery features on Day 1 would have terrified me, but now? My penis throbbed all the same, doing a little jump and shake like a grounded sparrow with a wounded wing.
“Do you want to put his harness on, or should I?” Spinella asked, holding up some mind-boggling object that my brain couldn’t make heads or tails out of. Turned out that a harness for an eight-legged dog was a bit of an ordeal.
“I’ll let you show me how,” I suggested.
She beamed back at me, then wiggled her butt playfully—perhaps fully intending for me to stare all along. If that was the case, then it was my honor to meet her expectations.
It wasn’t all that difficult getting Scruffers equipped when all was said and done. Only took a couple of minutes, and the little guy was more than accommodating.
With the task complete, I had to ask a question. “What was that noise I heard before you opened the door?”
“Huh?” She blushed all of a sudden and looked away shyly. “Oh. Pinky Peach beat me in a 1v1 match again. I threw my keyboard against the wall.”
I looked beyond her shoulder and squinted to see inside. “Huh. Your keyboard is right on your desk, though. And it looks fine?”
“That’s a spare.”
I chuckled and took the leash from her. As I turned around, she grabbed me by the wrist and pouted, batting her eyelashes. “Could you give me, like, a kiss or whatever?”
Smiling, I leaned forward and planted a peck on her lips. She sighed happily as I pulled away.
“Wow.” She looked drunk all of a sudden—and very cute. Her purple cheeks flushed pink, and her spider legs did a little dance on her back. “Okay. I should get going before Pinky calls and asks what’s going on.”
“Sounds good. I’ll drop Scruffers off soon.”
In the end, I didn’t take that long of a walk. It was enjoyable, though, and Scruffers was a good partner. For a dog, he was pretty quiet, and he only ever pulled the leash once when we spotted a gryphelot—basically a housecat sized griffin—flying around someone’s mailbox. Strong as I was, though, I wasn’t exactly tugged around by the little dog when that happened.
“How’s everything in your life these days, Scruffers?” I asked, of course not expecting an answer. I bent down to scratch his head, and he seized the opportunity to lick my hand, his tiny tail wagging excitedly. “I hope you’ve been getting used to living with us.”
He barked once in reply, then ran around in a little circle.
“Talking to your dog, huh?” a familiar voice called out from behind me. I had felt his presence, but intentionally decided not to acknowledge it since it might be a bit suspicious. “I can relate to that.”
“Hey Jasper,” I said. I turned around and saw that he was walking his own dog, who promptly attempted to mount Scruffers from behind.
“No, boy! No!” Jasper grunted, pulling back on the leash to control his horned wolf. “Sorry man. Maybe I really should get him neutered.”
“It’s a miracle he hasn’t sired any pups yet,” I noted.
Jasper chuckled. “Actually, he has. Mrs. Axegrind across the street let her dog off the leash once, and she ran right into my yard. The rest was history.”
“What happened after that?”
“Huh?” Jasper muttered. “Axegrind moved in with me and the other milfs last week.”
I furrowed my brow. “Dude, I meant with the puppies.”
“Oh.” He nodded his head and looked at his dog, who was now peeing on the sidewalk. “We gave the puppies up for adoption.”
I nodded. “Well, I’m pretty sure Scruffers is a boy, so we should be okay in any case.”
“Let’s not find out,” Jasper remarked.
“Agreed. Everything going well with you? You missed the game last week.”
He frowned and closed his eyes at the memory. “Believe me, I tried. I had a 4-on-1 before I was set to leave, and afterwards I just…I couldn’t.”
“I understand,” I solemnly replied. “The Sylvan Sylphs lost anyway.”
“Against who?” Jasper grunted as though it was absurd.
“The Infernal Firecats.”
He nodded, his face tensing with a grim look. “That’s literally the one team who should give those girls trouble. They’ve got a human coach. Did you know that?”
“Yeah. I watched him speak after the game.”
“Must be weird being a human in the Infernal District,” he muttered. “Anyway—tell the girls hi for me. I gotta get going.”
“I should get back too,” I said. 
With that, we separated, and I returned to the house. On the way back, Scruffers pooped, and I realized I forgot to grab a bag to pick it up with, so I used my fire breath to disintegrate it, but accidentally left a tiny scorch mark in someone’s lawn. I very briskly walked away after that.
“I’m back,” I said as I opened the door to Spinella’s room. She was taking a break on her bed with Eppy, braiding the elven princess’s hair. Eppy was only wearing a white, somewhat see-through tank top, with half a boob spilling out the top, and a pair of pink panties with a strawberry on front. It was one of Pinky’s pairs. I knew it well.
“There he is,” Eppy cooed, her eyes narrowing seductively
“Hi, Brock!” Spinella’s voice was cheerful and sweet compared to Eppy’s more sultry tone. It was an odd but nice contrast.
I took off Scruffers’s harness and watched as the dog happily returned to his web in the corner after giving me a few licks. “He’s easy to walk,” I said. “I can handle his walks from now on whenever you need me to.”
“Oh, thanks, but maybe we can walk him together sometime instead!” Spinella offered with a wide smile.
“That works too. I guess we should spend more time together.”
Eppy grinned. “Yes, you should. Maybe now is a good opportunity to get to know her a bit more intimately, as a matter of fact. What do you say, Brock?”
“Is this a sex thing?” I asked.
Spinella gasped at the suggestion. “I—I dunno if I’m ready! Eppy told me how big it was, and I don’t think I prepared myself for it yet!”
I cocked my head. “Should I ask what that means?”
“Probably not,” Eppy giggled. “Come over here, Brock—but lock the door first and make sure Spinella’s microphone is off.”
I followed her instructions carefully, going so far as to put the computer in Sleep Mode just to be extra certain. After that, I joined the girls on the bed and perched on the edge beside Eppy. Spinella was behind us both. “So,” I said, looking from one woman to the other, “what do you want to do?”
“Oh,” Eppy giggled, “you know.” With that, she slipped her tank top off and I was staring at a perfect pair of elven breasts, her pink-capped nipples already erect. She bit her lip and leaned back, using one hand on the mattress for support while the other hand pinched her own nipples one at a time to make them even harder.
“W-wow,” Spinella muttered behind her, her red eyes absolutely huge. Her breath hitched as she witnessed the lewd display, and she let go of Eppy’s hair and let the half-complete braid fall and become undone.
“Wow, what?” Eppy replied with a short laugh. “You’re next, girl.”
Spinella’s lip quivered, but she nodded her head and crossed her arms to reach for the bottom of her own babydoll t-shirt, lifting it up and over her head. She was still wearing a bra, but it clasped in the front, so Eppy rectified that immediately. Before I even had time to process what was going on, Spinella’s small, purple breasts were exposed, her nipples so tiny, with the areolas so similar to her skin tone that they were almost hard to spot.
I shifted in my seat, feeling my cock grow erect to the point where my pants very well may be in mortal peril. I undid my belt, but before I could take it another step further, Eppy crawled over to me. “Let me handle that.”
“Okay.” I wasn’t about to get in the way of her plans.
Eppy’s hands gripped the waistline of my pants and started to pull—but she stopped at the last second. “On second thought—Spinny, you take off his pants. This is your first time having sex with him, right?”
“I—well, we’ll see what happens,” she whimpered.
“No,” Eppy said, smirking with a predatory glare. “You’re fucking him today. Say it.”
“I—I’m fucking…Brock,” she shakily repeated.
“Only if you want to,” I added.
“I do! I want to. I—I’m just shy.”
Eppy grinned, clearly pleased with herself. She stood up and slipped off her panties while Spinella moved to take her position in front of me, kneeling on the floor. “I’ll be taking these, pet,” Eppy cooed as she pulled down Spinella’s shorts and panties in one go. I couldn’t see her exposed pussy yet because of her position kneeling in front of the bed, but the knowledge that it was there certainly had an effect on me.
Spinella’s cheeks were so red now that I couldn’t stop staring at them. Fuck—she’s so…fucking cute! the dragon bellowed inside me, more or less echoing my own feelings. To add to that impression, her hair was done up in high pigtails.
Her hands gripped my beltline and tugged, and I raised my hips to help. She hovered a little too close to my crotch, though, and when she freed my cock, it accidentally whipped upward and nailed her in the chin. “Eep!” she squeaked. And then her eyes welled up.
“Are you okay?!” I asked, startled by the unexpected onset of tears. I grabbed her shoulders and lifted her chin to inspect for a mushroom stamp forming on her skin, but I saw nothing.
“No! It’s not gonna fiiiiit!” she wailed, staring at my dick. “It’s never gonna fit inside meee! Eppy!!! What do I do?!”
“We’ll make it fit, my pet,” Eppy cooed. She wrapped her arms around Spinella, her tits pressed into the girl’s back and head resting on her shoulder. She planted a reassuring kiss on Spinella’s cheek and then nipped her ear playfully—but not too playfully. She drew a little blood.
“It’s never gonna fiiiit!” Spinella said, her hands pressed to her cheeks in a look of distress. “It’s too fat!”
I frowned. “Okay, that’s a bit much. Fat is—”
“Oh, Spider Goddess! It just jumped!” she squealed. “What do I do, Eppy, what do I do?!”
“Listen, pet—here’s the trick. This is the iron law of girth that my mother taught me, and that her mother’s mother taught her. Today, I’m your mommy. The rule is simple—if you can fit it in your mouth, you can fit it in your mouth-down-south.”
“Okay, mommy,” Spinella muttered sheepishly. “Yeah. Okay. Maybe if I—Brock, can I try to fit your cock in my mouth?”
I blinked, watching as she wiped away some of her tears. “I mean, yeah. Go for it.”
Spinella opened her mouth wide, and two tiny, soft mandibles protruded from the sides of her mouth. I have to confess, I almost flinched when I saw that, but the tips were blunt and soft, so I just…let it happen.
The arachne girl did her damndest. She leaned forward and rested her palms on my thighs and started by kissing the tip of my cock.
“That’s a good pet,” Eppy said, sucking on Spinella’s ear where she was bleeding. “Mmmm. My tasty girl. Suck him like I taught you.”
“Yes, mommy,” Spinella whined obediently, her voice high and airy. Her lips opened and sucked in most of my cockhead, but soon she was struggling. Just when I thought she was going to give up, the mandibles got to work, feeding my dick into her mouth the rest of the way. “Mmmm!” she grunted, a celebratory sound as about half of my dick made it inside.
“Now back and forth, and use your tongue,” Eppy urged her as she reached out and grabbed my balls, teasing them with her fingers. “That’s my girl.” Eppy started pinching Spinella’s nipples with her free hand, going back and forth between them. Each time she did so, the arachne girl would squeal in pain, but she seemed to like it at the same time. Their dynamic was making a lot more sense all of a sudden.
After a minute of Spinella doing her best, she pulled off of me and started panting. “It’s weird! My nose is still unblocked but when it’s so far down my throat I can’t breathe.”
“Points for trying, love,” Eppy said. “Lie on the bed, face the ceiling, and open your legs with your knees up.”
“Taking charge, I see,” I commented, looking at her with a smirk.
“My little spider girl needs special care,” Eppy answered with a grin and a wink. “Spinella, do as I say. Now.”
“Yes, mommy,” Spinella muttered, crawling onto the bed beside me and getting into the position Eppy had described.
“Good, good,” the elf cooed. “Look at you—splayed out like a slut on a platter for your man.”
Spinella whimpered. “I’m his little slut!”
Eppy beamed at her as though she was proud. “Well, go on, then, girl. Tell him what you want.”
“I—I want him to fuck me!” she squeaked, her legs shaking as she said it.
I started to get in position, but Eppy placed a hand on my arm to stop me. “Not yet. Spinella. Try again.”
“I—please, Brock! Fuck my tiny little spider pussy! I’m begging you!” she shouted, her hands fondling her own breasts. “And—Eppy, please take good care of me while he does it!”
The high elf grinned excitedly as she crawled, her perfect body fully on display, to a spot behind Spinella. Eppy lifted Spinella’s head up and placed it into her own lap. “Mommy’s going to take very good care of you, Spinny, don’t worry. She raked her nails down Spinella’s chest, leaving a long scratch from her collarbone to her belly button. The arachne girl’s eyes crossed with bliss the whole time it was happening.
I took my spot between Spinella’s legs and stared down at her purple pussy, the lips tightly closed but juice coating the slit. I stared at it for a good, long moment, then frowned. “I think she’s right. It’s not going to fit.”
“Nooooo!” Spinella whined. ‘Nooo no!”
“Don’t say that, Brock!” Eppy scolded me. “You’ll make it fit. You can’t disappoint her like that!” 
I grimaced. “It’s really going to hurt at first,” I warned her.
“In case you haven’t noticed, she’s into that,” the elf giggled.
She had a point there. Seeing no recourse, I got to work, running my finger up and down her entrance. The opening was so small I just had to ask. “Are tiny pussies an arachne thing or—”
“Brock, just fuck her!”
I tried to force it in slowly, but I could only get half of the tip in, and Spinella was already practically screaming at that point. I pulled out and tapped her on the stomach. “Welp. We had a good try.”
Spinella pouted at me. “No—just…you can make it fit. I think it’ll work, just take it really slowly.”
“I’ll hold it open,” Eppy said. “Hang on. Spinella, I’m leaning forward.”
Spinella’s eyes crossed as Eppy’s boobs suddenly hung over her face, and the elf was reaching down and gripping Spinella’s small lower lips with both hands, pulling them apart.
“I don’t think this is helping much,” I said, sighing.
“Here’s a hole. That’s your goal.” Eppy’s fierce look of determination caught me off guard. “Please, Brock. She wants this very badly.”
I nodded, then rubbed my palms together. I planted them on either side of Spinella’s waist and leaned forward as my cock started burrowing again. This time, though, there was progress. I managed to fit the whole head in.
“That counts!” Eppy declared. “The whole tip is in! That counts! You’re no longer a virgin, Spinella!”
“Yay!” Spinella declared. “Ouch ouch! But keep going!”
I rocked my hips slowly and subtly, and the longer I did it, the deeper I managed to feed it inside her. Soon, I was a full third of the way in there, and Spinella’s whimpers of pain started to transition to something else.
I was fucking her. Properly. True, I couldn’t go balls-deep, but it was working. I didn’t think I was about to cum anytime soon with so little of myself inside, though. Eppy noticed.
“Don’t worry, my love, I’ve got you,” she said. One of her hands rubbed Spinella’s clit, but the other grabbed the base of my cock and jacked me off as the upper third fucked Spinella. “Spinella, I hope you appreciate how much I take care of you,” she panted. She bit her lip as she watched my cock slide in and out of the arachne’s tight entrance while her own hand worked it supportively. “Fuck. I want it inside me, too.”
Spinella tried to say something in answer, but just let out a “Hooaaaamommy!” as she gave into the sensations rocking her petite body, her spider legs wriggling fiercely on her back.
“Oh—I think she’s cumming, Brock!”
“So am I,” I muttered.
“What?!” A look of panic spread across Eppy’s face. “Not inside her! She’ll get pregnant! Quick!” Eppy raised her hand and sent me tumbling back onto the floor. She pounced, leaping over Spinella, and landed on my lap. Her hand reached for the base of my cock and quickly, easily fed it inside her pussy lips. The easy squeeze inward was like a gentle homecoming.
I came inside her, shooting wave after wave of pearly man-jam into her slippery-hot high elven pussy. A look of sheer ecstasy was practically painted on her face, even though she couldn’t possibly be orgasming that quickly.
“Yes!” she shouted, rocking her hips lewdly atop me. “Fill me until there’s no space left!” With that she leaned forward and bit me in the neck as hard as she could—it didn’t draw blood or hurt, but I could tell it did the trick for her. To that end, her nails, all ten of them, sharp as scalpels, scraped their way up and down my chest, leaving a mark but doing no damage. It was just strong enough a sensation to enjoy. “So stingy with your blood, my love,” she moaned in my ear.
“I recently learned you’ll need an x1000 needle to get it from me.”
“Then I know what I’m asking for on my birthday,” she giggled.
After we finished, my eyes went to the bed, where Spinella was lying spread eagle, her chest rising and falling like she was fighting for her life. “You okay up there, Spinster?” I asked.
“Yes, baby,” she breathed out, just coherently enough to be understood. “Next time just do it in my ass.”
I stretched and stood up, taking in the full sight of her and Eppy as the elf lay down beside her to comfort the arachne girl. “Noted,” I said.
“Or my web hole, actually,” she added. “I’ve heard that it feels good, but you have to lubricate even more than with your butt or it gets really sticky.”
“Also noted.” I looked over in the corner and caught Scruffers staring at me. His eight eyes seemed to judge me somehow. All I could do was shrug.
Suddenly Spinella’s phone rang, and the spider girl’s eyes went wide when she picked it up. “Oh fuck! I told Pinky I would play another game with her like ten minutes ago!”
“Tell her Brock filled me up,” Eppy said with an evil grin. “She’ll hate that.”
I sighed. “I’ll be paying for that later for sure.”
“And that’s a bad thing?” Eppy asked, offering a teasing smirk.
I shook my head. “No, it really isn’t.”




Chapter 10.5 - Blossom’s Interlude


Blossom woke up from a long nap inside her pot, stepping out delicately so as not to make too much of a mess on the floor. Pinky Peach had bought a huge, round doormat to place beneath each of Blossom’s pots in the house, commanding her to wipe her feet upon getting out. She hated wiping her little rooty feet, though. It tickled. 
The petite flower sprite stretched and yawned as she made her way over to her computer. Being mostly a vegetable, she didn’t have to deal with a lot of the morning routines the other girls did. She woke up smelling fresh, and her breath was always minty-sweet. Her skin secreted its own oils while she slept to keep it smooth and glossy, and she didn’t need to pee or poop or eat. She just needed regular water changes in her pot—and plenty of fuggin’ kisses from Brocky, she reminded herself.
Brock wasn’t the same lately, though. Not necessarily in a way that she didn’t like—but she could tell something was wrong. Whenever she tried to talk to him about what was on his mind, he brushed her off, easily distracting her with an onslaught of affectionate gestures. By the time her leafy brain figured out that he had been deflected away from his problems so as not to worry her, he would typically be long gone.
Blossom frowned as she thought about him. She booted up her computer and started streaming straight away, turning on her camera and adjusting so that it was squarely aimed at her face and shoulders. She was doing a stream off of Flinch this morning, only available to her direct supporters.
“Mornin’ everyone,” she said, scanning all the greetings. “Yeah. I’m thinking we’re playing Titty Patrol Alpha: The Breastening today. I just—I need this one, you know?”
> Is everything okay?
That message was from another streamer that Blossom had collaborated with from time to time—a deer girl named Chloe. Well, on stream she was DoeyChloe398.
“Yeah, everything is fine. Nothing serious is wrong. Just home stuff. Just a bad mood.”
> Awww. That sucks. Take care of yourself, okay, flower?
Blossom smiled at the message. Chloe was very sweet and a good listener. She had met Chloe after the last time Mamba used her fate-fuckery powers. They ended up on the same team in a solo queue 5v5 game of Loremasters, and Chloe added her as a friend afterwards. Blossom was hesitant to talk to her at first, but as time went on, she started opening up more and more.
Never too much, of course. She hadn’t spilled any big secrets—at least not as far as she knew.
> Mind if I call, cutie?
Blossom looked at the message and furrowed her brow, thinking about it, taking the suggestion very seriously. “Sure, you can call me. I’ll delay my stream so we can chat. It was an unscheduled one anyway.”
Not even a second later, her messenger app was ringing. “Hey, Flower, it’s meee,” the scratchy accented voice on the other end of the call cooed softly. “Why do you look so blue?”
“Blue?” Blossom muttered in confusion. “I’m green, are you fuggin’ blind? Brocky says even my insides are green sometimes.”
“Wow, so graphic right away,” the other voice cackled. “I meant your mood.”
“Turn on your camera, bitch,” Blossom grunted. “You can see me but I can’t see you. It’s uneven.”
The other girl paused. “Umm. Hang on, Flower. One moment.” Chloe muted her end of the call, then about thirty seconds later her camera finally turned on. The deer girl was very pretty, her little antlers giving her a very distinct charm. Most importantly, she had ginormous boobs.
“Look at those things,” Blossom rasped, staring at the girl’s valley of cleavage. “Bop ‘em around for me. Bop bop bop. Give me a little bop bop.”
“Like this?” Chloe answered, smacking one of her breasts in a way that sent the sexy bags of fat bouncing.
Blossom’s inky black eyes widened. “No one ever does it when I ask them to!” she gasped. “Chloe, you’re the best!”
The deer girl giggled sweetly. “If you say so. I’m here to cheer you up, after all. But what’s on your mind, honey?”
Blossom sighed, her eyes drifting to the naked photo of Brock on her wall—the one she kept saying she’d take down and throw away but always forgot. “My boyfriend,” she said.
“Did he hurt you? Blossom, what’s wrong?”
“What? No, he’s wonderful. But he seems a bit distant lately, and I don’t think he likes to talk about it all that much. At least not with me.”
“Ohh. Who does he talk about it with?”
“I’ve heard some stuff from the other girls. You know we’re in his harem, right?”
Chloe nodded and shook her chest, making her boobs sway from side to side. A little smile graced Blossom’s lips at the sight. “The whole city knows, honey.”
“Well, it is what it is, I guess,” Blossom grunted. “Mamba and Tahini were whispering something. I really shouldn’t say what—it’s family stuff.”
“I understand. Is there anything I can do?” The deer girl smiled, but it was a sad, sympathetic smile.
“I don’t know. I just want to help him, but I can tell he thinks I can’t handle the truth. I know he told Eppy that he’s afraid to make me sad.”
“Sounds like he loves you very much. And what about Mamba?”
Blossom furrowed her brow. “What about her?”
Chloe shrugged. “I don’t mean to pry, but she hasn’t been airing her stream much lately. And rumors say that she got a new Splice Partner? Is there any truth to that?”
Blossom scratched one of her leaves. “Well, yeah. Where did you hear that?”
“Just…around,” Chloe muttered. “Do you know what kind of Splice Partner she got?”
“Something called a Starchild.”
Chloe’s eyes went huge. “A Starchild?! Are you sure?”
Blossom nodded. “Why are you asking all these questions about Mamba?”
“I’m not, honey,” Chloe laughed, “relax. I’m here because I’m worried about that sad look on your face. Here—look at this.” Chloe lifted up her shirt and showed her prodigious breasts to the flower sprite.
Blossom’s eyes narrowed further. “Do you think I’m some kind of fuggin’ dummy, Chloe? You’re trying to distract me with your meaty mommy milkers? As if that’d work.” Blossom stared intently at the deer girl’s tits. “Give ‘em a little shake for me. Just a little one.”
“Like this?” Chloe asked as she swayed from side to side. Her chest jiggled with her, hypnotically bouncing with every subtle movement.
“Yeah, just like—hey! Stop that!” Blossom grunted. “What’s going on? Why are you asking so many questions about Mamba?”
“I’m just curious,” Chloe replied, still leaving her chest exposed. “Relax, honey. I’m your friend.”
“Are you?” Blossom muttered, her brow furrowing. She stared intensely, looking for a sign. For a moment—just a moment—she thought she saw the deer girl’s doe eyes flicker red. “There! What was that!”
“What was what?”
“Your eyes did a thing!”
“Blossom, calm down. I’m here to help.”
“You’re always asking questions about Mamba and Brock. Every time, they come up, don’t they? What do you want with them? Are you a stalker? Are you using me to get to them?!”
The deer girl sighed and rolled her eyes, finally pulling her top down to cover her chest again. “Fine. You want to play it like that? Yes.”
Blossom blinked. “Yes?”
“Yes. My name isn’t Chloe, Blossom. It never was.”
“Okay,” the flower sprite grunted. “Weird to lie about your name, but I guess it’s an extra layer of safety on the internet, so I understand.”
“You’re not getting it, you vegetable tart. I’m not a deer girl, my name isn’t Chloe—and I don’t give a fuck about your feelings.”
Blossom whimpered at the sudden rebuke. “W-what? Why are you being mean?”
“Why can’t I sense Mamba’s psychic power anymore? Why do I feel a terrible, overpowering headache whenever I try to use my psychic powers ever since your boyfriend returned from his month long vacation? What is happening in that FUCKING streamer house of yours, you insufferable green whore?!”
Blossom’s eyes narrowed, and she nodded her head slowly. “Guess I’ll be blocking you then.”
“Answer me!” Not-Chloe pounded the desk, and the whole screen flickered. The image of the deer girl on the other end changed to something else—only for a split second. It was over too fast for Blossom to understand what it was that she was looking at.
Blossom smirked to herself. She laughed, lolling her head to one side as she shot a pitying look at the girl on the other end of the line. “I suppose there’s one thing you should know before I end this call. One of my roommates is a top-tier hacker. Ever since I gave out my social security number and bank details to an Elven King that never called me back with the oodles of money he promised me, I’ve had my computer bugged. Every single call that comes in or goes out of this line is tracked—magical tracking, digital footprint, soul signature—you name it. I’ve got it. So, ‘Not-Chloe’, I suggest you make peace with your friends and family, ‘cuz we’ll be milking this info as soon as I hang up this call.”
The woman on the other end of the call fell silent, her eyes bulging. “Well—my cybersecurity network is very—”
“Won’t be good enough, I fuggin’ promise,” Blossom assured her. “Your ass is cooked. Now, if that’s all, I just have one more request. If you grant it, maybe—just fuggin’ maybe—I’ll show some leniency.”
“W-what?” the woman asked. “What do you want?”
“Show me the tiddies one more time,” Blossom said, her lip curling back in a snarl.
“They’re not real. They’re just illusions.”
“Then make those illusions bounce.”
The mysterious psychic on the other line glowered at Blossom, then closed her eyes. “Fine,” she muttered.
“Good girl,” Blossom said, rubbing her palms together. “I really do appreciate this, by the way.”
“Uh. Okay. No problem.”




Chapter 11 - Koriana’s Big Question


That evening, I had to meet up with the dark elf Koriana for a Splice Partner checkup. Dr. Luna wasn’t going to be present this time, at least that’s what I was told.  
She had asked me to come to her studio, so I drove my own car over and parked in the alley out back. When I arrived, I entered the modest brick building, situated close to the border with the Atlantean District. The sign still said OPEN, so I stepped through the door into the familiar room.
Koriana was already there, dressed in something that looked like yoga pants and a midriff baring tank top. She welcomed me with a warm smile as she adjusted her long, white hair. 
“Good evening, Brock. You’re early tonight.”
I shrugged it off. “Sorry if it’s a bother. I can walk around the block a few times if you need a minute to get ready.”
She giggled sonorously. “We know each other far too well for that kind of talk by now, don’t you think? No, I’m just about wrapped up here, anyway. I’m surprised you took your car, though.”
I blinked. “Oh, did you see me drive around the block?”
“I was upstairs and caught you parking in the alley.”
I nodded. “I enjoy driving.”
“Whatever makes you happy,” she said with a smile. “Please, make yourself comfortable while I brew some tea.”
She had me sit in a bean bag chair in the corner of the room. I felt a bit embarrassed as Koriana sat down on the floor across from me to begin the appointment. She asked me various questions about my progress over the past few weeks, and I struggled to give her complete answers. I could feel the dragon inside of me more prominently than ever before, but I had difficulty expressing my problems to her.
“Everything feels...smaller now,” I said. “Even when I’m like this.” I opened and closed my palm to illustrate the point, but I could tell she wasn’t sure what I was getting at. “Well—it’s best if I just show you.” I stood up and approached her, her eyes twinkling with wonder as I narrowed the distance between us. “Touch my arm.”
She nodded and reached her hand out confidently, her fingers grazing my skin. Her eyes widened with shock. “That’s not skin at all!”
“No, it isn’t,” I agreed. “I can’t take a pure human form anymore. It’s lost to me. I can only maintain this appearance with an illusion.”
“Oh, that’s—that sounds very difficult. You have an unusual connection to your dragon side, and being an entity of a different scale, once you reabsorbed the remainder of its essence back in its hoard—”
“In my hoard,” I corrected her. “That’s just it. I don’t see myself as only Brock. I’m both at the same time.”
“Does he still speak to you, or have your egos fused as well?”
“He speaks, but sometimes it feels more like an unbidden thought than a voice in my head,” I confessed.
“Well, there is no way to undo what has been done,” she sighed.
“I wouldn’t want that anyway.”
I returned to my bean bag chair and sighed as my eyes drifted around the room. Koriana’s studio reminded me of a yoga or dance studio back on Earth. She had various items such as sacks of herbs, crystals, and charms lying around though, instead of the usual gym equipment. By day, she did actually teach dance classes and do reflexology and rehabilitation work with a professional license. By night, though, she helped people like me—people with Splice Partner drama. I had to assume mine was one of the trickier cases.
Koriana’s face was twisted in an uncomfortable frown. “I’m sorry if I made your situation worse. It was experimental, after all—but I didn’t think it’d have quite this effect.”
“Most of the problem stems from my own choices,” I assured her. “There’s nothing for you to be sorry about. In any case, I don’t regret it. It’s just taking longer than I thought it would to get used to the way things are now.”
“What other challenges do you face?”
“I don’t need to sleep at all. I still do it, but it’s weird. I wake up feeling as though I’ve simply wasted time, but the girls value time together in bed. I can’t just deny them that, so I still sleep.”
“Do you dream when you sleep?”
I frowned as I thought about it. “Not really? Sometimes, but it’s mostly just darkness and then I’m awake.”
Koriana wasn’t like Hephi in the way that she handled these interviews. She didn’t jot down any notes or mutter anything like “interesting,” as she chewed on the tip of a pen. She just looked at me with eyes full of empathy and nodded as I spoke. “What is it that you would like to have happen for you in the future, regarding your Splice Partner?”
I furrowed my brow as I thought about the question. It was a damn good one. “I’m not sure. I think I’d like to have a true human form again, but that also makes me easier to hurt while in that form.”
“Anything else, then?”
I shrugged and sank deeper into the bean bag chair. “I guess if I can’t have that, it would be nice to be able to spend a bit less energy on maintaining the illusion that keeps me looking like this.” I gestured to my face.
Koriana smiled slightly. “That would be far more doable.”
“Not really,” I noted. “Illusion technology is illegal for sale without a government registered license. I’ve looked into it. They’re tied to soul signatures, too, so getting one would be as good as telling the government that I’m Solaris.”
Koriana’s soft smile turned to a knowing grin. “True.”
“Why are you making that face?”
“Because, while that’s true, there is illusion technology sold on the Dark Web that is jailbroken so that it can be used without a soul signature license. It’s a pretty significant crime to use it, but then again, I’ve never heard of anyone actually being caught doing so. They can also include tactile illusions, to make your scales feel like skin, for example. That way, you can default to your dragon elements and let the magical item do the hard work for you. All you would have to do to transform is to switch it off or remove it.”
One of my eyebrows did a perky little dance at this news. “I know someone who has access to the Dark Web, as a matter of fact. But how would I set up an illusion on it?”
“That’s the tricky part,” she sighed. “You’d need to trust the programmer, the one who customized the illusion to look exactly like you. They would also need to match it to your body, meaning they would have to know that you’re Solaris.”
“That is tricky. The person I know is very good with computers, but I doubt she has experience of that kind.”
“It’s just something to consider for the future,” Koriana said. “Maybe you can view that as a goal to work toward for now—a little light at the end of this dark tunnel.”
“That could work,” I replied. “I’ll keep looking out for other options, too. So—what are we doing today?”
Koriana smiled and motioned for me to close my eyes. “Today, I am going to lead you in a guided meditation exercise that will help soothe some of the stress you feel.” 
“I’m pretty good at meditating on my own, actually,” I said.
She giggled at me. “Then this is for my own reference, to see how much you’ve improved.”
I chuckled back. “Very well, fair enough.”
“Now, just relax and follow my instructions. Take a deep breath in through your nose, let it out slowly through your mouth. Imagine yourself standing at the top of a skyscraper with the bright light at the top of the dome warming your face, the simulated wind of Meteoropolis blowing through your...scales. Listen to the distant sounds below—children laughing, vehicles driving, people conversing as you find yourself becoming one with all the noise. Feel the energy within that connects you to your dragon side—the air around you, the ground beneath your feet, and everything else alive and breathing in this moment.”
I nodded as I sensed her pause, urging her to continue. 
“Now imagine yourself in a nature scene, one from one of the old worlds, perhaps Earth. You’re walking along a path through a lush forest filled with trees covered in shades of green, brown, and gold from the sun’s rays filtering through their branches. Notice any other sensations that arise as you walk—the crunch of fallen leaves beneath your feet or birdsong in your ears. Now, take a deep breath. A quiet breath, but the deepest you can manage.”
I followed her instructions and inhaled deeply.
“Very good, Brock. Now, I want you to think of a word that gives you peace—the first word that pops into your brain, and speak it out loud.”
“Harem,” I blurted out without thinking.
“I—uh—Well, okay.” She sounded a little flustered at that.
“Sorry—I could do ‘pizza’ instead, I guess.”
“No, no, follow your heart,” she urged me, regaining her composure and the steel in her voice. 
I smirked, but I kept my eyes closed. “As you wish.”
“Sorry, I forgot who I was dealing with for a moment.” She let out an awkward laugh and then continued. “Now, I want you to repeat that word over and over in your mind. It’s your mantra, and if you are truly relaxed, then it will help you plunge that much deeper into a state of calm.”
Nodding, I started to do as she said. “Harem, harem, harem—”
“In your head, please,” she squeaked.
“Sorry.” I retreated into my mind and recited the mantra internally, and I could feel my body relax. But as my body slowed down, I also felt my grip on my illusory form weakening along with it. I was getting too relaxed. I stopped and straightened myself.
Koriana was watching me. “What happened?”
“This isn’t going to work very well, unless you want me to turn into a giant dragon and turn your studio to rubble.”
“Oh, I see,” she sighed sadly, a sincere look of pity on her face. “I feared that it might not work for that reason based on what you told me, but I had to try.”
“If it succeeded, what were you hoping might happen?”
She smiled. “I was hoping I could get you to relax, Brock.”
I laughed at the simple answer.
“Don’t laugh,” she cautioned me. “Being able to let go every now and then is important, even for heroes. Even for people who feel the weight of the world on their shoulders. Now, I know your girls—your family—I know they’re all witty and capable in their own ways, and they don’t think they depend on you for their security or identity—and they don’t. They’re competent, and independent. But as a man, you no doubt feel the need to be their rock, to be there for them. For one man with one lover, that’s already a big responsibility to impose on yourself. But for a man with five—”
“It’s eight now,” I corrected her. “We’re officially in ‘too big’ territory.”
Her eyes bulged for a moment before she shook her head like she was shaking off water from her hair. “Eight, then. It’s a big burden for your soul.”
“I don’t see them as a burden.”
“I know you don’t,” she said. “But it doesn’t mean you don’t feel the weight of caring for them. All I’m trying to do is help you find a way to put those responsibilities out of your mind for twenty to thirty minutes a day. After all—don’t all your worries begin and end with them?”
I opened my mouth to speak but found that I had nothing to say.
“Exactly. Brock—I can’t and won’t urge you to break the law, but I highly suggest you find some way to offload the psychic stress of having to maintain the illusion that keeps you looking like you. Once you do that, not only will you immediately feel better, but we will be able to take your meditations to the next level and help you find a deeper peace.”
“And what if I can’t?”
She furrowed her brow. “Then Meteoropolis is doomed.”
I laughed. “What?!” She didn’t look amused.
“Do you remember what you did to your panic room the last time we passed a dead star? Dr. Luna told me all about it.”
My eyes opened as I started to put together what she was saying.
“Now imagine you unleashing that fury on Meteoropolis in your current state. Not even that panic room would be enough to contain you. Not even close. I want you to relax, Brock, and get in control of your emotions for a very selfish reason: I don’t want to die.”
A croak came out of my mouth as I struggled to answer her. She had a frighteningly good point. At my current power level, the scale of damage I could unleash even accidentally...it was astronomically more than the last time I’d lost control.
“I’ll get right on it,” I grunted.
“That’s all I ask,” she said, sighing out a breath of relief.
The drive home felt a lot longer after that.




Chapter 12 - Heart to Heart to Unicorn Horn


I went home and slipped into bed with Pinky Peach, since it was her night. I had to check the calendar by the fridge to be sure because one time I forgot to check and remembered the wrong thing and—well, there was drama. 
She let out a soft little moan as I slid in between the sheets and spooned her, placing my hand on her baby bump. “Welcome back. How did the session go?”
“It was illuminating,” I said.
“In a good way?”
“I think so, yeah. Long term good. Some stuff to work on and watch out for.”
Pinky rolled over to face me, covering me for a moment in her strawberry-scented pink hair. She was wearing a teal nightie tonight, which balanced well against her pale milk-white skin and her pink hair. “What’s wrong, baby?”
“Nothing’s wrong.”
Her brow scrunched. “Liar.”
I let out a sigh that was as good as a confession. “Lots of little things. No big things right now.”
“Lots of little things make a big thing. Tell me what’s going on.”
“How do you feel about how I’ve changed?” I asked.
Her brow cocked, and her eyes seemed to catch a bit of light reflected by the window behind me, making them sparkle pink. “Since you came back from space?”
“Yeah.”
She pursed her lips and seemed to fall deep into thought. “I mean you’re still you as far as I can tell.”
“But the physical changes. My skin, the other stuff.”
“Right, I do feel awkward sleeping with you knowing you don’t need to sleep,” she confessed. “Feels like I’m wasting your time.”
I frowned at her. “Don’t say that.”
“I really feel that way,” she sighed. “We’re on different levels of existence now. Does it even feel good when I kiss you? Your skin is so tough.”
“It does, don’t worry. But what about you?”
“I don’t mind. Is this what you were talking to Koriana about?”
I laughed, realizing how far I’d gone off the script. “No, not at all. Not really, anyway. Do you remember the panic room?”
“Yeah?”
“Imagine that happening now.”
Her eyes opened wide. “Oh.”
“Exactly. That’s what we were talking about. And it’s something I haven’t prepared much for at all.”
“Well—just...prepare! There has to be some way, right? Talk to Dr. Luna, or have Koriana make you some...some of that fucking tea, right?! Right?! There has to be a way.”
“There is a way, but—”
She shoved me back. “I know what you’re going to say, Brock! You’re going to say you have to break your promise and leave the city if it ever happens again.”
“Only until the city is out of the range of influence, yes,” I answered, bearing the scorching heat of her angry pout. “It’s for everyone’s safety.”
“Find another way. What if you get lost, or the city goes off course, or—”
“None of those things happened last time,” I said. “It’s not going to be an issue.”
“But what if you get lost, Brock!?” she yelled, officially loud enough to wake people up. She was sitting up at this point, getting ready to stand. “I’m not sleeping another wink until you promise me.”
“Promise what?” I asked, sighing in exasperation.
“That you’ll find another way!”
“I promise that I’ll try very hard to do that.”
She balled her hands into fists. “Not good enough. We all make compromises to be together, but I will not compromise on your presence in my life. If there is even a teeny-tiny risk that something could go wrong and we lose you, then your promise isn’t good enough. I need you to be sure.”
“Sure about what?” Tahini asked as she creaked open the door. “Sorry, I just wanted to make sure Pinky was okay, I heard her yelling and thought maybe that psycho kitsune was back.”
That was another matter altogether that I didn’t want to think about but had to. “Nope. Just me making her yell,” I sighed.
Tahini’s brow quirked. “That doesn’t make a lot of sense to me.”
“Apologies, but if there is harem drama, I prefer to be present in at least an observational capacity as well,” Hephi muttered from the corner.
“When did you get in here?!” Pinky Peach blurted out in surprise.
“Pay me no mind.”
Pinky brought her fists to her cheeks and let out a growl of frustration. “It’s the middle of the night. It isn’t the time for this, but—Brock is afraid that if we pass through a powerful enough star system again it might influence him like it did last time. And that would be bad because he’s, like, a bajillion times stronger now.”
“Oh,” Tahini muttered. “Yeah, I remember the last time.” We exchanged awkward looks. The last time was when Tahini and I had our...first time.
“I’m just saying in the worst case, if I can’t find a way around it, I’ll leave the city for the couple of weeks it takes to get through the system.”
“People will put this shit together, big guy,” Tahini cautioned. “If you and Solaris make a habit of disappearing from the city together all the time at the same time, people will know what’s going on sooner or later. You have a public facing job. You can’t just vanish for two weeks every few months with no questions.”
“There is one other way,” Hephi said, furiously scribbling something down. All eyes fell on her. “Meteoropolis has no destination. It’s wandering fairly aimlessly throughout the cosmos. It just needs to stay in constant motion to make detection from Void Things more difficult.”
“Oh, is that why?” I grunted. “Huh.”
“Brock, the solution is actually pretty simple. We just need the City Council to vote on a directive to the Navigator—the entity that steers Meteoropolis. Just tell him to avoid getting too close to stars with problematic signatures.”
“That easy?” I chuckled. “We need the City Council to take a vote on it.”
“Wait—I’ve never heard of the Navigator,” Pinky squeaked.
“Until recently, neither had I, but I was going through a lot of Tahini’s research in the past as Prophet, and it’s been quite impressive.”
Tahini nodded appreciatively. “The Navigator, some say, is a mindless arctic fox or wolf with white fur that is roughly the size of a department store. Rumor has it, he directs the city in search of something, but with no hope to ever find it, his paths are irregular.”
“Mindless?” I asked.
“I suppose it’s for the best. It sounds like a rough job to do all day every day,” Pinky sighed.
“I just know what the documents say.”
“What is the Navigator searching for?”
Tahini shrugged. “The place in this universe that runs parallel to the location of the Navigator’s soul? Or something.”
“Sounds dark,” I muttered. “Well, I mean, it’s a big stretch, but it’s a better idea than we’re likely to come up with for tonight.”
Pinky Peach’s scowl returned. “You’re not off the hook. Promise me you’ll find a way not to leave us.”
“That’s unfair, Pinky,” Tahini sighed. “He already has a lot of pressure in this situation. That’s not even his original body anymore.”
The unicorn girl’s eyes widened and filled with tears as regret overwhelmed her, and she flung herself into my chest and held me tight, turning her head so as not to gore me with her horn. “I’m sorry. She’s right. I’m being selfish.”
“It’s okay,” I said, running my fingers through her hair. “I appreciate where it was coming from. Believe me, I don’t want to leave. Space is pretty boring.”
“There is one more possibility in the Interim,” Hephi added. “Assuming the Navigator could not be redirected in time, we could all simply take a vacation, but we could probably only get away with it once.”
“A vacation?” Tahini asked.
“Yes, demiplanar travel agencies like Horcross Express or Midgardia Gateways would allow us to book time to spend in another world—a convenient way to escape the problem.”
“That is a possibility,” I conceded. “Honestly, it might not be that bad of an idea to get out of Meteoropolis every once in a while.”
“Can we afford that?”
“It would be expensive, even for us, and the exchange rate fees are absurd, but we could make it work once or twice a year without offsetting our budget,” Hephi assured us.
Pinky straightened up. “I see. Well—I feel a little better after crying, but Brock—you know my feelings, and I’m sorry if they’re selfish, but it’s still true.”
“Pinky—” Tahini started groaning, her tail flicking behind her.
“No, it’s fine,” I said. “I understand. My promise, though, is the same. I promise I’ll do my best. Sounds like we ended this conversation with not one but two possible solutions.”
She smiled weakly. “I’m going to wash my face and use the bathroom really quickly, and then I want these two nosy chicks out of my room.” Pinky kissed me on the cheek and walked off.
“Thanks for having my back,” I said to Tahini. “And good suggestions Hephi.”
Tahini and Hephi exchanged a moment of eye contact that seemed meaningful. Hephi punctuated the act by adjusting her glasses and nodding. Something was about to happen.
“Brock, there’s a name we’ve been neglecting, but Tahini and I have been digging info up on it all day. Blossom had an incident and—”
“An incident?”
“A psychic contacted her, posing as a gamer, using some illusion tech to make herself appear like a deer girl. She pretended to be Blossom’s friend to get information about you and Mamba.”
My eyes flashed open in surprise. “Who knows about this?”
“Most of us. We haven’t spoken to Pinky or Spinella about it yet. Spinella mostly because she wouldn’t understand any of it anyway, and Pinky because the schedule simply didn’t allow the time for the conversation. She was streaming right up until bedtime.” The catgirl brushed some hair back over her shoulder.
“You think—you think it’s Glenyaka?” I asked, struggling to say the word. Not because it was scary, but because it was a weird name and I didn’t spend nearly as much time thinking about it lately as I should. “I figured she was more or less neutralized as a psychic since my return.”
“That’s another thing. Most psychics in the city are finding their powers dampened since you’ve come back,” Hephi added. “The police psychics have all reported as much to the point where the City Council is asking uncomfortable budgetary questions about the point of keeping them employed.”
I shrugged. “That sucks, but I can’t let that bother me. At least the bad guys lose a weapon, too.”
“But some can cut through your psychic energy,” Hephi continued. “It will only be a matter of time before others find the way. I’m willing to bet Glenyaka will be one of the first to break major ground in that department. Brock—you need to move on her.”
I furrowed my brow. “Sexually?”
Hephi winced and blinked a few times in surprise. “What? No—I mean, you need to strike. Neutralize her.”
“Like, kill her?” I asked. “I don’t know what else I can do. I could bring her to the police, but based on what? She also knows a dangerous amount about us by the sound of it, even if she doesn’t understand that I’m Solaris. It seems like she may get interrogated and, at the very least, start raising questions.”
“There’s a lot of suspicious shit going on in this house from a pyschic’s perspective if you pay attention,” Tahini agreed somberly. “Imagine all the police psychics focusing on us at once. They’ll realize a few things—Brock is the source of the psychic dampener, Mamba is now the most powerful psychic in the city, and—”
“Blossom is submissive and breedable! Hi Brocky!” the flower sprite squeaked, waving from the doorway. “Was there a four-on-one memo I missed or something?”
“No,” I laughed. “Just me and Pinky tonight. We’re just talking.”
“Wow! That’s—that’s—while I’m here, Hephi, I noticed your bra in the laundry basket earlier. In the bathroom.”
Hephi cocked a brow at her. “What were you doing in the bathroom? You don’t pee or bathe?”
“I—nothing! I wasn’t sniffin’ bras!”
“What were you about to ask me about my bra?”
Blossom crossed her arms, slanted her brow, and pouted her lower lip in a show of defiance. “Well, now I don’t wanna say.”
“I’m actually painfully curious,” Tahini confessed without even a smile, just a deadpan look of shock on her face.
“I was just gonna ask if your tiddies look as good as they smell. Normal stuff.”
Hephi looked at me in stupefaction. I just shrugged. “Blossom it’s the middle of the night.”
She nodded sagely. “Indeed. Perfect time to totally not be sniffing bras. Pinky may have chased me out of the bathroom, so I thought that might be my cue to steal a minute with you. I didn’t realize I was walking into a talking party.”
“We were trying to have a serious conversation before you came in, Blossom,” Tahini added. “About the psychic catfish chick.”
“A catfish that’s psychic? Jesus Christ, that’s so cool!” Blossom gasped.
“No—the psychic that tried to trick you.”
“Oh—Yeah.” Her face became more solemn. “That was a little scary. But you got her information, didn’t you, Tahini?”
Tahini nodded. “All the security protocols I set up on your system after the last incident paid off. I’ve got names, numbers, and addresses all pointing to precisely the person we thought they would.”
“Well, then soon it’s really going to be time to make a move,” I muttered. “The question is—what move?”
Hephi looked down at her clipboard and then back up at me. “If you go, go as Brock, not as Solaris. Say we caught her spying on Blossom, asking questions. Go like you’re trying to figure out her motives.”
“I’m not?”
“You’re trying to confirm her allegiance and relation to the Void Cartel.”
“Things could go haywire, though,” I noted. “She’ll sense me coming from a mile away. My psychic footprint is cosmic even when I try to keep it down. We’ll need to find a way around that.”
Tahini frowned. “That’s true.”
“I also think it’s unwise to go with that objective. I’d rather pose as someone more subtle, someone she’s more likely to invite into her office.”
Hephi nodded sagely. “Also wise.”
“What if we send Hephi as our assistant?” Tahini asked.
I shook my head. “Bad idea to send a lamb into a lion’s den. We need to be prepared that she’s willing to make a counterattack when an opportunity walks through her door. If she knows enough, she could use Hephi as leverage against me and Mamba.”
“I’m a...lamb?” Hephi quirked her brow in amusement. “Fair point, though. It’s virtually guaranteed she has some affiliation with the Void Cartel.”
“The one question I need to have answered is what does she know about Evelyn?” I muttered. Evelyn was the person supposedly behind everything, able to shapeshift and use powerful magic, adopting multiple personas woven into the political and socio-economic tapestry of the city. I still had no clue just who she was or why she was trying to destroy the city. Revenge was mentioned—against the Elloway. But revenge for what offense? And how? Where was the army of Voidbeasts and Void Things coming from?
I had dealt a great blow to the Void Cartel’s efforts lately, enough to put them back into hiding for a while, but now they were on the run. It was my turn to strike, so if ever there was a chance to make an attack, it was now. Or soon.
Pinky walked back in the room, looking refreshed in her teal negligee. “Oh, Blossom’s here! Hey little flower!”
“Hi, since we’re basically sisters, do you wanna use your Invitation Point to let me get my fuggin’ kisses in?”
Pinky shook her head. “Not a chance. This is my night, and it’s already been interrupted. I should honestly dock half a point from each of you.”
“We’ll continue making these plans another time. It’s late,” Tahini muttered and yawned, “and there’s still more intelligence to gather and organize.”
“Good talk, though, everyone,” I muttered, and I had to admit—I did feel like I had a bit more direction all of a sudden than before. Leave it to Hephi, Tahini, and Pinky to sort me out in the span of ten minutes. “It is, in fact, Pinky’s turn tonight though, so yeah. We’ll pick this up when any of us has more info to share or something resembling a plan.”
“Yes,” Pinky confirmed, grinding her hooves together excitedly as she squeezed past Blossom through the doorway. “I only sleep my best when I’ve got at least two loads in me.”
“That’s our cue then,” Hephi sighed as she turned toward the door.
Blossom scowled at Pinky and turned around. “Humph. I gave you my Invitation Point last month. See if I do that again.”
“I’ll do it next week,” Pinky said.
Blossom’s inky black eyes bulged and glistened with hope as she spun back around and pointed her finger menacingly at the unicorn girl. “That’s a fuggin’ promise! In front of Brock and the Elloway himself.”
I laughed. “They say that the Elloway is lost out there somewhere. I don’t think he heard that solemn oath.”
Tahini’s eyes shone as she smirked and walked out the door. “Well—you may want to check with Mamba about that.”
“About what?” I asked.
“Nothing. Just, according to her, the Elloway isn’t far away at all.”
I traded a confused look with Pinky Peach, and she shrugged. “I guess that’s good to know,” I said. “Maybe he’ll come in clutch in the eleventh hour.” I got some laughs out of that, but then it was time to say goodbye.
“Good night!
“Night, everyone.
“G’night!”
Pinky Peach launched herself against me as they left the room. “I’m still in a bad mood. You know how to fix it, right?”
I chuckled. “Yeah, I definitely do.”




Chapter 12.5 - Mitsy’s Interlude


The Dream Girls’ Streamer House had surprisingly top of the line security. Suspiciously so, in fact. Previously, Mitsy was happy to chalk it up to Tahini’s relationship to the police commissioner. After all, their original detail of guards was absolutely made up of former police—Mitsy even recognized one of them from a charity event a few years prior. 
Now, though, stone statues about the size of an adult man guarded every entrance. To a random passerby, it would almost definitely be brushed off as some kind of tacky lawn ornament, but Mitsy knew better. She had watched long enough to see them move, watch their eyes glow and scan the area around them. Even now, she was sure they were aware of her. But could they really hold her presence against her? Her needs were pure: True Love.
She was a simple woman when it came down to it. She wanted only two things—happiness and health for all children in Meteoropolis, and Brock Clayton’s hand in holy matrimony. She might never be able to ensure the former for every individual child, but she would do her best to see that dream come true for the rest of her life. However, when it came to Brock? That she could do.
Mitsy stared out at the Streamer House from across the street, hiding discreetly in a bush lining the sidewalk. She was on the lawn of a minotaur family that rarely was ever home, so it was the best place to hide. Being mostly white as snow, she had gone so far as to paint her face and wear a camouflage catsuit, but she was pretty sure a fat goblin teenager watched her hop inside of the bush, so it was really only a matter of time before someone started poking around. She needed to move fast.
The fox girl carried precious cargo with her today—a small white envelope sealed with red glitter and a drop of the kitsune’s own blood. It was a token of her love and trust, the least she could offer. Among other things, it was meant to signal a declaration of peace.
“Soon, Brock Clayton, my love, my shining star, my champion—soon you’ll know how I feel without a doubt. All questions will be answered, and you won’t have the wicked heart to deny a love so pure.” She cackled malevolently afterwards, perhaps slightly undermining the otherwise romantic sentiment. Her tails swished wildly behind her, and it was then she realized they were poking out of the bush. “Oh poop!”
It was now or never. She wasn’t trying to keep her presence a secret after the fact, so all she really needed to do was get the letter onto the property, not even inside. The house was empty—just as they usually did on the first day of the weekend, the whole harem packed up and went on a day trip—this time to a carnival that was happening across the district. Mitsy herself had an invitation to attend, hosting a cotton candy booth on behalf of the charity she helped to run. She decided to decline once her spy had reported that Brock and his girls would be going. It was tempting, but she had bigger plans.
Mitsy called upon her innate power that made her invisible to the world around her, creating a bubble of secrecy that hid her as she ran across the street toward her prize. To her alarm, though, as she started to dart her way around the side of the house toward the walled-in backyard, she found that the eyes of the security golems still seemed to follow her.
They saw right through her magic. “This isn’t good,” she muttered. She was agile and skilled with a knife or a crossbow, but Mitsy was far from capable of defeating magical minions in combat—let alone a bunch of them. She retreated back with a sigh and ended up on the sidewalk facing the Dream Girls’ home.
“Dammit, maybe if I—”
Suddenly the door opened, and it was someone who Mitsy had not expected to be still inside. “Mitsy Cacao, you’re finally here. Join me inside.”
Mitsy dismissed her dome of invisibility and suddenly felt very silly dressed in all the camo. “Hello, Hephimila.” She snarled offensively, but she knew how stupid she looked. She was caught red-handed, completely at the mercy of the Werifesterian elf and her golems.
“Just like we’re friends,” Hephi said without even cracking a hint of a smile. “Why don’t you come in for some coffee?”
The golems’ eyes all followed the kitsune as she slowly, carefully walked toward the house, not sure what else there was to do. She had to deliver this letter at all costs—even if it meant her life. She had to make sure Brock knew just how much she loved him.
Hephi quietly strolled inside and pulled out a chair at a dining room table where, oddly enough, a projector screen was fixed on the wall at the head of the table. It wasn’t down at the moment, so Mitsy hoped she didn’t have to sit through a slide show.
“Have a seat. How do you like your coffee?”
Mitsy had found her confidence again now that they were inside. This was her future home, so she felt warm and safe here. “I’ll actually just take a warm glass of water if that’s okay.”
“Can do,” Hephi replied. She went to the tap and turned on the filter. “I promise it’s the best filter money can buy.”
“My apartment is humble enough that sometimes I just drink tap water,” Mitsy giggled.
Hephi also poured herself some water, then sat down in her own seat. With a push, she slid Mitsy’s glass across the table, and in the length of time that it took to get to her place, Hephi had drawn a gun from inside her coat and placed it in front of her on the same table.
Mitsy’s eyes widened.
“I can fire that thing quicker than you can pick up a glass of water,” Hephi said. “And Brock told me all about your powers. The moment you try to disappear, I’ll shoot. I’ll empty the fucking magazine, I really don’t care. Ask me if I’m bluffing.”
“No need,” Mitsy said, forcing a smirk.
“Ask me anyway,” Hephi insisted with a gentle nod.
The fox girl rolled her eyes. “Fine. Are you—”
BANG. Before Mitsy had time to finish the sentence, Hephi had lifted the gun and fired it in the wall behind the kitsune’s head. Mitsy, utterly shocked, whipped her head back to see if it had been real and found a very convincing bullet mark in the wood paneling behind her.
“I liked that wall a lot more than I like you,” Hephi said as she set the gun back down. “Oh—that was clever by the way. The trick with the charity name on the venue.”
The fox girl preened a little. “Oh, you liked that?”
“Registering for the event through your parent non-profit, then having your name put retroactively on the documentation only days before so I wouldn’t notice. You thought of everything. Did you prepare for a bullet to the face, I wonder?”
Mitsy’s heart was racing now, but she tried to play it cool. “What exactly do you want, elf?”
Hephi laughed at her—mocking her. “You’re probably wondering why I’m here. I’ve been planning weekend excursions lately for everyone else with the intent of getting them out of the house so I could have this talk with you. I knew you’d take the bait eventually.”
“But I saw you get in Brock’s car! You, Tahini, Pinky, Satina, and Blossom got in the car, and everyone else took a taxi.” She crossed her arms with a huff. “Explain that.”
“That was Eppy, dressed as me, wearing a brown wig. You no doubt noticed I’m wearing different glasses today. We don’t usually let her leave the house with the mannequin, but she promised to be good for our purposes.”
“Our purposes?”
“A warning.” Hephi leaned in, her fingers teasingly hovering over the gun. “One from Brock, and one from me.”
Mitsy furrowed her brow and leaned back in her chair, her heart pitter-pattering even harder at the mention of her soulmate. “I’m listening.”
“The one that Brock told me to deliver you is this: Give up on him. It’s never going to happen, he doesn’t love you, he loves the rest of us. Blah blah blah—naïve boy stuff.”
The kitsune nodded. “And your message?”
“Yes, now my message,” Hephi said. She adjusted her glasses and picked up the gun, setting Mitsy’s skin to crawling again. She pointed it slowly and menacingly at the fox girl and smirked. “You can do whatever you want as far as the rest of us care, but the moment that you hurt one of our own, you’re dead. I know where you live. I know your closest contacts. I have copies of every contract you’ve ever signed. I even know what time you start and end stalking Brock every day of the week.”
Mitsy’s forced smirk became a genuine grin. “Oh. I think it sounds like this is going to be even more interesting than I thought it would be.”
“Brock will never accept you if any harm comes to any one of us,” Hephi said. “Not only that, but you will die if that happens. You’ve been warned.” She set the gun back down and gestured to her guest’s cup. “Drink your fucking water.”
Mitsy instead pushed the glass aside and folded her hands in front of herself, resting her elbows on the table. She rested her chin on her interlaced fingers as her tails started hypnotically swishing behind her. “It only means I have to find another way to show Brock what he’s missing. If your red line in the sand is murder, that leaves a whole playground of toys to try.”
“Overstep even once and you’re done. People in this house are more powerful and better connected than you know—by a long shot,” Hephi cautioned her. Finally the elf stood up and gestured to Mitsy’s hand. “Would you like me to deliver that letter to Brock?”
Mitsy’s eyes lit up. “Oh, would you?!”
“Sure. I don’t see any reason why I would hide something from him. I’ll be running forensic tests on it just to make sure you didn’t lace it with anything.”
“What, like Love Powder?” Mitsy scoffed. “I would never. The love between us, when it blooms, will be mutually true and pure.”
Hephi snorted. “Sure thing, sweetheart. Whatever you say.”
The kitsune had joined the elf on her feet and started to stroll toward the door. When she got there, she spun on her heel and leaned in the doorway with her arms crossed, looking down at Hephi like a judgmental feline. “Oh, I have plans, Hephimila. You’re going to see them take effect. Hell—they’ve already begun. You just don’t even know it yet. And now that I’ve said this, I’m sure I’m going to have the time of my life watching you try and puzzle it all out, but the truth is you shouldn’t bother. It’ll be better for you when I’m Brock’s number one, and the rest of you are...well, if he decides to keep you around at all, then I suppose mistresses at best.”
Hephi’s eyes narrowed. “You’re lying. You don’t have anything in place.”
“Oh, I do,” Mitsy assured her. “Big things are coming, she-elf. Bye bye for now, and thanks for the water.”
Hephi frowned at the glass on the table. “You didn’t even finish it.”
“Our conversation lasted maybe four minutes,” Mitsy said, and then she slammed the door behind her.
Hephi stomped her foot and picked up her gun, then barked out a command. “Brock’s golems! Capture the kitsune that just walked out the door! Don’t let her leave! I repeat, don’t let her leave. Confirm.”
And then a voice returned in the ether above her—she wasn’t sure how these things worked. “Confirmed—but the kitsune is gone. She disappeared.”
“You can see her when she’s invisible, right?”
“Confirmed. She appears to have teleported.”
“Dammit!” Hephi shouted, throwing Mitsy’s glass at the wall, shattering it. “That mangy, queefsucking bitch.” Her fist slammed into the table, and then the pain surged through her and shook her out of her anger. “Ouch! Ouch ouch ouch!”
Maybe she should let the commissioner keep his monopoly on these sorts of outbursts.




Chapter 13 - The Letter


We pulled into the driveway and got out of the cars. Pinky Peach paid the taxi guy, a rather fuzzy gnoll fellow, and sent him on his way while I opened the door to the house and scooted everyone inside. 
We found Hephi reclining in the comfy chair in the living room, sipping something steamy and fragrant—a tea or something like it. She was already dressed in her pajamas, though the sun was still up.
“You look cozy,” I noted with a smirk. I took a look around the room and nodded. “Either Mitsy didn’t come or she didn’t pose that much trouble.”
“I caught her by surprise,” Hephi declared as the other girls all scattered to the bathrooms and their bedrooms to change. Eppy lingered with us, though, plopping down on the couch beside me. “How was she?”
“Eppy?” I asked, looking at the blonde who was looping her blonde locks around her finger while staring at me with crazy eyes.
“I want you to take all my blood into you, and give all your blood to me, so that we’ll always be a part of each other,” Eppy sighed as she hugged my arm.
I shrugged and pointed at the demented elf as I continued to talk to Hephi. “There was a lot of that kind of thing, but she didn’t otherwise cause that much trouble.”
“Well that’s good,” Hephi sighed. “To answer your question in more detail, Mitsy came only to deliver you a letter.” She handed it to me—already opened.
“You tested this?” I asked.
She nodded. “The blood is still in testing, but the letter came up safe.”
“You read it, I guess?”
“Of course I did. I don’t feel as though I owe her any privacy, do you?”
“Not really,” I chuckled. “I’ll take a look at this in a few minutes. Tell me about the discussion.”
She sighed. “I made it clear where we stand. She understands and seemed to confirm no more attempts at murder—so that’s a small victory.”
“Fair enough,” I laughed, relaxing a bit. “Thanks for the update. Any surprises?”
“Well—the letter,” she said. “You’ll want to read it sooner rather than later. And though I managed to surprise and intimidate her, she eventually revealed that she already has some big plans in motion. I’m not sure exactly what she’s referring to, but it’s one more thing to keep our eyes on.”
“Maybe one more thing to set Mamba’s third eye on,” I noted.
Hephi cocked her brow at me. “I thought you didn’t like Mamba using her psychic powers.”
“I didn’t. But things are different now. She’s arguably the strongest psychic in the city, and my own psychic aura is strong enough to shroud her from detection.”
“How sure are you? If she’s strong enough to survive such close contact with you as easily as she is, then isn’t it possible that her signal could pierce through your so-called shroud?”
I considered that for a minute. “Shit. I guess that’s true.”
“Maybe try something with lower stakes first.”
“Or maybe take out the one person who’s powerful enough to snoop.”
Hephi’s eyes widened. “That too. We have the intelligence.”
“Prepare it for me. I’ll pay her a visit tomorrow. See if you can come up with a reason why Brock Clayton’s assistant, you, would call on his behalf to schedule some kind of appointment.”
“Trivial. She’s the CEO of Paladin Industries, a pharmaceutical company. I’ll say the appointment is for a representative of Dr. Luna because she will already know who you are since she’s been observing Blossom so closely.”
“And why would Luna be sending a representative?”
Hephi smirked. “Ever since Mamba’s debut with her new appearance, the news has been talking about the Splice Shard tech. Paladin wants in on that. I’ll call Luna and clear the idea with him.”
“That means Luna will be implicated. And Paladin is a top biotech firm. They’ll have soul signature scanners everywhere and heightened security. I wouldn’t be surprised if there are guards in the room when I have my sit-down with her.”
“All that is possible, but she won’t direct any public heat on you even if you’re found out. Do you know why?”
“Why?” I asked.
“Because it would backfire onto her. She has managed to avoid being in the public conversation ever since her name first leaked in the Prophet Dossier. When the new document is released, that’ll certainly change, but at the moment she’s enjoying laying low and staying out of the news cycle.”
I nodded as I thought about all that, stroking my chin. “All that makes sounds good so far, I guess. We’ll have to come up with a bit more of a plan.”
“You’re awful at those,” Hephi groaned. “I’ll put something together, with contingencies for just about every situation, but I just know deep down there’s a strong chance you’re going to end up eating her.”
“I’ll try my best not to let it come to that,” I said. “I feel like I’d get in pretty big trouble.”
“I’ll smuggle some soul signature masking tech out, as well as a device that’ll scramble your face on any security cameras. You don’t have fingerprints anymore ever since your illusory form started masking dragonhide. And, of course, you’ll be using a fake name, and there’ll be enough caution for Dr. Luna to plausibly deny he sent you at all. We’ll say his real assistant, Nurse Quinny, was found locked in a supply closet and gagged, and someone stole her credentials. I can clean up any mess that makes its way to the station.”
“Damn. A full-blown coverup,” I muttered, marveling at the level of thought and planning she had put into all this. “I’m in if you’re in.”
“Glenyaka is the only lead we have toward Evelyn, the figurehead of the Void Cartel and the reason for its existence. The longer we wait, the more likely it is she’ll go into hiding. Now is the time—while she’s still out in the open. She made the first move. Now we respond.”
I cracked my knuckles and threw my arm around Eppy, who made a happy little trill in reply. “Sounds good to me.”
Hephi’s eyes narrowed at Eppy, and she nodded at the letter on my lap. “Come with me, Brock. I need to talk to you about something, and you need to read that letter—in private.”
I kissed Eppy on the head and laughed as she let out a sound of protest, firing off an angry glare at Hephi, who stuck out her tongue in reply. I chuckled and followed the brunette elf into her room, where she closed and locked the door behind us before sitting down at her desk. I sat on the guest chair across the room from her, nodding at her as she folded her legs and rested her palms on her knees.
“Go ahead, then,” she urged me. “Read it.”
I opened up the envelope and the first thing I found was a tiny vial of blood, but it was muddy and cloudy and clearly mixed with something else. “What is this?”
“Read the letter.”
I nodded as I unfolded the paper and tried to imagine Mitsy’s voice as I read through the letter’s contents.
Brock, My Love, My Future Husband,
Do you remember that time you took a walk alone to Meteo Park after spending the morning with Dr. Luna? That was a really special time. You don’t really seem to need to sleep when I watch you through your window at night, but you decided to take a nap on the park bench for whatever reason—maybe just to pass the time. I like to think it was because you knew I was there.
It was the first time we slept together. I sat on the bench next to you, making myself invisible of course, and leaned against your hard, weirdly tough body. You’re a man of mystery. You’re not human, are you Brock? Not really, anyway. I think I know what you are. Of course I know what you are. How could I watch you as closely as I do and not figure it out?
The truth is you’re even more amazing than you let on. I know your secret, but I want you to understand one thing—it’s safe with me. I’ll take it to my grave before I let a single soul know the truth about you. I love you, I love you, I love you—more than anyone in Meteoropolis has ever loved anyone else. More than words can say.
It breaks my heart to see you with women who don’t understand you like I do. Some of them are clueless to just how much you suffer. They don’t understand how lonely you feel, even though you give them all your heart. You sacrifice so much of yourself for them, and they walk all over you. I don’t mean to suggest they don’t love you—how could they not? You’re the most loveable man in the universe!
What I’m trying to say is that they’re not enough for you. I have a plan, Brock. It’s going to sound scary to you right now, so I won’t spell it out, but rest assured, you’ll thank me for it when everything is said and done. This harem of yours? It needs disruption. It needs new management. And I’m just the girl for the job.
I’ll be seeing you soon and often.
Yours Forever,
Mitsy
“You’re smiling,” Hephi remarked, sounding somewhat disgusted.
“It’s just so coocoo,” I laughed. “Honestly, it’s kind of flattering how crazy she is about me. Emphasis on crazy of course.”
The elf stood up and walked over to me, scowling. “It’s not funny, Brock. We don’t know what she’s up to.”
“She agreed not to hurt anyone,” I pointed out. “For now, she’s the least of our concerns.”
“Fine,” Hephi grumbled. “Then, if that’s all you have to say on the subject, I have a favor I’d like to ask you.”
I looked up at her, brows askew, and tried to read her eyes. “Of course. If there’s anything I can do for you, I’d be more than happy to help.”
“I’m glad you feel that way,” Hephi said as she sat on my knee. The feeling of her firm tush planting itself in my lap was a welcome surprise if ever there was one. “Would you agree that I’ve been fairly competent at fulfilling my duties for you and the Dream Girls since I’ve joined?”
“Definitely,” I said as my penis hopped in my pants like an excited rabbit. “What exactly can I do for you?”
“Close your eyes,” she whispered. The last thing I saw before I followed her request was Hephi discarding her glasses onto the bed several feet behind us as she let her hair down from its tight bun. Then I felt her lips touch my ear lobe as her breasts pushed into my chest. “I’ve been fucking myself with your body pillow for weeks now. Once I even tried to use an action figure of you. Brock—I want you.”
“I am receptive to all that. But why am I closing my eyes?” I asked.
“Because I’m blushing my brains out right now, that’s why,” she replied. “And keep them closed—until...until you’re inside.”
My senses were assaulted with pleasure as her lips began to move slowly down my neck, tracing the path of a line of fire that sent sparks of pleasure throughout my body. She kissed me deeply and passionately, and as I opened my eyes I could see her expression was one of pure desire. 
Her eyes bulged. “Close your eyes! My cheeks are so red!”
She was right. They were. I tried not to laugh as I closed my eyes again.
Next thing I knew, I felt myself melting into her embrace as she removed her blouse one button at a time, finally tossing it on the floor behind her. I unhooked her bra as we kissed each other hungrily and passionately, our bodies getting in sync, finding that natural harmony that was the prelude to good sex.
Next, she stood up, and I opened my eyes again, only to have her hand cover them up as she slinked out of her skirt and I heard it hit the floor.
“But I’d really like to see.”
“Well, I’m shy!” she barked back. “Too bad!”
“But I’m going to put my dick inside you,” I protested. “It’s pretty intimate. It’s kind of weird if you don’t let me see.”
“...Fine,” she sighed, pulling her hand away. “You can look.”
And look I did. Hephi, hair down, glasses off, naked from head to toe, was quite the sight as I knew she’d turn out to be. The dragon side of me thought something pervy, like, Another fine woman for my hoard, but my own reaction was far more nuanced and appreciative. “Damn, my dick is hard.”
“Good,” she cooed back, sinking to her knees in front of me. “I was worried I wasn’t up to your standards.”
“Not an issue, I fucking promise,” I assured her. She looked like she was about to make a move for my crotch, but when I said that, she opted to straighten up on her knees and throw her arms around my shoulders—to kiss me. Our tongues intertwined and did battle, me greedily, running my hands up and down her nude figure, trying to memorize every inch.
“I want you in me so badly, Brock,” Hephi groaned. “I’ve been thinking about it for waaay too long.”
“That’s really sweet,” I muttered. “I’m just your average cosmic dragon demigod, though, Hephi.”
“Shut the fuck up.” She said that while unzipping my pants in a way that almost seemed scornful. Next thing I knew, the solar slugger was on the loose, its mighty pillar aimed squarely at the elf’s pretty face. “I guess I should suck it first?”
“If I weren’t already as hard as a bag of diamonds, yeah,” I grunted. “How about just letting me in. Are you wet enough?”
Hephi actually laughed—then, realizing what she’d just indicated, her cheeks flushed and she stopped. “I mean—I should be ready...if you are.”
I stood up, lifting her by the shoulders to raise her onto her feet. “Perfect.” I grabbed her ass cheeks and hoisted her in the air. I carried her lithe body over to the desk, setting her ass on top of her clipboard.
“We’re gonna make a mess all over the notes for tomorrow’s harem meeting!” she gasped. “Quick, lift me up so I can move the clipboard!”
“Fuck that,” I growled as I lined my cock up with her slit. “Bring that drippy paper in like a badge of honor.”
“B-but—”
I lined my cock up with her tight elven slit and kissed her. “I’m going in.”
She nodded. “I’m ready!”
Her stern mask was the one I saw most of the time, but Hephi’s visage in that moment revealed a lot of uncertainty as I slowly eased my manhood into her warm pussy. I could tell that the first penetration was hurting her, but she was too much of a trooper to say anything or complain, only wearing a bit of discomfort on her face.
I started to fuck her, slow, hard, deep, letting her get a feel for it. “Just relax,” I told her. “I’m inside now, and the roughest part is over.” I kissed her neck and her collarbone, sliding my cock in and out of her with long, slow strokes. Her arms hugged my neck tightly, and she kissed the top of my head as I returned affection to her neck and clavicle.
“It’s starting to feel really good!” she moaned, grinding her hips back. “You’re hitting my—something good!” She raised my head up and kissed me again and again, her soft, full lips moving against mine. “Fuck, you’re so warm!”
“Sorry,” I muttered. “Not much I can do about that.”
“Next time,” she huffed as sweat trickled freely down her face, “let’s just blast the air conditioning?”
“Deal,” I chuckled. “I have a similar arrangement with Satina.”
She growled cutely in my ear as her hips worked themselves on me. “Don’t talk about other girls now.”
“Sorry,” I muttered.
“Right now, I’m the one you’re with, right?”
I nodded and kissed her back. “Yes.”
“And you’ll take care of me?”
“Of course.”
Hephi moaned as I gripped her by the ass and took her, humping her against the desk as we kissed again, hungrily, lustfully. My cock slid in and out of her tight pussy, and every thrust felt more pleasurable than the last as we slowly picked up the pace.
“Shit, that feels good!” she moaned. “Tell me how my pussy feels, Brock!”
“It feels awesome,” I groaned. “So hot and tight.”
“Mmm, yesss!” she hissed. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum soon!”
“Go right ahead,” I huffed, kissing her neck as I fucked her harder and harder. “Just let me feel it. It’ll get me off really quick.”
“Right there, right there, right there, right there!” she squealed in the highest voice I’d ever heard her make.
Apparently, I had found the spot, so I kept right at it, going for gold, slamming my dick in and out of her warm hole. Her pussy got tighter and tighter, and when I felt her fingers digging into my back, I knew she was at her breaking point. “Cum for me,” I whispered, kissing her neck again as I held her tightly against me. “Cum for me now.”
“Uuuuhhhnnngggghh!” she roared in my ear as she started to gush.
I wasn’t far behind. The sound her lewd cry of ecstasy pushed me over the edge, and with one final thrust, I exploded in her pussy. “Shit!” I grunted, my voice shaky. I pulled out, letting a final shot of cum fly from my cock, landing right on her pussy lips.
“Oh shit, oh shit!” she gasped. “Brock, did you—”
“Don’t worry,” I assured her as she panted in my arms. “I’m on male birth control. We’re safe.”
“Thank the gods,” she sighed. “I’m too young to be a mother. Okay. I’m ready.”
“Ready for what?” I asked, quirking a brow as I carried her over to the bed.
“Umm...Round two?”
I blinked. “Oh. That. Well.” I took a moment to do a couple shoulder rolls and crack my knuckles. “Then I’ll have no choice but to unleash the dragon this time.”
Hephi smirked at me impishly, chewing on a strand of her sweaty hair that had fallen over her face. “Whatever shall I do?”




Chapter 14 - The Big Mission


We took every precaution, but I still knew deep down that things were going to go sideways. As careful and prepared as Hephi was, that just wasn’t me. I tried my best to be on the same page as my very organized ladies, but once push came to shove I always ended up flying by the seat of my pants. 
I was there under a pseudonym, Mr. Steve. They asked for a human name, and I gave them Steve, as it was the first thing that popped off the top of my dome. They didn’t quite understand that it was a given name and not a surname, though, but I could live with that. Mr. Steve it was.
I had also had falsified blood checks and soul signature scans ready as I entered the building. That’s how freaking tough security was here—they had blood checks for visitors at the door. I also had something like a breastplate over my chest beneath my clothes which acted as a signal scrambler for any camera that targeted my face.
And of course, being a dragon in a human disguise, I wasn’t going to leave fingerprints or humanoid DNA samples anywhere, and they weren’t equipped to detect my solar dragon prints or other identifiers. In other words, on paper at least, we had every advantage in maintaining the element of surprise.
Last but not least, I was wearing a red wig, fake elf ears, and a pair of Hephi’s old glasses that barely fit my face. We had to replace the lenses with stock ones with no prescription, too, but weirdly enough Hephi still had them in the glasses case where she stored these frames.
“Listen, Hephi,” I had muttered as she straightened my collar and shyly pecked me on the cheek before pushing me out of the car, “we both know I’m going to fuck this up.”
“Yes, that’s true,” she sighed. “But then part of the fun has always been cleaning up your messes.”
Now, I was waiting in the lobby of Paladin Industries corporate headquarters, sitting between a fern and something botanical but much uglier than a fern and had teeth and eyes. I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone and checked the time. We had arrived here waaay too early. I still had thirty minutes before my appointment.
I was looking pretty sharp in this corduroy business suit that had the long tails in the latest wood elven fashion. No one was really paying me all that much mind, though I did get a few curious glances from a dragonkin man and a centaur woman who seemed to also be waiting for delayed appointments. Both of them were dressed up formally as well, but they appeared to be here together, as they spoke to each other frequently and with a clear sense of familiarity.
I didn’t have a partner today. I was on my own, trusted with exactly the sort of mission I was badly suited to. But I had to stop being so defeatist! I could definitely handle this. Hephi and the others put their faith in me not to fuck this up, so I wouldn’t. I would prove myself worthy of their trust and love.
And if things go badly, we can always eat her, the dragon cheerily reminded me.
“Also true,” I grunted. “But that’s precisely the kind of thing we’re trying to avoid today.”
That seems silly, the dragon protested.
I ran over my notes in my head dozens of times, trying to keep everything straight—my cover story, the information I was after, and the pitfalls to avoid. Finally, another elven woman at the desk spoke my fake name over the speaker. “Mr. Steve. Mr. Steve, your appointment will see you now.”
I stood up and was immediately aware of how nervous I was—not because I felt like I was in any particular danger. I was not a little lamb wandering aimlessly into a lion’s den—it was more like I was a wolf in sheep’s clothing wandering into a flock of sheep. If I was discovered, I’d spook my prey and have to make a quick escape. After that, my chance would have been spent, and I’d be inviting reprisal upon my house. I’d have to do my best to avoid that.
“I’m here,” I grunted.
The elven woman smiled at me in her smart pantsuit and waved at me to follow her down a gloomy industrial corridor. “Right this way, Mr. Steve.”
I followed her down the hallway until it ended with an elevator. She inserted two keys in two separate holes and then punched a passcode in. The elevator doors opened up, and she gestured me inside.
“There is no button in this elevator. It’ll take you to your appointment in the penthouse suite, and then when Ms. Glenyaka is done with you, she’ll send you back down in much the same way.”
“No other exit without her key, I suppose?” I muttered.
The woman laughed. “No, no other exits. So you’d better not charm her so much that she doesn’t let you leave.”
It wasn’t overcharming her that had me worried. “Noted,” I said, forcing a laugh that sounded incriminatingly anxious.
The woman didn’t seem to notice, thankfully, nor did she so much as wave goodbye as the elevator doors closed on me and left me alone with the silver walls.
“Good luck, buddy,” I muttered.
Thanks, you too, the dragon grunted back. 
“I was talking mostly to myself.”
Soon the elevator doors were opening, and I found myself in a penthouse with tall walls made of glass and ornately carved marble columns. A long, black rolling carpet led to an expensive looking mahogany desk sitting in front of a window that offered a broad, uncompromising view of the Sylvan District.
At the desk, a hissfolk woman with her hair in a bun sat imperiously, her hands folded as she watched me walk in her direction.
“Mr. Steve—you’re the one sent by Dr. Luna, is that right?”
“Correct,” I said, awkwardly making my way down the long carpet toward her. “Hang on, I’m almost there. One more second. Just one more. Just hang on for me one minute. Almost there.”
“I get it, I’ll wait,” she hissed, leaning back in her chair. “Take any seat on your side of the desk.”
There were three chairs to choose one, so I chose the middle one, which mirrored her most directly. I sat down held up a clipboard, doing my best impression of someone who was well-organized. Thankfully, I had the sexiest models in the city for that, between Pinky Peach and Hephi, so it was easy enough.
“Dr. Luna sent me to introduce the Splice Shard Initiative—something that I understand Paladin Industries has been clamoring for for some time.”
“We’re hardly desperate,” Glenyaka countered with a dry cackle. “We’re merely interested.”
“Not being desperate is your first mistake,” I said with a smirk, flicking the clipboard to make my point. “Black Star Pharmaceuticals and Wolfsbane MediCorp have both made very competitive offers.”
Her amusement faded. “Tell me about this technology. I know something of it, but I want to hear your pitch.”
“Certainly,” I said. “Splice Shards are a cutting edge new piece of magical biotech that have powerful implications for all sorts of industries. Come from a species with a short lifespan? Use a Shard infused with an elf’s soul to crank that up a few hundred or thousand years. Work relocating you long term to the Infernal District? Buy a Shard with a demon inside it in order to survive the harsh environment. Weaker than you’d like to be? Plenty of Shard options exist to rectify that. In fact, the shards are in testing now.”
“Yes,” Glenyaka said, a very interested look crossing her face. “I’ve heard. Dr. Luna has quietly tested one Shard on another Hissfolk.”
I nodded. “That’s correct. We intentionally tested it on a Hissfolk because we knew this meeting with you would be coming up soon.”
“And you have more Splice Shard experiments scheduled?”
“In the same household, yes,” I said.
“Tell me about the Splice Partner that the Hissfolk woman absorbed.”
I nodded. “She was having trouble with psychic instability, so Dr. Luna found her a Splice Partner that stabilized and amplified her own psychic powers. It also had the benefit of increasing her lifespan.”
“What was this Splice Partner of hers?” Glenyaka asked, her eyes wide with interest.
“A Starchild.”
“Does he have others?”
“This is where Paladin Industries may be able to help,” I said. “In addition to assistance in manufacturing additional crystals, we could use more stellar probes to find more potential Splice Partners. At the moment, most of the ones Dr. Luna possesses are of the more common variety—orcs, elves, goblins, and so on.”
“I see. The technology is very exciting, I have to admit.”
“I agree,” I replied, pretending to write something down. “I’m not surprised you knew about Ms. Mamba’s case. I understand you’re something of a psychic yourself?”
The woman smirked. “Yes, I’m something of a psychic.”
“Excellent. Would you be interested in getting a Splice Shard custom made for you, or is that something you wouldn’t want? Regardless of whether or not we make a deal, high profile endorsements are of course valuable.”
“Don’t expect an endorsement if you end up working with one of my competitors,” she warned me with a frown.
“Then don’t let this deal escape you,” I laughed. “Splice Shard technology really is something else. Dr. Luna has actually quietly experimented on a few subjects.”
“Oh, has he?” the woman asked.
“Indeed—Solaris is one of those subjects.” It was a lie meant to get her interest.
The woman’s eyes bulged. “That kind of power can come from this project?”
“With the right Shard, yes,” I said. “I’ve met him, you know. Solaris.”
“As in the dragon, or in his other form?”
“Both,” I chuckled, bouncing my brows at her. “Dr. Luna and I alone know his identity.”
“Could you make an introduction?”
“Sorry—I think you’ll understand that he keeps his identity extremely guarded.” Glenyaka’s eyes were bulging now, though. She had taken the bait.
“I see. Of course. In any case, it would be an honor to work with the great Dr. Luna, and it would certainly be a waste of company resources to allow ourselves to get behind the trends. Please forward your information to my secretary and I’ll run over it all with my board of directors. We’ll make an offer from there.”
“Very well,” I said. “Is there anything else I can do to answer any of your questions?”
Glenyaka’s tail slithered behind her. “Yes. What can you tell me about the Dream Girls?”
“The Dream Girls?” I repeated, playing dumb.
“It’s the esports team that Mamba belongs to. I’m aware that Dr. Luna appears to have some kind of relationship with them. I have my suspicions that the man that lives in their home—Brock Clayton—is Dr. Luna’s first Splice Shard subject—Solaris.”
“How did you become aware of this relationship?”
Glenyaka shifted in her chair but her expression remained stone-cold. “I knew this offer would be coming. I did my homework about Mamba and Dr. Luna. That’s all.”
Even without knowing what I knew, it was an obvious lie. “What else did you discover in your research?”
“Quite a bit. Honestly, too much to say. It would come across as a bit creepy of me,” she laughed. “I believe that the Dream Girls streamer house is the harem nest of Solaris, and what’s more—I have another theory. Confirm it if you can for me.”
“Oh?” I grunted.
“I did some facial scans of Tahini from one of her streams and compared them to scans of Copycat taken from the news. First of all, there’s no doubt in my mind that Copycat and Tahini Go’Urden are the same person—which only adds to my suspicions about Brock Clayton. But I also suspect that Tahini’s powers are also one of Dr. Luna’s Splice Shard experiments. Am I right?”
I tried not to react. “Who have you shared this theory with?” I asked.
She smirked. “So I’m right on all counts, aren’t I?”
“Who have you shared your theory with, Ms. Glenyaka?” I repeated.
“Dr. Luna is well-read on the matters of the Void Cartel, isn’t he?” the hissfolk woman asked, her tone shifting. “After all, he’s close to Tahini, the commissioner’s daughter—and she and all the Dream Girls have spoken out publicly on their streams about the Void Cartel. Which makes me suspicious.”
“Why would that make you suspicious?” I asked.
“Quite frankly, because I know that Dr. Luna knows I’m one of the most important members in the Void Cartel. You’re not here to make a deal—you’re here on behalf of your master to learn what I know and steal intelligence.”
I furrowed my brow and sighed. “Honestly, I’m really sorry you figured that much out,” I said. “I’m really glad it wasn’t a problem with my presentation, though.”
“No, you did a good job. Very convincing,” she laughed. “I knew what was really going on the second I saw Dr. Luna’s name on my call sheet. I’ve been looking forward to this all day.” Suddenly, a third eye opened on her forehead, and every paper and office tool on her desk started floating, and I felt a little tickle on the back of my neck. “I’m going to enjoy this.”
I shook my head and frowned. “No, you won’t,” I told her. “This is not about to go the way you’re thinking it will.”




Chapter 15 - Things Get Worse


I considered my options carefully in the brief moment that I had to act. 
You have to eat her, the dragon murmured.
“I’m working myself up to that,” I replied quietly.
“What was that, Mr. Steve?” Glenyaka asked, tossing me a cocky look from behind her desk.
“Nothing,” I said. “Just working some stuff out in my head. Hang tight.”
“Ahh—I understand. If it’s all the same, I’m going to probe your mind now and steal all the information you have.”
“You’re welcome to give it your best try, Girl Scout,” I said, not at all worried about that threat.
Her third eye flared open and she raised her palms in front of her. The desk levitated, and the windows behind her cracked from the psychic pressure she was exerting. She grunted as her jaw clenched. “You’re a tougher nut to crack than I took you for.”
“Yes, I am the nut master,” I said. “Look—Glenyaka, first of all I want you to know that this isn’t me. I’m not this guy.”
“What isn’t you? Are you some kind of psychic projection? Is that why I’m having trouble honing in on your psychic energy—even though it’s… massive, now that I focus on it. This explains how disoriented I felt around the time you must have entered the building! Your psychic aura is huge!”
“It’s not the size that matters,” I assured her, “it’s how you use it.”
Her brow furrowed. “That’s a bad joke.”
“Yeah well…What I’m trying to say is that I’m not the kind of guy that enjoys killing and eating people,” I continued.
Glenyaka’s jaw dropped. “Huh?”
“I don’t take any pleasure in it, I mean,” I said, rubbing my belly.
Yes, you do, the dragon challenged me.
“Okay, I take a little pleasure in it, but it’s a guilty pleasure, like when I used to watch Twilight with my little sister. You don’t know what that is—it’s bad. Real bad.” My stomach churned with ancient guilt.
Glenyaka took a step back, and her psychic aura started weakening, with objects falling to the floor that had previously been floating around her. “Are you threatening to eat me?”
“No—a threat implies that there’s some kind of scenario in which it might not happen if you cooperate,” I explained. “I’m going to eat you. Do you have a way to, like, go into a trance or something? To make it less painful.”
“What are you talking about, you sick bastard?!”
“I totally get where you’re coming from,” I groaned. “This sounds bad for sure. Even kind of like a sex thing, and I promise it isn’t.”
Right, that much is true, the dragon agreed. Definitely not a sex thing. Maybe…5% a sex thing at most.
I ignored that. “Anyway, first I need to take care of that thing,” I said, pointing at her wrist. I shot a focused bolt of fire out of my mouth and smoked her smartwatch and then the cellphone she left on her desk, destroying them in a poof of smoke and ash.
“Why did you do that?!”
“I’m assuming you had panic room buttons—you know way too much, so I can’t let you leave.”
She reached for the phone on her desk, so I made my tail appear and whipped that with enough force to scatter it into a hundred pieces. “You’re—you’re Solaris!”
I took off my wig and glasses. “I’m Brock and Solaris. Look—I acknowledge that it’s a scary experience to get eaten by an ultra-powerful space dragon thingy. If there’s anything I can do to make this experience more comfortable for you—”
“How about not doing it?”
I shook my head. “Don’t be silly.”
She shrugged. “I had to try.”
“I respect that. Before I eat you, though, I have to know—who is Evelyn and what does she want?”
Glenyaka studied me with confusion. “If I answer, will you spare my life?”
“No—I mean…maybe?” I winced as I realized I botched that answer.
She let out a sigh, her lip jutting out in a pout. I didn’t like seeing her scared—she reminded me too much of Mamba, even though there were plenty of differences between the two of them. In a sense, she was like an alternate version of Mamba—if Mamba had been seduced by her own power. “Evelyn is an ancient being that knew the Elloway and his brides when they were mortal. When one of his wives died, he traded Evelyn’s soul to resurrect the woman he loved, condemning her to untold centuries spent in Hell as part of the mad remnants of a defeated Outer God. After Eons, the Elloway found a way to restore her soul and free her, but her hatred and resentment after all those years was too much, as he knew it would be.”
“So—she wants to destroy Meteoropolis because…the Elloway loves it?”
“Because his children made it as a gift to him. It’s purely shallow, petty, meaningless vengeance. I wonder if the Elloway himself would even notice.”
My face soured up like I’d sucked a lemon out of an orangutan’s buttcheeks. “What the fuck? Why are you following that movement?”
“Because when we succeed, she’ll make us the gods of a new world. Her power is on scale with some of the greatest beings in the universe, but she’s limited now because she uses most of her abilities to draw in Voidbeasts and tempt Void Things. Without her influence, they could never pierce the veil to this dimension.”
I shook my head. “Where is she?”
“I don’t know. No one knows where she’s hiding at any given moment. She’s too paranoid now after your resurgence in your cosmic form.” She looked me up and down. “Are you really going to eat me?”
“If you were me—”
“I wouldn’t eat you,” she quickly said.
“But you’d kill me, right? If I knew all your secrets and could threaten your family in a moment of weakness?”
She pouted but bobbed her head up and down in agreement. “Definitely.”
“So, I mean—eating is my way of doing that. Tomato-tomahto.” I cringed all of a sudden and shook my head violently.
“What’s wrong?”
I chuckled. “No, nothing. I just reminded myself of how much I dislike tomatoes. Okay. I’m going to eat you now.”
Glenyaka sighed. “Well, I appreciate the heads up. Not—you know—a lot. But a little.”
[image: image-placeholder]Glenyaka’s own psychic abilities had already cracked her own semi-indestructible windows, so solarporting through them to freedom was a non-issue. I headed straight home, appearing in my own backyard and walking through the back door.
“Turn on the news,” I said as I entered the living room. Hephi was already there, her eyes wide at the sight of me having already shed my disguise. 
“Brock! Your tail is out and you have blood all over your collar! Were you walking around the city like that?!”
I shook my head and sat down on the couch, grabbing the remote control myself. “Nah, I came here directly from the office. No one saw me.”
“You can put your tail away now then,” she said.
“I don’t wanna. It’s more comfy this way. Actually, hang on a second.” With a grunt, I made my wings pop out of my back. “Ahh—there. Nice.”
I flipped to the news station and waited. So far nothing was being reported. After all, it had only really happened a minute ago, so that wasn’t exactly strange.
“How did it go?” Hephi asked.
Blossom wandered into the living room and popped down beside me too, dressed distractingly in some pink floral panties and nothing else. “Brocky! You’re already back! I thought you were going to be all afternoon.”
“I’m back,” I chuckled. “It went well, I think! I mean—I learned some good intelligence, struck down one of our biggest enemies and threats, and I think I’m full enough to skip dinner! So all-in-all, fairly productive.”
Hephi grabbed me by the shoulders and drew my gaze. “Brock, did you destroy the cameras?”
“Yes,” I said. “And I was careful not to leave any evidence of my visit. All the items that were affected by my solar breath were cleaned up, and my disguise fooled all of the security. We should be in the clear. I licked up all the blood too. Eppy would be proud.”
“Did you clean up your saliva after you licked up the blood?!” Hephi gasped.
“Relax—I did. I didn’t leave a single trace that could be linked back to me.”
“You’d better be sure,” Hephi moaned, rubbing her knees together. “Glenyaka is as high profile as victims come. They’re going to use every resource available.”
“Maybe tell the commissioner to…not do that,” I suggested.
She furrowed her brow at me and shoved me on the chest. “I will. But still, we have to be careful.”
“You were the one who just said you enjoy cleaning up my messes.”
To my great relief, Hephi giggled at that. “I do.”
Blossom wrapped her arms around me, rubbing her bare breasts against my arm. “Brocky, do you want to snuggle a bit? I’m supposed to stream later, but I’m not really in the mood just yet.”
“Maybe soon,” I said. “I need to keep my eye on the news now.” I leaned over and kissed her, then allowed myself to fall into her trap and cup one of her bare boobies. “Hmm. On second thought.”
Hephi’s cheeks went red as she wrapped her arm around me as well “H-hey! You said you had to watch the news! Well, watch it, then! Don’t leave me to do it without you! We can watch t-together!”
“Sheesh, when did elf-nerd get so clingy?” Blossom muttered irritably. 
“Maybe you should put a shirt on,” I said, sighing lovingly at Blossom’s perfectly perky greenish boobs.
She pinched a nipple. “Are you sure? But you like to look at them. Why do you think I walk around like this?”
“It’s very hard to get work done under these circumstances, though,” I said.
Blossom giggled in a sing-song tone as she nuzzled her cheek against my shoulder and kicked up her stumpy little feet. “Even the Supreme Leader of the Tiny Titty Committee wields surprising power after all.”
Suddenly the ‘Breaking News’ fanfare played on Meteo News Network, drawing all our attention. An ogre woman sat behind the desk and started reading from the teleprompter. “This just in! After a strange encounter with a man going by the name Mr. Steve, Paladin Industries leader Glenyaka has been reported missing from her office. The office shows significant damage, but there is no sign of a breakout. Mr. Steve is supposedly a representative of famed Capsule Doctor Artigius Luna, but Luna denies the relationship and police can find no documents linking them.”
I let out a sound of relief. “So far it’s going as planned.”
“The real test will be after the forensic data gets scraped,” Hephi muttered. “It’ll point to a Solar Dragon if they manage anything, but hopefully there won’t be enough for them to say anything at all.”
“If you act fast enough in talking to Go’Urden, we might be able to avoid them voicing any speculation,” I pointed out, shooting her an expectant glare.
She nodded and reached for her phone. “He already knows about the situation, but I’ll reach out and let him know what happened—using code, of course.”
“Of course,” I agreed.
“Wow,” Blossom sighed, looking at the image of Glenyaka’s office plastered on the screen. “Did you do all that damage?”
“Actually she tried to use her psychic powers on me, so she did most of it,” I told her, putting my arm around her.
Pinky Peach and Mamba joined us in the living room. “I saw the news. Are you okay, baby?” Pinky asked.
“I’m fine,” I told her. “You should see the other guy.”
Mamba studied me seriously. “You killed her?”
“I had to,” I said. “She knew everything—all your secrets, and she’d even put together that I am Solaris.”
The hissfolk beauty’s scowl deepened. “It is what it is,” she grumbled. “I wish we didn’t have to resort to such violence, though, Brock Star. I really don’t like it.”
I stared at her, feeling my returned expression seeming a bit emptier than I meant for it to be. Was I changing? Was the dragon altering my sense of right and wrong too much? Was I even a hero anymore?
And yet, I couldn’t afford to have an ounce of regret. I did what I had to do to keep my family safe. “I’m sorry, Mamba, sweetheart. I’ll try not to resort to this kind of thing anymore.”
She nodded slowly. “I understand why you did it. It just scares me a bit.”
That’s what I hated to hear. “I don’t want you to be scared of me.”
“I’m not scared of you,” she quickly squeaked, her eyes wide. She looked at Pinky Peach for help.
“It’s just the death—being around it, close to it scares us,” Pinky explained. “It all feels too close to home. It honestly feels less safe than having the whole city just know the secret at this point.”
“That’s—that’s—”
“It’s stupid, I know,” Pinky laughed, taking the opportunity to sit on my lap, much to Blossom and Hephi’s chagrin. “It’s just a feeling, and feelings can be irrational. But I think it’s rooted in something logical. Can we really keep a peaceful existence when our boyfriend is forced to kill for our safety from time to time? It doesn’t add up.”
“It’s not that we don’t trust you, Brock Star,” Mamba muttered, sinking to her knees. She looked up at me with her twinkling starlit eyes, inspiring awe in me as I stared back at her. “We do trust you, and we know you’re doing what you think is right. But it’s…this can’t keep happening. This war against the Void Cartel has to end someday.”
I narrowed my eyes. “Amen to that,” I declared. “You’re right. Without a doubt, you’re completely right.” I set Pinky Peach on her hooves and got up, looking down at everyone as they stared up at me in anticipation. “I learned more about Evelyn today. I still don’t know how to find her, but maybe it’s time I empower Tahini to do her thing, throwing caution to the wind to get the intel we need to make a move. This war has to end. No more killing when it’s all done.”
The girls all exchanged looks that bordered on excitement and fear. I chose to see the positivity in those expressions rather than the nerves. 
“What are you going to do, then?” Hephi asked.
“I’m going to give myself the evening to come up with an idea, but after that, we’re going on the offensive. Soon, Hephi—girls—I’m going to dismantle the Void Cartel once and for all.”
“How can you be sure, though?” Mamba asked.
“Because what I learned was enough to make me sure that this organization isn’t a hydra—it all is centered around the promise and continued existence of a central figure, and if she’s gone, the entire organization will fall.”
Hephi adjusted her glasses and stood. “Very well. I’ll come with you. To help you in any way that you may need.” She blushed and started fanning herself with her clipboard. “And—provide comfort if you need a break.”
“That’s mighty kind of you Hephi, but no sex tonight, I—”
Loud protests rang out from all the women in the living room, noisy and angry enough to shut down everything I was planning to say after that.
“Well—okay,” I murmured. “Maybe a little.”




Chapter 15.5 - Pinky Peach’s Interlude


The girls had been talking. Even Blossom was getting nervous, though she’d never show it in front of Brock. She was stronger than the rest of them. 
“Gosh, do you think he’s going to be alright?” Satina asked Pinky at dinner that evening. As always, the satyress had more than thrice the quantity of food as anyone else, Brock included. Their handsome lover didn’t eat anything tonight as a matter of fact, citing an already full belly.
“Brock is going to be fine. It’s not him that I’m worried about,” Pinky Peach said with a heavy sigh.
“Then you’re not paying attention,” Satina replied, her crimson brows knitted in a look of judgment.
Pinky Peach’s twisting face betrayed her surprise before she spoke. “What do you mean by that?”
“Brock might not be in physical peril, but our boy is fighting for his soul in there.”
“He’s still Brock,” Pinky insisted, and she believed it. “Certain…tastes have changed, and he has a few different priorities, but he’s still our boy.”
“I don’t doubt that,” Satina sighed, leaning back in her chair as she munched on her sandwich. “Of course I know it, but—I miss the cute, innocent hero just barely getting by on his winsome smile and good nature. He’s something else now. Don’t get me wrong—I still love him, and I’ll always love him, and I’d never leave him just because he went through something that made him…evolve as a person, but—”
Pinky interrupted her with a groan. “Yeah, yeah, I get it. Things are different for sure. But he’s still our man, and I think that once the Void Cartel is taken care of, things will be better for a while.”
“For how long? Look at Mamba.”
Pinky Peach’s eyes bulged. “What do you mean by that?”
“She’s different now too.”
Pinky Peach stood up and put her palms on the table. “Now you’re getting a little out of line. Mamba’s stronger as a psychic, but she’s still the exact same sweetheart that has been my friend since day one.”
“I know,” the satyress whispered. “Shh! I mean she’s literally changed. She’s basically immortal now—because Brock wanted her to be.”
The unicorn girl cocked her head. “So? He wants us to be together forever. Isn’t that…good?”
“I guess so,” Satina agreed tentatively. “I mean, yes—but it’s scary to think. We all know how Splice Partners can change a person. Just look at Brock, case in point. Who’s to say who I’ll be after I go through it?”
“Will you go through with it?” Pinky asked, arching an eyebrow. She never would have guessed Satina was having doubts until now.
“Of course I will!” Satina bit back, earning a bit of a sigh of relief. “It’s just—so many changes all at once! I’m a bit overwhelmed.” Suddenly she stood up just as Pinky Peach sat back down. “Wait, please don’t doubt me, Pinky! I love Brock more than anything, just like you! I’d die for him—for any of you, but I’m just…super scared.”
Pinky reached her hand across the table and squeezed Satina’s wrist. “I understand. I’m scared too. But everything is going to be fine. We have to have faith in Brock, Hephi, and Tahini now.”
Satina sat back down, spilling some crumbs onto the floor in the process.
“You’re going to clean that up later,” Pinky added, nodding at the mess.
The Valestrian Satyress ignored the directive and frowned at the TV which was still blaring updates on the news. It was just as Brock predicted—nothing was tying him back to the case of Glenyaka’s sudden disappearance, and all links to Dr. Luna had been shrugged off by the police. “I think you’re right. He really does have everything under control for once.”
“Just another sign of how much he’s changed,” Pinky giggled.
Satina laughed back. “Truly. Our boy has a track record of winging it—which I suppose is appropriate for a dragon with a wingspan like his.”
“Bad pun, Satina, shame on you.”
After that conversation, Pinky felt a little bit better, even though nothing was really resolved. She showered and brushed her teeth and changed into her pajamas, planning to go to bed a bit earlier to put everything out of her mind and wake up with a fresh perspective.
At least, that was the plan. Brock came in and threw a wrench in that whole process. When whoever he was with beforehand passed out after sex, apparently Brock was released. This was a common way that a harem girl could rack up Brock Credits to spend on Invitation Points or Schedule Priority Points. It also meant that sometimes, in a single night, Brock could make the rounds to pleasure and romance multiple girls as it disincentivized Brock-Hoarding. It was one of Pinky’s greatest ideas regarding the harem rules, and tonight it served her very well.
In the end, the unicorn girl went to bed with a head full of heavy thoughts and a belly full of dragon seed—the latter canceled out the former, and she slept like a baby, wrapped up in her lover’s powerful arms.
In the middle of the night, Pinky Peach’s normal dreams about prancing in a forest with Brock’s head on a male unicorn’s body were interrupted. They were overwritten by a mysterious darkness that unfurled around her like rolling storm clouds until everything was black, and Pinky was floating in space in nothing but her branded Solaris undies.
“Whoa—this was a bad idea, I can already tell,” a high-pitched female voice called out.
Pinky Peach’s eyes darted around in search of the source of the sound, but at first she saw nothing. “Who is that? I’m not decent!”
“It’s your dream, sis, imagine yourself in some fucking clothes.”
Pinky blinked. “Oh. Hang on.” She scrunched her face up and managed to conjure her Dream Girls uniform—it was the first outfit that came to mind. She chose the boob window one rather than the new uniform as it was far more iconic.
The unicorn girl looked down at her new attire. “Nice,” she declared, giving herself a thumbs up.
Two glowing blue eyes appeared in front of her. “If it makes you happy, fine,” the voice attached to them said—and then she appeared in full.
The figure in front of her was petite with a dancer’s body, flawless from head to toe, and translucent. Her hair and skin both seemed pale, so Pinky guessed she had once been a blonde, but now everything was colored over in blue. She was…very cute!
“Who are you?!” Pinky gasped. “Why am I dreaming about a girl? I am so sure I don’t swing that way!”
“My name is Melody Elloway—formerly Melody Clayton. I’m your baby daddy’s little sister.”
Pinky Peach frowned. “Yeesh. This is awkward.”
“Why?” Melody asked, but she stopped herself before Pinky could respond. “You know what, never mind. I think I know the drill by now. I’m here to deliver a message, and I thought I might have more time if I invaded one of you girls’ dreams instead of trying to talk to Brock, as that literally always seems to backfire in the least comfortable ways.”
“That’s fair and sensible,” Pinky agreed with a nod. “Okay—let’s not waste time then. What is it that I need to tell your big—I’m sorry, but you are so cute!”
“Focus, Pinky—you’re Pinky Peach, right?”
“Yes!”
“No need to flatter me, honey, I’m waaay older than you and I don’t judge my brother’s girlfriends. I never saw that as my business.”
Pinky Peach frowned. “Did he have a lot of girlfriends before me?”
“Oh, tons,” Melody laughed, making sure to swing her arms with a big, sweeping gesture. “I used to call them ‘flavors of the week’. Sometimes he didn’t stick with them even that long.”
Pinky Peach crossed her arms. “You’re just trying to annoy me.”
Melody cackled wickedly. “Yup. Anyway, tomorrow Brock needs to appear in Meteor Park in dragon form around noon. One of the founders will be there to meet with him. We’ve felt him and the one called Mamba reaching out with questions about Evelyn—Brock doesn’t even know he’s doing it, but he’s gotten really strong.”
“Is he stronger than your husband? The Elloway?” Pinky asked with a smirk.
“Pshaw! Not even fucking close. He’s not even stronger than me, bitch.”
Pinky Peach’s eyes glazed over with the implications of that. “You’re stronger than a cosmic solar dragon?”
“Well—I have trouble phasing outside of Esoterica these days, to be honest…but yes. I’m a tough cookie, so don’t fuck with me, alright?”
Pinky Peach laughed. “I’m not scared of you. You wouldn’t hurt your brother’s girlfriend.”
“You should have seen the weird shit I used to do to my brother back in the day.”
Pinky Peach’s eyes narrowed. “What?”
Melody blushed. “No! Not like that!”
The unicorn started laughing. “Ha! You should have seen your—ohhh! Mmmm!” Her mirth transitioned mid-sentence into something entirely different. Pinky felt her eyes cross as she bit her lip. “Oh no!”
“It’s happening again isn’t it?”
“Mommy’s getting another deposit from the sperm bank,” Pinky whimpered. “I think my time is up.”
“This is so on brand that I can’t even be mad. Honestly, fool me once, shame on you, but this is like the third or fourth time at this point.”
“Nyah!” Pinky moaned as she clutched her breast. “I’m super waking up!”
“I bet you are,” Melody groaned as she watched the obnoxiously erotic unicorn elf twist and shiver. “Tell Brock I say—you know what, that’s too awkward. Just deliver the message.”
“C-c-can do!” Pinky squealed. “Hngh!”
Moments later, the shroud of darkness was dispelled, and Pinky was transported back into her room. Gone was the black thundercloud-like embrace of her dream-state meeting with Melody, Brock’s sister. Now, her entire reality was the powerful embrace of Brock’s manly arms.
“I hope you don’t mind, I helped myself to some breakfast in bed,” Brock whispered in her ear. “You just looked too good in those Solaris panties.”
“I’ll never complain about your cum-cum in my tum-tum, baby,” Pinky sighed with contentment. She kissed him deeply as he pounded into her from on top, inhaling of his manly scent. “Get me double-pregnant.”
“I’ll get you triple-pregnant.”
“I don’t think that’s a thing, baby,” Pinky giggled.
Brock paused. “Well yeah, but neither is double-pregnant.”
Brock thrust into her a few more times, and the sensation was so good that all thoughts of Melody Elloway vanished from Pinky’s mind—until he hit that one spot just right, and suddenly she was back. 
“Oh! Baby!” Pinky moaned. “I talked to your sister!”
Brock stopped moving.
“Heeey! Don’t stop!”
“You talked to my sister?” he mumbled in confusion, staring down at Pinky with his brows off-kilter.
Pinky nodded. “Shit you’re not going to move until I tell you about it, are you? Okay—hang on! She said… she said… First of all, I think she was gonna say hi, but you started doing this, so it got tense. But the main thing was—oh!”
“Oh?”
Pinky sighed with relief. “Yeah, you need to go to Meteor Park tomorrow! The place near Dr. Luna’s lab! At noon, and go as Solaris!”
“Go as Solaris?” Brock repeated.
“Stop repeating shit I say and start moving those hips again,” Pinky whined. “Fill me to bursting, you sunny lizard daddy.”
Brock blinked a few times. “Tomorrow at noon. Or is that today? It’s early morning now.”
“Oh!” Pinky gasped, partially out of pleasure as Brock started up again, and partly out of surprise. “That’s a good point! She said tomorrow, so I think just go with that?”
Brock nodded as he thrust. “Copy that. Okay. Back to the task at hand.”
“Thank the fucking gods,” Pinky murmured as she tossed her arms around her lover’s neck. “I love you so much.”
“I love you too. I know things are weird now,” he said, his face shifting a bit. “I promise, I understand. I’ve heard you girls talking, and although it hurts me, it also motivates me. I won’t let you down.”
Tears flooded Pinky’s eyes. “I know you won’t, baby,” she said, pulling him in for a kiss. “Now make me a leaky unicorn.”
Brock smiled at her and caressed her cheek, a look of unabashed affection on his handsome face. “Aye, I could do that, sweety. I could do that indeed.”




Chapter 16 - Lady Styria


I showed up at Meteor Park as Brock at first, though I wore a hoodie drawn over my face not to stand out. The very intricately landscaped array of flowers that lined the walking path into the middle of the park captured some of the wind as it blew, wafting the fragrant scent of the floral specialties of many worlds into my sensitive nostrils. 
The weather cooperated. That was far from a shocker, given the fact that weather forecasts were less like forecasts and more like proclamations. Some council of wizards or whatever decided the temperature, precipitation, et cetera months in advance, and anyone could look it up at any time. A part of me kind of missed the thrill of not knowing if my ass was going to get rained on during a day out. It certainly didn’t have me tossing and turning at night, though.
I looked around for signs of the person I was supposed to meet. I would recognize her—at least I was pretty sure I would. I had seen her before, and she had made quite an impression. I remembered a weird, almost California girly girl accent, but she had a really sultry, sexy, spooky vibe, being a vampire or something like that. It also probably made her easier to remember knowing that she was, for all intents and purposes, the biological daughter of the closest thing the multiverse apparently had to an active omnipotent deity.
I didn’t spy her just yet, but there were loads of other people walking around—elves, fairies, goblins, gnolls, orcs—the normal sort of folks you’d see in any Sylvan District park. It wasn’t exactly crowded, but we weren’t going to have truckloads of privacy.
And yet I was supposed to appear as my dragon self? I wasn’t sure how or why that would work. I’d have to, first of all, scale down to the smallest version of my form I could manage, and even then that was like eight freaking feet tall at this point—unwieldy in the bedroom, to say the least. It also meant that we’d definitely be earning the interest of everyone around.
Mitsy was probably watching me, for that matter. I doubted the crazy fox girl was going to miss an opportunity to catch me out and about on my own. This whole thing seemed doomed to suck.
And then it happened—the thing that made me realize two things: 1) My meeting partner had arrived, and 2) My fears were overblown. Also, if I’m being perfectly honest, 3) I might be the weaker one in this exchange.
The world froze. Not like, Mr. Freeze in Batman Forever, “froze” per se. There was no quick sheen of frost that covered everything, but time stood still to the point where every single thing in the park was in some kind of stasis.
My eyes instinctively darted around. A young couple of moon elves that were walking hand-in-hand in front of me were paused mid-step. The little frog monster thing hopping on the path beside them had frozen in place mid-jump. Even the grass had stopped mid-breeze. It was like I was inside a photo.
The rest of the world was much the same—except for a single feminine figure that slinked out of a portal in front of me, wearing a tight, glittery red party dress and long, wavy black hair that went down to her waist in a loose ponytail. Her skin was pale on the level with Pinky Peach, milky white, but to the point of almost being creepy. I could see signs of veins under her skin, especially in her face. Her irises were red, and her sclera, the ‘whites’ of her eyes, were pitch black. And she was hot. Like, criminally good-looking. It really shouldn’t be allowed.
“Lady Styria,” I said, feeling rather underdressed in my hoodie and blue jeans. “Quite an honor.”
She looked at me with a bit of disdain. “It’s a pain in the fucking ass to, like, freeze the universe and stuff. It’ll hold off the Void Things for a minute, but it’s your job to take care of them when they start to appear.”
“Oh, cool, no worries,” I said, putting my hands in my pockets. “Nice to meet you.”
Her look of irritation lingered. “I told Aunt Melody to have you be in dragon form so that you could easily take care of them when they appear.”
“Oh,” I chuckled. “I mean, when it comes to using my powers, I’m always in dragon form for the most part.”
She quirked a narrow black eyebrow at me, her lips pulling back into enough of a cute snarl to betray some sharp-looking vampire fangs. “Huh?”
“It’s a long story. I’m not human anymore. It’s a whole-ass thing,” I sighed. I turned my head and blew out some flames. “See?”
She nodded, suddenly looking impressed. “Huh. How ‘bout that. You’re a bit tougher than I thought you’d be.”
“You should feel my scales,” I said with a laugh. “At this point, I don’t even know that Void Weapons would pierce it.”
She apparently took that as an invitation as she reached out and squeezed my bicep. Her eyes widened when the texture did not match up to the appearance. “You are, like, literally a fucking dragon, dude.”
“I bet you could see through the disguise if you wanted, right?”
She nodded. “I can do a lot of things if I want. Right now, though, most of my power is being dedicated toward, y’know, pausing the fucking universe.”
“That’s a beefy power,” I agreed. “How much time do we got? I’m enjoying the chat, but you came here for a reason, right?”
Styria smirked at me. “Look at you, all businesslike. I bet you’d look cute in a suit.”
“I’ve been told I dress up nicely,” I confirmed.
Styria rolled her eyes and leaned her weight onto one hip, taking something of a seductive stance. A lot of leg spilled out of the side of her red dress as a result, and I had quite the time trying not to take note. “So, basically we drew straws and decided it’d be a lot easier to send one of us to talk to you directly and tell you everything you need to know. So I have, like, a whole speech to give—and then after that, you can ask a few questions, and then we’ll probably kill some Void Things, and then we’ll see where the night takes us.” She winked at the end, and I couldn’t decide if she was just teasing me or not, so I didn’t react for now.
“I’m all ears.” 
“Good. A long, long time ago, there were trillions of universes out there. At the core of the first and most powerful universe, there was a species that rose to significance. The technology that they reached at their peak, uncontested by any other beings in the multiverse, was so powerful that to this day we don’t understand it.
“These progenitors created what was known as the First Blasphemy—magic, as far as the rest of us are concerned. Their magic was essentially the source code for the multiverse itself, woven into the fabric of random individuals to give them the potential to reach godlike power. For the wizards and witches of the demiplane Esoterica, this is where our power comes from.”
I furrowed my brow. “Sounds pretty cool.”
“Not all magic and power in the universe comes from the First Blasphemy, but it’s the most powerful kind. Our magic can erase other kinds of magic and be used to rewrite the fabric of reality if its user has amassed enough power.”
“Normally I’d be hesitant to believe such a lofty claim, but you did freeze the universe,” I pointed out. 
Styria smiled at me. “Yes, I did. And I can do a lot more. But my power is nothing compared to my father’s. What I can do is on the scale of a single universe—but the one you call The Elloway can destroy and create universes himself. Forget rewriting reality—my daddy can write it from scratch.”
“Sounds like a pretty important guy. But if he’s all powerful, why does he, you know, let evil exist?”
Styria actually laughed, covering her mouth with her hand like a sexy chick in a movie. My penis did a little shimmy in my pants in response, but I paid it little heed as she moved on to answer my question. “He tried to eliminate evil one time, a long time ago. How do you think it went?”
I shrugged. “You’re going to tell me ‘badly’.”
“He wiped out evil people from one universe as an experiment. He even wiped out suffering and pain, just erased it, took it off the board completely. That universe proceeded to promptly commit suicide—not just the people in it, but the universe itself. Good can’t exist without evil. I know it’s cliche, but it turns out it’s true.”
“Why doesn’t he save Meteoropolis?”
Styria frowned for the first time, and it was a deep frown at that. “Well—we don’t know where he is.”
“You don’t know where God is? What, did he go out for a pack of cigarettes one day and never come back?”
She shook her head. “He’ll be back—but in the meantime, his children and wives have to look after the places most precious to him.”
I narrowed my eyes at her. “You mentioned that a long time ago there were trillions of universes?”
“Yes,” she said.
“But not anymore?”
“Now there are—thousands, I guess.”
My eyes bulged. “That’s a lot of universes dead.”
“My dad merged a lot of them to make it easier to manage,” she sighed. “He also, uh, like…deleted some of the shittier ones.”
My jaw dropped. “Deleted?! Entire universes?!”
“He exists on a scale we can’t imagine,” she said in a defensive huff. “I know how that sounds—but he knows what he’s doing!”
“I hope you’re right, because it sounds like you’re saying he destroyed hundreds of billions of universes on a whim to make it a little easier to manage.”
Styria shrugged at me. “A bunch were basically empty anyway. Others had run their course.”
“Wait— Heaven and Hell. They’re real, right?”
“Everyone used to go to Hell,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. “Nowadays, more and more people’s souls get expelled to various corners of their respective universes so they can one day be reincarnated. It’s better that way. Eventually all Hells will disappear when dad finishes his mission and everything will be like that.”
“Everyone used to go to Hell?!” I blurted out in shock. “Man—the universe sucks ass!”
“Different Hells, but yeah. It’s way better now,” Styria protested. “All because—”
“Yeah, your dad, I get it. I’m sorry, I deviated us off track. Tell me more.”
The black-haired beauty nodded at me. “There are only about five thousand places in the multiverse that the Elloway labeled ‘high priority zones’ that we need to protect in his absence. Meteoropolis is one of them.”
“Are the others in constant danger too?” I asked.
“Nope. Just this one. And because of the one called Evelyn, it’s hard for us to come here now. She uses so much power to basically turn this place into a trap for us, so that our mere presence summons the Void Things—primordial monsters that the progenitor aliens I mentioned created to kill all wielders of the First Blasphemy.”
“Wait! The First Blasphemy is bad?! The creators themselves tried to eliminate it?” That was quite a twist.
“Well—bad is all from a certain perspective. In their view, the rise of someone like my father was the worst possible thing that could happen to the multiverse, so they regretted it and created the Void Things to hunt down fledgling wizards before they could learn their powers. When we come of age, we’re usually hunted by them for the first time.”
I was too flabbergasted to follow up with more questions so I just stared at her and waited for her to keep going. Thankfully, she got the hint.
“I realize this is probably a lot—but you’re a dragon, so you can take it, right?”
I grumbled a bit. “Weird form of racism, but sure.”
She smirked at me and took a step forward. “Your human disguise is actually pretty cute. Is this what you used to look like?”
I nodded. “Yeah, but I lost the ability to be human. I miss it, and there are some problems and security risks I represent being a full-ass Solar Dragon.”
She cocked her head and looked me up and down. “I mean—I bet dad could make you able to switch between human and dragon really easily. Could control your psychic output that way, too. Hell—I bet Aunt Memento could, though she might also use mad science to do it. Tell you what—if you can hunt down Evelyn and stop her, I’ll make that happen for you.”
I felt my heart jump in my chest. “That would be very nice,” I admitted. “You’ve got a deal.”
“One more thing,” she added, taking one last step closer so that we were practically a breath away from each other.
“Name it,” I muttered back, staying calm in the face of intimidating degrees of sexiness.
She made a show of sizing me up again. “Esoterica’s demiplane is a kind of lonely place—it’s much bigger than here, but all the boys there are boring and weak, and they all worship me like a goddess.”
“I can understand that,” I muttered.
She bit her lip and then leaned in, pressing her cheek against mine as she whispered in my ear. “But you—you’re interesting.”
“I aim to be a good conversationalist.”
“We both know that’s not what I meant,” she giggled. “Look—I don’t want to be too forward. Your sister says you have a whole assload of girlfriends—I respect that. But could you imagine if we fucked?”
I blinked. “I suppose I could imagine it if I must.”
“Our sex would be cataclysmic. We’d destroy worlds—maybe give birth to new ones. We’d have a fucking world-baby.”
“I’ve got a baby on the way, actually,” I said.
She smirked. “Congratulations. Anyway—food for thought.”
I let out a covertly huge breath, slowly, with my lips only slightly parted to better obscure it. “Anywaaay,” I continued, swinging my arms awkwardly at my sides. “What’s next?”
“What’s next is I tell you what I know about Evelyn—and after that I unfreeze the universe. The second I do that, the Void Things will find us, and they’ll start piercing the veil into your world. That’s when you’re going to rip them to pieces, and I teleport home.”
I nodded and rubbed my palms together. “Alright then,” I said. “Tell me about Evelyn.”
She unloaded everything she knew, the full history of this character, and although she went into a lot more detail than Glenyaka, most of the information seemed superfluous. The interesting bit came at the end when she told me that Evelyn was, at her core, half-demon. That meant, most likely, that she probably felt most at home in the infernal district. Beyond that, I also learned a few tactics to try if I ever faced her in combat—which I was increasingly sure I would.
“Goodbye, sunny-boy,” Styria said, leaning forward to kiss me on the cheek at the conclusion of our conversation. As she did that, I felt a distant rumble—like thunder, but shaking the fabric of reality rather than the ground. “How about that?” she giggled. “Seems like daddy might not be that far off after all.”
“Was that him?” I asked.
“Felt like him—but that doesn’t mean we’re off the hook. If he were ready to return, I’d know.”
After that, she promptly left, and just as she said, a bunch of Void Things emerged from portals, mostly just purple and black tentacles. I quickly nuked them all before anyone noticed what had happened and got out of there, solarporting home after ducking behind a portapotty.
When I got inside, Satina was in the kitchen, making eight sandwiches.
“Welcome back, sweetheart!” Satina announced happily, dropping everything to kiss me at the door like I was a salaryman returning from work. “How was the meeting?”
“Very productive—and God’s daughter wants to bang me, so that’s flattering.” I took a seat at the kitchen island. “Making sandwiches for everyone?”
“Huh? No, those are just for me, silly! Why, did you want one?”
“I won’t turn down your cooking anytime I can get it,” I laughed. “If you’re already in the middle of it, would it bother you if I imposed?”
“No—but in return, will you do me a teeny tiny favor tonight?” she asked, clasping her hands together hopefully as her cloven hooves tapped excitedly on the floor.
I nodded and beamed at her. “Sure.”
“Sing with Blossom and me on stream tonight?”
My eyes widened. “In front of your viewers?”
“Yes! Please? It’ll be fun!” She threw her arms around me and pressed that massive chest I could never refuse against mine.
“Okay,” I murmured. “Got it. After I update Tahini and Hephi.”
“Yay! I’m going to make you the best sandwiches! How many did you want?!”
“Two would be fine,” I said, slapping her playfully on the butt as I wandered toward Hephi’s room.
Satina was silent afterwards, so I looked back at her once more before I left the room. The expression she wore looked shocked and horrified.
“Did I say something?” I asked.
“Only two?”
“I mean—”
“I’m going to make you six,” she declared, turning around and getting back to the task. “You could still grow.”
I shrugged and left the room. “Six it is.”




Chapter 17 - Plotting and Planning


[image: image-placeholder]
Tahini and Hephi sat on the catgirl’s bed side-by-side. Hephi was rocking her usual tight bun and clipboard, while Tahini’s hair was in the long pigtails she’d been favoring more often these days. Next to each other, they looked rather businesslike in their smart glasses, except that Tahini was wearing some fluffy PJs and Hephi was wearing Blossom’s Petting Zoo t-shirt and Pinky Peach’s black athletic shorts. 
“What’s up with the clothes?” I asked Hephi, nodding at the unusual attire. “It’s not every day I see you looking so casual, and in other people’s signature outfits no less.”
Hephi sneered as she reviewed her notes on the clipboard. “It was Blossom’s turn to do laundry today.”
“Ah,” I grunted. “And so I suppose that means it just didn’t get done?”
“That would be correct.”
Tahini snorted with laughter. “Blossom’s hilarious.”
“Not when she’s washing the darks with the whites,” Hephi muttered.
“No, she’s hilarious even then,” I chuckled. “But yes, she struggles with responsibility a bit—but can you blame her? She lived the grand majority of her life in a Void Cartel underground leaf and flower harvesting business run through the black market.”
“I can and I will blame her. She’s been in this house longer than me.”
“I think you just need to bond with her in a good old-fashioned Brock sandwich,” the catgirl purred, nudging the elf teasingly. “I promise, you’ll have a brand new perspective on her then.”
“I can make that happen.” I rubbed my palms together eagerly. “However, that’s not why we’re meeting.”
“No, it isn’t,” Hephi replied, leaning forward and clicking her pen with expectation. “Tell me everything.”
I did exactly that, letting Hephi in on every single thing that I learned from my meeting with Styria. Both Tahini and Hephi looked absolutely stunned by some of the revelations, and I couldn’t blame them. It was a lot of exciting intelligence, even if it wasn’t all immediately usable. If nothing else, it helped to understand Meteoropolis, our home, in a brand new light. It also seemed to ignite a spark of hope in Hephi.
“Then the Elloway is real,” she said.
“Was there ever any doubt?” I studied her face, reading her wide-eyed expression with interest.
She shook off her bewilderment. “No. I suppose not. But he hasn’t really been involved in Meteoropolis. This explains why—well, to some extent.”
I nodded. “Yes, to a certain extent. But even Styria doesn’t seem to know where her father is.”
“He must be close, if that big rumble the whole city felt a little bit ago was him.”
“Maybe it was thunder,” I joked. It was an amusing joke to me since the controlled climate of the Meteoropolis dome made thunder pretty much ‘not a thing’.
Hephi and Tahini exchanged meaningful nods, and I perked up. “Brock,” Tahini began, “I’ve been doing some research—about Evelyn. I can’t find much. There are a lot of individuals named Evelyn in town, and everything I thought I could do to narrow the search down hasn’t led to a current location.”
“That’s disappointing,” I muttered. “I did get one lead regarding that. She’s half-demon.”
“So she could be located in the Infernal District,” Hephi noted, tapping her clipboard with her pen. “Is that where your logic was headed?”
I nodded in confirmation. “Yes. Exactly correct. I have an idea about that. Tahini, Hephi—I don’t think your job will be to find Evelyn. I think that’ll be Mamba’s job.”
“Is Evelyn a psychic?” Tahini asked with a quirked brow. “As far as I know, that would be the only way Mamba could sense her.”
“You’re half right,” I said. “But she has other powers.”
Hephi’s eyes bulged. “You’re going to have her weave fate again, aren’t you?”
“Imagine how powerful she’d be now,” I said, posing the notion with a grin. “And, I believe that she is strong enough to endure the consequences of her actions, too.”
Tahini’s tail wiggled behind her. “Not only that, but with Glenyaka gone, Mamba doesn’t have to worry about being watched when she uses her powers.”
“The city’s police psychics will eventually be able to detect a power like her, but they won’t be able to trace her back right away,” I said. “Am I right about that Hephi?”
She frowned at me. “That’s not really my department. I’d have to poke around in HQ, maybe have the Commissioner give me some access to the psychics to see what they’re capable of these days. As far as I know, you’re still making it rough for a lot of them.”
“No rush,” I told her. “With the Void Cartel as weakened as it is, what with me taking out all the Void Beasts across town a while back and now Glenyaka gone from their numbers, we have time to hunt and plan.”
“What’s the next step?” Hephi straightened her glasses using the tip of her pen on the bridge of her frames.
“Good question. I suppose the best thing to do is have Mamba roll her die every day. When it lands on a twenty, that’s when maximum luck will be on my side. If we get one of those after a week or so, that’s when I’ll need to take action. If we don’t, then we just go in with whatever we’ve got.”
“What if she rolls a twenty tomorrow?” Tahini asked.
I laughed. “Like I said, we’re not in that big of a hurry.”
“It would be nice to take care of the threat once and for all,” Hephi sighed. “Not that I want you to take unneeded risks.”
“I understand,” I assured her. “But Unneeded Risks is my middle name.”
“That’s—an unsettling attempt at humor,” the elf murmured with an irritated expression, chewing the inside of her cheek as she stared at me to decide just how serious I was.
Tahini laughed though. “Glad at least one of you has a sense of humor,” I noted with a nod at the catgirl. “In any case, we’re in the endgame now.”
“So what do I do?” Tahini asked after calming down from her display of giggles.
“What do you mean?”
“I mean—I’ve got the most powerful computer tech in the city, totally untraceable. Seems like a total waste if we don’t even bother to use it, right?”
“Right,” I agreed. “I’m empowering you to do whatever research you want. In the off-chance that we attract any heat, I’ll take care of it.” I tapped my belly.
Hephi and Tahini looked at each other nervously. “You could eat fewer people, big guy,” the catgirl suggested.
I let out a heavy sigh. “Fine. I’ll incinerate them.”
“What if they’re immune to fire?” Hephi asked.
“Then I’ll eat them.”
“Back to square one,” Tahini groaned, punctuating the sound of disapproval with a look that matched.
I couldn’t stop myself from laughing anyway. “This is good, girls. We’re winning this war.”
Hephi nodded slowly—then stopped. “What was she like?”
“Who?” I asked.
“You know. Styria Elloway-Tepes?”
“Oh,” I murmured. “Yeah, she was pretty cool, I suppose.”
Tahini narrowed her eyes at me suspiciously. “She tried to fuck you, didn’t she?”
I scratched my neck anxiously, my eyes darting around the room for a distraction, but I failed to find anything. “I mean—she didn’t not try to fuck me.” 
“I knew it!” Tahini hissed. “Are you going to?”
“I wasn’t planning on it,” I confessed. “She said something weird about getting pregnant with a planet and that kind of turned me off. I’m not sure I want fatherhood on that level.”
The two women looked at each other yet again, as befuddled by that revelation as they should be. Afterwards, they looked back at me with a measure of caution. “Brock,” Hephi started, “do you have a plan to defeat Evelyn?”
I patted my belly, earning an instant eye roll from the gorgeous brunette elf and another laugh from Tahini, though it was slightly subdued.
“I shouldn’t have asked, never mind.” Hephi wrote something down on her clipboard, then clicked the end of her pen and set it down. “Well—what now?”
“Take the night off. I promised Satina I’d sing on stream with her and Blossom.”
Tahini’s eyes widened. “Whoa, I love when you sing! Your voice is so good!”
If solar dragons could blush, I probably was doing so at that point. “Thanks, I learned from the church choir as a kid.”
“I have no idea what that means, but that sounds cool,” Tahini chuckled. “I’ll get cracking on the computer.”
Hephi frowned as she glanced at Tahini.
“What?” the catgirl asked.
“I’m just thinking about whether or not I should tell your mother that you’re Prophet.”
“Please don’t,” Tahini answered with an instant pout. “She’ll freak out.”
“That only motivates me to tell her more,” Hephi admitted with an evil grin.
“I just realized something,” I noted as I studied the pair of them together. They looked at me expectantly, cocking their heads almost in unison.
“What?” Tahini asked.
“Is it going to be weird when I rail you both at the same time? You originally knew Tahini as your boss’s daughter, and Tahini, you knew Hephi as your dad’s secretary,” I said, scratching my chin.
“We shall overcome,” Hephi declared, adjusting her glasses. “When that day comes—”
“Next weekend, going by the schedule,” Tahini added.
Hephi cleared her throat. “When that day comes, we will cross that barrier together.”
“Perfect,” I said, smiling at her and casting a big thumbs up in her direction. “Open minds, open hearts, and open legs. I like it. Well, I’ll leave you girls to your evenings. Make sure to watch the stream later.”
“Hells, maybe I’ll join you,” Tahini giggled.
“That’d be fine with me.” I waved goodbye as I headed out her bedroom, stepping carefully over some computer parts that were still strewn about the floor. She hadn’t said anything about it to me, but it seemed as though she was in the process of building yet another Earth computer.
Ignoring that for now, I headed to the bathroom and decided to take a shower. A lot had happened in the last few days. Like, a disturbing amount. How, indeed, could so much happen in so little time?
But the good news was that I was making progress toward my ideal future—a future in which I had all my girls together with me in Meteoropolis until the end of time. No danger, no Void Cartel, no perpetually being stuck as a pure dragon—
It’s not so bad being a dragon is it? The dragon in the back of my mind was apparently offended by this line of thinking.
“Is it so bad being a human?” I asked. 
It’s…softer, he said. It’s more vulnerable. At first, it made me feel weaker, but I confess that I miss how sensitive we were to the touch of our women.
“That’s…exactly it,” I murmured. By this time, water was bouncing off my body as I stood naked in the shower. It was as hot as the water could go, but it was nothing to me. My resting body temperature was warmer than this. I actually had to actively try and cool myself down before I touched the girls sometimes.
Existing on the scale of something akin to a god was more than just lonely—it was numb, too. But I still had the soul of a man who just wanted a simple life, and fate had dealt me anything but that.
But Lady Styria, the daughter of the Elloway Himself, had offered me a solution to my problems—the ability to be human again. To be both. To go between power and simplicity freely. It was everything I needed. Pinky Peach and the others deserved a man that could exist on their level, relate to them on their level. If I never solved this problem, how distant and detached would I become after a hundred years? How about a thousand? Would I end up like the Elloway, ditching his own family and probably not even understanding why it was wrong to do so?
I had told Tahini and Hephi just a moment before that there was no rush. We had every advantage, after all, and were only lacking the last remnants of a plan of action. No rush.
Suddenly, I regretted saying that. Yes, there was a rush. I was in a hurry after all because, at the end of the day, my body and soul were at stake. I wanted that perfect life that waited for me just beyond victory. I wanted it now.
Suddenly, a pounding at the bathroom door ripped my out of my reverie. “Brock! It’s me!” The woman behind that voice was none other than Blossom. “Holy fuggin’ shit, I heard you were gonna sing and smooch Satina and me on stream! Can you please hurry OH MY GOD.”
I chuckled. “I’ll be right there, babe,” I called out.
Yes. I would get my humanity back and destroy the Void Cartel. But first? I would sing a few songs.




Chapter 18 - Singing on Stream


At the start of the stream, I mostly hung in the back and observed. The girls had way more practice interacting with their viewers than I did, so it didn’t really make sense for me to get too involved. Mostly, I just soaked up the vibes. 
The vibes, honestly, were a balm for my heart. Watching from the bed while Blossom and Satina posed and danced in front of the camera while gushing out their hearts into their respective microphones was adorable to a level I wasn’t prepared for. Satina in particular had come a long way in terms of stage presence. Stream presence? Whatever.
“Alright, you bitches!” Blossom shouted, pointing at the camera forcefully. “Now Brock and I are going to sing the theme song to Titty Patrol!”
“I have never played Titty Patrol,” I piped in from the back.
Blossom shot me a look that could only be described in terms of pain. It was the face on the chart at the hospital marked “10” when the doctor asked you to describe your agony. “You fuggin’ what?!”
“I said I’ve–”
“Don’t you dare finish that sentence again,” she gasped, clutching her heart. “I think I’m gonna throw up! Satina! Where’s your wastebasket!”
“You can’t throw up. You don’t have a stomach, honey,” Satina giggled, patting Blossom on the back while the flower sprite wretched.
“Don’t tell me what I can and can’t do!”
Over the next few minutes, Blossom proved Satina right, but her point was taken. “Fine,” I chuckled. “I’ll get around to playing Titty Patrol sometime soon.”
“Play the prequel first,” Blossom said, sitting down on the bed beside me while Satina sang her next song. “Titty Patrol Zero. It provides a lot of useful context that the first one lacks without it.”
“Noted,” I muttered. “How are you feeling today?”
She cocked her head and bit her lip as she looked at me. “My pot sales are doing really well. And Pinky bought me some brand new soil and fertilizer today, so I’m feeling pretty good.”
“Why do you seem a bit…down?”
Blossom frowned. “A few reasons.” She looked at the camera and leaned in, covering her mouth with her hand. “Mostly, we’re all just nervous for you.”
“I’m doing fine,” I assured her, grabbing her hand. “I promise. Everything is going to work out great.”
Blossom shuddered.
“What was that?” I asked.
“When you reassure me in that deep voice my love nectar starts brewing and my vines start wiggling,” she whimpered. 
I looked at her hair. “They seem pretty normal to me.”
“Not those vines,” she said, winking.
I blinked as I understood what she was getting at. “Oh,” I muttered. “Huh. Guess I need to use that voice more often.”
“Not mid-stream, though,” she growled. “It’s already hard enough having you here.”
“What?” I laughed, though I felt a bit sad to hear that. “What do you mean?”
“In fact,” she said, standing up all of a sudden, “hey, Satina!”
Satina was just finishing up a song, so she looked back at us and grinned. “What’s wrong, Blossom?”
“Mute that shit for a second, would you? I need to tell you something important!”
Satina leaned forward, granting us a nice view of her backside in her hiked up skirt as she turned the sound off on her microphone. Blossom waited for Satina to turn back toward us before she started talking again.
“I have to shut this down. I’m sorry, I can’t do this tonight.”
“What?!” I blurted out in surprise. “Why not?”
“Because I’m going to sexually assault you on camera if this goes on any longer,” she sighed. “Flinch is still angry about the last time I tried that. We lost that one shoe sponsorship.”
“They were a family-friendly brand,” Satina noted with a solemn nod.
“Then they should be more open to me simulating acts of…family creation,” Blossom huffed with her arms crossed. “Anyway, I can’t be here any longer. I’m going to grab the picture of you on Pinky Peach’s bedside table and go to town until I can’t stay awake.” She bent over and gave me a kiss on the cheek, then turned to wave at the camera.
People reacted sadly to seeing Blossom leave, and Satina had to make up some half-assed excuse when she unmuted the mic. “Umm!! Well, she had to…make some pots! You know Blossom—always making those pots! No, I don’t know when they’ll be up for order. Check her website. Yeah. Sorry PixieCutie82, I don’t know if a discount is still available if you include a picture of your boobs.”
“It is!” Blossom shouted from a room away, somehow having overheard that exchange.
Thankfully the viewers bought the excuse. At that point, though, I really couldn’t delay participating in the stream any longer. Satina and I sang a few duets together, which I had made a point of studying and learning precisely for occasions like this. After the third one, though, we had to take a break.
“I’m hungry,” Satina sighed. “I’m going to make some of those pizza things you like. How many do you want?”
“Like, a full-sized pizza?” I asked. “Just one is okay.”
She nodded. “I’ll make four. Entertain the viewers for a few minutes while I grab some ingredients. It’ll be a cooking stream for a bit.”
“We don’t have an oven in here,” I chuckled.
“I meant making the dough and things like that, silly boy,” she teased me with a wink as she walked out the door.
Aaaand suddenly I was alone with Satina and Blossom’s stream.
I sat down at her desk and looked at the chat log. “This is awkward,” I said. “I didn’t count on this happening.”
I caught Pinky Peach, Tahini, and Mamba in the comments, lovingly heckling me.
> Pinky: Shake your ass, dude. Give the people what they want.
> Mamba: I dare you to get Satina’s account banned by showing your feet for too long. Or your dong.
> Tahini: Look at that big fella. Those washboard abs would make for a good scratching post.
Their comments got all kinds of reactions out of the viewers, but I tried to play it cool. “Thank you very much for the measured and supportive words, girls,” I muttered. “I hope your streams are doing well on this fine evening.”
> Pinky: Spinella just said you look like a scared child.
“I do not,” I said, furrowing my brow. “Well—it’s not often that I sit down in front of the stream. Anyone got any questions?”
One viewer with a username I couldn’t pronounce gave the first reply I noticed.
> I’ve got one. What’s it like being one of the only humans in a city as big as Meteoropolis?
I smiled. “It’s a bit lonely sometimes, but I’m very happy here.”
> You’d better be. You’re dating the hottest chicks in the city.
“Fair enough,” I chuckled. “I shouldn’t discount my privilege there.”
Another user called HephestiXXX had a rather interesting question that I probably should have expected.
> Humans are weak. Why are you so strong? I mean, we all saw what you could do in Meteor Park that time.
I tried not to show my nerves about that question on my face. “I don’t think it should be that surprising for me to say I have a Splice Partner, but I don’t talk about it much. It’s something only my closest friends and family know.”
All kinds of follow-up questions came from that, so I tried to change the subject and failed. Thankfully, Satina came to the rescue, bursting through the door with all the ingredients needed to make some very competent pizza dough.
“Hello everyone! Sorry about my absence! It’s been ages since I’ve eaten so I thought it might be a good idea to take a break from all the singing and teach you all how to cook food from Brock’s world!”
“It’s called pizza,” I said, “and it’s similar to the Gray Orc dish called Matkar Hr’krosh.”
“They know what pizza is, honey,” Satina laughed.
I slipped back into the scenery as best as I could, but I contributed a bit, helping Satina mix the dough, and eventually she started singing a song while she was working on preparing the meal.
“No, no,” Satina giggled, reacting to a viewer’s question. “The pizza isn’t really for me. Brock is a hungry boy, that’s all. I don’t really eat that much, personally. Only Blossom eats less than me in this Streamer House, and that’s because she doesn’t eat at all.”
My face contorted in shock at the brazen lie. “Literally everyone who has watched one of your streams for more than twenty minutes knows that’s not true.”
Right as Satina left to prebake the crust, I felt something buzzing in my pocket—obviously my phone. “Hang on a second, guys,” I muttered. I leaned forward and muted the stream and turned on Satina’s cute AFK notice.
When I looked at my phone, I wasn’t surprised at whose name I saw. I answered the call.
“Who filled you in? Hephi or Tahini?” I asked.
The Commissioner’s voice grumbled at me from the other end of the call. “Hephi. Tahini doesn’t tell me a fucking thing except what color socks she wants for her goddamn birthday.”
“Make sure you get her the toe socks, she hates normal ones,” I warned him.
“Motherfucker! Tari, she wants toe socks!”
I heard a female voice, muffled, shouting another expletive in the background, which made me laugh out loud.
“Anyway,” I laughed, “what are you calling about?”
“A few things,” he said. “It sounds like you’re getting close to moving in against Evelyn and taking out the Void Cartel at last. I want in.”
“You got it,” I said. “If there’s any help I need, I’ll let you know.”
“I want in,” he repeated. “Don’t sideline me. This is my battle too.”
“Noted.” I furrowed my brow as I tried to think of just how I could honor that request. 
“And…after it’s all over, I want Tahini to stop being Prophet.”
I turned my body away from the computer even though the camera and mic were off. “That’s a conversation for the two of you to have. That’s not my call.”
“I’ll need you to back me up. She listens to you.”
I let out a sigh. “I agree with you. For the most part. But she really is gifted.”
“And the psychic you know—I want her on call for Meteoropolis PD.”
My eyes widened. “She would love that. She hates using her powers under the table.”
“And I want Hephi back. Full-time.”
I frowned at that. “I can’t give you that.”
“It’s her call, surely,” the commissioner said.
“You’re right, but she won’t want to leave us either,” I warned him. “This is a concession I can’t make.”
“What about Tahini? Could she join the police force? We could have her come out publicly as Copycat.”
“The sky’s the limit, but I still want her close and the rest of the Dream Girls won’t let her go without a fight.”
The commissioner sighed. “Are they happy at least? Hephi and Tahini.”
“I think so,” I told him, smiling a bit even though he couldn’t see me. “They make me happy, too.”
“Well, it is what it is. But maybe having both you and Tahini come out publicly wouldn’t be such a bad idea once everything is all said and done. What do you think?”
“I think I need to get back to work,” I replied. “I’m supposed to be babysitting Satina’s stream right now.”
The commissioner chuckled on the other end of the phone. “We live very different lives despite our mutual love of justice.”
“Take care, Commissioner. We’ll be in touch as soon as we have a plan.”
We ended the call, but before I could unpause Satina’s stream, the satyress herself came into the room looking content. “The crust is heating up, and soon it’ll be ready for toppings.”
I kissed her once on the cheek. “Sounds awesome. I can’t wait.”
“Were you on the phone? You were using your phone voice,” she said.
I shook my head. “Just touching base with Tahini’s dad quickly. Things are heating up. In a good way.”
Satina threw her arms around me. “Before we resume the stream, I just need to say something. I know you heard me talking to Pinky the other day, expressing my…worries.”
I felt my stomach churn uncomfortably. “Yes, I did.”
“I need you to know that, despite those feelings, I stand by you completely, and I love you so much.”
Before I could respond, she kissed me, and I allowed my muscle tension to melt away as my arms went around her. “Message received,” I mumbled into her lips.
The rest of the evening went off without a hitch. Her stream didn’t set any crazy records, but we had good numbers and great interaction from viewers, so Satina was happy. Even better, the stream had a very positive impact on her music sales, immediately evident as she habitually checked her data after we were done.
At the end of the evening it was just me and her for a while. I wasn’t scheduled to spend the night in her room, but we still had some time before I had to leave. The two of us held each other tight, opting to cuddle naked in bed but not bother to take things much further than kissing and fondling for the time being.
The purpose of this intimacy was clear to us both. We were both desperate to reassure the other. She wanted to show me how much she loved me, and that her affection was unflinching despite her misgivings about our situation, and I wanted to show her that I understood. Those powerful emotions gave way to some of the best snuggle and make out session I’d had since arriving Meteoropolis—and that said a lot.
After an hour of that, though, she whispered in my ear. “It’s still not that late,” she said. “Wanna finish off the pizza and go for a walk?”
I kissed her floppy goat-like ear and rolled over. “I would love to take a walk with you. Let’s get out of here.”




Chapter 18.5 - Mitsy’s Second Interlude


Mitsy sat, hunched over in the chair at the Dragonkind Donut across town where Brock had last visited. To not be noticed by the buxom lamia clerk at the counter, she wore a rather devious disguise—a hat and a pair of sunglasses. 
It also helped that her seat was in the corner, she privately reflected, but she thought she noticed a flash of recognition on the snake-lady’s face.
She had chosen this seat for her brainstorming session for one reason—Brock’s scent still lingered in the air. It was faint, but Mitsy was almost certain she could catch and bottle some of it if she was patient and waited for the right moment. When she managed to, she would suck it out of the bottle on the spot, just to get that fleeting taste of him.
“My special man,” she sighed as she pulled the newspaper up to cover her face. “It won’t be long now.”
Mitsy had a plan. In truth, there was actually a second reason why she came to this place, and that reason had a long, serpentine tail, no legs, and breedable proportions.
The kitsune was making a list. On that list, she had collected the names of every woman that Brock had interacted with since his arrival in Meteoropolis. She was certain that she had missed very few. The list included grocery store clerks, gas station attendants, secretaries at the car dealership, sale reps at clothing stores he’d visited with his harem, and more.
Most of those women were boring. Uninspiring. Frankly not worth Mitsy’s energy to deal with. But there were a select few that she believed shared a certain degree of chemistry with her lover. Well, future lover.
This Opal girl, the lamia in question, was one of the more intriguing recent additions to the list. In most interactions Brock had with women, there was a brief conversation that typically gravitated religiously around the prudent topic of his visitation. For example, if Brock were at the grocery store to buy groceries, the conversation would revolve entirely around the sale and bagging of said groceries. Sometimes no words were exchanged at all.
Occasionally, a woman would initiate an interaction with him in a flirtatious manner. Mitsy had seen it a thousand times, and it usually played out in the exact same way. Meaningful looks, forward words from the woman, and a swift but polite denial from Brock. Sometimes Brock would be explicit in his refusal, other times he would be subtle.
But Opal was an interesting case. On paper, their encounter played out exactly the same as every other, but there was an elemental energy beneath the surface that Mitsy detected in the way he spoke to her. There was an attraction there, and where there was an attraction, there was potential.
Mitsy thumbed her phone and reviewed the spreadsheet full of names for the twentieth time today. She had grayed out most of them at this point, but there was still hope.
Nurse Quinny. Donut Barista Opal. And lastly, the Centaur, Hart, who outed Brock as a hero to the mainstream media. In a way, Mitsy had her to thank for everything. There wasn’t much of a spark in their brief interaction together as far as the kitsune could tell from the selfie the woman snapped, but she couldn’t help but have a soft spot for the innocent girl.
“Oh! It’s you,” a voice called out, and Mitsy realized the jig was up. She had expected to be noticed at one point or another.
“Yes, it’s me. How are you today, Opal Jadescale, age 23, residence on Goblin Street, address 485, second floor, third room on the right side of the hallway?” Mitsy folded her hands primly in front of her and leaned a bit on the table.
Understandably, the lamia’s eyes widened. “I really shouldn’t be talking to you.”
“And who told you that?” Mitsy asked with a predatory grin.
“My gut just now,” Opal replied. “And—you know who.”
“Yes, I do know who,” Mitsy said, sighing contentedly at the thought of her soulmate. “Brock Clayton—my future husband.”
“You seem mentally unsound,” Opal commented.
Mitsy cocked her head and scowled, the suddenness of the change in expression making the lamia jump. “If I were crazy, then wouldn’t it be a bad idea to say something like that to me?”
“I did some research on you too, you know,” Opal said. “After Brock told me about you. You’re a pretty well-known charity manager. You’ve got a lot to lose.”
“I’ve got more to gain,” Mitsy countered, her nine tails swishing and swaying behind her. The fox girl looked around the room a few times to make a point. “I don’t see anyone else in here at the moment. Would you like to take a seat and have a chat?”
“I feel like the odds of me dying terribly skyrocket if I say yes,” Opal murmured.
“I promise they’re much, much higher if you say no,” Mitsy said, not even cracking a smile.
The lamia woman didn’t need to hear another threat. She took a seat awkwardly across from Mitsy. This kind of chair wasn’t really meant for her kind. “What…what do you want?”
“You know.”
“Brock.”
“That’s it. Good girl,” Mitsy cooed, stirring the straw with easy circles in her iced latte. “I’m actually here for you today.”
“Oh, goody,” Opal said, shivering slightly. “I really can’t talk long. Customers will be coming in soon.”
Mitsy slitted her eyes and grinned deviously. “No, they won’t. I’ve made arrangements. Right about now, there’ll be a car accident outside, which will draw all attention to the road. It’ll be an ugly accident, too. So within a few minutes, the police from the station a few blocks down will put up traffic cones. That should limit the amount of traffic you’re getting.”
“What are you talking—”
A loud crash proved the kitsune’s words prophetic. Opal rushed back into a standing position and slithered to the glass doors, staring outside. Two cars had slammed into each other violently, one of them erupting into flames. They had collided in such a way that most of the road was blocked, and one of the cars was partially on the sidewalk nearest the donut shop.
“What the butt?!” Opal gasped. “What are you?”
“I’m a woman who gets her way. Do you know why?” Mitsy asked.
“Uhh, no?”
The kitsune stood up and threw what was left of her latte on the ground. “Because I deserve it! I’m a good, moral woman, and I’ve taken care of others my whole life! Do you know how old I am? How long I’ve been alone?”
Opal’s mouth flapped but she didn’t manage to get any words out to play along.
“Two thousand years! I’m older than this fucking city! I’ve protected mortals, gods, and now Xenos my whole life, only to be cursed with unending loneliness. But that ends now! That ends here, in Meteoropolis, in this fucking calendar year, because I’m going to marry Brock Clayton!”
Opal started sobbing quietly. “I want to go home.”
“Well, too bad!” Mitsy shouted. “From now on, it’s about what I want. Guess why.”
“Why?” the lamia whimpered in defeat.
Mitsy’s feral eyes suddenly calmed, and she slowly crossed the room until she was standing beside the snake girl in front of the front door. Mitsy took Opal’s chin between her thumb and forefinger and commanded her. “Look at me. Look at me! I’m your boss now. Today you’re going to quit your worthless, dead-end, nothing of a job and come work for me at my foundation. You’ll be my secretary. You’ll answer my calls, and be under my watch.”
“W-what?! Why? None of this makes sense!” Tears flung liberally from the lamia girl’s eyes as she whipped her head from side to side.
“Because I’m going to give you what you want. Now clock out, Opal. It’s time to start your new life.”
“A new life?”
Mitsy nodded slowly and pulled the other woman away from the glass door as police already started to arrive. “A better life. I promise.”
“Better how?”
The nine-tailed fox grinned wickedly and rubbed her palms together as though even she was excited by the words she was about to say. “I’m going to give you Brock Clayton.”
The lamia girl’s frightful expression soured, then turned perplexed. “Huh? What in the name of the gods are you talking about?”
“I’m talking about a truce,” Mitsy said with a dominating grin.
Opal wiped her tears on the cuff of her uniform and shook her head. “What kind of truce?”
“A counter-harem truce.”




Chapter 19 - Let’s Call a Meeting


My walk with Satina went well, and it helped me clear my head. As I watched her buy five chocolate ice cream cones from the convenience store at the end of the block, I found myself grinning openly. It was like I was seeing her, and everything, with clearer eyes. 
“This walk was just what I needed,” I sighed contentedly. I placed my arm around her as we stepped through automatic doors of the Quick Mart, and she reciprocated by nuzzling my bicep, smearing a bit of ice cream from her lips on my shirt.
“Me too,” she said. “I enjoy moments like this.”
“I do too,” I agreed with a nod. “Walking around and getting ice cream makes me feel totally normal.”
The busty satyress frowned and looked away.
“Sorry,” I grunted. “I don’t mean to be a downer.”
“You really can be sometimes, but I understand. It just makes me feel powerless and guilty.”
“Guilty?”
“Because I miss it too. Human Brock. I miss him. I know you’re the same, but I want that Brock back, and it makes me selfish.” I could hear tears in her voice even if I couldn’t see her eyes.
“Don’t say that,” I told her, putting my hand on her cheek. I turned her head and made her look at me, smiling at her cute goat eyes with the horizontal pupils. “Everything will be better soon.”
“You promise, right?” she asked.
I nodded. “I do.”
“And then you’ll give me a baby?”
I cocked an eyebrow. “Well—sure. Yeah, once the Void Cartel is gone, why the hell not?”
She grinned all of a sudden, like a sobbing child who had just been handed a brand new toy. “You mean it?”
“Yes. I think it’s time for us to consider the next phase of our lives at that point. Marriage. Kids. The whole thing—why not?”
“Why not!” she shouted at the top of her lungs, so loud that it echoed in the neighborhood and caused me to laugh and cup her face with embarrassment.
“What are you doing?!” I asked, unable to contain my amusement at the outburst.
“I’m happy!” she said, and she licked another one of her ice cream cones. “I’m very happy. Because finally, Brock Clayton, we’ll have everything we deserve in our life together.”
[image: image-placeholder]Those words stuck with me throughout the night until the next morning, keeping me awake and lit with the flame of purpose. She was right. Satina knew what she was talking about. We were so close now, so very close to winning this battle and having it all. I couldn’t afford to go in half-cocked, but I didn’t have the patience to wait any longer. I needed a plan.
I called a meeting.
“With me?” Hephi asked.
“With everyone. And I mean everyone. Get Dr. Luna and the Go’Urdens on speaker phone if you can. We’re not ending this meeting until we know exactly how we’re going to take out the Void Cartel once and for all.”
“As you wish,” Hephi said, nodding and grinning with excitement. Even though I had very little to go off of, she could tell that I was serious. That look of elation on her face meant one thing—she believed in me. Knowing that, I felt even more bolstered when the time for the meeting finally came.
The meeting room we chose was the kitchen, and we actually had to put two tables together to accommodate everyone at this point, since the harem had grown so crowded. Meanwhile, Pinky Peach booted up the media center laptop and connected it to the projector. Together with Hephi, they initiated a call to Commissioner Go’Urden and his wife, then did the same with Dr. Luna.
As the meeting started up and Hephi took attendance, I quickly was made to feel like an asshole as I looked around and realized I was underdressed. All the girls in the harem opted to wear matching khaki business suits and skirts. Dr. Luna was wearing his trademark lab coat but also a black tie, like a fucking asshole, and then there were the Go’Urdens. The Commissioner had on a military green cardigan and a striped button-up beneath, and Nefertari was wearing a sexy red cocktail dress.
And then there was me. I was wearing floral board shorts and a black muscle tee with a picture of an overweight unicorn. Pinky Peach absolutely hated this shirt, but it was comfy.
With a sigh, I waved at the projector screen, then realized that the camera was on the laptop and greeted that instead. “Hey! Sorry to contact you on such short notice. I hope it’s an alright time.”
“It’s a weekend, you’re fine,” Go’Urden said, pulling his wife into his lap. “We have a dinner at six but the city comes first, so no pressure.”
“A little pressure,” Nefertari corrected him with a boop on his nose. “There’s a wine tasting at six-thirty and I will not be in a good mood if I miss it.”
The Commissioner’s face sank. “A little pressure, then,” he conceded.
“That should be fine,” I said. It was, after all, fairly early in the afternoon at that point, and if this call ended up taking four hours, then it was probably bad news for us all.
“Well, I’m out of here the moment someone else dips,” Dr. Luna said. “I won’t be the first, but I’ll be the second.”
I laughed and nodded my agreement to those terms. “Fair enough.” I looked behind me and saw my gorgeous girls all beaming at me in their weirdly matching attire. I wanted so, so badly to comment on it, but I thought that maintaining the illusion of being organized for as long as I could was probably a good idea.
“So, why exactly are we here again?” Go’Urden said. “I imagine it’s something big.”
Nefertari’s eyes widened with excitement. “Is Tahini pregnant?!”
“Mom!” Tahini gasped. Then, her expression shifted to a smirk. “Well—it isn’t impossible, but that’s not what the meeting is about.”
“Sweet Lord Eltheriel, I hope it isn’t,” Dr. Luna grumbled. “Imagine my reaction.”
“You’re all here because the time has come to put the final nail in the Void Cartel’s coffin,” I said, looking over the girls and my meeting partners on screen. “This meeting is about coming up with a plan to do exactly that, and I’d prefer not to end it until we have everything we need to take nothing short of immediate action.”
“That’s what I’m fucking talking about!” Go’Urden shouted, pumping his fist into the air.
Dr. Luna nodded with his hands folded in front of his face. “That would be nice indeed.”
“So—we need to lay it all out on the line here and now, all the resources we have at our disposal. Firstly, Commissioner Go’Urden, you are the highest ranking police representative in the city. Whatever action we take will need your office’s help in doing damage control and cleaning things up with the public. Having you on the scene when it goes down will be important too. Even with the new vigilante immunity clause the new Councilman just passed, having you there to lend legitimacy to our operation will help. Plus, you’re good in a scrap.”
“You’re fucking right I am,” the Commissioner said. “Eldritch is a good man—”
Nefertari elbowed him.
“—Er, blob. Point is, I’ll let him know to contact some people he can trust and put them on high alert on that day. He’s already been making arrests across the city—something like fifty suspected Void Cartel members have already been taken in.”
“Excellent.” Then I turned to Dr. Luna. “Arty—”
He winced at the sobriquet. “I will fucking end you—”
“Arty, you are the most brilliant and connected bio-magical whatever bullshit scientist in the city. Even if your resources don’t come in handy on this mission, your perspective will be important.”
“Don’t write off my resources just yet,” he said. “Have you considered having Tahini take the tea and medicine that turned you full dragon?”
Tahini looked at me with interest, but I frowned. “I can’t speak for you, honey, but part of me doesn’t want what I’m going through for you.”
“But I would be stronger, right?” she asked.
“Not on the level of a solar dragon,” Dr. Luna said. “You would be city-scale, not cosmic.”
“Would I still look like me?” she asked, cocking her head to the side.
“Tahini, don’t even think about it,” Nefertari said. “Dr. Luna, don’t tempt her. She’s young and rash. She’ll do whatever she thinks she can to help.”
“Then let her help,” he muttered. “This is the soul of the city at stake.”
“I’m with your mom, Tahini. I don’t think it’s needed,” I told her, trying to give her a soft look, but I could tell it was tense with the fear that she’d ignore my advice.
“I’ll think about it,” she said, and then she fell quiet.
After a pause, I turned to her anyway. “Well, Tahini—obviously your capabilities already need no introduction. As Copycat, you can make several perfect duplicates of yourself.”
“And I’m better at controlling them now,” she added.
I smiled at her. “Right. And—you’re the best hacker in the city. Probably the universe.”
“Hmm? What’s this now?” Nefertari murmured.
Go’Urden sank in his seat a bit. “Oh. Uh. Tahini is the hacker the media calls Prophet.”
The catgirl mommy’s eyes widened, but she didn’t freak out, much to my instant relief. “Oh. I see. Good job, sweety.”
“Thanks mom.”
“Tahini,” I continued, “I need you working religiously on narrowing down Evelyn’s location. I still don’t have any new leads, but—”
“I do,” Mamba said, raising her hand. “Hi—my name’s Mamba, you all know me. Not sure why I’m introducing myself—what you might not know is that I’m currently the strongest living psychic in Meteoropolis and can rewrite one aspect of fate per day.”
“Oh, that’s nice,” Nefertari commented. “Why not, right? This random dragon-boy’s harem has the best hacker, a psychic—any other inexplicably powerful people in there?”
Everyone looked around to take stock. Eventually Spinella chimed in. “I’m ranked first in 1v1 for League of Loremasters, and Satina won a corn eating contest last month.”
“It wasn’t even close,” Satina added with a smug smirk.
“Not the kind of thing I was after, but that actually makes me feel a bit better, thank you,” Nefertari said. “Sorry, Mamba, please proceed.”
“Oh—well, I was just saying, last night while everyone else was asleep, I thought about what Brock said. He told us that Evelyn was likely based in the Infernal District because she’s a demon. He also said that her power was extreme, but it’s currently limited because she uses most of her energy summoning Voidbeasts and pulling Void Things closer so the Elloway’s children can’t approach without endangering the city.”
“Where are you going with this?” I asked, cocking my brow. I was intrigued to say the least.
“So, last night I decided to see if I could use my enhanced psychic powers to scan the Infernal District for traces of the Void. And, well—I identified a zone.” She tapped on her phone screen, then held it up to my face, showing me a map.
I nodded as I looked it over. “This circled spot?”
“Yes,” she said. “I would suggest that Tahini run some searches for unusual activities or suspicious businesses along East Sulfur Street in the Infernal District. We may be able to narrow it down a bit more.”
“And then you use your power, right?” Pinky added. “With the dice?”
Mamba nodded. “If I get a good roll, I could use it to help you in your search.”
“The plan is coming together,” I said, grinning. “Now, the Infernal District is outside of the Commissioner’s usual area of operations—”
Go’Urden nodded as he bounced Nefertari on his lap. “But not my jurisdiction. I have a right to be there. Still, I’ll need to come up with a cover story so I don’t raise any eyebrows. Hephi, I’ll put you on that.”
“Yes, sir, of course,” Hephi said, jotting something down on her tablet. Pinky Peach hissed jealously at the fancy device. “It could be as simple as arranging a business lunch in the neighborhood with a police chief from the Infernal District, right?
“It’s just sane enough to work,” Go’Urden commented. “You’re brilliant, Hephi. I can’t wait for you to come back to work full-time.”
“Not happening, sir.”
I looked around the room to see if anyone else had any color commentary or ideas to add. Most of the girls were unusually quiet, but clearly dialed in. Even Blossom and Eppy, who were normally agents of chaos in their own right, were serious and wore faces that were all business.
“So the plan is simple so far,” I noted, nodding at Hephi who was in the process of jotting down everything I was probably about to say. “Tahini follows up on Mamba’s lead, trying to isolate an address or a smaller zone of operations where Evelyn might be currently based. Then, Go’Urden arranges a meeting with a police rep in that area as a cover, and however soon he can make that happen will be the day we make our move. Mamba will use her Fate Weaving powers, if she can, to help us in our search. If not, she can at least use her farseeing ability to keep an eye on us. Tahini, you’ll join your father on the ground as Copycat. Help any people caught in the chaos to escape. Everyone else wait at home with your phones in case you’re needed for any possible reason.”
“And you are going to fight Evelyn, then?” the Commissioner asked. “Just how strong is she supposed to be?”
My shoulders tensed. “Pretty strong. On my level, easily. But I’m the only one who has a chance.”
“And what if you fail?” Pinky Peach asked.
“I’ll get out of there, and at the very least, hopefully we’ll have forced Evelyn into daylight and the city can back me up.”
“I don’t understand her,” Nefertari said with a sigh. “I saw how strong you are, Brock. The whole city did. You practically blotted out the sky. You’re telling me Evelyn is on that level, but all she does is summon Void tech and monsters? Why not just terrorize the city directly?”
I thought about it for a moment and shrugged. “I think it’s because of what the Void represents to the Elloway and his children. It’s the one anathema to them—what it destroys can’t be reclaimed. It’s their natural predator. Evelyn is on a quest for vengeance, and she has a plan she’s clearly sticking to. Let’s just be grateful she isn’t more logical about it.”
The meeting went on, surprisingly, for another hour as we rehashed the plan again and again, adding details, suggesting people that Go’Urden could meet with, and debating on the possibility of letting Tahini take the experimental Splice Partner bonding concoction.
And then the meeting ended, and we bid each other farewell. And that was it. We had a plan. It wasn’t perfect. It didn’t cover what the battle would look like when it happened, because that part of the plan lacked useful information to go off of. But it was a plan, and it would work. It should work.
“Brocky?” Blossom called out to me when there were just a few of us left.
“Yeah?”
“Are you sure about this?”
I nodded. “I’m sure this is the only thing that makes sense to do.”
“Do you think she’ll be expecting you to take action so soon after Glenyaka, though?” Blossom said, shaking nervously. “I don’t want you to fly right into a trap, baby.”
I’d considered that possibility as well. “I’m sure that this is what I want to do. I want to be done, Blossom. I want to move on into the next, happier chapter of our lives. And I’m not going to get that by sitting on my ass waiting for the right moment. The longer we wait, the more time the enemy has to adapt and adjust and grow. I can’t allow that. Now is the time.”
“If you’re sure,” she said, forcing a smile. “I believe in you if you’re sure.”
I wrapped her up in a warm embrace and let my solar energy leak through my pores, instantly brightening her mood. She giggled to be in my arms and nuzzled my chest happily. “Feel better?” I asked.
“Much,” she said. “Okay then, Brocky. Let’s beat the Void Cartel once and for all. But first—” She pointed at my laptop in the corner by the garden view window, “Let’s get Titty Patrol installed on your computer.”
I laughed and kissed her on the cheek. “Sure. Let’s do that.”




Chapter 20 - Let’s End This Thing


It only took about a week for us to gather the missing information and find our opening. Mamba and Tahini worked together to pinpoint Evelyn’s likely base of operations. It seemed to be active only during the evenings, which made sense, because during the day the demoness was known to assume the identity of various media and business moguls. 
That meant that we had to strike in the middle of the night, which threw a minor monkey wrench in the commissioner’s plan to have a lunch meeting with an Infernal District police chief. Hephi easily remedied that by finding out that a lieutenant on Sulfur Street had recently received a medal for bravery in the line of duty. This gentleman was a Nox Demon—a blue skinned, black-eyed infernal folk that slept during the day and worked at night. As such, the commissioner could use his operating schedule as an excuse.
So far so good. However, even with the groundwork taken care of, I wasn’t convinced we weren’t walking right into a trap. The information felt just a bit too easy to come across—particularly the psychic stuff. It was as if the signal was being broadcasted, making it impossible for my hissfolk beauty to miss even if she only searched half-heartedly.
But there was no choice. We just had to take the chance and trust that they would at least be surprised with when and how we made our move. That would have to be enough.
“You ready, Copycat?” I asked, winking at Tahini as we hopped in my car.
“Dude, it’s a long-ass drive,” she groaned. “Let me cloneport, and you can solarport, and we’ll cut the trip to practically nothing.”
I frowned at her and shook my head. “Someone would spot you.” Tahini’s cloneporting ability was a technique she came up with that allowed her to conjure a clone up to about a hundred yards away and then immediately transmit her consciousness into it, then repeating the process in a chain that allowed her to cover a mile in a matter of seconds. It was efficient, but when she used it she was often sighted, so on a mission like this? Pretty much a non-starter.
“Fine,” she groaned. “I’m not wearing my seatbelt though.”
“Yes, you are,” I said with a chuckle. “Buckle up, kitten.”
She obeyed hesitantly and then started to don her disguise. It was honestly pretty easy for her. She just put in some contact lenses that had red sclera and black pupils with no iris, and that made her instantly look like a Horcross Hellcat. She put on a cute headband with plush devil horns for an added touch, but it was probably overkill.
As for me, Eppy and Pinky Peach worked together using their limited magical abilities to find a way to use my latent human disguise to sort of backward engineer a way for me to alter how I appeared to others at will. The best I could do was make a red-skinned version of myself with horns, even after spending the whole week trying to master it. That would have to do for today.
“You didn’t take the medicine, did you?” I asked.
“My allergy meds? Yeah, dude, of course I did.”
I narrowed my eyes at her as I started the car. “Babe, you know exactly what I’m talking about.”
She smiled at me sweetly. “Oh, you mean Dr. Luna and Koriana’s thing? Yeah, I did.”
“What?! I told you—”
“You said it was my choice,” she hissed, crossing her arms. “Was that just an overture?”
“Well, no—how did it affect you?”
She shrugged. “I can’t communicate with my Splice Partner. Being a Xeno, we’re just too different, I guess. But I can make up to twenty-two clones, and they’re a lot more independent. Also—check this out.” She held out her hand and it changed to a long, purple appendage that was kind of like a tentacle with fingers.
“I am putting down some hard rules about using that shit in the bedroom,” I muttered, shaking my head. “Do you feel different at all? Like—lonelier? More troubled?”
She laughed. “That’s a ‘you problem,’ I guess. But don’t worry, big guy—I won’t let you feel lonely ever again once this day is through.”
We ended up making out really quick before I shifted gears and started driving. The trip was long—she wasn’t wrong. Meteoropolis was huge, and the Infernal District was the largest district in the entire city now, according to the new census. It took us six hours to get to our destination, and then we spent another excruciating thirty minutes looking for a spot that was close to the warehouse, but, you know—not too close.
As soon as we parked our car outside a Beelzeburger, I texted the Commissioner a quick progress report.
> Just arrived. About five blocks east. Thirty minutes early. Thinking about grabbing a burger.
The Commissioner’s reply made me laugh.
> Don’t. I’ll be jealous. I’m eating Tartarusian cuisine with this hero cop and it’s frankly like sucking the butthole of a hot sauce chugging minotaur.
I couldn’t help but text him back some sassy reply.
> That’d be a new experience for me. In all seriousness, Tahini and I are just about ready to go. Let me know when you’re wrapping things up and we’ll make our move.
He saw the message but he didn’t respond, so all we had to do now was wait. “Your dad said we can’t eat burgers or he’ll be jealous.”
“Fuck him,” Tahini muttered, putting her feet up on the dashboard. “It’s fine. I’m not really that hungry anyway.”
“We’ll have a feast after this,” I promised. “A feast fit for Satina.”
“Then Satina will just eat it,” the catgirl laughed. Once she finished her little chuckle, she looked me in the eyes. “Are you scared?”
“You bet your perky backside I am,” I confessed. “This is it. This is the big play. The final showdown. If we fuck this up, there is no second try, and we have no idea just what we’re walking into.”
“That’s not entirely true,” Tahini laughed, punching me lightly in the shoulder.
“Well, we have an idea,” I admitted. “The warehouse is likely to appear empty, but it will have security, and once I’m in, I’ll need to find a way into the basement, which has a hidden entrance. That’s what we discerned.”
“The entrance could be miles away,” she pointed out. “It may be only accessible by tunnel. The warehouse could just be covering it up.”
“I’m not super worried about that,” I said, cracking my knuckles to try and look cool.
She rolled her eyes at me. “Okay, Mister Brute Force.”
“That’s one of the cooler nicknames I’ve ever received,” I noted. “In high school, my friends used to call me Buttstuff McGee because I told them I’d be open to trying anal with my girlfriend at the time. Eventually, even my teachers were calling me that. They didn’t know what it meant—or they pretended not to, anyway.”
“Great story, big fella,” Tahini chuckled. “I’m not scared, though.”
“Good for you,” I said, nodding with approval. “At least until I get a water bottle out and squirt you.”
“That’s not funny,” she muttered. “I hate it when you do that.”
I scoffed violently. “Yeah, well, I hate it when you squirt me in the eye after I do that thing you like, so—”
“Brock Clayton!”
“Okay, you’re right, I love it.”
She smirked at me. “Damn right you do.”
Suddenly, I heard a voice in my head—and it wasn’t the dragon. “Surprise, Brock Star,” it said. “Can you read me?”
“Loud and clear,” I noted. “I’m talking. Does that work?”
“Oh, is Mamba talking to you? Tell her I say hi.”
The hissfolk beauty’s psychic voice returned to me. “Yeah, I can hear—”
“Tahini says hi.”
“—Cool, hi Tahini. Yes, Brock, I can hear you.”
I nodded and shot a thumbs up to the catgirl. “Okay, Mamba—how are things looking back at home base?”
“You mean—home?” she asked, her voice amused from the sound of it. It was a little surreal to hear her thoughts directly in my head from so far away. It was quite the testament to how strong she’d gotten with her abilities lately.
“Yes. All going well?”
“Everyone is tuned in on the news, waiting for the inevitable coverage,” she told me.
“Ask Mamba if she can check if I turned off the air conditioning in my room,” Tahini said, nudging me.
“I’m not doing that,” I muttered.
“Not doing what?” Mamba asked. “Everything okay?”
“Nothing,” I grunted. “Anyway, keep close watch on us. The second I break in, I want you to do your thing. What did you roll today?”
“An 18. It should help, but it won’t break the universe with impossible fortune,” she noted. “I used it just before I made contact with you. It should make it easier for me to track all of you and know your status as the mission goes on.”
I rubbed my palms together. “I’ll take it. Love you, baby.”
“Love you too. Tell Tahini I say bye.”
“Mamba says bye,” I murmured.
“Tell her—”
“Tahini says bye.” I scrunched my face up in irritation, then shook my head to refocus my thoughts.
Suddenly, my phone vibrated. I pulled it out of my pocket and took a look. Seeing the message displayed on my screen, I let out an anxious sigh and showed it to Tahini.
“It’s go time,” she said, grinning. “Don’t be nervous. We’re going to do this, baby.”
“I know,” I told her. Still—I wasn’t able to help myself. Before I opened the car door up and left the confines of my vehicle, I pulled her in for one more deep, intimate kiss. “I love you. I love all of you, but you’re here with me now—so I’ll tell you first. I love you.”
“I love you too. Let’s do this, big fella.”
I smiled at her. “Let’s do this.”
We exited the car, and she slammed the door just hard enough to make me wince, but that was the furthest thing from my mind right now. “Tahini, babe. Be gentler with the door next time, would you? She’s already secondhand.”
“Sorry.”
Okay, so I still had to comment on it after all—but now it was all business. We walked together until the end of the block, then split up. I went one way, she went the other. She was casing the whole block, while I was making a beeline toward the objective.
The Infernal District was truly insane to be in. First of all, it was sweltering hot in the worst fucking way. The streets were black asphalt with cracks that seemed to hint at magma beneath the surface. The sidewalk was made of roughly-hewn cobblestone and tar. The dome looked orange overhead from here, and the whole place stunk to high heaven of sulfur and ash.
The buildings were like nightmare-dimension versions of Earth structures—weirdly shaped, with grimmer, darker color palettes. It was early in the evening, so there were still people around, and they varied from people with freaky spikes and long tongues, to satyr-like goat demons, to red demon dudes with black horns, to winged bone dragons—use your imagination. I promise the reality wouldn’t disappoint you.
But I wasn’t here to sightsee or scentsniff. I was here to get a job done. So I headed down one alley, following the location service on my phone to take me to the fated spot. Within twenty minutes, I was there. Thankfully, just about no one was around, save for a homeless person sleeping under a street lamp in the warehouse parking lot.
The warehouse in question was huge and pentagram shaped, which was always a good sign of evil shenanigans afoot. But here, in the Infernal District, that was just business as usual, it blended in well. I suspected, however, that this shape was no accident.
The plan from here lacked imagination. I was mostly to blame for that, but I liked to believe that my approach would work swimmingly. I walked up to the warehouse and inhaled a deep breath as I stood in front of it, maybe twenty feet back. Just as my chest was puffed up and ready to let loose, a man with ram horns wearing a business suit answered the door. “Who are you? What are you doing here?”
I let out that first breath more calmly than intended, deciding a one-liner was standard protocol before making a big pro gamer move. “I’m the big bad wolf,” I said. “And I’m gonna blow your house down.”
Worth it.




Chapter 21 - The Final Battle Begins


“Wait,” the man said, holding up a hand to stop me. “What are you going to do now?” 
“This is the Void Cartel’s secret base, isn’t it? I mean, underground, but yeah?” I asked, gesturing at the warehouse in front of me.
The man blinked. “Maaaaybe.”
“Good enough for me,” I said. I sucked in a ton of air and released it with draconic force, hot-blasting the demon in front of me with solar flames, more or less instantly incinerating the bulk of the structure too.
We had already cased this place. The warehouse was functionally empty, with nothing but file shelves full of fake files about sales records for various companies around the city. Most of the information was outright falsified, simply there to look like something real, but it didn’t hold up to much scrutiny.
This man I’d just cooked well done was also the only staff that Hephi recorded. So far there were no surprises, and everything was according to plan. Within seconds, though, police sirens would go off as people registered that the building had vanished, replace by a pillar of smoke.
So I had to make my next move, and make it fast. I solarported into the centerpoint where the building once stood and allowed my dragon form to consume me, dispelling the flimsy demonic facade I’d been wearing up until that moment. I multiplied in size several times, but didn’t grow to my city-sized limits because I wanted to be as unnoticed as possible until the last possible second.
“You look cute with all those scales,” I heard a sultry voice say in my head.
“Not now, Mamba,” I grunted.
I leapt up into the air, then dove downward, hitting the ground with as much seismic force as I could muster—which was a lot. I caused the floor of the now incinerated warehouse to collapse, caving in and revealing a basement that was well-hidden. Just as Hephi had said, there was no hint of a stairway in here, which meant that a network of tunnels was the only way in here.
A series of screams and shouts of pain and surprise rang out, then were immediately silenced as their originators were crushed with big chunks of rubble. I reached down with my huge talon and chucked the wreckage out of the way, digging it up and making something of an opening for myself to crawl inside.
“Pretty claustrophobic in here,” I growled as I snaked my way inside in full dragon shape. I looked around and saw a handful of people in business attire and robes staring at me in surprise. “You all know what happens next, right?”
Look—I’m not proud of it, but I burnt them all to a crisp. This was a no-prisoners operation as far as I was concerned. The blow I wanted to strike to the Void Cartel was nothing short of fatal, so this is the way it had to be. I wanted my happily ever after, goddammit, and I wasn’t about to get it by going easy on the bad guy.
Part of me—the human side—considered that there may somehow be confused bystanders tricked into being here. I felt bad about that possibility, but I considered it both unlikely and a necessary cost. I imagined Pinky Peach, Mamba, Blossom, and the others waiting for me at home, thinking about me—watching over me, whether psychically or on the news, soon enough. They may not like it, but this brutality was for my future with them, and I wasn’t going to be limpdicked about my approach.
So, yes, I burned them all. I found the entrance to this room, leading down a long tunnel, and I blew a massive wave of fire down that, too, rejoicing internally at the resulting screams, and then silence. I shrank slightly, contracting my body with my draconic magic to fit down that passageway. Crawling through it, I kept my eyes peeled for signs of Evelyn. I had not done her in just yet. Of that, I was certain.
There was still a powerful feeling in the air. It was a feeling that I detected only when dealing with Styria Elloway before—the overbearing might and majesty of the magic called the First Blasphemy. I couldn’t pinpoint its location, but I could feel its residue hanging in the air like the fry oil in the kitchen at a Mcdonald's. She was close. She was here.
“Evelyn!” I shouted in the dragon’s voice. “Fight me! It’s over!”
To my surprise, a voice came back to me, broadcasted invasively in my thoughts as though it were a needle in my brain. “Is it? Over? For me? Oh, pity.”
The accent she spoke with sounded oddly Irish, not at all what I’d been expecting, but I shook off my confusion long enough. “Where do you want to do this? Underground? It’s a convenient place to bury you.”
She sounded bored when she answered me, sighing in reply. “Meet me in the sky, Mister Clayton. I suppose you’ve forced my hand and now I’ll have to do this the easy way.”
I had to shrink further still to even turn around and head out the way I came, so I decided not to take the invitation just yet. I headed through the tunnel, opening every door that I found and burning or eating each individual I discovered. I received no reprimand for my actions, and when I finally hit the ending of the corridor leading to a secret exit, I turned around. I wasn’t sure what I’d be destroying if I came out that way.
“I don’t have all day, Mister Clayton,” the feminine voice sighed. “I can only erase random sections from the city from existence so many times before I grow impatient.”
With that, I just opted to shoot out of the ground wherever I was, breaking through the floor of a supermarket and then its ceiling. I found the power of my wings, flapping them majestically as I climbed higher into the sky, the wreckage of the ground and the building falling in a deadly shower behind me.
People shouted and pointed at me as I reached the sky and swelled in size. I saw no reason not to take on my full-powered form, so I grew, letting my body expand and become the cosmic solar dragon that had annihilated many creatures of the Void not so long ago.
“Evelyn,” I rumbled, “Sorceress of the First Blasphemy, enemy of the Elloway, Founder of the Void Cartel. Show your face.”
I flared my solar wings, the fiery energy pouring outwards, lighting up the dark void surrounding the city of Meteoropolis, casting dancing shadows on the great dome that protected its people. The sight of me, a celestial giant against the star-sprinkled darkness, elicited gasps and cries of alarm from the people below. It wasn’t a cacophony of fear though. At least, not fear of me.
My voice thundered across the city, echoing around the dome, shaking the buildings as I called out for Evelyn again. “Evelyn! Face your judgment!”
Then, out of the darkness, she emerged at last. I felt a tingle of excitement stirring inside my dragon belly as I realized, for better or worse—this was it. This was the end.
Dressed in flowing robes of black and crimson, with four leathery bat wings stretching out from her back, and eyes burning with an eerie glow, she was a thing of eerie grace. Her red hair flowed down her back, and two horns protruded slightly from her forehead. Though she was but a speck compared to my massive form, I could still feel the raw power emanating from her. Make no mistake—this chick was a threat.
I studied her carefully, my dragon eyes able to discern every detail, every emotion that played across her face. There was rage there, for sure, but also a profound excitement, like she’d been waiting for this day as long as I had been.
“Here I am,” she said, her own voice booming at me with surprising volume. 
Evelyn flew upwards, meeting my gaze. Her mouth moved, and her voice resonated, this time within my mind. “I do not fear you, dragon. Nor do I fear your so-called judgment. I don’t even fear the Outer Gods. Hells, I had an Outer God living in my skin, once upon a time.”
The air around her crackled with dark energy as she lifted her hand, drawing upon the power of the First Blasphemy, that ancient magic she shared with Styria and the other residents of Esoterica’s demiplane. Black tendrils of raw Void magic sprouted from her fingertips, coiling and twirling like horny serpents ready to pounce. I reared back as the cosmic energy within my core started to throb, primed to counter whatever she would throw at me.
And then, with a flick of her wrist, she unleashed her attack. The tendrils shot towards me, faster than any other projectile I’d ever known, their dark essence trying to suck in the surrounding light. I answered her assault with a burst of solar flame, the bright fire clashing with the dark tendrils in a blinding explosion that sent shockwaves rippling through the void. They met in a spot between us, clashing, pulsing, penetrating each other until a victor emerged—me.
A wash of solar fire bathed the demoness with its painful radiance, but she called upon a purple energy shield at the last moment, shouting out some ancient word I couldn’t pronounce if I wanted to.
Yet even as her Void magic dissipated, scattered by my flame, more tendrils appeared, seemingly out of nowhere, lashing out at me as her shield relaxed. Evelyn was relentless, eyeing me with nothing short of hate, like I was the Elloway himself. I fought back with all the might of a cosmic dragon, however. My roars shook the dome of Meteoropolis as I countered spell after spell.
Our battle raged on, a fury of fire and shadow that illuminated the artificial night sky. Our forms blurred and twisted in the heat of the battle, the glow of my solar body casting long and monstrous shadows of us both on the dome of Meteoropolis.
“Who’s that Solaris is fighting?!” I heard someone shout on the ground.
“Ahh! Watch out, Setvira! Voidbeast!”
I turned my head down in alarm, showing a moment of weakness as I tried to see the situation on the ground. There was a Voidbeast alright—but the situation was under control. Tahini and Commissioner Go’Urden appeared on the scene half a second later, ready to tear the thing to shreds.
You have to trust them, the dragon inside urged me. Don’t get distracted now.
“You’re right,” I muttered as I dodged another one of the sorceress’s attacks.
However, it became clear soon enough that the two of us were evenly matched. The battle was making little progress as we traded blow after blow, mostly absorbing or deflecting each other’s basic projectiles and blasts. I could tell Evelyn was thinking about this problem as well.
Soon, her attack pattern changed. Her assault became more aggressive, more frantic. She cast spell after spell, not giving me time to rest as her dark tendrils lashed out in a desperate onslaught. She was trying to weaken me. It was as if she was trying to break through me.
“You know,” she said, panting a bit, “I always told myself I wouldn’t give a long-winded speech when this day came. After all—I don’t know you. You don’t deserve it.”
“You’re right,” I said. “But we know of each other. I have a feeling I’ve been on your radar for a while.”
“Since the beginning,” she laughed. “Since you rescued that little flower on Goblin Street. Even then I knew—’This boy is going to be trouble.’”
“I’m flattered,” I grunted.
She laughed coldly. “Don’t be. I think I’ve got a feel for you now. This next part will be easier than I thought.”
Suddenly, her entire form shimmered, and she began to chant words of a language long forgotten. The very fabric of space around us started to warp and twist, reality itself bending to her will. Pockets of space seemed to bend like the universe was folding itself in around me.
I felt the spell as a cold ripple across my skin, a creeping sense of dread as if the universe itself was being torn asunder. I braced myself, instinctively flaring my wings, ready to counter whatever new threat she was creating, about to breathe another beam of focused fire in the hopes of interrupting her casting.
But, as the energy washed over me, instead of the expected pain and disorientation, I realized I felt nothing, and the universe around me seemed to shift easily back into place like nothing happened. Nothing changed, nothing shifted.
I could tell immediately from the sorceress’s reaction that that was not what she intended. “No!” Evelyn screamed, the sound of her disbelief and fury crashing against me. “This...this is impossible!”
She glared at me, her glowing eyes wide with shock and confusion, whipping her head from side to side as she tried to understand what was going on. I wished I could help her because I was sure I was even more perplexed. Then, she turned her gaze skywards, her face twisted with rage. “I know you’re doing this! Show yourself!” she bellowed into the void.
She stood there, floating amidst the star-studded darkness, shouting at the heavens. Her voice echoed across the sky, a powerful sorceress desperately challenging an unseen spectator. “I said show yourself, Elloway! Liam, show yourself to me! Liam, please! Please!” Her anger turned into empty sobs. “Please, Liam…”
The city of Meteoropolis watched from below in fearful anticipation. Something had changed. The people had gone quiet. Even the Voidbeasts seemed awed and hushed. When I glanced down, Copycat and all her clones were staring up at us, along with the Commissioner and hundreds of other bystanders who had come out of their homes to witness the strange happenings that seemed to threaten their city.
A new element had been added to the mix. As we clashed in the sky, a third player, so far unseen, had made their presence felt. From the void of space above us, something extraordinary happened. A massive hand appeared, phasing through the dome of Meteoropolis like it was made of fog. It was a hand of such immense scale that even my colossal dragon form seemed unimpressive in comparison.
The giant hand moved with a deliberate slowness, a single finger extended, brushing against me, nudging me gently aside like I was a mere child that had wandered in the way of a grownup. The power behind the touch was gentle, yet undeniably overwhelming. The entity showed no aggression, no malice, only a divine determination.
Evelyn screamed in fury as she saw the hand, drawing me out of my confused stupor. She tried to evade, darting about like a trapped sparrow in a wicker basket, her magic flaring out in a vain attempt to fight back against the incomprehensible might of this unexpected combatant.
“No, no, no!” she howled, her voice laced with desperation and defeat. “What are you going to do to me?! Just let me have this. You have everything! You have the multiverse at your fingertips! Grant me at least one meaningless drop of revenge!”
The voice that responded shook the entire city, resonating from the hand and echoing in every corner of Meteoropolis. It was gentle, deeply sorrowful, and unimaginably vast. “My poor Evelyn,” it said, shaking even my bones, “You never deserved this pain. I am so sorry for what I’ve done to you.”
Evelyn’s face twisted in confusion. “What...?” she started, but the voice continued.
“It’s time for you to come home, Evelyn. To be with your friends again. In Esoterica. A new beginning, beyond vengeance. We can heal your fractured soul there, given time. I promise.”
Tears streamed down Evelyn’s face as she cried out in refusal, but the hand was already closing in, wrapping around her like a blanket. “No! I won’t...I won’t go back! I can’t face them!”
The voice was soothing, a salve for her sobs. “It’s alright, Evelyn. It’s time to rest.”
And then, as if someone had snapped their fingers, the hand disappeared, and with it, Evelyn was gone. The dome of Meteoropolis was empty save for me and the silent, shocked city beneath.
Silence reigned, a quiet tribute to the cosmic spectacle we had just witnessed. Even I was just a witness to that, though I suppose I had my part to play in making it happen. For a while, I simply floated there, taking in the sheer enormity of what had just transpired. Evelyn’s final cries echoed in my mind, both haunting and a reminder of what I’d just gained.
It was over. I won.




Chapter 22 - The After-Party


The next day, everyone called in sick, canceled their streams, or just straight up didn’t show up to work as we all got together to celebrate our incredible victory. 
“I can’t believe it went down like that!” Mamba gushed, jumping up and down. My eyes followed her bouncing bosom, and Blossom nudged me knowingly.
“I know, right? It’s glorious.” The flower sprite clinked her glass of water against my flute of champagne and snickered like a little goblin. “Say, Mamba—I had a great idea.”
“We can touch tits together when the guests leave.”
Blossom’s eyes widened with awe, clasping her hands in front of her. “She really is a psychic!”
Pinky Peach tapped me on the shoulder and planted a kiss on my arm. “Brock! Brock, baby! Tahini’s mom and dad are at the door! You should go say hi!”
I nodded, gesturing at the coats in her hand. “And those are theirs, I take it?”
“Yes. Jasper said he’d swing by later. Something about a four-on-one and chalk dust. He said you’d understand.”
I furrowed my brow. “Indeed I do. How did he sound?”
“Like a shell of his former self, if I’m being honest.” Pinky Peach delivered the sentence with a somber tone as Eppy and Spinella came up behind her, both of them hugging her from the back.
“Pinky,” Eppy cooed, “Do you wanna get wasted with me?”
“No, I’m pregnant, dumbass! You can drink, but I need to be sober. Plus I have to handle all the guests.”
“Well, if I drink, you get buzzed with me—psychic link and all. I was really just giving you a heads-up.”
“Goddammit!” Pinky Peach huffed, stomping her hoof into the carpet where it left a tiny disturbance in the material. “Shit! Now I have to clean that.”
I shook my head a few times, clicking my tongue for my poor comrade, suffering with balls so empty that the void inside them could only be reflected by his soul. A four-on-one to a mere mortal was no joke. “I don’t miss those days,” I muttered.
We’re beyond such things now, the dragon hummed. I bet we could handle a twelve-on-one.
I blinked. “But where would we get the other four?”
Rushing over to the door, I found the commissioner giving Tahini and Satina big hugs of greeting. He was wearing a pink floral top and khaki shorts, the most dressed down I’d ever seen him.
“Looking fresh, Commissioner,” I said, shaking his hand. “Pink looks good on you, I have to admit.”
“It’s salmon,” he corrected me, smiling in spite of that as he squeezed my palm with all his might. “And you can’t call me that anymore, Brock. As of today, I’m stepping down as Commissioner of the Meteoropolis Police Force.”
All chatter stopped, and all eyes in the room found him with surprising efficiency. “Dad! Are you serious?!” Tahini gasped.
“Serious as a parking ticket on a bad day, sweetheart.” He ruffled one pigtail a bit and nodded over at Hephi, who was tearing up and looking more shocked than any of us. “When Hephi made it clear that she wouldn’t be coming back, I had something of an awakening.” He smiled at his wife, who was beaming up at him in return, but the smile seemed more like a lethal warning.
“You’d better qualify that statement pretty quick, honey.”
“Certainly. When Hephi announced she wouldn’t be coming back to work for me full-time, I thought to myself, ‘What am I going to do without Hephi?’ But then I had a realization. If the Void Cartel is gone and defeated, why do I need to be there anyway? The whole reason I stayed in that job was to bring the crime rate down. And now that the Void Cartel is gone? Well, my wife has been waiting for me to come home for a long time. So, I’m going to retire—or, more realistically, since elves live for hundreds of years, I’ll take a decade off.”
Nefertari Go’Urden hugged her husband, seeming on the edge of an emotional outburst as well. Her black tail swished and twisted in the air behind her perky, milfy rump, making me cock my head somewhat as she moved in front of him to hold him.
“Stop checking out my mom,” Tahini muttered.
“Why is her body so much thicker and taller than yours?” Blossom asked, scratching her chin in wonder.
“Catgirls continue to grow over a long period of time. When I’m her age I’ll be like that too,” Tahini said.
My eyes bulged, my heart fluttering in my chest like I just heard the first robin of springtime. “Are you sure?”
She nodded. “Yep, totally standard for our type of catgirl.”
A tear glittered at the corner of my eyes, and I felt a lump of something form in the back of my throat. I knew that if I spoke now, I’d burst out into full-on joy-weeping, so I just nodded, remaining silent for as long as I could as I felt most of the eyes in the room slowly start to settle on me.
“Brock?” Tahini asked, stepping in front of me and studying me with slitted eyes. “Are you…crying?”
“No,” I lied. “I’m just...”
“Aww, baby—you’re disappointed that I’m going to change over time? That’s so sweet!”
Do not clear the air right now, Brock. Do not clarify, the dragon insisted.
“Somehow, I’ll get by,” I said, smiling at her—trying to make it look fake.
“Wait,” Blossom grunted, “so you’re going to have tiddies like hers?”
“Blossom, that’s her mother you’re pointing at,” Satina hissed. “Show some respect!”
“Oh, it’s fine, everyone knows how she is,” Nefertari said as she unhanded her husband. “It’s part of her leafy green charm.”
Attending the party was, of course, all the Dream Girls, the Go’Urdens, Dr. Luna, and me. It was the normal crew, minus Jasper and his gals, but at least the orc would swing by later.
“Oh, Brock—there was a courier outside,” Nefertari said, pulling something out of the cleavage of her dress. “A lamia girl, seemed a bit rude. She wanted me to deliver this to you. She said she had more mail to deliver and saw us going inside so demanded we hand it to you for her.”
“That’s actually a felony, handing mail to someone you suspect doesn’t live in a residence,” the Commissioner muttered. 
“Why didn’t you say anything, then?” Tahini asked.
The commissioner shrugged. “Who gives a fuck about that?”
“Fair enough,” I chuckled as I took the envelope from her. It was still warm. It probably smelled great, too, being inside her dress and all, where she almost certainly lathered herself up with perfume and body lotion just before coming here. It would be weird to sniff this…and yet…
“Are you going to open it or save it for later?” Mamba asked, joining us by the door. In fact, when I looked around, I realized just about everyone was here at the front entrance—except for Luna.
“I think I’ll save it for later. Looks like nothing. Just a typed address. Probably a bill for something I shouldn’t have bought. Has anyone seen Dr. Luna?” I set the envelope on the nearest counter and looked around.
“Oh—I think he had some of Blossom’s cookies and then went to the bathroom.”
“I made them with real fertilizer!” she said, clapping her hands with pride.
There was a painfully uncomfortable pause that filled the room. After a moment, the smile drained from Blossom’s face as she realized her crime.
“Oh—that’s bad for people, isn’t it?” she muttered.
“I’ll go check on him,” I declared, brushing past her and everyone else to make my way to the bathroom. Next thing I knew, I was knocking on the door. “Arty, I heard about the cookies—are you holding it together in there?”
“Hang on one second,” I heard him whisper. “Sorry, Brock—I slipped away to call Koriana, see if she could come.”
“Oh, so you’re not sick?”
He laughed. “No! Is that what people are thinking? Tell them I’ll be right out, I’m sorry about that.”
“Oh, so you didn’t eat Blossom’s cookies, then?”
“No, I did,” he corrected me. “Why? They were great. Surprisingly earthy in flavor, and there was a bit of an aftertaste I couldn’t place.”
My mouth hung open, a look of sour disgust on my face that I was glad he couldn’t see. “Cool, glad you liked them. Well, they’re all gone now, so—”
“What? There were like two full plates of them left five minutes ago. I was sure I could snag a few more.”
“No, no, I don’t think that’ll be possible. Tell Koriana I said hi, Arty.”
“Will do. Oh, and Brock?” he called out, causing me to come back to the door.
“Yeah, Arty?”
“Congratulations.”
I smiled softly. “Thank you, man. That means a lot. I wouldn’t have made it this far without you.”
“Brock, one more thing.”
“Yeah?” I asked.
“You’re an asshole.”
I balled my hands into fists. “Yeah, well, Blossom fed you shit cookies.” And then I walked away, returning to the party.
A few hours later, almost everyone who could get drunk was drunk, completely with a mother-daughter catgirl duo dancing on top of the coffee table in cocktail dresses at three in the afternoon. It was a proper party, and the vibes were all hitting just right. Well—things got weird when Koriana showed up and started making out with Dr. Luna three drinks in, but otherwise…
There was one thing still nagging at me. My thoughts flew back to the letter that I received, something standing out in my mind about that whole thing. 
That was odd, right? A courier handing off mail to someone else to deliver? And the mention of a rude lamia reminded me of a certain someone—but she worked at the Dragonkind Donut across town. Certainly Opal wouldn’t come all the way here to pen me a love letter? I didn’t take her for the romantic type anyway.
I plucked Mamba and Spinella off of my lap and set them on the recliner where I’d been sitting. The two girls were both very sleepy, having trouble keeping their eyes open. That was as much owed to the harrowing effects of alcohol on the body as it was the fact that we had an eight-on-one last night, and I went easy on exactly no one.
I crossed the room, offering a quick slap on the shoulder to Luna and Go’Urden as they talked about the finer points of justice or something like that. I found the letter where I’d left it, unopened, sitting atop the kitchen counter.
I couldn’t resist. I opened it up and unfolded the contents, staring at the paper that was written in penmanship I had seen before.
Dear Brock, Love of My Life,
It’s me—your one true soulmate, light of your heart, fire in your loins. I am just writing this to say that I’m thinking of you always, all day, every day. When I wake up and eat my breakfast, you’re on my mind. When I’m at work, saving children’s lives, you’re on my mind. When I’m at home, touching myself to pictures of you on my bed, making out with your body pillow—you’re on my mind.
But this isn’t about me. Today is your special day. You did it, Brock! You beat the Void Cartel! And now, the only thing left in your life is for us to be together forever and ever. At the bottom of the letter, you’ll see three dried spots that were once damp. Each is a part of me that I wanted to share with you to help commemorate this special day and show you how every part of me belongs to you (and vice versa). 
On the bottom left of the page, you’ll see a spot that still might look a little damp but feels dry. That’s my saliva. I want you to taste it, Brock, and think of me when you do. Memorize the taste so you’ll be ready when I rock your fucking world the first time we kiss.
In the center of the bottom of the page, you’ll have to look more carefully, but you’ll see another spot. This one still feels a bit sticky, but it’s dry, I promise. This is pussy juice, fresh as I’m writing this letter. All I had to do to make my body produce it was say your name two times, and WHOOSH. There it is!
Finally, and this one is the most special, You’ll notice this one right away. There’s a little red spot on the bottom right—well, maybe not quite as little as I’d intended. That’s some of my menstrual blood. You can taste it if you want, but if you’re too shy, I understand. But I just want you to know that it doesn’t matter when you want me, or what state I’m in—the answer for you, Brock, is always YES.
With all the love my little heart has to give,
Mitsy
I shook my head as I frowned at the paper, angry at my own indignant boner. “I’m blaming that on you, dragon,” I muttered.
I accept the blame, the dragon replied. Now lick the paper.
“I will not.”
Why? You want to.
“Yes, but—”
“‘Yes, but’ what, Brock? Are you talking to the dragon again?” Hephi asked, sneaking up behind me with a hand on my shoulder.
“Hey! Hephi,” I blurted out in surprise. “Heeeey. Nothing.”
She looked down, then looked back up with a smirk. “You’re erect.”
“Nothing new there, am I right?” I laughed. “Let’s get back to the party.”
“Is that letter from Mitsy?” she asked, pointing at the paper I left on the counter.
I gulped, swallowing big as I nodded. “Yeah, it is.”
She sighed. “One more threat to deal with then. But I’ll take a lovesick fox girl over the Void Cartel any day.”
I nodded slowly. “Listen, Hephi—the dragon and I were thinking—”
“You want to confront her? It’ll be too perilous. We don’t know what her plan is. Things could go out of control very quickly. She may get the wrong idea.”
“I can handle the peril,” I insisted.
“But it’s far too much peril for us to take the risk, don’t you think?”
“I can mitigate the amount of expected peril with proper planning.”
She cocked her head at me. “She took a knife to Pinky Peach. Are you thinking about sleeping with her?”
I crossed my arms and frowned. “Not anymore, I guess.” The reminder was a harsh one. “The dragon almost had me going for a second there. His arguments are persuasive.”
Hephi chuckled and adjusted her glasses. “I suppose it only makes sense that your hoarding instinct will swell and grow now that you’ve essentially wiped all the real danger out of the city and made it a suitable nest. But I really think that kitsune would be more trouble than she’s worth.”
“I mean, Eppy got domesticated pretty well,” I muttered, nodding at the blonde elf, who at that moment was showing Spinella how to perform some fancy flourishes with a cleaver. “For the most part.”
“Well, Brock,” Hephi cooed, taking a step toward me and pulling off her glasses, “if it’ll scratch the itch, I can put on some fox ears and a fox tail buttplug next time I give you throat action.”
I smiled a bit at that. “You know what? I think that might actually make me feel better.”
“I thought it would,” she chuckled. “Let’s get back to the party. Jasper’s almost here, and he’s bringing beer that he brewed himself.”
I rolled my eyes as I processed that information. “He fucking would.”




Chapter 23 - The Nightmare Girls


Our flying taxi swooped low over the domed city of Meteoropolis, weaving through a maelstrom of mid-air traffic. From up here, the city was a bewildering mix of the modern and ancient. Stone towers with colorful flags fluttering from their pinnacles jutted out amidst a landscape of glistening skyscrapers, with elven design sensibilities informing their shapes. Medieval city walls at the edges of certain districts meshed seamlessly with ultra-modern magnetic trains whizzing around the city’s perimeter, connecting one district to another. Magic-infused street lamps floated along the cobbled streets, lined with wooden sidewalks. The lights seem to wink up at the new police drones whirring overhead. 
It had been three weeks since the incident with the Void Cartel, and the city was flourishing like never before. Crime went down, plummeting to record lows. Citizens reported record highs of life satisfaction and feelings of safety. My love life was also positively bonkers.
Speaking of my lovers, Pinky Peach fidgeted with excitement as we took our ride to the venue. All five of the original Dream Girls were in the car with me now, each of them processing their nerves in different ways. Hephi was already at the venue, having left hours before to help the organizers prepare and make sure they had all Pinky Peach’s preferred pregnancy support aids in the green room waiting for her. Unfortunately, Pinky kept Eppy in her brain for maximum focus, and Spinella decided to stay home with Scruffers when she heard how big the crowd was.
Much like me, Pinky’s eyes were focused on the cityscape whizzing past us. This wasn’t just another ride through Meteoropolis—it was the beginning of a new journey, their first public esports match since our victory over the Void Cartel.
The skyscrapers’ glow reflected in Pinky’s wide eyes as she pressed her nose against the taxi’s glass., Blossom giggling next to her at the sight.
“Please tell me you aren’t feeling nauseous, Pinky Tits?”
Pinky shook her head, her horn rubbing against the glass. The driver said nothing. “No, I’m fine. I’m just—well, you know. This is a big deal.”
“Indeed it is,” I agreed. I reached a hand back, and she took it, squeezed it, and giggled.
“Do you think we’ll win today, Brock?” she asked.
I shrugged. “At this point? I’d be shocked if anything but a total shutout happened.”
“You put too much faith in us,” Mamba laughed, shifting in her seat. Thankfully, it looked cozy in the back this time. This flying taxi had a tail holster big enough for my hissfolk beauty, which wasn’t always a given.
Each of these girls, with their unique quirks and talents, had fought tooth and nail for this day. Sometimes I worried that my own feats overshadowed theirs in their minds, but I was nothing short of bursting with pride. Mamba, Satina, Blossom, Tahini, and of course, Pinky, had come so far since we got together. As players. As teammates. As friends. As business owners and entrepreneurs. And they’d done the whole damn thing together, and I had been there by their side just about every step of the way.
This was their day, their moment.
“This is your moment, Brock,” Tahini said, immediately contradicting my train of thought.
“How so?”
“Just like we all talked about. At the end of the match, as manager, they’re going to give you the microphone and ask you to say a few words. Don’t pussy out on us.”
I frowned. “Are you sure?” I asked. “Is this really what we want to do?”
“Yes,” the girls all said.
“It’s safe now,” Pinky groaned. “Please, Brock. I’m tired of keeping secrets. I don’t want my own child growing up in a nest of them. Everything needs to be out in the open, once and for all. Who can stop us now?”
No one. She was right about that. I nodded my agreement, but before I could say anything else, our taxi finally started its descent. Next thing I knew we were hurtling towards the Comet Plaza Arena. The colossal stadium loomed ahead of us, quite an eyesore with its overly contemporary architectural design.
“The guy who built that must have been a real asshole,” Blossom muttered.
“My dad built it,” Satina sighed.
“Oh—shit. Was he an asshole?” Blossom asked anxiously.
“Yes, he was, don’t worry.” The satyress let out a giggle and ruffled Blossom’s vines.
“I didn’t know your dad was an architect. I guess that explains where the family fortune all came from,” Mamba noted, tapping her chin. Her starry eyes twinkled as she caught me looking back at her in the rearview mirror. She tossed me a flirty wink.
We were heading straight for the arena now, straight into the heart of that huge-ass structure, ready for whatever was about to come our way. As we began to drop lower, the sounds of the city reached us. It was a cacophony of annoying traffic noises, mostly, but there were also excited people nearby, too. Maybe some of them knew who we were since we had clearance to land right by the door.
Our flying taxi touched down softly, and as we climbed out, we were met by a chubby orc woman. She had broad shoulders and the typical green orcish skin, her hands wringing with nerves that matched our own. But she managed a shaky smile, her tusky underbite making her seem oddly endearing.
“Hi! I’m Grunka, I’ll be escorting you inside!”
“Hi, Grunka,” I said, beaming at her. “We’re in your hands.”
The orc woman laughed nervously and fanned her cheeks at my reply, but then she collected herself and led us through the vast entrance of Comet Plaza Arena, past a massive holographic sign announcing the special preseason exhibition match of League of Loremasters, sponsored by Flinch—featuring my Dream Girls. Soon enough, we had reached the first stop.
“The girls can go inside here. This is their green room, where they’ll change and get ready for the game, do their makeup, whatever they want to do.”
I followed them into the green room at first, but I wasn’t supposed to stick around. The girls took a moment to adjust their gear, their faces lit up with a glow that could rival the mini-sun I had for a heart. As the time came for them to leave for the main stage, each of them turned towards me.
One by one, they gave me a kiss on the lips, their traditional pre-game ritual. I could feel the warmth of their breaths, and I found myself kissing them back with a bit more passion today. If I really went through with what they wanted me to do, this was going to be a huge day for us, win or lose.
As they stepped out, I found Hephi standing outside the door waiting for me.
“Brock,” she said, nodding in acknowledgment. “How was the ride over?”
“Could’ve used a ride from you,” I teased her, and her cheeks flushed as I knew they would.
“Don’t say things like that in public!” she scolded me, squirming. “I’m wearing a skirt!”
I furrowed my brow, unsure what the meaning was behind that phrase. “So?”
“Don’t make me damp and drippy, that’s all,” she murmured, looking down at her clipboard as her cheeks became fully crimson.
The next thing I knew, we were fully backstage. Peeking out from behind the heavy curtains, I couldn’t believe the sight before me. There were more than 30,000 spectators filling the massive arena, their cheers and laughter echoing around the dome. “Can you believe this fucking crowd?”
She nodded slowly. “It’s a big one. Biggest crowd we’ve ever had.”
Every seat was filled with beings from all across Meteoropolis. There were demons with their burning eyes and forked tails, orcs in their vibrant green skin and tusked faces, and angelkin radiating an ethereal golden light from their eyes and halos. Monsterfolk sported an array of horns and fangs, and beastkin with their blend of human and animal features were chattering excitedly. They were all here, and they were all waiting to see my girls.
As the stage lights came on, and the crowd’s cheers grew louder, I knew this was more than just a game. This was the culmination of a journey. The Dream Girls were about to make yet another mark in the League of Loremasters legendarium, cementing themselves as top-billed Flinch talent, and I couldn’t have been prouder.
With a final glance at the crowd, I took a step back, letting the curtain fall back into place. I turned to Hephi, my heart burning in my chest. Our girls were about to step into the limelight, and all of Meteoropolis was waiting.
“Here we go,” I muttered.
Hephi nodded. “Here we go.”
The announcer’s voice echoed through the massive arena, “Please welcome to the stage, the ones you all came here for, the most popular esports team of all time, the one and only Dream Girls!” The heavy curtains drew back, and one by one, Pinky Peach, Satina, Tahini, Blossom, and Mamba stepped onto the stage.
The crowd went absolutely batshit insane as each of the girls waved, their smiles glowing under the intense stage lights. Even from my backstage spot, I could see Pinky’s hands trembling slightly, one of them cupping her very pregnant belly. Yet, she raised her head high, taking in the deafening applause. They all did.
As the noise of the crowd began to ebb away, a new melody started playing. It was a tune unfamiliar to my ears. I exchanged a puzzled look with Hephi as the theme song of the Dream Girls, “Dragon Love,” faded away and was swallowed up by a more ominous tune.
“They’re announcing the competing team,” Hephi gasped. “I have to admit, I’m curious who it will be. They were very secretive about it.”
Before I could form a response to Hephi, the announcer’s voice boomed again, filling the room with a suspenseful hush, “Ladies and Gentlemen, we have a surprise for you. Allow us to introduce...”
A pause stretched through the arena, the audience holding their collective breath as the music swelled in volume.
“...the Nightmare Girls!”
Suddenly, the stage was bathed in an eerie darkness. The spotlight shifted, revealing five new figures stepping out from the shadows. Everyone gasped as they took in the sight of the new, all-female team, their surprise echoing my own.
I could see Pinky and the rest of the Dream Girls turning to look at the newcomers, their faces also a mirror of the audience’s shock. A new team? All female, too? That was a twist.
As the lights flickered back to normal, the sight of the Nightmare Girls standing across the Dream Girls filled the massive screen overlooking the arena. The crowd fell silent as the two teams stared each other down. 
The spotlight danced around the arena, finally settling back on the stage as the announcer started to introduce the newcomers.
“You don’t know them yet, but you sure will! Let’s meet them! Ember Black, the pegasus elf, Petal, the mysterious xenodryad, Viperka, the four-armed naga, Lunaticia, the feisty hellcat, and Velvet, the gentle deer girl.”
I watched as each of the Nightmare Girls waved to the crowd. They stood tall and proud, their gazes cool and collected despite the thousands of eyes on them. Their unexpected appearance had sent a shockwave through the audience, and even from my spot backstage, I could feel the tension in the air.
“Over the past year,” the announcer continued, “these five friends saw themselves in the Dream Girls. Inspired by their story, they started training, competing, and conquering in secret. And folks, they didn’t just dream it, they did it! In the off-season, they defeated the top fifth-ranked team in all of Loremasters in two games!”
The crowd erupted into an uproar. The shocking revelation hung in the air like a storm cloud, stirring a whirlwind of whispers throughout the arena. I turned to look at my girls, their faces cold and calculating now. The adrenaline was doing its job.
The announcer’s voice filled the arena again, drowning out the whispers and murmurs, “Ladies and Gentlemen, let the game begin!”
As the teams took their seats in the center of the arena, a hush fell over the crowd. The giant screen hanging overhead came to life, showcasing a vivid virtual landscape from a top-down perspective, the battlefield for the League of Loremasters match. The draft phase began, with each team strategically banning five characters they didn’t want their opponents to use. This was a crucial part of the game, and the air hummed with anticipation. I saw Pinky’s shoulders fall when the enemy team banned both Monga and Fruity Fuschia, the character based on her, as their first two picks. 
And then, it was on.
From the very start, the game was a fucking hurricane. The crowd gasped, cheered, and screamed like schoolchildren at recess as they watched the teams clash head-to-head on the battlefield projected on the jumbo screen. It was intense, a real nail-biter. And it had only just begun.
Not even five minutes in, a massive teamfight broke out. The Dream Girls engaged the Nightmare Girls in a strategic dance of attack and defense, with neither side having an obvious advantage. Pinky Peach maneuvered her character expertly, coordinating with Blossom, Satina, Tahini, and Mamba. The audience watched with bated breath as the heroes on screen clashed, their colorful powers lighting up the digital warzone.
From backstage, I watched with wide eyes as my girls fought. This was what they had trained for. I could see the concentration on their faces, their fingers flying over the keys, their eyes fixated on the screen. Even Blossom seemed to bite her tongue, not offering the usual inappropriate smack talk. There were no “Suck my leafy clit!” or “Uninstall, bitch!” cries today. 
I glanced over at the Nightmare Girls. They too were engrossed in the game, their eyes matching the determination I saw in my team. They were formidable opponents, there was no denying that. But they were hard to read. I didn’t know them. I didn’t know what they were capable of—but I could tell who their leader was without a doubt as one barked orders at all the others. It was Ember Black, the pegasus elf.
The announcer’s voice was a constant hum as he narrated the clash of the two titan teams. On the jumbo screen, an insane battle unfolded. Fireballs exploded and the earth quaked, magic clashed against steel and arrows whistled through the air. The crowd was on the edge of their seats, their cheers and gasps creating a live soundtrack to the heart-stopping match.
The girls were pushing the mid-lane, their characters moving in a precise, well-rehearsed dance. They had united together for this, faced an onslaught of attacks from the Nightmare Girls, but they held their ground, defending their territory with all they had. The game was at times more like an intricate chess match than a skirmish—each move and counter-move shifted the balance of power in unexpected ways.
Suddenly, a flash on the screen drew everyone’s attention. Roxicor the Infernal Drake had spawned in the dragon pit. My heart pounded as I saw the Nightmare Girls moving toward it. If they managed to take down the dragon, they’d get a team buff, a significant advantage. I could see the Dream Girls, my girls, scrambling to contest it.
The tension in the room was palpable enough to fuck if I wanted to. I looked over at the girls, their faces a picture of stress, fingers flying over their controls. I could see Pinky bite her lip, a tell-tale sign of lacking confidence—or a need for a creampie.
As the battle for the dragon erupted on the screen overhead, the crowd went positively stupid. The noise was deafening, a cacophony of cheers, groans, squeaks, moans, hisses, and excited whispers. I could feel my own nerves winding tight, probably not helped by all that noise.
“You can do it, girls!” I shouted from backstage, hoping they’d somehow hear me.
Hephi joined me in the cheer. “You can do it! Go Dream Girls! Go!”
“Look at that, folks! The Dream Girls are giving it their all!” the announcer’s voice echoed through the arena. “This fight could go either way, but if I had to place a bet now, I know who I’d choose!”
The Nightmare Girls weren’t backing down, though, their characters attacking with a ferocity that was admirable. The struggle was constant, and I could tell both teams were feeling the pressure. Yet, the Dream Girls fought on, determined, resolute, unwilling to give a motherfucking inch.
I could see the screen flash with brilliant colors as the battle raged. Every hit landed, every spell cast, was like a punch to my own dangling draconic ballsack. I willed them on, sending all my silent support to the girls—and also a few more shouts.
As the dragon’s health bar dwindled on the screen, a hush fell over the crowd. The anticipation was thick, a tangible entity. It was all down to who would land the last hit. The next few moments would determine the rest of the game. As the dragon let out a final roar, the whole arena held its breath.
“They have it, folks!” the announcer declared. “The Dream Girls got the buff! Holy Effing S! Can you believe what you just saw!?”
The battle was reaching its end, and I could breathe easier now. The dragon was down, and both teams launched themselves into a final, desperate push, but my girls had the advantage. In the end, the Nightmare Girls put up a damned good fight, but it was over and they knew it.
And then, with a final, resounding crash, the enemy crystal shattered. A victory roar erupted from the crowd, shaking the arena to its very foundations. The Dream Girls had won, just barely, but it was a win nonetheless. Relief and joy washed over me as I watched my girls stand, their faces lit up with wide grins and sparkling eyes. The crowd was in a frenzy, their cheers deafening.
The Dream Girls crossed the stage to shake hands with the Nightmare Girls. I could tell there was respect there, but also a hell of a lot of questions behind my girls’ eyes.
As the cheers began to settle, the announcer’s voice filled the arena, “What a match! But folks, don’t go anywhere. We have more games coming up! But before that, would Brock, the Dream Girls’ manager, and Dr. Hayes like to say a few words? It’s tradition for the preseason special game each year to invite the team managers up to the stage. Brock Clayton first, as the winning team’s manager?”
I blinked as a spotlight swung my way. A microphone was being extended towards me, and I took it. 
I paused, glancing back at my girls. Their faces were flushed with victory, their eyes shining with love, pride, and joy as they looked at me. I locked eyes with Pinky, and she nodded. 
“First of all, I just want to say how proud I am of my team. They’ve worked hard to be here. They’ve faced challenges, overcome obstacles, and today, they’ve shown us that dreams really do come true, even in the face of imposing nightmares.”
The crowd exploded in cheers again, also some laughs there. The Nightmare Girls seemed to enjoy my acknowledgment as well, which I was relieved to see. But that’s not what I was supposed to say. I cleared my throat and looked out at the arena full of 30,000 citizens of Meteoropolis. “And there’s one more thing I want to share,” I continued. The crowd went silent. When I was sure I had all their attention, I started to change, taking on my true shape, one vast enough that it would fill the arena when I was done. “I’m Solaris.”




Chapter 23.5 - A Harem Epilogue


“Ahem!” Pinky Peach squeaked, tapping the projector screen furiously with her pointing stick. After Blossom had broken the last one, Pinky resolved to splurge and buy one made out of mithril-infused adamantite for added durability. “I said, ‘Ahem’!” 
The chatter among the other girls was practically indomitable today, and Pinky knew why. After all the recent events that were still fresh in their minds, there was real excitement in the air. Things were going to be different. Things were going to be better.
“Pinky said, ‘Ahem’, people!” Hephi shouted, swatting Eppy on the tit with her clipboard. “Why are Brock’s meetings so much less chaotic?!”
“Ouch! Shit, I just got that pierced!”
The unicorn girl’s eyes widened with horror. “Oh, fuck, is that why my nips are sore today? Do our areolas have a psychic link?!”
“What would a doctor call that? Phantom nipple syndrome?” Mamba cackled. “I’d say it’s unlikely, but I could do some divining and let you know if it comes back positive or not.”
“We are already off-track and talking about Pinky and Eppy’s shared nipple trauma less than one page into this epilogue,” Hephi groaned, shaking her head in shame.
“Frankly, I think we should have them take off their tops and investigate the matter before proceeding any further,” Blossom proposed, pounding the desk to emphasize her point. “The people need answers.”
“And they will have answers,” Hephi promised. “Just not to that question.”
“That could easily be something we circle back to,” Satina offered as she crossed one furry leg over the other. “Please proceed, Pinky Peach.”
“Thank you, Satina.” Pinky nodded graciously at her satyress friend, then adjusted her strictly unnecessary glasses as she smacked the projector screen again. “Attention, people. I said ‘Ahem!’”
“We’re listening now, Pinky,” Mamba groaned.
“Huh?” Spinella muttered, her spider legs suddenly all twitching independently as she suddenly seemed to remember where she was. “Oh—are we? Shit. I was thinking about how weird pygmy ground dragons are. At what point do they stop being dragons? They don’t have wings and a bunch of them don’t even breathe fire.”
Pinky’s eye twitched. “You leave Pygmy Ground Dragons out of this.”
Hephi stepped in front of the projector screen and furrowed her brow. “Alright, enough is enough. Pinky Peach, I’m proceeding with item number one.”
“Proceed away,” Pinky agreed.
“Item Number One,” Hephi said, staring at all the barely focused girls in attendance, “The Void Cartel has crumbled, and peace has come to Meteoropolis.”
Loud cheers rang out, as everyone expected to happen when that news had dropped. It wasn’t news anymore, per se, as they had been celebrating it all night long with the first ever 8-on-1 that Brock had ever managed. It wasn’t a question of energy or virility. The logistics had always baffled them all.
Even so, energy levels were uncommonly high. And the reason for that, Pinky knew, was Item Two. “Item Number Two,” she said, clearing her throat again, “Brock has been promised the ability to take on a true human shape again—from the Elloway’s daughter himself!”
More cheers erupted, but it was shorter and punctuated with meaningful looks as the girls exchanged their glee.
“But!” Hephi added, “Item Three—Brock is also being pursued—sexually—by the Elloway’s daughter, Styria. Something about a world-baby. It’s a bit fuzzy.”
There were decidedly fewer cheers to that news. “Can we veto that nonsense?” Mamba asked. “Last thing I need is our man comparing sex with us to sex with the functional daughter of the God governing all realities.”
“That’s a discussion that deserves its own meeting—with Brock in attendance as well,” Pinky said, though her dissatisfaction with the prospect was written all over her face. “It would solve a problem for him because she promised she could find a way to let him transform into a human again, and that might restore the psychic power balance in Meteoropolis, too.”
“Koriana also called me to suggest some wearable magitech that might accomplish a less fancy version of the same thing,” Hephi added. “Not the psychic part, though.”
Pinky Peach sighed. “We’ll table it for discussion at a later time. I imagine it won’t happen right away, and I do believe he has the option to say no.”
“But she is the daughter of the Elloway,” Tahini muttered, crossing her arms. “It’d be kind of fucked up to say no, right?”
“Ahem!” Pinky Peach grunted. “Table it for discussion, I say!”
“What does that even mean?” Blossom muttered, kicking her rooty little feet lazily under the table. She accidentally clipped Spinella on the ankle.
“Hey! Ouch, Blossom!”
“Sorry.”
“Item Number Four,” Pinky continued after clearing her throat. “There’s something in the city called Navigator. It’s a big white fluffy fox that flies the city through space. This is relevant to us because in a month it’s going to enter the orbit of a dying star, which means Brock may be affected by it.”
“We’re working on,” Hephi quickly added before panic had a chance to set in. “We’re already looking at solutions, so don’t worry. Item Number Five: Satina has been asked to go on a brief music tour around Meteoropolis next month, too. Her starting venue will be the kickoff game for the next season of Loremasters. I have arranged for the Dream Girls to host the event.”
Spinella gasped. “Oh my Elloway, are you serious?!”
Pinky nodded vigorously at her with a comically wide grin. “It’s amazing, right?! We’re, like, the most famous Loremasters team in the multiverse right now!”
“Well, technically Loremasters only exists in this universe as far as we know,” Hephi said, shooting a puzzled look the unicorn girl’s way.
Pinky Peach nodded. “Therefore what I said still stands. Now—onto Item Six: Dragonkind Donuts is sponsoring us after our contract fell through with Darkling Donuts.”
“As I suspected, by banning us from one of their locations and failing to reverse that ban, they violated their part of the contract, which freed us up to go to their direct competitor.”
Cheers rang out. “Nice!” Blossom said. “Their nutreint enriched water donuts are pretty good.”
“I’ll miss the Darkling coffee, though,” Mamba sighed.
Hephi nodded at Tahini all of a sudden, and the catgirl flinched. “Oh. I guess I’d better…Well, Satina and I have identical announcements. Item Number Seven?”
“We’re late!” Satina said.
Blossom cocked her head in confusion. “You’re both here as far as I can tell.”
“No, Blossom! We’re late for our periods!”
Everyone gasped—except the flower sprite. “When is this goat going to start making sense?”
Pinky beamed at Satina and Tahini. “Welcome to the pregnancy club. What did Brock say?”
Tahini scratched her arm shyly. “Well, we haven’t bought pregnancy tests yet, but—”
“I have a drawer full of them, what are you talking about?” Satina gasped. “But yes, I was waiting to do the test for when we could do it with Brock.”
Tahini raised her hand to her mouth and whispered. “He doesn’t know yet.”
“Well congratulations,” Mamba told them, standing up to give them each hugs. “Looks like we’re going to be a Streamer House with a full nursery pretty soon.” 
“We are getting so off-track,” Hephi muttered, even going so far as to set down her clipboard for a moment and massage her temples. “Pinky Peach, I need you to stand with me as an agent of order now.”
“Right. Sorry. I’ll do better.”
“She can’t really be blamed, Hephi,” Tahini pointed out, relaxing in her chair. “We all know all the news, and it’s all good. Everyone just wants to chill and party. Brock is in the other room literally right now, waiting to rock the dragon inside each of us. The fact that we’re still here having a fucking harem meeting right now of all times—”
“It’s madness!” Blossom agreed, whipping her head up and down in fury, shaking her fists in front of her.
“Fffine,” Hephi sighed, not even bothering to pick her clipboard back up. “Oh, but Blossom, there is some news on here for you. The publishers of Titty Patrol were wondering if you wanted to do a commercial.”
Blossom leapt up all of sudden, her glossy black eyes bulging with the shock of Hephi’s revelation. “The harem meeting is still on, everyone! Hephi, explain yourself!”
“We have a meeting with the CEO of their company next week. I take it you’re interested?” The knowing smirk that the Werifesterian elf made said everything.
“Hephi, listen to me now and listen well,” Blossom began, taking a low tone—well, as low as her squeaky voice could manage. “If you don’t say yes to that commercial, I will hunt you down and end you.”
Mamba scoffed, then smacked Blossom in the back of the head, getting a little “Eep!” out of the flower sprite. “You will do no such thing. Besides—why would you have to hunt her down? You live with her.”
“Yes, that’s the right takeaway,” Hephi groaned, shooting some potent side-eye the hissfolk woman’s way. “Well, if no one is paying attention anyway, I suppose the meeting is adjourned.”
The harem dispersed—well, kind of. Most of the girls made a beeline to Brock’s room, and their intentions were not pure. But as it happened, once they saw him lying on the bed, resting, just smiling from ear to ear as he closed his eyes in apparent meditation, their hearts melted and their libidos decided to take a backseat.
The women of Brock’s harem, the Dream Girls themselves, helped themselves onto the solar dragon’s mattress and crowded it properly, fitting themselves creatively into snuggling positions like busty pieces of a sexy jigsaw puzzle.
As Pinky Peach wrapped her arms around Brock’s waist, she felt peace take her. This child of hers would be born soon, and she would grow up in a safe city—a city with a future. A city under the protection of God himself—and Brock. For the first time, Pinky Peach had no fears about what came next.
[image: image-placeholder]Mitsy Cacao the kitsune entered the meeting room and dimmed the shutters before greeting any of her guests in attendance. Once the room was dark, she flicked the light switch on and turned around, offering an open grin to Opal, her loyal secretary.
“I take it we’re ready to begin?”
“Yes, boss.”
Mitsy turned her eyes on her visitors, each bound in chains and gagged with a leather strap. They wriggled and tried to scream, but their sounds were muted by the thick windows lining the room. 
They were seated right where Opal had set them, on comfy office chairs. Mitsy couldn’t help but note how crazy it was they were still complaining. They were alive, weren’t they? And at the end of this meeting, each of them would be closer to achieving their wildest dream—a dream that only Mitsy deserved. Even still, to achieve that dream, the fox girl knew she needed no small amount of help.
“In a moment, Opal here is going to untie you. You have the option of trying to run, fight, or scream for help when that happens. I wouldn’t suggest any of those options unless you want to die.”
Her guests went wide-eyed at the threat and calmed down out of sheer terror.
“That’s better,” Mitsy cackled. “Now—there is another option—to be docile and receptive to what I’m about to say, and trust me, as far as your options go…this is the good one.” Mitsy fanned out her tails as she took a seat at the head of the meeting table, smiling politely at her guests, then nodding to Opal. “Free them.”
Opal uncuffed, unshackled, and freed the women from their bindings and gags, watching with guilt as they started panting and gasping for air.
“What do you want?!” the dark elf said between coughs. “Why have you brought us here?”
“I’m so very glad you asked,” Mitsy replied. “As it so happens, ladies,” she nodded at the centaur and the dark elf and smiled, “I’m putting together a team.”




To my dear family member, who recently passed away. You are missed dearly.
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