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    Dedication 
 
    To Frieren. What a precious little potato elf you are. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Harem Prologue 
 
   P inky Peach was having a baby. Not, you know, right this second or anything, but this shit was happening, and never had she ever been so sure of that fact. It wasn’t the expensive magitech machinery in Dr. Luna’s office that tipped her off. It wasn’t Nurse Quinny’s weekly barrage of questions. It wasn’t even the way Brock lovingly rubbed her tummy or listened for the baby’s heartbeat with his ear pressed against her belly at night. 
 
    “Oh. My. Gods! Look at the fucking socks!” she squealed as she hopped from hoof to hoof. “They’re so tiny and cute!” 
 
    “Yes, they are,” Satina agreed as they pushed a cart through the baby clothes aisle, patting her own baby-filled belly. “But our babies won’t have feet, Pinky. They’ll have hoofs. So they won’t get to partake in any sockery, unfortunately.” 
 
    “Holy shit, look over here!” the unicorn girl said as she dashed to another display. This one had an array of child-sized sunglasses—including baby-sized. “My little girl’s gonna be so freaking cool with these on!” 
 
    “So,” Mamba chuckled like she was starting to put an old puzzle together at last, “the only way to hype Pinky Peach up about the birth of her child is to show her cute baby clothes and accessories.” 
 
    “Do you think we could match?!” Pinky gasped. “I mean, it’ll have to be custom since the baby’s gonna have wings and all.” 
 
    “Slow down, honey,” Satina chuckled. “We’re not even here for baby clothes. We have an appointment with the baby tailor next week. We’re picking up diapers and strollers and all that junk today, but I’m glad to see you getting into the spirit of parenting.” 
 
    “Parenting? Uh. Not really,” Pinky said, her horsetail flicking behind her back as her eyes slitted glumly at the idea. “I mean, I’ll do some of that, I guess, but—” 
 
    “You’ll do some of the parenting of your own child?” Mamba laughed inquisitively. “How noble of you.” 
 
    “Well, you know what I mean. Brock is going to be all over the fatherhood stuff, I can tell already,” Pinky Peach giggled, leaning most of her weight onto one hip as she rifled through tiny sunglasses. “And Satina’s the more motherly, patient one.” 
 
    Mamba smirked at the unicorn girl, crossing her arms as her tail rattled. “You say that now, Pinky, but the second you see that little brat in your arms, I promise you, all these ideas are going out the window and you’ll want nothing but to love and protect it all your days.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Pinky sighed, shrugging her shoulders. “I won’t deny I’ve started to see a bit of the appeal. But—I’m already pretty busy raising and babying Blossom.” 
 
    Mamba and Satina giggled, but the flower sprite, who had been spacing out until that moment, suddenly perked up and reentered the conversation. “Hey!” she squeaked. “That’s true!” 
 
    Well, the harem is huge already, so I’m sure we’ll all be sharing some child and Blossom-rearing responsibilities from time to time. That’s just the nature of our home life, after all. You know—I bet Spinella is good with kids. But I think a nanny will be necessary sooner rather than later.” 
 
    “Why do you say that about Spinella?” Pinky asked, raising a brow at the speculative observation. “Most of the time I just see Eppy treating her like a little sister.” 
 
    Mamba let out a groan at the mention of that particular pair. “The dream team.” 
 
    “And what do you mean by that?” Pinky asked, smirking. She was pretty sure she already knew. 
 
    Mamba shrugged, fixing the strap of her tank top as it fell down her shoulder. “I just mean that those two abuse the rules to get unfair amounts of two-on-one time with Brock.” 
 
    “I’m actually okay with it,” Satina said, nodding slowly as she found the diaper aisle and directed the others toward it. “We made the rule that those who do chores and favors for others get more Brock points. It’s not their fault they started doing all the chores before everyone else gets a chance. They’re go-getters.” 
 
    “But the end result is a truly monstrous quantity of Brock Points for the two of them,” Mamba complained. “I think there should be a cap. They stockpiled all last week, and we got complacent. This week they had three nights in a row—in what world is that fair?” 
 
    “They only use their Invitation Points on each other, too,” Pinky agreed cautiously. She wasn’t trying to stir up drama, but she had to admit, Mamba was making some sense. “We probably need to introduce not only a Brock Point cap but also a rule that says you can’t use Invitation Points on the same girl twice in a row.” 
 
    “That would take care of a lot of problems,” Mamba mumbled in agreement, her brow furrowed. 
 
    Satina looked a bit less convinced. “I don’t know…Eppy won’t be happy. And her coalition has a decent amount of votes. Blossom could really swing either way depending on who praises her most that morning.” 
 
    “What are we talking about?” Blossom squeaked, wandering into the diaper aisle with them at last. 
 
    “Nothing, sweety, harem politics,” Pinky chuckled. 
 
    Blossom nodded. “Sounds fuggin’ boring.” 
 
    Pinky’s phone rang as she put a pack of rechargeable mana-powered self-cleaning diapers in the cart. She answered the phone and quirked her eyebrow, making eye contact with Mamba as she said, “Hey, Hephi. What’s up?” 
 
    “Pinky,” Hephi said, panting. “I need you home quickly. Flinch HQ has a strategy meeting in forty-five minutes they asked you to sit in on.” 
 
    Pinky’s eyes went wide. “Holy shit! We’ll be home in ten—” 
 
    Mamba chuckled. “There’s no way we can make it home in ten minutes, Pinky Peach.” 
 
    “Spoken like a nonbeliever,” Pinky huffed before focusing back on the call. “What’s it about? Why have I been invited?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I think they just consider you integral to the Flinch brand at this point—my advice? Take the offer, let them benefit from your name a bit, then we’ll corner them into negotiations a bit further down the line.” Pinky noticed she was still breathing unevenly and sounding like she was under a lot of pressure. Hephi really did work hard, so she must have rushed to call Pinky and let her know about this the second the offer came. She appreciated her helpful nature. 
 
    Pinky had her suspicions and reservations about letting the commissioner’s former assistant join the harem, but it turned out to be a net positive. Sometimes, Hephi’s presence backing her up at harem meetings could feel a bit like the difference between life and death. 
 
    But on the matter of Flinch, Loremasters, and the Dream Girls IP, Pinky Peach had a slightly different approach. “I don’t want any money from them,” she said. “I’m just happy to be a part of—” 
 
    Mamba smacked Pinky in the back of the head while Blossom pinched her sensitive nipple. 
 
    “Ouch! Hey!” she complained, rubbing her boob and scalp. “It’s true, though! Playing Loremasters in front of my viewers is my passion. I’m just honored to be a part of the conversation happening at such high levels.” 
 
    “It’s not about the money, Pinky,” Hephi cautioned her, her voice stern yet shaky and breathless. “It’s about being respected. If you go in acting like a fangirl who’s just happy to be there, then guess how they’ll treat you?” 
 
    Pinky frowned as she heard Hephi’s wise words of warning. “I guess that makes some sense.” 
 
    “Good,” Hephi said. “Mmm yeah that’s fuckin’ good. Yeah, Brock! Gods, that’s good!” 
 
    Pinky’s brow twitched, and she pulled her ear away from the phone. She looked over at Blossom, who cackled impishly at the lewd noises coming out of the speaker. 
 
    “Sounds like Brocky’s making use of his light schedule this week,” She noted. 
 
    “Hephi,” Pinky said, returning the phone to her ear.”I really hope you’re recording this as an unscheduled usage of Brock Points.” 
 
    “He initiated it, so there’s a deduction—fuck! Shit!” Her moans were unnervingly wild. “Uhh—Pinky, please get home as soon as possible, kay thanks bye.” 
 
    Hephi hung up, leaving Blossom, Satina, Pinky, and Mamba standing in an improvised circle of sorts, staring at the diaper aisle around them. 
 
    “So,” Satina began as Pinky seethed, her hands curled into angry little unicorn fists. “Should we take what we managed to get and—” 
 
    “That bitch better fill out the correct paperwork,” the unicorn girl growled. “And if Brock did initiate it, she’d better get his signature or the council will not approve.” 
 
    “Stop referring to yourself as the council,” Mamba muttered, her tail slithering with amusement behind her. 
 
    “Look!” Blossom shouted just as they exited the aisle, pointing at a display stand halfway across the store. “Pots and fertilizer!” 
 
    “You’ve got pots and fertilizer at home,” Satina reminded her. 
 
    “But not these pots and fertilizer,” Blossom said. “Look! That pot has hearts along the side!” 
 
    “It’s too small for you, Little Flower,” Pinky Peach chuckled, calming down a bit as she witnessed Blossom’s excitable antics. 
 
    “Yeah but—since we’re all having babies, I thought I could use another little one. Besides—” 
 
    “What?!” Mamba, Satina, and Pinky blurted out in unison, Satina’s voice the loudest and most excited. 
 
    “Blossom, are you pregnant?!” the satyress gasped. 
 
    She nodded and patted her own belly. “I think so. I wasn’t sure it was possible since Brock was pretty much fully dragon last time I checked, but take a look at the big flower on the top of my head.” She pointed to highlight which bloom she was talking about. At the center of it were a few berry-like growths. 
 
    “What are those?” Pinky Peach asked, leaning forward and squinting to see more clearly. “Seeds?” 
 
    “They’re growing into loveberries!” Blossom said, chirping happily as they started walking toward the front of the store. “Willbreaker flower sprites get fertilized, and then we grow these little fruits. The fruits are actually poisonous, but inside each one is a pit that you can plant in soil to grow a miniature me!” 
 
    Pinky Peach and Mamba traded wary glares, but Satina apparently couldn’t be happier. “When will the seeds be ready to plant?!” she asked, practically singing. 
 
    Blossom grabbed her hands, and together they jumped up and down excitedly, laughing with each other. “I don’t fuggin’ know!” 
 
    “We’ll research it on the internet when we get home. There has to be some info.” 
 
    “Tahini should be able to find it if nothing else,” Mamba noted, though she still looked a bit nervous. “And, Blossom—do you even want to have babies?” 
 
    “Why not? They’ll be so cute, and they’re super easy to take care of. Just water, kiss, and sing to them once a day. If you keep moving them to bigger pots, they should be roughly my size in about two years!” 
 
    “When will they get the ability to walk around on their own?” Pinky asked, her voice a bit shaky. “Tracking dirt everywhere…” 
 
    “When they’re big enough, but if you’re worried about that we can just keep them in smaller pots until we’re ready for them to grow bigger, I guess.” 
 
    Satina shot an angry look at Pinky and Mamba before turning back to the flower sprite. “These are your babies, Blossom so you’ll decide with Brock how you want to do it. But congratulations! That makes four of us expecting Brock’s children!” 
 
    “You’re pregnant, I’m pregnant, Tahini’s pregnant…If Blossom is pregnant, more girls will demand it sooner or later,” Pinky sighed. “We’ll need to buy that house across the street and convert it to a daycare.” 
 
    “You’re getting a little ahead of yourself, there, Pinky Peach,” Satina chuckled, throwing her arms around the shoulders of the three other girls. “More wives, more babies, more happiness—that’s just the way it is.” 
 
    Pinky’s face twisted up into what had to have been the most dubious expression she could manage. 
 
    “Well,” she sighed. “As long as I still get creampied from time to time, I suppose we can make this work.” 
 
    “That’s the spirit!” Satina kissed her on the cheek, and then gave a similar peck to Blossom, who took the opportunity to grab Satina’s breasts and squeeze. “Now—let’s get you back in time for that meeting so you can impress those Flinch executives and developers and blow them away with your businesslike demeanor.” 
 
    Pinky nodded, balling one fist into a gesture of determination and confidence. “I’m just happy to be there.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1 
 
    The Brock Point System 
 
   I  lounged on Hephi’s reclining office chair, kicking my feet up on her desk, while she sprawled out in my lap like a cat in a sunbeam. Her face was ragged, her long, straight brown hair messy and bedraggled, and her glasses long since tossed aside. Still, sweaty and disheveled as she was, she was beautiful, and I was lucky to have her. 
 
    I was lucky to have all my girls. There was Pinky Peach, my slightly neurotic unicorn girl, Mamba the hissfolk beauty who had somewhat recently been spliced with a Starchild, Blossom my adorably gremlin-like flower sprite, Satina the Valestrian Satyress, Tahini the petite hacker catgirl with self-duplication powers, Spinella the purple-skinned spider cutie, Eppy my obsessive and violent high elven devotee, and of course Hephi, my elven assistant. Yep. Awesome. But as awesome as it was, it was also a lot to juggle, and much like my own draconic balls, they were a bit rough to juggle from time to time. 
 
    Now, before you think this is me complaining, it’s not. But all good comes with some bad—all great things come with challenges. Being loved by eight of the hottest chicks ever also comes with some of its own problems, believe it or not. 
 
    First of all, holy crap, I was getting tired of the Brock Point System. 
 
    Hephi scrawled something on her clipboard, and I looked over her shoulder to see what it was. It was a form, the 874-BIEBP Form, a document I knew all too well. The acronym stood for Brock-initiated expense of Brock Points. Basically, the girls have a schedule they fill out each week by spending their points earned. Some points are allocated automatically, but they perform chores and favors for each other to earn additional points. The system works really well to keep the house organized, but I end up with very little to do to help out because the girls get slightly annoyed if I do a chore one of them could have done for points. 
 
    The thing is, the system is incredibly fair and super well thought out. If some girls don’t get much scheduled time with me for two weeks, they get bonus points automatically and precedent for scheduling. Everything is transparent and above board. Tahini even programmed an app so everyone gets notifications on their phone when points are spent and the schedule is updated. It felt a bit…artificial to me to have everything organized to such a level. The romantic in me just liked to pull a woman into a closet and bang her whenever the mood struck, but there was limited room for those sorts of antics now.  
 
    In truth, it was for the best. Not having a system in place would mean, inevitably, that people would start to speculate about favorites, some girls would get forgotten because they weren’t good at flirting or initiating like Mamba or Pinky, and everything would just be chaos. 
 
    So, I just sighed and took the pen from Hephi when she smiled up at me, writing my name on the dotted line labeled “The Approving Brock”. 
 
    “There you go,” I said, kissing her on the cheek. “Your Brock point expenditure has been approved.” 
 
    “Excellent,” she said, nodding her head keenly. “This deduction will be key to making sure I land next Thursday evening with you.”She scanned the document with her phone and uploaded it, and seconds later we got a push notification in the app. “Now all that’s left is for Pinky to approve it and—Oh, look!” As she was saying it, another notification appeared—this one only on her phone. 
 
      
 
    > From Pinky Peach: The Council has approved your 847 form. 
 
      
 
    “That was quick,” I commented, chuckling. 
 
    “She was probably waiting on it,” Hephi reasoned. “I bet she was hoping I’d submit the wrong form so she could deny it.” 
 
    I laughed at that and stroked her cheek as a thought came to mind. “Blossom isn’t the best reader or writer. I’ve never seen her fill out a form.” 
 
    “Oh, she has a special version of the app that does it for her. It has a lot of pictures. She just clicks on the appropriate ones, and then it autosubmits.” 
 
    “Oh, nice,” I said. “Accessibility for the win. What kind of pictures does she need to deal with, though?” 
 
    Hephi turned in my lap to straddle me, throwing her arms around my shoulders. Her eyes turned up toward the ceiling in thought as she reached for her desk and grabbed a spare pair of glasses. She put them on and spoke. “Hmmm. Well, first there’s which form she’s filling out. If it’s prescheduling for the week, for example, she just taps a spot on the calendar, and the form will open up with the normal questions: pictures of what holes she’s hoping you’ll fill, how long she’s planning on taking as represented by images of a clock, and if she’s going to use an Invitation Point, we factor that in, too. She just clicks the plus sign and then clicks a picture of the girl she wants to bring along.” 
 
    I was still stuck on the first part. “What…holes?” 
 
    “Yeah, we factor in where we plan to have you make love to us. Well, where in both senses: location as well as points of insertion.” 
 
    “Doesn’t that seem like a bit too much?” I asked. 
 
    Hephi frowned. “Oh? You don’t like that? It’s just that…well, now that I think about it, everyone just checks all holes anyway.” She let out a sigh of defeat as she saw my point. “I guess it is a bit invasive of a question, but it made sense when we proposed it. We used to calculate points based on number of holes fucked, but now it’s per session. The Great System Rebalance of three months ago introduced a lot of changes.” 
 
    Frowning, I squeezed her boobs to soothe myself, and I instantly smiled. It’s amazing how effective that can be as a remedy for just about any problem. 
 
    “Oh,” Hephi murmured sadly, pawing at my chest. “You squeezed my breasts. Are you stressed, Brock?” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I grunted, forcing a smile. “Maybe we’ll have to polish that system of yours at some point but for now it’s working. I don’t want to mess everything up.” 
 
    “There is one question I wanted to ask you, though,” she said. 
 
    “Hmm?” I hummed as my hands migrated to her butt. “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well. It’s just that I’ve been thinking, Brock. I wonder if…you’ve given any thought to Mitsy?” 
 
    Mitsy, my kitsune stalker, hadn’t gone away. Despite being effectively threatened by Hephi, I still received nude photos of her in my email once a week. Hephi suggested sharing them to publicly humiliate her, but that felt too gross for me, and it wouldn’t achieve anything anyway. Plus, she was kind of hot, so there was that aspect to consider. 
 
    “I think that’s an issue that Tahini and Mamba can help me with,” I said. “Those two have access to a lot of information between them.” 
 
    “Yes, they do,” Hephi agreed, nodding a bit as she played with some hair on my chest. “I was thinking—would it be so bad to schedule her?” 
 
    “What do you mean, schedule her?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “I mean send her a link to the app and let her take one slot a week. I already programmed the possibility for an outsider to get a guest slot if that’s what we need to do.” 
 
    I nearly jumped. I was honestly shocked at the suggestion. So shocked that my erection physically raised Hephi partially off of my lap, forcing her to rebalance. “Intriguing idea. Not sure it’d be a popular one,” I remarked. “And we don’t owe her anything. She’s just a pest, no need to validate her.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Hephi tentatively agreed as she stood up and grabbed her panties off of her desk. I watched with a slight frown as she started to dress. “I’m just saying the obvious, Brock. The easiest way to make a baby stop crying is to shove a pacifier in its mouth. And the easiest way to make this kitsune stop stalking you is to fuck her regularly.” 
 
    “She wants more than that,” I noted. “She thinks of herself as being my only true love. I can’t afford to give her even a bit of room for interpretation here. If she thinks I’m making concessions, she’ll see it as me accepting and returning her love. Eventually this will cause major issues.” 
 
    Hephi nodded with a look of approval. “Just checking.” 
 
    I smirked. “Were you…testing me just now?” 
 
    “Testing makes me sound manipulative,” she giggled as she did up her hair and finished dressing. “I prefer to think of it as ‘assessing your frame of mind on a nuanced topic’.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and chuckled, spanking her butt playfully as she started toward the door. When she stood in the doorframe, she looked back at me one more time, still naked in her chair. “You can relax in here for a while if you need to, but I’ve got work to do. Will you be eating dinner with us later?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said, nodding. She blew a kiss, which I pretended to catch, then left. 
 
    I put the kiss in my pocket, and then stood up and stretched, eyeing the window. With a blink, I was outside, staring down at Meteoropolis from the top of the dome, hovering in a single spot. 
 
    It really was an amazing city. From the highest heights of the dome, the differences between the various districts were subtle to spot, but obvious at the same time. The largest difference was given away by the colors of each. 
 
    The Sylvan District, my home, was the greenest of all, and not by a small lead, either. Trees were everywhere, greenery integrated into the architecture of state buildings and skyscrapers. Meanwhile, the Infernal District was mostly a rusty reddish brown, with fires visible all over the place. The tallest skyscraper there was a black obelisk with modern architectural ideas sitting atop a dormant volcano. Some buildings around it actually emerged from red fissures, making me wonder what kinds of creatures lived in the lower parts of those structures, submerged in lava and hellflame. 
 
    The Xeno and the Atlantean Districts were pretty foreign to me. Even now, having long since first arrived on Pinky Peach’s doorstep, I couldn’t tell you much about what they looked like on the ground. I decided that someday I would absolutely rectify that. After all, what did I have to fear from a little tourism? 
 
    Flying cars, chariots, and people soared through the air hundreds of feet below me. Everything was brightly colored, but unique. I floated over the centerpiece of it all, my home, the Sylvan District, so those directly below me were the sorts of folks I expected to run into every day: dragonkin, manticorefolk, birdfolk—good people, people whose existence I once might have considered terrifying. But now? I was way more terrifying than any of them. 
 
    Once a day, I let it all hang out, just to let the people of Meteoropolis know I was around, and to warn the would-be criminals not to try anything. I transitioned into my true form, dismissing the disguise of Brock Clayton, expanding, transforming in a matter of seconds into the gargantuan demigod-like dragon known as Solaris. I dominated the dome as I looked down at my city, and I knew all those people were looking up at me. 
 
    Some of them were probably afraid. I was an imposing sight, after all, a city-sized dragon with cosmic power and magic at his command. Others probably resented me, and I could understand that impulse too. It had to feel pretty imposing, knowing I was always watching—a little 1984, really. But most people, I think, accepted me as their guardian. And that was why I did this each day: to tell those people I was here, and I wasn’t leaving them. No matter what happened, Solaris and the Dream Girls would look out for this city. 
 
    Satisfied that I had made my message known, I turned back into my human form and solarported into my home. Pinky Peach, Blossom, Satina, and Mamba were walking through the front door then, and they grinned at me as they strode across the room to plant kisses on my lips and cheek. 
 
    “Thank you for the extra sunlight, Brocky,” Blossom cooed. “You looked so fucking solar in the sky just now.” 
 
    “Dinner tonight after the strategy meeting, yeah?” I said, pointing at Pinky as she walked toward her room. 
 
    “You got it, baby!” she said, winking back and posing cutely before gently closing the door behind her. 
 
    “Now,” I grunted, rubbing my hands together. “Anyone wanna snuggle on the couch and watch the premiere of this show that’s being broadcast all the way from Horcross City? It’s called Cole Bold the Kobold Detective.” 
 
    Blossom pulled out her phone and opened up the app. “I take it this counts as an 847-BIBPE?” she asked hopefully. 
 
    Mamba reached into her purse and pulled out the same form. “Just sign at the bottom here, I’m trying to save up for double evenings the last weekend of the month.” 
 
    “I was just thinking we could snuggle,” I muttered with a subtle frown. 
 
    Blossom and Mamba nodded and put their phones and papers away, but in that moment, I became resolved. The Brock Point System needed a reform. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    Satina’s Appointment 
 
   D r. Luna’s office had gotten a series of makeovers lately, mostly due to his ever-expanding budget. Splice Shards were gaining all kinds of investors who wanted first access to it for all sorts of purposes. 
 
    It was hypothesized that the use of Splice Shards could potentially revolutionize medical science and magic in Meteoropolis. If an orc got sick with an orc disease, then Splice Partners of certain kinds could potentially immunize him or her to it, for example. Splice Partners also could help lonely people deal with their loneliness, given that, in some rare cases that may be predictable in the future, Splice Partners are an extra voice to talk to that’s always there inside your head. Splice Shards also represent the possibility that the whole city may one day have extraordinary abilities, or at least the boons of more than one species. 
 
    It was kind of a big deal. There were also lots of people who wanted a Splice Partner to make themselves hotter, so the cosmetic industry was trying to preorder elven Shards—well, preorder them, anyway. None of it was available on the public market. It still had to go through a few more phases of testing. 
 
    And today I didn’t visit Dr. Luna’s office alone. Today I came with Satina. 
 
    “Hello Brock, hello Satina,” Dr. Luna greeted us both with cordial warmth as he gestured around his fancy-shmancy laboratory. “I don’t know if you noticed, but it’s really sexy in here.” 
 
    “State-of-the-Art machinery,” I agreed, nodding my approval. “But I can’t help but notice most of your capsules are gone.” 
 
    He sighed and sat on a hover chair with foam seating that looked and probably felt like it was designed by magical astronauts. “True. True. I had to accept that my future lies with the Splice Shard, so I offloaded my capsules to some up and comers.” He wiggled in his seat, his wrinkled brow crinkling further. “Damn this chair is sweet to my cheeks. Take a seat yourselves, please.” Luna gestured at two more chairs on a gentle collision course with the backs of our thighs. With a giggle, Satina allowed herself to fall into her chair, and I followed suit. 
 
    “Today’s a big day,” I said. “Satina has a lot of mixed feelings about this, so I want to give her all the options she can get. Including the option to back out.” 
 
    I reached out and squeezed her hand, and she squeezed back appreciatively. “Golly, Brock, honey, you make it sound like you dragged me here kicking and screaming. I’m doing this, alright? I’m just a bit skittish is all.” 
 
    I smiled at her, then turned my face back to Luna, who was spinning in his chair with his feet up. “Sorry,” he muttered. “One moment, please, I’m awful at piloting this thing.” 
 
    We waited for him to calm his seat down, noting that neither Satina nor myself shared his struggle, and finally he gave up. He stood, walked over to a tray where a tablet rested atop a metal desk, and headed back toward us on foot. 
 
    “This is a list of all Splice Shards available. Brock helped me harvest roughly seventy percent of them, for what it’s worth, so whatever you choose it’s a good chance that it’s a gift from Brock to you.” 
 
    Satina nodded and took the tablet. Her eyes scanned it, and she leaned against my shoulder to let me have a look as well. “Do you have any…preferences?” she asked. 
 
    “We’re just looking for things with immortality,” I reminded her. “Easiest choice would be certain kinds of high elves, of which there are plenty to choose.” 
 
    She nodded. “We can go with that, then.” 
 
    “Just like that?” Dr. Luna chuckled as she tried to hand the tablet back to him. He didn’t take it. “Take your time, I slotted two hours for this consultation. Any questions you have, I’ll answer them as clearly as I can.” 
 
    “It’s not a race,” I said through a soft smile, guiding the tablet back into her lap. “You might as well give it a complete once-over, you know?” 
 
    She nodded and sighed. “I know, I’m sorry. I do want to do this because, well, I don’t want to die and leave you someday. It’s just…the specifics of it aren’t that important to me, you know?” 
 
    “Sure, I get it,” I assured her, nodding. “Look, there are loads of choices. You’ve got a Dhampir, a load of high elves, a gem dragon, a phoenix, a sea elf—“ 
 
    “Wait a second, go back. That Phoenix!” she gasped as she pointed at the origin column. “She’s from Valestria, like me!” 
 
    I smiled at Dr. Luna. “Seems like we might have a candidate.” 
 
    “A phoenix is a good choice. You won’t be immortal in the sense that an elf is—yes, you’ll be fairly ageless, and like elves, you can be killed. The difference is that you’ll simply be resurrected every time you die even if you’re killed.” 
 
    “Are Valestrian phoenixes cosmically significant like Solar Dragons by chance?” I asked, though I suspected the answer. 
 
    “No, they’re not really made for sorcery or fighting. She would probably gain some additional powers—heat immunity, flight, et cetera, but I wouldn’t expect her to be joining you in heroics.” 
 
    “Oh, Heavens no!” Satina laughed at the idea. “Sorry, that’s not me. You can keep doing your city protecting hobby with Tahini all you want, but me? Well, I’m more at home on a comfy couch in my pajamas, eating a bowl of ice cream, an apple pie, a Werifesterian cheeseburger, a few omelets, and a light salad.” 
 
    “Sounds like you’ve been cutting down,” Dr. Luna noted, looking impressed. 
 
    “I keep telling her she doesn’t need to watch her figure. She’s fine as she is,,” I said, patting her on the back. 
 
    “It’s just these darn boobs,” Satina sighed sorrowfully as Dr. Luna immediately averted his gaze. “They get in the way of everything.” 
 
    A tear appeared in my eye, unbidden. “Don’t say that,” I whimpered. “Don’t you ever say that.” 
 
    She smiled at me, then shifted in her seat to face Dr. Luna, who currently appeared to be counting the tiles on the ceiling as far as I could tell. “Dr. Luna, I’d like to register for the Phoenix. Since it’s from my world, maybe we’ll understand each other a little better.” 
 
    “I can’t guarantee it’ll be like that,” Dr. Luna noted, looking back at her with a serious face. “I have determined it’ll be a suitable Splice Partner, though. Its personality is noted to be amiable and submissive.” 
 
    “Well, that’s just like me,” Satina said with a giggle, clapping her hands together. “I’m extremely submissive myself!” 
 
    “She really is,” I said, nodding and grinning in agreement. “It’s great, Arty.” 
 
    “I’ll take your word for it,” Dr. Luna replied. “As it so happens, this Shard doesn’t need any further preparation. As soon as you’re ready for the procedure, we can begin.” 
 
    Satina’s eyes went wide and dewy, and she visibly gulped. “As in…right now?” 
 
    “Well, technically speaking, there’s no reason not to do it right now,” he began, but I saw fit to cut in. 
 
    “Aside from your personal comfort of course. It’s a big change. If you need to do some kind of personal ritual or think on it a bit, we can put it off.” 
 
    Dr. Luna leaned back in his chair and smiled. “That’s also true. It’s entirely up to you.” 
 
    Satina thought about it, twiddling her thumbs in her lap as she cutely bit her lip. After maybe a minute or two, she finally spoke up. “Okay. Let’s schedule it for…tomorrow? I just need a day.” 
 
    “Tomorrow is short notice. I have plans with Koriana then, and Pinky Peach has her own appointment coming up, and that’s probably the very last appointment she’ll have before she gives birth. Are you sure you want to compete with that?” 
 
    Satina giggled. “Alright then, next week is fine. And if she gives birth next week, we can put it off for one more.” 
 
    Dr. Luna looked at me for my opinion, and I nodded my agreement. “I think that sounds logical. But if you want to do it tomorrow, I think that’s okay too. I doubt Pinky would mind.” 
 
    “All the same,” Satina said softly, as though she were suddenly filled with relief, “It might be nice to have a full week to say goodbye to this version of me.” 
 
    I smiled at her. “Lord knows we’ll miss it. But I’m sure everyone will love the new you just as much.” She grinned at me, but I saw fit to add this, one last time: “Again—if you decide you don’t want to do this, we don’t have to.” 
 
    She grabbed my hand again and gently squeezed it. “Stop trying to act like I’m having doubts. It’s a big change—that’s all. I don’t make big changes lightly.” 
 
    “If you say so,” I muttered. “Anything else you want to arrange while we’re here?” 
 
    She nodded. “I would like a full-sized sausage pizza to be delivered here shortly after my arrival on the day we have our appointment.” 
 
    Dr. Luna and I exchanged bemused glances before setting our eyes back on Satina. “Please explain,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, elaborate,” Dr. Luna agreed. 
 
    Satina’s face went serious, settling into a fierce look of determination as she curled her fingers into fists and raised them over her head. “My taste buds might change,” she reasoned. “I want to know the before and after taste of pizza. One half before I absorb the Splice Shard, and the other half right after, once the changes settle in. That’ll help me figure out what changes in my palate I need to address in case I have to start favoring salty foods over sweet, or sweet foods over savory, or—maybe some foods I previously hated will become delicious! Maybe…maybe foods I loved will become torture to eat! Oh, I’m so afraid, Brock! It’s such a big change!” 
 
    My brow furrowed as I suddenly realized the source of Satina’s worries on this issue weren’t quite what I’d thought. I looked at Dr. Luna for guidance. He just shrugged. 
 
    “I’ll book the pizza when you text me you’re on the way,” he said as his shoulders went limp. What else could he say? 
 
    “Well,” I said, “now that this appointment is out of the way, how about we meet the others for some food?” 
 
    Her eyes widened like I’d just popped the question. She threw her arms around me, pressing her enormous bosom into my chest and hugging me tightly. “Yes, Brock, yes! A million times, yes! Oh, you make me so happy!” 
 
    “Okay then,” I said, “I should warn you though.” 
 
    “Yeah?” she said, a bit too closely to a moan for my comfort level. 
 
    “We’re eating at that fried food place on Goblin Street that serves ice cream on top of deep-fried cockatrice.” 
 
    Satina made a sound that made me utterly mortified as her cheeks went red and she perspired like we were in the throes of something very different. “Oh, Brock! Brock! Brock!” she moaned, rubbing her body against me. “Good! I’m so hungry for it, baby.” 
 
    I looked over at Dr. Luna and flashed an apologetic frown. He just lowered his head and said, “Please leave.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    The Return of the Founder 
 
   Z eldaga’s Cock-Cream Shack admittedly had the worst name of any restaurant I’d ever been to, but you couldn’t argue with the food. Zeldaga was a matronly old gnoll with a snaggletooth, gray fur, and a dozen black spots all over her muscular body. She was friendlier than she looked, though not exactly a sweetheart. Anyway, she served the best cockatrice cream in the Sylvan District, so she could name her place whatever she damn well pleased as far as I cared. 
 
    “Oi, if it isn’t Clayton and the Dream Girls or whatever,” she said as we wandered through the door. “Find a seat and I’ll have Matteo with you in a minute.” 
 
    Matteo was the skinniest halfling boy I ever met. He had orange hair and thick sideburns that framed a rather aquiline nose. He approached our table with a bounce in his step and handed us some menus that were scarcely under half his height. “Would I be able to help you get some drinks?” 
 
    “Just a demonfruit lemonade for me, please,” I said, nodding. “I already know what I’m going to order so you can hang onto the menu.” 
 
    “Same for me,” Tahini said. “Same drink, too.” 
 
    Satina was sweating profusely. “Gosh. There’s just…so many options!” 
 
    “We all know you’re going to buy one of everything, Satina, it’s fine,” Pinky sighed. 
 
    Everyone made their orders, and Matteo disappeared into the back room to start mixing the drinks. I looked around at all the beauties in my company and almost laughed. This was the first time in a week the entire harem went out together—well, with me, anyway. Even Eppy tagged along. 
 
    “Oooohhh,” she cooed, her tongue dragging along the knife that had been previously crossed with a spoon on her plate. “It’s sharper than I expected. Tip them well,” she urged me, her eyes wide. 
 
    Spinella giggled beside her, her spider legs chittering and squirming on her back as she tried to play footsie with me under the table. I didn’t want to tell her that she was actually playing footsie with Mamba, who I think also believed she was playing footsie with me. “You’re so cool, Eppy,” she sighed. 
 
    Hephi cleared her throat and produced a clipboard, seemingly out of thin air. “So!” she began, “since we’re all here, I think this is a good time for us to review some recent and upcoming events.” 
 
    Everyone groaned except Pinky Peach. “Why are you booing? She’s right,” the unicorn said, her tail flicking violently out the back of the chair behind her. “There’s so much to discuss.” 
 
    My brow furrowed on its own. I wanted to say something, but wasn’t sure about the effect it might have on the general vibe or mood. Unfortunately, Mamba noticed the pensive look on my face and called it out. “What’s wrong, Brock?” 
 
    Everyone stared at me, and I smiled. “It’s nothing big. I was just thinking maybe I’d attend the next harem meeting if that’s alright. There’s something I want to bring up.” 
 
    “Oh,” Hephi said, nodding as she started jotting something down on the clipboard. “No problem. Just let me know what the topic is now because we draft our meeting minutes in advance.” 
 
    Everyone’s eyes were firmly fixed on me, and I realized that this was happening whether I was ready for it or not. I coughed for a second, then cleared my throat. Following that, I took a long drink of water, choked a bit, spit it up when Blossom started hammering my back, then wiped my mouth. “I’m thinking it’s time to reform the Brock Point System,” I said. “A complete overhaul, really.” 
 
    I could see quiet outrage on half the girls’ faces hidden behind their stoic and sweet masks. They all nodded their heads as though I hadn’t just broken their hearts, but the flicking and swaying tails and twitching noses and ears told me they weren’t happy. 
 
    “Interesting,” Pinky said, her voice almost comically high. “Very interesting. Intriguing. Fascinating. Hmm. And why, may I ask, my dearest love of loves, would you want to do something like that?” 
 
    I frowned as I knew I’d be met with this kind of resistance. “It’s really hard for me. All the forms and the alliances forming around me—it’s emotionally exhausting. And when people turn my moments of spontaneity into…well, the 847-BIBPE form, for one thing…it really makes me feel more like a commodity than a boyfriend.” 
 
    The girls all frowned and traded guilty looks. Hephi adjusted her glasses. “Well, we’re all ears, Brock, but what would you suggest? We can’t just go back to simple rotating nights, or make you decide the schedule by yourself, right? That’d be even worse for you.” 
 
    She wasn’t wrong there. “I don’t know what the solution is, but I’d prefer something that didn’t resemble bureaucracy.” 
 
    “Should we put a boraborium on the whole thing until further notice?” Blossom asked. 
 
    “A what?” Satina muttered, arching a brow at the flower sprite. 
 
    “I think she means a moratorium,” Tahini suggested. 
 
    Blossom nodded. “If Brock isn’t happy, then maybe we just need to pause the whole system until the next meeting. Just have him stay in my room until then and—” 
 
    “Blossom!” Pinky growled. “For a second I thought you were actually about to say something that made sense.” 
 
    Blossom looked at her in confusion. “What? Why?” 
 
    “I don’t think a full-on moratorium is needed,” I said. “It’d only make things more disorganized and people would end up feeling left out. I just think we need to hammer out some new rules and…well, maybe find a way for the forms and apps to not be something I’m faced with? And way less harem politics would be ideal, if I’m being honest.” 
 
    “What do you mean, politics?” Eppy asked. 
 
    “I mean, like you and Spinny have your own little alliance and you weaponize your points against the other girls,” I said. The other women snarled angrily at that reminder, which demonstrated plainly enough for me that they all had similar observations. “No one’s innocent of this, though. So many deals get made that it really…I don’t know. It just bums me out. Doesn’t feel very sweet. I worry if you all will even be able to get along in the future.” 
 
    “The BPS is the reason we do get along,” Pinky corrected me, smiling softly. 
 
    “BPS?” I asked. 
 
    “Brock Point System,” every woman replied in perfect unison. 
 
    “Right. Anyway, I—” Mid-sentence, I stopped talking as I noticed everyone freeze—not in the literal, icy sense of the word, but in terms of motion. Everyone in the restaurant, and now that I checked the window, outside, had stopped moving abruptly, leaving the world on pause. Except for me. 
 
    It took me a second to realize what was going on. I had seen this before, and quite recently too, but it was such a jarring shift in the nature of my surroundings that I couldn’t help but be confused for the briefest moment. 
 
    “Styria?” I asked, looking around for her, and sure enough, the door opened in the most unnatural way. It touched the chime above it, but since all matter seemed to be frozen, it emitted no sound. 
 
    Styria wore a skintight red dress, her red eyes with black sclera instantly finding me with the focus of a predator. “There he is,” she said, brushing some of her midnight black hair over her shoulder. “Did you miss me?” 
 
    “I mean, do you want me to say yes or tell the truth?” I asked, smirking. 
 
    “Ohhh, stone-cold heartbreaker, this one,” she chuckled. She grabbed a chair and dragged it to our table, taking a seat beside me, so close to me our knees touched. “Well, I missed you.” 
 
    “That’s sweet,” I said, nodding. “What are you here for?” 
 
    “A few things. First of all, because of you, I should be able to safely walk through Meteoropolis again without attracting any Void Things soon. With the Void Cartel gone and all their beacons and occult labs destroyed, there is no obvious threat left.” She bit her lip as she looked at me. 
 
    “Cool,” I said. “Cool cool cool.” 
 
    “Very cool,” she agreed. “So thanks for that.” 
 
    “Is that all?” I grunted. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. I was mulling over a couple of things. Our Navigator, Uther, the white fox, has been searching for his soul for millions of years. The thing is, we think he found it. I was wondering if we could have your help in retrieving it.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. “Aren’t you all way more powerful than me?” 
 
    “Yes, but you’re a Solar Dragon, which means you have an astral form. His soul is locked in the astral plane, which means it’s out of our reach. Even my father can’t get it directly. He can create universes from scratch, but astral entities like you are relics he can’t replicate. Yet, anyway.” 
 
    I nodded. “Millions of years sounds like a long time to go without a soul. I’d be willing to help if it isn’t going to take too much time.” 
 
    “It won’t take any time at all from the perspective of your girls,” she giggled. “From their point of view, you’ll be gone a matter of seconds. Even from your point of view, it’ll be in a quick in-and-out affair.” Her brows wiggled suggestively at her own choice in phrasing. 
 
    “I don’t see much of a downside then,” I replied, shrugging. “Sounds easy. Unless it’s more dangerous than you’re telling me.” 
 
    “In my defense, I haven’t told you much yet.” She smirked at me impishly, and she did have a point there. “I’m not going to tell you much anyway because the truth is we’re still trying to pinpoint the location, but we know we’re close. When we find it, and we’re sure it’s in a position where you can get it, we’ll come calling, and you’d better be ready to take care of it at right that moment.” 
 
    I nodded. “I’ll do what I can, so long as it’s something I can do.” 
 
    “Oof,” she said, biting her lip. “That sounds almost exactly like something my father used to say when I was a little girl. My daddy issues are cropping up, so I’d better get out of here before I do something improper.” 
 
    I chuckled at that. “You said there was one more thing you wanted to tell me about. Well, you said you had a few things. That was just two.” 
 
    She stood up and nodded. “Yeah, I wanna fuck you,” she growled. “That was the last thing, so brace yourself for that because I’m pretty sure it’s happening whether you’ve accepted it yet or not.” 
 
    My penis throbbed harder at that moment than my achilles tendon did that time Jacob Finley hit it with a hammer in elementary school when he tried to check my ankle’s reflexes. “I see,” I muttered, looking her over one more time. 
 
    “I want a baby,” she said. “Maybe not a literal one.” 
 
    “A world baby,” I recalled. “Something like that, right?” 
 
    “Yeah—two cosmic creatures with godlike status at our levels? Our creation would be so fucking badass, and…it might be the link my father needs to the old universe’s secrets, the one piece he’s missing.” 
 
    “Ah,” I grunted. “Those daddy issues are for real.” 
 
    Styria crossed her arms as she glowered at me. “Don’t make it weird, I just want to help him run the family business, that’s all.” 
 
    I cocked a brow. “And that is?” 
 
    “Shaping the universe to his liking,” she said, her shoulders bouncing. She looked over at Pinky Peach, then back to me. “You know, sometimes I peep in and watch you fuck them.” 
 
    My brow furrowed, not sure how to take that. “Thank you for trusting me enough to confess that, I guess.” 
 
    She laughed. “I’m going to vanish now. When I do, the world will unfreeze, and this time you shouldn’t have to kill any Void Things. Progress, huh?” 
 
    I smirked at her. “That’s solid forward momentum for sure.” 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips—just a peck, but it was like an explosion inside my skin, and I knew she felt it too. “Holy shit,” she gasped. “This is gonna fucking rock.” 
 
    And then she was gone. And the door chime made its sound, and everything in the room resumed. 
 
    “Babe?” Pinky said, her voice high and shaky with confusion. “Huh, that’s weird. One second ago I could swear to the gods that you were facing us, and now you’re facing the door.” 
 
    “And why is this chair over here?” Satina asked. “Has that always been here?” 
 
    I shook my head and laughed. “Never mind. Let’s save the rest of this chat for later, alright? I’m hungry.” I raised my hand to flag down the waiter but ended up feeling like an ass when I realized he was on the way back with some of our drinks already. 
 
    Satina’s eyes sparkled as she stared at me, licking her lips. “Gosh. You are so sexy to me right now.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    A Family Visit 
 
   L ater that night, while I lay in bed with Pinky Peach, Satina, and Blossom, we were stirred awake by a sudden knock on the door. Not the front door of the house, mind you, the door to Pinky’s bedroom. 
 
    We looked at each other, groggy messes that we were, sharing shrugs but no sense of alarm obvious in any of us. The obvious answer was that this was another girl hoping to get in on our cuddle puddle. “Who’s there?” I called out after a yawn. 
 
    “Brock?” a familiar but somehow ethereal voice asked from the other side of the door. “Is that really you?” 
 
    My eyes bulged wide open as the context of those words and that voice blended together to form a clear picture in my head. “No way. Mel?” I muttered in disbelief, standing up and getting out of bed. “Ladies, stay in bed, let me deal with this.” 
 
    They nodded, but Satina cocked her head. “Do you want to maybe put on some pants before you see your sister?” she asked, pointing at my dangling dingus. 
 
    I looked down and nodded, scrambling to don some gray sweatpants and a white tank top that had the Dream Girls logo on it. I could hear my heart in my throat when my hand touched the door in front of me. “Mel, what am I going to see when I open this?” 
 
    “You’ll see me, and I’ll see you. I would have appeared in front of you directly, but I figured, based on previous interactions, there was a significant chance that you were naked or in the middle of sex, so…” 
 
    “Yeah, understood. That would be awkward.” 
 
    “For sure.” 
 
    I opened the door, and there she was—still tinted blue from head to toe, but she was solid, corporeal, standing on the carpet in the hallway on two bare feet. “Mel,” I muttered in disbelief, and she threw her arms around me before I had a chance to close the door. “Don’t look behind me.” 
 
    “Too late,” she grunted. “I can see three naked women in that bed. Hi girls.” 
 
    “Hi!” Pinky Peach chirped. “Melody, right? We’ve met.” 
 
    “Oh, I remember. I’m going to borrow my big brother for a while, if that’s alright.” 
 
    She pulled me into the hallway and closed the door behind me before any of the girls could respond. Sighing, she looked up at my face and grinned. “You did it.” 
 
    “Yes, I did.” 
 
    “And you’re going to bang my sister-wife’s daughter, which creates a family dynamic I don’t think there is even a name for.” 
 
    I nodded. “Nice to know Styria has been talking about me.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? She won’t shut up. You’re all she ever talks about. She keeps a view of you open pretty much all the time. I bet she’s watching us even now.” 
 
    My mouth opened in slight surprise at that. “She downplayed the degree of peeping she was doing, it seems.” 
 
    “She’s a big fan,” Melody giggled. “She’s going to be so pissed at me for telling you, but it’s worth it to embarrass her.” 
 
    “You didn’t come here to gossip about her, though, did you?” I asked, smirking. 
 
    “Kinda,” she giggled, finally fully releasing me from our hug. “Look at you. Just as I remember you.” 
 
    “This is an illusion,” I said, pointing at my body. “I’m not human at all anymore, not really.” 
 
    “No, I know. I see right through the facade. I’m talking about your golden retriever soul. I knew I was right in bringing you here.” 
 
    “It would be the first thing you’ve been right about that I’ve ever known of,” I said teasingly. 
 
    She scoffed and rolled her eyes, crossing her arms in front of her petite frame. “Bitch.” 
 
    “Dumbass.” 
 
    “Mom told me you were an accident.” 
 
    “She did not,” I laughed. 
 
    “Did too. But I was on purpose,” she said proudly. 
 
    “We’re wasting time on bullshit,” I laughed. “Don’t you have to leave soon?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Nope. I’m here as long as I want to be. The Void Things can’t find us anymore, at least not so easily, so I’m here in my corporeal form, not my ghostly dream-hopping form. I can bully you all I want.” 
 
    I nodded, smiling at the good news. “That’s amazing. Counterpoint: you could also choose to not bully me.” 
 
    She shook her head. “No thanks. Where would be the fun in that?” 
 
    “Maybe in exploring a healthy sibling friendship?” I proposed. 
 
    “Since when did we ever have one of those?” 
 
    “Since I came here, I guess, and you started haunting me.” 
 
    She laughed out loud at that. “Time was short. We only had time for wholesomeness. Now I can give you all the shit I want.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but grin. “It’s amazing to see you. You have no idea how much your disappearance fucked with me back in the day.” 
 
    Her face went serious as a funeral for a second. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t really get a choice. By the time I had an opportunity to go back to my own world, it was just too risky to do so. I watched entire universes die just because I set foot in them, big bro. You have no idea how that feels.” 
 
    I nodded slowly, the mirth on my face wiped away by her own confession of trauma. “I can’t even imagine. I’m sorry to hear that.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Nothing to do about it now, so let’s forget it, okay? Hey!” She punched me in the arm. “Look at you, Mister Harem Badass! How many chicks is it now?” 
 
    “It’s actually really hard to put a number to it,” I muttered. “I have a stalker which might count, I guess, but it’s a bit iffy.” 
 
    “Have you fucked her?” she asked, cocking her head. 
 
    “No, but I’m probably going to at some point,” I sighed. “My dragon half wouldn’t be able to forgive me if I passed up sex with someone that nutty.” 
 
    Melody cringed. “I don’t understand boys and their fixation on damaged girls.” 
 
    “Well, you’re in a harem, too, and you’re pretty damaged.” 
 
    “Sure, but I didn’t come across as crazy,” she murmured, pouting up at me. “At least, I hope not.” 
 
    I shrugged. “If you did, it was probably points in your favor. Do you want tea? Juice? Coffee? Anything?” I asked, gesturing to the kitchen.” 
 
    She shook her head. “No, I eat dying stars only, thank you.” 
 
    I blinked. “Nifty.” 
 
    Melody giggled and helped herself to a seat on the couch, slapping a spot beside her. “Let’s sit. I know you don’t need to sleep, so we might as well stay up and talk, right? Your sexy ladies will understand.” 
 
    I nodded. “You’ve probably disrupted the BPS in unforeseen ways by pulling me out of there in the middle of the night, but yes, they’ll understand.” 
 
    She arched her left brow. “BPS?” 
 
    “Brock Point System. It’s how they manage who gets time with me.” 
 
    “Oh, shit, that’s smart. I wondered how you dealt with that. Liam used to have a clone for each of us but we kind of revolted when we realized they didn’t share their consciousness with the real Liam until he reabsorbed them.” 
 
    I let out a pained sigh. “I wish I could clone myself. That power went to Tahini, and if I got that power I’d kind of feel like I was stealing her thing at this point.” 
 
    Melody giggled. “No one wants a clone anyway. They want the real you.” 
 
    I nodded. “I’m a lucky guy, for sure.” 
 
    “You owe all the luck to me. In a way, I’m the greatest wingwoman of all time because I brought you here, made sure you got fused with that Solar Dragon, and now because of that you get more pussy than an animal shelter.” 
 
    I almost guffawed at that. “I suppose I do owe a lot to you.” 
 
    “Don’t forget it, either, bitch,” she said, smirking at me impishly. “I could easily kick your ass from here to Tiananmen Square in a neighboring universe.” 
 
    “Noted,” I said, nodding. “I don’t doubt it. I know you guys have pretty insane power levels.” 
 
    “The only question is if I could beat Goku,” she cackled. 
 
    I shook my head. “Ain’t no fuckin’ way.” 
 
    Her look of mock anger leveled out after a big breath. “Do you think this city needs you anymore?” 
 
    The question caught me off guard. I shifted on the couch and turned my body to face her more directly. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I…just think maybe it’s time for you to come home.” 
 
    “To Earth? Is it even still there?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No. Our Earth has been an empty husk for a long time. I mean home to Esoterica, to be with me and people who can understand and nurture your powers.” 
 
    My eyes widened with surprise at the offer. “Is that why you’re here? To take me away?” 
 
    She shook her head, her fists balled atop her thighs. “No. I’m here because I wanted to hug my big brother for the first time in millions of years, you dick. But I also want to offer you the chance to come with me to where you belong.” 
 
    I nodded in understanding. “I hear you. And I wish I could be with you, but at the moment at least, my home is here. My girls have lives and careers here, and I don’t want to disrupt that.” 
 
    She frowned but nodded. “Yeah. I figured you’d say that. Liam isn’t the same as you. He’s been through too much. He knows that Esoterica is the only truly safe place in the cosmos, and he’ll keep us there against our will if he has to.” 
 
    I furrowed my brow. “Does he have to?” 
 
    “No, he doesn’t.” She raised her hands. “I’m here, aren’t I? He knows I’ll go back. But Brock—one day, when your girls achieve what they hope to achieve, you will have to come. I won’t let you refuse me forever. I won’t risk losing you ever again.” 
 
    I chuckled at that, genuinely tickled by the notion. “Do you really think there’s a risk of that?” 
 
    “Even if it’s one in a million…you don’t know what I’ve lost and what I’ve seen. I won’t take any chances.” 
 
    I looked into her blue eyes and found truth in them. She really wouldn’t give me a choice. “Give me time,” I told her. “Let me prepare them, let them live their dreams out.” 
 
    She nodded, her eyes narrowed to suspicious slits. “You would do the same for me if you knew what I knew.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I agreed. “You’re probably right. So I’m just asking for time.” 
 
    “Liam isn’t happy with you, by the way,” she said. “Well—he is and he isn’t. He likes you, but he’s annoyed that Styria is so into you.” 
 
    “I literally cannot help that,” I muttered. 
 
    “He knows.” 
 
    “He’s probably going to be cosmically aware when she has her way with me, too, right?” I asked, frowning tightly. 
 
    She chuckled. “An event like that? Oh, everyone in Esoterica will probably feel it.” 
 
    I blinked. “Dear God.” 
 
    “Thanksgiving will be awkward,” she quipped, hands on her tummy as she started to laugh. “Ha! I can’t wait to see your stupid face when you come to Esoterica and know everyone is thinking about you banging Styria.” 
 
    “I’ll be gentle, then. I’ll try to keep it down,” I muttered. 
 
    Melody smirked wickedly. “Oh, that’s cute. She won’t.” 
 
    “Talking about this with you is really weird,” I noted. 
 
    She nodded and calmed herself down. “You’re right. I’ve been desensitized too much over the untold millenia. I’m sorry, bro.” 
 
    “I’m grateful to have a better sense of what I’m up against,” I admitted. “Now that the Void Cartel is taken care of, most of my battles and crises are mostly solved through creative usages of my penis.” 
 
    “It’s a phase. You’ll figure out how to manage harem drama in a century or so,” she assured me. “After that, it’ll be easy. Just don’t disappear like Liam did.” 
 
    “Is he back now?” I asked, arching an eyebrow at her. 
 
    She nodded, but then kind of shook her head. “He reappeared for a while, which was great. But then he left again, saying that Uther had gotten close.” 
 
    “I heard from Styria just earlier,” I said. “So he’s keeping an eye on that situation?” 
 
    “It’s been his main focus for a very long time,” Melody sighed. “He wants his familiar back.” 
 
    “And what’ll happen to Meteoropolis once Uther has a soul and won’t be flying the city?” I asked. 
 
    Melody shrugged. “I assume Styria and Liam have ideas. The real question is…does it need to keep moving?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, it’s moving because it was a way to hide from Void Things. But with the Void Cartel gone, and Liam back, that shouldn’t be a problem anymore. It can stay in one place, at least in theory.” 
 
    I nodded with understanding, looking at the clock. “Hey. You’re a powerful space wizard. Tahini told me that there are still some scraps of tech from Liam’s universe making its way into Meteoropolis. That got me thinking…” 
 
    “Yeah?” she muttered. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “Do you have a way you could get a copy of Mario Kart 64, an N64, and an entertainment system that could run it? Perhaps even a Sega Genesis with NBA Jam might be in the cards?” 
 
    Melody smirked and cracked her knuckles. “Let me see what I can do.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Meditations on Harem Expansion 
 
   A fter a night full of video games, Melody finally decided to leave, but not before promising she’d be back again soon. When I told Pinky about that, her eyes narrowed but she nodded. 
 
    “We need to get her on the app,” she said. 
 
    I laughed. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m all for your sister coming to visit as often as she likes, baby,” Pinky quickly said, eyes widening as she worried she might be misunderstood. “Don’t get me wrong here. But if she can schedule it, it would make things a lot easier for the rest of us. Otherwise a night of sex and snuggles could be interrupted and—think of the implications. How do we factor in point expenditure?!” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “This is why I hate this fucking system.” 
 
    Pinky pouted at me, as did Tahini and Satina who were also joining me at the dining table for breakfast. “Hey…don’t be angry,” the unicorn girl whimpered. “I know it’s not a perfect system, and I promise we’ll make tweaks—but honey, it’s kind of important for us to have a way to organize this stuff, you know?” 
 
    Satina smiled weakly, shooting me a similarly nervous gaze. “She’s right, honey. Look—I’ll be the first to admit that the BPS has its flaws, but—” 
 
    “It’s the worst possible System—except for all other systems we could think of,” Tahini chuckled, mixing sugar into her latte with a little wooden stirring stick. 
 
    “I’m not angry,” I insisted. “I’m…exasperated. I admit, I don’t know how to deal with it, and for someone with the power to turn into a giant fucking dragon and wrestle with gods, well, it’s kind of jarring to feel so powerless in my own home.” 
 
    Pinky Peach grabbed my hand. “Listen, baby. I totally understand. You have my word—” 
 
    Tahini accidentally knocked over what remained of her latte, spilling it on the table and causing some of it to drip on the kitchen floor. Pinky Peach’s entire body tightened and started shaking as she tried to ignore it out of the corner of her eye and continued. 
 
    “You have my word that we are going to find a way—” 
 
    “Shit!” Tahini growled as she tried to use her hand to wipe the latte off the table onto her other hand, only for it to spill onto the carpet. “I don’t know why I thought that would work.” 
 
    Pinky Peach’s eyes started blinking uncontrollably, and her sweet smile of reassurance was looking more forced by the second. “We’re going to, uh—we’ll find a way to…to…” 
 
    Tahini grabbed her donut and started trying to use it as a sponge. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?!” Pinky Peach shrieked at the top of her lungs, standing up so fast that my Solar Dragon eyes could scarcely trace her movements. “I’m trying to have a heart to heart with Brock here and you’re burning our fucking house down!” 
 
    Satina giggled, covering her mouth with both hands demurely as her goat ears flicked with amusement. “That’s a slight exaggeration, honey, isn’t it?” 
 
    Pinky whipped her head to face me, her lip snarling. “Brock, I love you, we’ll work it out. Right now, Mama has to go to work.” Pinky Peach disappeared into the kitchen closet, reemerging seconds later with a mop, rags, hand vacuum, and several cleaning fluids. 
 
    “Can’t we just use magic for this?” I asked. “Like, Eppy can do something about it, can’t she? So could you, come to think of it.” 
 
    Pinky Peach shoved Tahini out of the way and shook her head. “Magic doesn’t get the bacteria, it just moves the mess. No—a fuck-up of Tahini proportions needs hard fucking labor and a cocktail of chemicals to fix.” 
 
    Tahini crossed her arms as her tail went taut behind her back. “You don’t need to be mean about it,” she murmured. 
 
    “Clearly I fucking do!” 
 
    I chuckled and joined Pinky and Satina in grabbing rags, and we started cleaning up together while Tahini watched, dejected. “I’m sorry,” she whimpered as she watched us clean up her mess.” 
 
    I smiled at her. “It’s not a big deal.” 
 
    Pinky Peach pinched my butt. “Don’t say that! She’ll never learn if you go easy on her.” 
 
    “I’m not a child,” Tahini said. 
 
    “You act like one,” the unicorn girl replied. “You're one of the youngest in the harem, aren’t you?” 
 
    The catgirl furrowed her brow. “Well, I was planning on using my first Invitation Point on you next month, but you can fucking forget that if you’re going to be this rude. It was an honest mistake.” 
 
    Pinky did a full-on 180 degree turn in her demeanor. Wide-eyed and red-cheeked she gasped and started her apology tour. “Whoa! Hang on! Perhaps I spoke too soon—you’re totally right! This wasn’t a big deal at all. My magic could handle this.” 
 
    Tahini nodded her approval. “I’m not entirely convinced just yet.” 
 
    Pinky Peach’s brow creased for a brief instant, but then she nodded. “I definitely shouldn’t have been so tough on you. You’re—a mess, everyone knows that. Your room is literally Hell. It’s one of your…your fun quirks!” Her voice squeaked as she tried to put a positive spin on all that. 
 
    Tahini rubbed her hands together in satisfaction. “You are forgiven. I’ll send you the Invite Point Approval form via the app after we finish cleaning.” She put her feet on the table. 
 
    Pinky’s brow twitched. “We. Right. We.” 
 
    After that mini-debacle, things were quiet for a while as most of the girls did their work and I decided to spend a bit of time meditating. I opened the screen door and headed into our fenced-in garden, now more vibrant than ever because of all of Blossom’s pots and planters arranged and full of flowers. It made for a fragrant and serene place to clear my head. 
 
    It was easiest to meditate when I was in full-on dragon form, but that could get complicated for obvious reasons. For now, I allowed my body to maintain its illusion and started taking deep breaths. 
 
    I counted back from one hundred to calm myself down, trying to center my mind on exactly nothing, emptying it from all the stresses and concerns brought about by the Brock Point System. It was already so much to manage, and yet…it wasn’t enough. 
 
    The dragon inside me wanted more. It needed more. I wasn't sure it’d ever be entirely satisfied, but I felt like I was on the cusp of an acceptable number, one that would even impress Satina’s mom. I considered my options—and at the moment, there were just a couple obvious avenues for…expansion. 
 
    The low-hanging poisonous fruit that my mind instantly went to was Mitsy. The crazy kitsune was immortal and occupying the same city as me, and I didn’t think her obsession was going anywhere. Hephi may have been testing me when she brought it up earlier, but she wasn’t wrong. If you want a baby to shut up, you shove a pacifier in its mouth. And if you want a lovestruck homicidal fox girl to shut up, you shove my dick in her mouth. The solution was elegant, simple, and elegant. Did I mention that it was simple, too? 
 
    So that had appeal. But in the land I once called home, men wiser than myself had often waxed poetic with the timeless adage: “Don’t put your dick in crazy.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, they don’t fucking know me,” I muttered. This meditation attempt was going off course. 
 
    I breathed deeply, closed my eyes even more tightly, and willed my muscles to relax. And then my cellphone buzzed in my pocket. 
 
    With a sigh, I reached inside and saw the name on my Caller ID. I answered. “Hey, Koriana. What’s going on?” 
 
    “Brock, hi. Good to hear your voice. Is everything going well at the Streamer House?” 
 
    I chuckled at the question. I wasn’t sure why I found it funny. “Yes, everything is going fine for the most part. Some harem drama but nothing existentially worrisome. I don’t get calls from you often,” I noted. 
 
    “No, sorry to call you out of the blue. It’s just that Arty let it slip to me that this weekend is his birthday and—” 
 
    “Wait. Surprise party?” I asked, my heart suddenly throbbing in my chest. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. I could hear the evil smile through the phone. 
 
    I nodded. “Nice nice. Okay. I want to get him a lapdance from a Xeno chick, first of all—” 
 
    “Brock, no,” Koriana said, cutting me off with a laugh. “I want him to have a good time.” 
 
    “Awww, shit,” I muttered. “Okay. Text me the details and I’ll fill the girls in. I’m not sure how many of them can come, though, it’s such short notice.” 
 
    “If any of them can come, that’s great. The ones who can’t can maybe film a quick video for us to show?” 
 
    “Easy,” I agreed. “Sounds very doable. You’ll be pleased to know I was just meditating when you called,” I told her with some pride in my voice. 
 
    “Oh! How’s that been lately?” 
 
    “Could be better,” I admitted, “but you can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs, and you can’t win a war without killing a few soldiers, am I right?” 
 
    She took a while to respond. “The fact that you reached for those metaphors in particular makes me think it’s not going well at all.” 
 
    I let out a sigh of defeat. “I used to be pretty good at it, but lately there’s been a lot of stuff on my mind.” 
 
    “Ah. That’s the harem drama?” 
 
    “Mostly jonesing for more chicks,” I admitted. 
 
    “I see. Dragon drama, then?” 
 
    I chuckled. “Yep.” 
 
    Tell her I say hi, the dragon inside me urged through our connection. 
 
    “Oh, he says hi by the way.” 
 
    “Hi, dragon!” Koriana cooed. “Anyway, thanks for agreeing, Brock. I’ll send the details in a bit. Sorry for the late notice.” 
 
    I shook my head even though she couldn’t see it. “Not at all. At the very least, I’ll be there even if I have to cancel a dozen other appointments to do so.” 
 
    “Appreciate it. And Brock—one more thing.” She paused, waiting for me to respond, maybe, but I was also waiting. After a moment she continued. “I’m planning on proposing to him at the party.” 
 
    I stood up. “No fucking way.” 
 
    “Yes, it’s true,” she giggled cutely. 
 
    “Bro. You’re going to make an honest man out of old Sleazeballs Luna?” 
 
    “Oh, he asked me to urge you not to call him that anymore,” she added. “But yes, I hope so. I mean—I think he’ll say yes. I wouldn’t consider asking in public if I thought he might refuse.” 
 
    “So you’ve talked about it a bit?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” she snickered. “A little bit. I—I’ll tell you more about it at the party, alright? I should get going, he’s coming into the room now.” 
 
    Suddenly I heard Dr. Luna’s voice in the background, faint but still clear. “Get ready for round seven, m’lady, cuz Big Dick Luna is back and—who are you on the phone with?” 
 
    Click. 
 
    My brain burned at the image that those words threatened to conjure up, and though I felt a serious and grievous pain all of a sudden, there was indeed a silver lining. I found a powerful motivation at last to use meditation to empty my mind. 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Counter-Harem Interlude 
 
   T he utterly perfect kitsune was dressed in a beige blouse and blue miniskirt as she sat at the table in her lair. Well—it was more of a condo than a lair, being on the seventh floor and possessing all the necessary accouterments to be categorized as such—refrigerator, stove, microwave, cardboard cutout of Brock Clayton—everything that made a house into a home. 
 
     But today she was in full villainess mode, embracing the affectionate label the others had given her. Well—at least she thought it was affectionate. It had to be—she provided snacks! 
 
    Mitsy shot up from her seat and undid her messy ponytail when she heard a knock at the door. Now standing tall, her many tails fanned out behind her, swaying subtly in the way that indicated she was excited. This was a big meeting. This was a big freaking deal. 
 
    The kitsune answered the door, bouncing on the balls of her feet as she strode to it and practically ripped it open. “Oh! Quinny! You’re here!” 
 
    The dark elven nurse adjusted her glasses on her nose and nodded her head. Her dark gray skin looked eerily smooth in the fluorescent light of Mitsy’s apartment. She was still in her work clothes—an almost fetishized nurse uniform that Mitsy had assumed the ancient Dr. Luna had selected for her until Quinny revealed it had been in her family for generations. 
 
    “I trust you are providing cookies?” Quinny asked as Mitsy stepped aside so that she could walk through the doorway. The dark elf strode into the room with a show of confidence that she’d developed over time, but the girl was an utter mess, always looking for excuses to self-mutilate in the name of her goddess. Mitsy didn’t fucking care. She had bandages, rubbing alcohol, and minor healing powers, so it wasn’t a big deal to her. 
 
    “I did make a few batches of cookies, but they have my love nectar in them,” Mitsy sighed. “They’re meant for the care package I send to Brock every week.” 
 
    Quinny nodded. “Forget I asked.” 
 
    “I still have some dough left over! I’ll pop some in the oven without any pussy juice once everyone gets settled in if enough people want them.” 
 
    Quinny leaned in slightly. “It’s just that I forgot to eat dinner, so I’m a bit hungry.” 
 
    Mitsy blinked. “I see.” 
 
    Another knock sounded at the door. Mitsy nodded at Quinny as she sat down on a loveseat in the living room, and the kitsune went to answer the door. This time, Hart the thick, bubbly centaur was there, and she had to bend down a bit to get inside. “Hi! Shit, I always forget how small your place is. Did you get any centaur-friendly furniture like we discussed last time?” 
 
    Mitsy frowned. “I don’t remember discussing that.” 
 
    Hart smiled anyway. “Well, no worries. I’ll…just stand then. Oh! Do I smell pussy cookies?!” 
 
    “They aren’t for you,” Mitsy hissed. “You ate half of last week’s love cookies. If people want cookies, I have some extra dough. I guess I could put them in the oven if enough people—” 
 
    “We do,” Quinny and Hart said in unison. 
 
    Misty sighed and, grumbling something under her breath, pulled some cookie dough out of the fridge and started organizing it into little balls on a pan. She was just putting it into the preheated oven when the door finally sounded with one last knock. “Come in!” Mitsy just shouted out. “It’s open!” 
 
    Opal the lamia walked—well, slithered—into her apartment, her enormous snake body dominating most of the remaining empty space on the floor. “Hi, Counter-Harem Cuties!” Opal sang cheerfully. “I closed a shift out at the donut shop, so I brought a ton of donuts over!” She jiggled a bag, then sniffed the air, turning her head to the kitchen. “Oh, shit, Mitsy. I didn’t know we were eating your needy slut cookies, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Hi Opal!” Hart said. “You look so cute in that blouse!” 
 
    Quinny nodded in silence, but levied a stare of approval. 
 
    Mitsy almost shrieked in irritation. “It’s fine. Now we’ll have juiceless pussy juice cookies fresh out of the oven and your cold donuts.” Her shoulders raised with tension, she walked into the living room to join the rest of the council. “Alright. You all know why we’re here.” 
 
    “Yes,” Quinny said, nodding. “Because Hart got that new True Crime movie we all wanted to watch.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m so excited for that!” Opal gushed, nudging Mitsy. 
 
    The kitsune raised her finger in the air. “Well, yes. And also, we are going to reveal the Counter Harem to Brock.” 
 
    “Oh, I forgot about that,” Opal muttered. “We haven’t really done much with this alliance other than hang out and watch chick movies.” 
 
    “And it’s been very nice,” Mitsy said, and she meant it. She hadn’t realized just how much she’d been missing female camaraderie until she had these girls in her life. “But we can’t lose sight of our mission.” 
 
    Quinny pulled up her phone and appeared to be viewing her notes from the last meeting on her screen. “Which is…seducing Brock and having each of us get impregnated so that he can’t deny us. I have to say, I feel like that’s a pretty intense plan that’s going to require a lot of lifestyle changes for everyone involved.” 
 
    Mitsy frowned. “Well—okay, maybe not on Day One. But someday… And maybe not all of you have to. But I have to. The rest of you can just…give him shit if he doesn’t call you back.” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” Opal said, nodding sternly. “He fucking better call back after the legendary hydropumping I’m going to make his dick do.” 
 
    “So needlessly vulgar,” Quinny said, arching a brow. “I approve.” 
 
    Mitsy rubbed her hands together. “Look—we need to find the right time to make our move. In the next few weeks, we’ll be passing by a star system that, if my observations are correct, should ramp up his sex drive significantly. At that point, we just need to be in the right place at the right time and get him alone. From there, he’ll rip off our clothes and realize just how madly in love with me he is, and how perfect we are for each other.” 
 
    The others looked doubtful at that, but Mitsy wasn’t bothered. She knew that they saw her as crazy. She didn’t mind in the least because she knew better than them. She understood. This wasn’t madness—it was zeal. It was passion. Mitsy had lived for centuries upon centuries, full lives in multiple worlds, and she’d always been a selfless, gentle virgin. She was pure. She was perfect. She was every man’s dream, but no man had ever been worthy. 
 
    Not until Brock Clayton, anyway. And when she saw him and realized that they were meant to be, well—it was like a hundred lifetimes of unknown lust and love had burst forth like water from a broken dam, gushing out of her. 
 
    So it had to be fated. It had to be real. It had to be right—because if it wasn’t, why was she feeling it? What would be the point? Why now? After thousands of years of feeling nothing for no one, why was she suddenly head over heels for this sexy dragon man? It couldn’t be madness. That wouldn’t be…poetic. No, this was love. Pure love. True love. Love that she deserved, that the universe owed her. 
 
    Her lip trembled as she realized the room had fallen silent and the other girls were looking at her like she was crazy again. She didn’t mind. She shook her head and stood, striding toward the kitchen. “The juiceless cookies must almost be ready,” she said. 
 
    The other women traded anxious, skeptical looks with one another. “So…what are we hoping to get done tonight?” Opal asked. 
 
    Mitsy didn’t look back, but she pointed at a box in the corner, close to the tip of Opal’s tail. “Look in there.” 
 
    Opal coiled her tail around it and slithered the rest of her body toward it, picking up the package. She narrowed her eyes, then they bulged a moment later when she read up on the contents. “This is a vagina cloner!” she gasped. 
 
    “Whoa, that’s fucking bonkers,” Hart muttered. “I’m down, but I have two pussies. A horsey one in the back and a humanoid one in front. Which one should I go with, ya think?” 
 
    “The humanoid one,” Quinny, Mitsy, and Opal said in unison. 
 
    “Got it,” Hart said, making a fist of determination. “Will do.” 
 
    Opal looked at Quinny. “You don’t seem surprised by this at all.” 
 
    The nurse smirked. “This is medical grade tech. How do you think Mitsy got it?” the dark elf asked, twirling a white curl idly around her finger. 
 
    “Ah, I see.” 
 
    Mitsy pulled the tray of cookies out of the oven. “Alright! Piping hot and fresh, and should be a good complement to Opal’s stale-ass donuts—fresh cookies without the secret ingredient.” 
 
    “Personally I prefer them with the slutty juice. It adds a bit of a minty zest,” Hart said. 
 
    “That’s only for Brock!” the kitsune complained with a huff. “So have your snacks, but after that, we’re going to use this magical medical sexy tech to make personalized toys for Brock as a way to hint at the existence of the Counter-Harem.”  
 
    “That is a fucking wild move,” Hart laughed, shaking her head in awe. “Only you would come up with this bullcrap.” 
 
    “Actually, it was my idea,” Quinny corrected her. “Her idea was to send sex dolls made in our image, but that would be too cumbersome and lack subtlety and risk revealing our identities to any random package inspector. The box that we’d have to use just for Hart’s doll would be—” 
 
    “Unwieldy,” Hart said, offering up her own word, probably out of fear of the one that Quinny was likely to use. 
 
    “I was going to say fucking huge, but sure,” Quinny sighed. “I think this way still leaves some mystery. And, since I am using medical grade magitech for this, we’ll get some usage data sent to an app on my phone.” 
 
    Opal cocked her head. “Usage data?” 
 
    “We’ll know which pussy he likes the best and which one he uses first, most often, et cetera,” Quinny continued. 
 
    Hart looked nervous. “What if…what if he doesn’t even use them? What if he sees them and throws them out?” 
 
    “Oh, he probably will,” Mitsy sighed, though she wasn’t worried. “But then, when the other girls are gone, he’ll fish them out again—he won’t be able to help himself. Men are thankfully mostly the same in this regard. His curiosity will get the best of him, and his greed for more women to conquer will make it unbearable for him to not at least try us out.” 
 
    Quinny cleared her throat. “There is also one other option, but it comes with immense risk. I don’t expect most of you to take the option, but it’s worth mentioning.” 
 
    Even Mitsy wasn’t sure where this was headed. As she handed out cookies, she sat back down in her chair and nodded for the dark elf to continue. 
 
    “Aside from the technological aspect, there is a magical quirk we could employ as well. I could…link the replica to you so that if and when it’s used by Brock and Brock only, you feel it as though he’s fucking you.” 
 
    Opal’s serpentine eyes widened in awe, and she and Hart traded stunned glances. “No way. What if I’m, like, just slithering around downtown, or if I’m at work?” 
 
    “That’s why I said it comes with a risk,” Quinny answered. “I won’t be using that feature either, but I’d be remiss to not tell you all about it.” 
 
    Mitsy’s eyes opened with greed. “I want it. Let me have it.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Quinny said. “You might be in the middle of giving a speech at work, or you might be—” 
 
    “I fucking said I want it!” Mitsy shouted, grabbing the pan full of cookies and bashing it against her living room table so hard she left a crack in the glass. “I want it, I want it!” 
 
    No one was impressed by her outbursts at this point. Quinny just sighed as Hart and Opal watched with unsurprised faces. “Very well,” the dark elven nurse murmured. “Then you shall have it.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Pinky Peach Proves Herself Professional 
 
   P inky, Hephi, and I sequestered ourselves in the unicorn girl’s room in preparation for an unexpected appointment with Flinch HQ. 
 
    “What's this about exactly?” I asked, noticing the tense look on Pinky’s face. Her pale cheeks were flushed half as pink as her bubblegum colored eyes, and she was grinding her teeth while nervously tousling her hair. Whatever was going on, it seemed serious. 
 
    Hephi adjusted her glasses with the butt of her pen and smirked. “They’ve started making weekly reports to Pinky Peach and have signaled that they want to start running ideas by her.” 
 
    I blinked. “That seems pretty big. But why?” 
 
    “I don’t fucking know!” Pinky seethed, shivering with fear. I patted her on the back to soothe her as she started sucking in air through her teeth. “I think they’re going to ban me or something!” 
 
    Hephi and I exchanged the most perplexed looks of doubt that we could muster before looking back at the nervous wreck of a unicorn girl. “Why do you say that, Pinky?” Hephi asked. 
 
    “Think about it—it’s like I’m being tested! I’m under some kind of—of audit, or supervision. Maybe I fucked up too many times, and now they’re thinking about taking my account away, or punishing the Dream Girls for my reckless—” 
 
    “Well, I promise you it’s not that,” I said, trying not to laugh. “You’re letting the intrusive thoughts win here, cutie. I think you’re right about one thing—it sounds like you’re being tested. Well, ‘vetted’ is perhaps the better word for it.” 
 
    Pinky Peach cast a sideways smirk at me, like I was the crazy one. “Yeah, right, baby. No, no…this is about last week—I accidentally showed my hoofs on air for more than thirty seconds. I had my laptop on the floor, and when I stood up to talk to Blossom on her way out the door, the camera was RIGHT ON THEM!” She buried her face in her hands. “I’m going to get us deplatformed!” 
 
    Hephi fought a noble battle not to sigh and roll her eyes. Instead, she patted Pinky on the shoulder in a weak gesture of reassurance. “There, there. Well, the meeting is starting any minute now, so we should log in and face the music either way. If it is what you’re suspecting, we’ll figure something out.” 
 
    “I’ll go on an apology tour around Meteoropolis!” Pinky said, tears forming in the corners of her pink eyes. “I promise, I’ll be good from now on!” 
 
    “I’m sure you will be,” I chuckled, unable to help myself. That earned a dirty look from the unicorn girl. 
 
    “Don’t laugh at my PAAAAIN!” she sobbed—then immediately snapped out of it. “Oh fuck! There’s a can of monster girl energy drink on my desk! We need to do a deep clean of my room in like—” 
 
    “Thirty seconds,” Hephi said, ending the words with a groan. “Pinky, it’s too late to panic. This is happening.” 
 
    “It’s never too late to panic!” Pinky declared, shaking her fist in the brunette elfmaid’s face. 
 
    A catchy ringtone sounded from Pinky’s laptop. We all made eye contact, and even I felt suddenly nervous on Pinky’s behalf—worried that she’d form a sort of self-fulfilling prophecy. I grabbed her hand and squeezed it affectionately. “Remember, don’t assume anything. Just answer questions and be cool. If they ask your opinion, be honest. If we see you’re having trouble, Hephi and I will tag in if you tap our knees under the desk. It’s going to be fine.” 
 
    She nodded, but she was hyperventilating. Hephi handed Pinky Peach a tissue, and she blew her nose, then she took another one and wiped her eyes. Then she sprayed some hand sanitizer from her desk on each of our hands and clicked her computer to answer the call. 
 
    Five men in business suits appeared on her monitor, each of them smiling polite, plastic smiles that were all business, but not particularly worrisome on their own. “Mr. Clayton, I didn’t know you’d be joining us,” Kylon Honeycomb said, our current wood elven liaison with Flinch HQ. He had a forest green pompadour and skin the color of pine bark once you peeled back a few layers. His head was long—almost cylindrical, like someone pressed it in a vice and squashed it that way. 
 
    “I hope that’s no problem,” I said. “Good to see you, Kylon—and these other finely dressed people.” 
 
    “Hello, Kylon! Hello everyone!” Pinky said, waving sweetly, faking confidence masterfully even though I could feel her thighs grinding together under the table.  
 
    “Don’t mind me,” Hephi said. “I’m just taking notes. If I’m needed, let me know, otherwise you can pretend I’m not here.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Kylon said. “And Pinky, it’s my honor to introduce you to our Board of Directors here at Flinch HQ. This is Mergore Fangtooth, Jila Throng, Kordon Blue, and He Who Shall Not Be Named, Jared Patinki.” 
 
    “Jared shall not be named?” I asked, cocking my head. “He’s the shadow demon guy, I take it?” 
 
    “Correct, and correct,” Kylon replied. 
 
    I nodded. “Seems legit. Proceed.” 
 
    “With pleasure,” he grunted. “Similar to Hephimila, they won’t be talking all that much and are mainly here to observe and take notes. However, I asked them to have their cameras on so that things felt transparent.” 
 
    Pinky nodded. “I understand.” 
 
    Kylon leaned forward, smirking at us through his camera. “Pinky, we’ve been watching you very closely lately. Your career has been observed by those on this board from the very beginning—well, those of us who were virgins at the time, anyway.” 
 
    Pinky’s eyes widened and she swallowed—hard. “I see. That seems…like an honor, probably?” 
 
    “We knew you would go places in this industry if your curse was lifted—and it was, thanks to Mr. Clayton here, I gather. I don’t mean to get into the mechanics around that,” he said, surely noticing Pinky’s flushed cheeks. “But sure enough, your rise in the last couple of years has been positively meteoric, which means you’ve been scrutinized quite a bit. After all, you have more viewers than any other person, living or dead, in the history of our service.” 
 
    Pinky swallowed again. “Scrutinized?” I couldn’t believe that was the word she focused on. 
 
    “You sat in that last Flinch meeting with me. How was that experience for you?” 
 
    She made a fist and held it out in front of her. “I was just happy to be there, sir!” she squealed. “It was a total honor! To be able to listen to the masterminds behind the greatest streaming service in all of Meteoropolis—I never would have dreamed I’d get that kind of opportunity.” 
 
    “And…did you have any insights from that meeting? You were pretty quiet, which we expected.” 
 
    Pinky looked at me, but I just shrugged. I wasn’t there, so I couldn’t help her with this one. “Well, to be honest, I think the growth projections you shared kind of missed the point.” 
 
    You could see all five heads on the screen perk up when she said that. “What do you mean, Pinky?” Kylon asked, folding his hands in front of his chin. 
 
    Pinky swallowed yet again. “Sir, if I’ve done something wrong—” 
 
    “What?!” Kylon said, laughing in surprise. He slapped his desk, and the other executives followed suit, all cackling, guffawing, and chortling maniacally. “You? Something wrong?!” 
 
    Pinky’s shoulders finally eased up, and her brow furrowed as she went into business mode. She tied her hair up into a ponytail and grabbed Hephi’s clipboard, tearing off a sheet of paper that the elf had been writing on. She grabbed a hot pink pen from her desk and started scrawling things down. 
 
    “Here!” she said, holding a shockingly pristine and detailed chart up on the screen seconds later. “These are the metrics you need to be looking at. In the last five years, population growth in Meteoropolis has progressed at a rate of about one hundred thousand people per year, give or take ten thousand. In your meeting, you were focused on the fact that Flinch user growth has proportionally kept pace with population numbers, but you missed the biggest takeaway.” 
 
    “Which is?” Kylon asked, clearly on the edge of his seat. 
 
    “Ninety percent of your userbase only watches one streamer consistently. You have megastars like the Dream Girls pulling in the bulk of your users, but the discoverability of new stars and performers is basically nothing.” 
 
    Kylon nodded but he was clearly having doubts. “What you say is true, but why is this a problem for us? Flinch HQ makes a cut on all subscriptions and merch sales that come through our service, so why should we care whether there are a few megastars at the top dominating the service?” 
 
    Pinky smirked. “A fair question. Because, the primary flaw with your growth model is that your analysts are mainly looking at the number of registered users—not the number of active users. Those numbers tell a very different story. Here. Look at this!” 
 
    The men on the screen squinted to see Pinky’s hot pink drawing. “That’s just a straight line,” one of the men muttered. 
 
    “Exactly. It’s just a straight-ass horizontal line—in terms of the numbers of active users across all types of streams, the service has been almost stagnant, with very little growth at all. Do you know why?” 
 
    “Why?” Kylon asked, his brow quivering as he stroked his chin. “I have to admit, you’ve got my interest.” 
 
    Pinky grinned. “The reason is simple—all the users that have been dropping off month after month are followers of streamers that gave up because Flinch wasn’t catering to them. When they left, some of their fans left, too. Now, a few isolated incidents isn’t a big deal at all, of course, but when it happens a hundred, a thousand, ten thousand times—gentlemen of the board, we are pissing money away!” 
 
    Loud gasps pierced the speakers as Kylon and the Flinch board members reacted to Pinky Peach’s big reveal. After a moment, Kylon muted his microphone, and all the board members did the same. Next thing we knew, their webcams were switched off, leaving just us staring at the screen. 
 
    Hephi reached out and quickly muted the microphone just as she saw Pinky Peach start to open her mouth. “They’re gonna ban me!” she said. “Why couldn’t I keep my mouth shut!” 
 
    “I think you might be misreading the situation, honey,” I told her, squeezing her leg under the desk. “I do not think that’s where this conversation is headed.” 
 
    Hephi switched off our webcam, grabbed Pinky’s head, and turned it to face her so that the pair of beauties were staring each other dead in the face. “Listen to me now, unicorn,” Hephi said sternly. “In a minute, I think those suits are going to turn their cameras back on and make you an offer. Your impulse will be to say yes, but do not, I repeat DO NOT say yes right away. Tell them you need time to consult with us and ask them to set an appointment through me. Do you understand?” 
 
    Pinky Peach nodded, her eyes bulging. One by one, the cameras turned back on, and then the microphones, so we followed suit. “Hello?” Kylon said. “Are you still there? Sorry about that, we had a little improvised sidebar.” 
 
    “I’m here! Can you hear me?! I’m here! Hi!” Pinky said, waving her hand frantically. “I’m here! Can you—” 
 
    “Yes, we hear you,” Kylon said, chuckling. “Well, Pinky Peach—I’m just going to come right out with it. The thing is, the Flinch President is stepping down from his role in the company soon—there were some pretty serious allegations that came up about him that, unfortunately, proved to be true and are about to be public fodder. When the dust settles, Flinch is going to have to regain the trust of the public.” 
 
    Pinky Peach nodded. “You want a brand ambassador. I love this company more than I love myself, Kylon—you can leave it to me.” 
 
    “No, Pinky,” Kylon said. “You already more or less fill that role nicely. We need new leadership—someone who the public trusts, who the whole city knows is an expert in all things Flinch, streaming, and gaming. We need someone who can repair that damage that has been done to our good name by being wholesome, professional, and who can keep their hands to themself.” 
 
    The unicorn girl cocked her head. “Are you…banning me?” 
 
    “Why the hell would you think that at this point?” Kylon muttered. “No—Pinky Peach, we want to make you the President of Flinch, effective next month.” 
 
    Pinky Peach’s mouth gaped open so wide that Hephi actually reached over to hide it out of modesty. “I—I—Of course! I accept! You can pay me in peanuts, for all I care, just—” 
 
    Hephi managed to save the day at the last second, muzzling Pinky’s mouth with her hand and shouting out, “Thank you for your offer! While we cannot announce a decision at this moment, we are willing to entertain the possibility of furthering and deepening Pinky Peach’s partnership with Flinch and look forward to hearing back from you in writing with a formal offer! Please contact me for a follow-up meeting! You have my contact information and—” 
 
    “I accept! I accept!” Pinky shouted, freeing her mouth. “Just don’t ban me!” 
 
    I ended the call and quickly typed an apology. 
 
      
 
    > Sorry, connectivity issues here. Please contact Hephi for next steps. 
 
      
 
    And they sent their reply moments later. 
 
      
 
    > Of course. We look forward to working with you, Pinky Peach. Congratulations. 
 
      
 
    I turned to look at Pinky Peach, who had tears streaming down her face and the most radiant smile I’d seen since the first time I creampied her. “You alright, honey?” 
 
    Pinky nodded. “I’m better than alright! I’m gonna be the President!” she said proudly. 
 
    Hephi smirked. “If I leave you alone with your computer, can I trust you not to send them any more acceptance messages?” 
 
    Pinky’s brow furrowed. “Hephi,” she said, her voice low and serious. “Chain me up.” 
 
    “What? No. I’m not going to do that,” the elf murmured. 
 
    “Hell, I will,” I grunted. “Sounds fun. We’ll switch things around so I can spend the evening with her tonight. It just seems right. Who had handcuffs in the house, again?” 
 
    “Eppy,” Hephi and Pinky said in unison. 
 
    “Spinella also has webs,” Pinky added. 
 
    I nodded. “Got any Invitation Points?” I asked her, rubbing my hands together. 
 
    “I’ll spend one on Eppy, and she can spend one on Spinella. Celebratory bondage fourway?” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” I chuckled, kissing her on the cheek. “And congratulations, Madame President.” 
 
    Pinky smiled at me. “I’m just happy to be here.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    A Freaky Fourway With a Twist 
 
    
     “L 
 
   
 
    isten, ladies,” I started, standing in front of the bed where three increasingly impatient naked women waited for me. “Tonight, we have an important mission to attend to. This isn’t just meaningless sex—” 
 
    “Since when is sex with us ever meaningless?” Eppy said, producing three knives out of nowhere. 
 
    “Uhh—I totally misspoke. Hang on. Let me start over,” I muttered, suddenly shaky at the knees. “Tonight isn’t about just making love. It’s about two additional things—one: we need to shackle Pinky Peach and bind her to the bed all night long. Even when she needs to pee, one of you will have to go with her and make sure she doesn’t take her phone.” 
 
    Spinella nodded, her spider legs on her back wriggling with excitement. “Now can we fuck?” 
 
    “Hang on,” I muttered, my erect penis flopping happily at the promise behind her words. “There’s more—tonight is also about helping Pinky Peach celebrate the biggest win of her entire career. She was just offered the job of being Flinch’s President.” 
 
    Spinella and Eppy clapped and kissed Pinky Peach on the cheek. “Congrats, Pinky!” Eppy cooed. “I’ll rough you up so sweetly to celebrate!” 
 
    “Thank you!” Pinky Peach squeaked emotionally. “It will be an honor and a privilege, Eppy. I couldn’t have done it without you, you know.” 
 
    “Or me?” Spinella proposed. “Having a fun rival in the esports scene surely helped—” 
 
    “Ehhh… I probably could have done it without you,” Pinky mused, sizing Spinella up. “But your limited contributions were very appreciated.” 
 
    Spinella blinked with all her eyes. “I see. Well. That’s good, I guess.” 
 
    “Now, here’s the thing,” I began. “Dr. Luna warned me after the last appointment that we can’t have sex anymore until the baby is born or we might induce labor. So—” 
 
    “I have never hated that man more,” Pinky Peach growled. 
 
    “Deservedly so,” I went on, nodding. “But that just means we need to get creative. Eppy?” 
 
    “Yes, Brock?” she hummed sweetly, fluttering her eyelashes at me. 
 
    I couldn’t help but look her over for a second. She was a picture of perfect blonde elven beauty, her body exaggeratedly erotic in the exact same way that Pinky Peach’s was—creamy skin, huge tits, tiny waist, bubbly ass, proportional thighs…almost hilariously flawless. Her long, luxurious mane of gold cascaded down her back as she flicked a lock of it over her shoulder, and she smirked at me with knowing eyes. 
 
    “I was told you have a spell that strengthens pleasure and pain in a localized part of the body,” I noted. 
 
    “I used to use it only for torture, but yes,” she admitted, nodding as her gaze refused to leave my eyes. “I have a spell like that.” 
 
    I looked over at Spinella—her skinny naked figure was less remarkable in a porn star/supermodel sort of way, but it had that petite girl-next-door charm. Well, provided that your typical girl-next-door had purple skin, a bunch of red eyes, and spider legs on her back. I furrowed my brow as I noticed her rubbing her own pussy lips already, trying to stretch it out. She was so ridiculously tight that sometimes we simply gave up and I fucked her ass instead, but it looked like she had her heart set on a more traditional coupling tonight. 
 
    “I want you to cast that spell on the inside of Pinky’s mouth,” I suggested. “That way, she can blow me and still get pleasure from it. Now, shackles and webs!” 
 
    Pinky Peach suddenly looked nervous, her bubblegum pink eyes bulging as Eppy kissed her on the cheek and cuffed her wrists to her bedframe, locking Pinky into a kneeling position. Spinella used her webbing to fix the unicorn girl’s feet to the headboard. 
 
    “This feels like it’s going to be pretty intense,” Pinky commented in her shakiest voice, gulping with nerves. 
 
    Eppy tapped Pinky’s lips with her index finger, and for a moment the unicorn girl’s face and throat glowed. “You don’t know the half of it, honey.” 
 
    I stood in front of Pinky, and as my cock appeared in front of her face, she instinctively opened her mouth. I cupped her cheek and stroked her face but shook my head. “I want it to be easy for you. Eppy and Spinny will get me ready for you.” 
 
    Pinky Peach nodded and watched as the naked elf and spider girl knelt beside her, each of them spitting on my cock and smearing it with their tongues. After a few seconds of wet noises, Eppy moved to my balls and started moaning heatedly as I felt her perfect breasts push against my legs. Meanwhile, Spinella devotedly sucked my tip and slowly forced as much of my cock down her throat as she could manage, squeaking every few seconds from the strain. 
 
    Pinky licked her lips longingly. “I’ll suck you so much better than that, baby,” she whispered. 
 
    “I’m still learning!” Spinella grunted, taking her lips off my dick just long enough to protest. “Brock’s dick is very…cumbersome.” 
 
    “You’re doing fine,” I muttered, and it was true enough. My hands reached down to guide her a bit, thrusting with my hips to help urge a bit more of me down her throat. She took it like a champ. Even as tears formed in the corners of her eyes, she just got more aggressive. “But I think I’m ready for Pinky now.” 
 
    Understanding what I was saying, Eppy and Spinella backed off for a moment and sat next to the bound and kneeling unicorn girl. She opened her mouth to receive me as soon as the tip of my saliva-coated cock touched her lips. I pushed it inside, and it was immediately obvious that Eppy’s spell had worked. 
 
    Pinky Peach’s eyes rolled back and she let out a hot, horny moan. “Ahhhh,” she gasped, panting as she started to lick my tip. “Mmmm, gods, baby—it’s so good.” 
 
    “Her nipples leak a bit when she’s excited,” I warned the other two girls. “She’ll need your help to milk her while she throats me or it’ll start to hurt. Try to make it enjoyable for her, alright?” 
 
    “Of course!” Spinella said, eagerly grabbing Pinky’s boob. She kneaded the smooth, creamy flesh, and sure enough, a hint of cream was already forming at her pale nipples. 
 
    Eppy took the other breast in her mouth and suckled. “This is technically masturbation, not lesbianism,” she said. “Since we’ve shared a body for so long, I just think this is the best way.” 
 
    She’d hear no complaint out of me for a little titsucking between friends. Meanwhile, I was enjoying the sensations of Pinky Peach’s talented lips and tongue. She still was being a bit delicate, though—the sensation brought about by the elf’s magic was apparently more intense than she’d expected. 
 
    After a few minutes, she started to find some confidence. Her moans and groans of bliss grew louder and more persistent as she sucked my cock with greater abandon. Her eyes were always either half-closed or rolled back as her lips and tongue slid lovingly along my shaft. I rubbed her hair and ears with affection, offering a few grunts of pleasure in response. 
 
    “I wub yoo,” she muttered with a mouthful of dick. “Feelsh sho goo, vavy.” 
 
    I decided that in order for this to proceed to the next step, however, I would have to take matters into my own hands. I grabbed her by the back of the head and began a proper facefuck—gentle at first, but growing more and more impassioned by the minute. Soon Pinky was out of control, drool streaking down her chin as she screamed with bliss. And then, the unexpected happened—she climaxed. 
 
    Her mouth pulsed around my length several times in a familiar way that felt rather strange given the circumstances, but it urged me to complete as well. I gave in to that desire, giving her an oral creampie, spending my entire load in the back of her throat, which she happily guzzled down. 
 
    I looked down to find milk dripping down Eppy’s chin and Spinella’s hands as the pair of them did their part of the job. The sight of them milking her so devotedly was more than enough to work me up toward an early start to round two. 
 
    Pinky Peach gasped for air as I pulled out of her mouth, looking at me with tired eyes full of love and wonder. “That was pretty fuckin’ great,” she said, swallowing the last bit of cum. “I still prefer your jizz in my snatch, though.” 
 
    “Noted,” I chuckled. “Soon we’ll be able to do that again.” 
 
    “My turn!” Spinella chirped. 
 
    Eppy cocked a brow. “The bitch is getting bold. I think you forget that I always go first.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No firsts. You’re working together.” 
 
    Eppy smirked and nodded at Spinella like they knew exactly what to do. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 
 
    “Your thighs, my pussy?” she answered hopefully. 
 
    Within a matter of seconds, Eppy was standing on the bed with me, making out, my oversized cock sandwiched between her legs. The top of my shaft rubbed against the friction of her pussy, but Eppy reached back and held Spinella’s hands as the spider girl impaled herself with the half of my dick that poked out from Eppy’s thighs. It was kind of like I was fucking both of them at once, so I had to admit, I was impressed how directly they were able to execute my earlier directive. 
 
    It was also a good solution for Spinella’s tiny pussy. It was easier for her to take just half of my dick while Eppy’s thighs milked the rest. Speaking of milk, I could taste some of Pinky Peach’s cream on her lips, which only made me harder. 
 
    Eppy’s thighs began wet with sweat, so there was a bit of friction in the beginning, but the deeper we kissed, the wetter her pussy got, its runoff coating me with her liquid love bit by bit. Soon I was so slick with her moisture that I slid between her thighs as easy as though I was fucking a tub of butter. Not that I’ve ever done that (since junior high school). 
 
    From there the rest played out like a song, a rhythm being followed. Our bodies fell into predictable patterns with only brief erratic moments—mostly when one of them would climax. But they would soldier on after coating my cock with girlcum, eager to bring me my own release. And release I did. 
 
    “I’m going to finish,” I warned Spinella. 
 
    “Good, I’m fertile!” she gasped. “Fill up my spider womb!” 
 
    That was almost enough to make me go a bit soft, but the grip of her tight cunt was fucking unreal, so I let it go. “Maybe don’t get pregnant if—” 
 
    “Don’t worry!” she moaned. “I’ve got like fifty eggs in here waiting, but they aren’t ready to be fertilized!” 
 
    “F—fifty?!” 
 
    Eppy kissed me deeper, her tongue doing battle with mine as she giggled into my mouth. “Don’t worry, the weak ones will be eaten by the strong ones shortly after hatching. You’ll end up with a just a few spider kids when that day comes.” 
 
    Spinella collapsed forward onto the mattress, landing on her face and groaning. “So full,” she whined. “Full of cum, I mean.” 
 
    I looked at her with obvious suspicion. “Spinella was one of the strong ones that ate the weak ones?” 
 
    Spinella looked up at me, her many eyes narrowed. “Hey.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Just kidding.” 
 
    Pinky Peach cleared her throat. “Okay. My turn again.” 
 
    I cracked my knuckles and turned around as Eppy sat on the bed and started running her fingers affectionately through Spinella’s hair. “Are you sure you can handle it?” 
 
    Pinky nodded. “My throat might close up, but that’s okay. Air is overrated.” 
 
    I laughed at that and shook my head. “One more and then we take a rest.” 
 
    She nodded and looked at me with eyes full of adoration. “Brock,” she said. “Soon we’re going to be parents together.” 
 
    I nodded and kissed her forehead. “I know. I’m excited for it.” 
 
    She smiled. “I think I am too. Finally. Which is really good because I’m pretty sure I’m having this baby, like, very soon.” 
 
    I laughed at that and positioned myself in front of her. She happily took my cock into her mouth and started moaning again. “Let’s enjoy our last few days as childless adults, then,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, I am,” she purred.  
 
    And then we repeated that whole process like three more times before the girls all passed out. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    The Surprise Party 
 
    
     “W 
 
   
 
    ell, Pinky Peach, we’re very nearly at the end of a journey,” Dr. Luna said, a genuine and gentle smile cresting his features. His frail-seeming body gave him a bit of a grandfatherly quality in that moment as he beamed at the unicorn girl, and then to me. “Your baby is as healthy as can be from what Quinny tells me.” 
 
    “I owe a lot of it to you two,” Pinky said as she rubbed her belly. “Honestly, without Quinny’s expert skills and your patience to explain everything to me, I’d be totally lost.” 
 
    Dr. Luna shook his head and put his hand on my arm. “You’ll never be totally lost with Brock taking care of you. He may be dumb as a bag of rocks, but he loves you and is more than driven enough to keep you healthy and secure.” 
 
    Pinky blinked a few times. “You don’t have to bully him like that.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “He’s just trying to deflect from what a cunt he is, honey. Don’t pay Sleazeballs Luna any mind.” 
 
    Quinny walked back into the room holding a tablet and a bottle of pills. “These are the last of the prenatal supplements you’ll have to take, Pinky Peach. You should expect to give birth within two weeks at most, and if it doesn’t happen by then, we’ll induce in a controlled, sterile environment.” 
 
    “Where would that be?” I asked. 
 
    “My room is the cleanest, most controlled place in Meteoropolis,” Pinky suggested, sitting up a bit straighter. 
 
    Dr. Luna shook his head. “That won’t do. We’ll do it in your panic room now that that’s rebuilt.” 
 
    Quinny nodded her agreement. “Which means I’ll need your biometric system to scan me for teleportation. If Pinky Peach goes into labor anywhere but at home, she’ll use the panic app on her phone to teleport there, and I’ll do the same, making sure I’m there to help deliver the baby. Dr. Luna doesn’t need to be there for it.” 
 
    I nodded. We’ll take you home with us today, Quinny, and get you all set up. You’ll have full access to our panic room and home until the birth happens and probably at least a few weeks afterwards.“ 
 
    Quinny smiled slightly and bobbed her head in a single nod of approval. Then my phone rang. I looked at it and saw Satina’s name on the caller ID. 
 
    “Huh, that’s weird,” I said, about to answer the call. “One second. Satina, is everything okay?” 
 
    “Brock!” she gasped. “I’m outside! I—I’m weak, Brock, and I think it’s the baby! Can you give the phone to Dr. Luna and Quinny?” 
 
    My eyes widened. “I’ll put you on speaker.” I did as I said. “Speak, honey, you said you’re outside? Like just outside?” 
 
    “I—can Dr. Luna come out and take a look at me? I feel cold and I’m a bit afraid of rushing into his climate-controlled lab so quickly,” she said. 
 
    My brow furrowed, Luna and I shared a serious nod. “We’re on our way. Find somewhere to sit. There’s a bench on the corner.” 
 
    “How did she even get here on her own?” Luna muttered as we all headed toward the corridor that led outside. I didn’t say anything. I just threw the door open dramatically as we reached it. 
 
    “SURPRISE!” everyone shouted, standing right on the front step. It was just about everyone, anyway—even Jasper made it, though he could only be here for a few minutes before the milfs realized he was gone. 
 
    Dr. Luna’s eyes went huge and tears formed in the corners of them as he jumped in surprise at the sudden barrage of greetings. “W-what’s all this?!” 
 
    Koriana, who was at the front of the pack, right in front of my girls, leaned forward and gave him a hug, which he returned, looking rather bewildered. “Happy birthday, honey,” she said. 
 
    “You planned this in only two days?” he asked in utter disbelief. “I never told anyone but you when my birthday is, so I know it wasn’t someone else’s idea.” 
 
    “Guilty as charged,” she said, stroking his dry, moldy peach of a cheek. “Yes. It’s true. I wanted to do something special for you. Dream Girls?” 
 
    “Here!” all my ladies shouted out, emerging from the crowd. They were holding an enormous birthday cake in the shape of one of Luna’s capsules. 
 
    Luna’s eyes bulged even more in shock at what he was seeing. “That’s from my lab!” 
 
    Satina blushed a bit. “I really wanted to do a novelty designer cake for you, but I couldn’t think of anything except your capsules.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” Blossom murmured. “I suggested we make a cake of his bald head.” 
 
    The scientist frowned. “Well, I’m glad you didn’t go with that.” 
 
    “Aww, nuts,” Blossom grunted. “I thought that was a great idea. Looks like Satina was right this time.” 
 
    “Do you like it?” Tahini asked hopefully, her cat tail swishing behind her. 
 
    “I do,” Luna said, nodding frantically, looking a bit on the verge of an emotional outburst. “But—come inside, everyone! We can’t just stand around here! People are staring!” 
 
    With a few laughs, we followed him back into his lab, and he hastily emptied some tables with Go’Urden and my help while the AI system controlling his laboratory formed seats for everyone with its tubing. There were other chairs around now after his last remodel, but I personally still favored the old fashioned seat when it was offered. This wasn’t the most jazzed up spot for a party, but it was the one spot Luna was the most at home and comfortable, so I think he appreciated that gesture. 
 
    Koriana was doting on him the whole time, feeding him cake and ice cream and assaulting him with more kisses than the undeserving bastard knew what to do with. The sight of his genuine happiness made me smile. He looked as confused as he was euphoric, as though he didn’t know what to do with all the good feelings he was experiencing. 
 
    “I brought some beers,” Go’Urden grunted, gesturing to a few cases he’d set on the table. “Anyone not driving can help themselves.” 
 
    “Oh, I really shouldn’t,” Dr. Luna said as he took one straight away. “It’s the middle of the day and I have some appointments with investors this afternoon.” He glugged down one whole can in a matter of seconds and burped. “Really, I shouldn’t—but then again I’m a better driver when I’m drunk.” 
 
    “Probably not,” I agreed with a chuckle. “You can always blame an ‘unforeseen personal crisis.’” 
 
    “I’ll take your investor calls, Arty,” Koriana cooed in his ear. “I’ve seen you do a hundred of them. Quinny and I will pose as your assistants and let them know you fell ill—that’s if you even get too drunk to take the calls yourself.” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” he said, reaching for his next beer. “Jasper! Get over here!” 
 
    The orc wandered over with sunken shoulders and nodded. “Good to see you guys,” he said, his voice a bit weak. Now that I looked at him more closely, his body seemed a bit weak as well. 
 
    “Have you lost weight?” Go’Urden grunted. “You look sickly.” 
 
    He blinked a few times and nodded with a deep accompanying sigh. “They’re wringing me out, guys. My balls have only dust in them now.” 
 
    Dr. Luna frowned sympathetically. “I’ll see about getting you into the Splice Shard trials as well. Maybe we can get you something with a bit more endurance.” 
 
    Jasper just sighed. “I’m running out of time, Doc. I’m tired.” 
 
    “Message received,” Luna muttered darkly. “I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
    Jasper’s phone vibrated. His face winced, and he shook his head. “I can’t stay. I’ve been called back. Mrs. Furybolt and Mrs. Greenleaf want to take turns sitting on my face until I pass out and, well—I think I’d very much like to pass out for a few hours. I’ll see you guys next time. Happy birthday, Arty.” 
 
    “Thanks, Jasper,” Luna said. “Good luck with all that.” 
 
    Us men exchanged awkward glances with one another before taking another sip of our beers in accidental unison. Tahini and her mother wandered over to check on us while the other women and random guests mingled and ate cake. I smirked as I noticed at one point that Eppy and Pinky brought in a second cake that was plainer-looking but had a sign on it that simply said “Satina’s Cake—Don’t Touch.” 
 
    “Artigious, it’s so good to have this chance to celebrate with you,” Nefertari Go’Urden said as she leaned in and kissed his cheek. “I heard you took great care of my daughter when Brock had to leave town a while back.” 
 
    “It was the least I could do,” he said. “Brock was helping me, but that meant he had to leave the girls behind in the process. I promised to check in on them as their friend, like any friend would.” 
 
    “All the same, thank you,” she replied. 
 
    Tahini smiled at him. “Can I fuck with your computers?” 
 
    He laughed. “I’ve got a top grade security system. If you can figure out my password, then help yourself.” 
 
    Tahini promptly helped herself to a terminal and I watched with amusement as she set to work and hacked her way into his system within a few seconds. 
 
    “Damn,” he grunted. “I should not have offered permission so quickly.” 
 
    “Relax, she could access it remotely from our house if she wanted to,” I reassured him. “This is just her exercising her fingers a bit.” 
 
    “That’s my girl,” the commissioner grunted. 
 
    Blossom ran over to us with a big grin on her face. “Dr. Luna, please have Quinny schedule me an appointment for next week.” 
 
    Luna looked at me in confusion. I just shrugged. “Why’s that, honey?” 
 
    “My seeds are growing,” she said, pointing to some growths in the largest flower on top of her head. “I’m going to have some baby Blossoms!” 
 
    “Well, flower sprite child rearing is very straightforward,” Dr. Luna said while my eyes opened wide with shock and my butthole clenched with horror. “Just pluck the seeds in one or two weeks and plant them in a plastic cup with some soil. Water, sing to them, and kiss the sprouts daily. That’s all you have to do. Within a month or two, you’ll have some miniature Blossoms. Not really much Quinny is needed for, to be honest.” 
 
    “Are you insane?! We are definitely having Quinny examine them. What if the seeds aren’t healthy?!” I asked, pulling Blossom into a side hug while I shook a fist at Luna. “Blossom, you never told me you were fertilized!” 
 
    She shrugged. “Should I have?” 
 
    “Congratulations,” Go’Urden muttered as he held a beer in front of his face. “Any updates on Tahini’s kittens?” 
 
    I laughed at that. “Not since the update she sent last night.” 
 
    “Alright, alright, enough about Brock’s shockingly fertile balls,” Luna grumbled. “I’m the birthday boy.” 
 
    “Birthday bag of bones, more like it,” Koriana affectionately cooed in his ear as she rejoined us. “Blossom, I’ll make sure Arty books you an appointment with Quinny.” 
 
    “Or Quinny can just pop by our house any morning,” I suggested, searching for the dark elf somewhere in the room, but it looked like she stepped out for the moment. “Blossom is always free in the mornings, and if she gives me a few hours of notice, I can arrange to be as well.” 
 
    Pinky Peach sighed from somewhere behind me, and I heard her mumble, “We’re definitely going to need to buy that house across the street for a daycare.” 
 
    Suddenly, Tahini’s voice rang out over everyone’s, and a hundred monitors descended from the ceiling. “Can I have everyone’s attention please?!” she shouted out, cutting through all the other conversations going on. “Attention! Koriana, you have the floor!” 
 
    Dr. Luna stared in shock as a slideshow of photos of him and his dark elf girlfriend played on the monitors. There were photos of them at fancy restaurants, photos of him sleeping with her kissing his cheek, unbeknownst to him, photos of them cooking for each other, even photos of them with us at various holidays and celebrations. I could see it in his old-ass eyes that he knew what was going on at that moment. 
 
    “Arty,” Koriana began, her voice already trembling and weak, but she tried to project above the music on the slideshow, “We’ve known each other for a long time now. Well, as long as either of us has been in Meteoropolis, anyway. And our relationship hasn’t always been romantic. In fact—for most of our time together, it was just about the sex. Good sex—damn good, life changing sex, but it was casual between us for a while.” 
 
    “Kori,” he muttered, his eyes wide. 
 
    She smiled at him and grabbed his hand. “In the past several months, though, things changed. We never put a label on it, but we both knew it. We both felt it. You stopped sleeping with other girls, and about a month ago I moved in. And now? Well—we’re at the start of a new part of our journey.” She got on one knee and Nefertari handed her a small box. “I know it’s a bit weird in your culture for the woman to be the one to propose, but for us dark elves, it’s standard. So—Arty, my brilliant, brilliant man…would you do the honor of marrying me?” 
 
    Arty kept it together pretty well and helped her to her feet. “Yes, I would like that,” he said, and cheers, applause, and whistles rang out as they kissed. It got heated enough that it became clear pretty fast that the party was over, so people started racing toward the door, and I noted as we made our way over there that Quinny was back. 
 
    “Nurse Quinny,” I said, raising a hand to get her attention. “Please call me tonight about setting up an appointment for Blossom, even if it’s just a quick checkup after things calm down. Tahini needs one scheduled one of these days, too.” 
 
    Looking a bit caught off-guard, she nodded. “Sure. I’ll arrange that. They should both be fine for next month, a while after the birth of Pinky’s child. But if anything unusual happens, I’ll come over right away.” 
 
    I beamed at her appreciatively. “Thank you.” 
 
    We parked in the nearby parking lot outside Luna’s building, so I took my girls there. “A few of you may have to take a cab home,” I noted. “I’ll buy a harem bus one of these days, but for now this is all we’ve got.” 
 
    Satina giggled. “I’ll call a cab and meet you at home. Who’s coming with me?” 
 
    While they figured that out, I opened the driver’s side door and, just as I was about to sit down, I noticed a strange package on my seat. “Huh,” I muttered. “That’s weird.” 
 
    Hephi approached and squinted as she read the label. “To Brock, From your Counter-Harem.” 
 
    I cocked a brow and looked at her quizzically. “Counter-Harem?” I asked. 
 
    She sighed and tapped the words. “I can’t claim to know what is meant by that, but I know one thing, Brock.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s Mitsy’s handwriting.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    A Nightmare of a Coincidence 
 
   T he next morning began like any other. Seeing as how we were banned from most Darkling Donuts locations within a five-mile radius due to egregious instances of harem poaching, we abandoned our sponsorship with them some months back in favor of Dragonkind Donuts, which had worse coffee but better donuts. It was a pretty reasonable compromise, as far as I was concerned. Satina was a big supporter of the change as well for precisely that reason—the coffee meant little to her. 
 
    Others were a bit more conflicted about it. So conflicted, in fact, that after some discussion with the girls, I decided it was high time for me to look elsewhere for the coffee. Thankfully, next to the Dragonkind Donuts that Opal Jadescale worked at, there was a boutique cafe called Lovecraft Coffee that seemed to have quite a following, so today I intended to give that place a whirl. 
 
    First, I headed into Dragonkind Donuts and waved at Opal. She smirked at me as I walked inside. Over the last few months, I’d warmed up to her a little, but I always looked over my shoulder when I entered the building. On at least one occasion, Mitsy Cacao had used Opal to get information about me, but that seemed to stop, and now she was just my friendly out-of-the-neighborhood donut dealer. 
 
    “Morning, Opal,” I said. 
 
    “Mornin’, you hot piece of meat. When are you going to bend me over this desk and have your way with me?” 
 
    I forgot how much I liked her, the dragon said. This never gets old. 
 
    I smiled at her as though she’d merely offered a friendly greeting. “How would that work? You don’t have a normal ass as far as I can tell.” 
 
    She slithered in front of the counter while keeping her eyes locked on me, a cocky, bitchy snarl on her face. At first, she leaned back against the counter, but then she reclined, her serpentine tail providing more than enough of a counterbalance for her to go flat. “See? It would be as easy as—well, me. Easy as me whenever you walk in the door.” 
 
    “One of these days, maybe,” I answered, shaking my head. “The usual, but just the donuts.” 
 
    “Oh? Finally realized how shit our coffee is?” 
 
    “Oh, we realized it ages ago,” I said with another chuckle. “Believe me, you weren’t obscuring that from us.” 
 
    She smiled a bit more innocently as she inclined back to her normal position. “Yeah, well, I figured you were avoiding Lovecraft Coffee since you-know-who runs it.” 
 
    My face contorted in confusion. “Actually, I do not know who.” 
 
    Opal’s eyes bulged with surprise. “You mean this whole time you’ve been coming here and you had no idea?!” 
 
    “No idea of what?” I said, laughing. “Come on, don’t leave me hanging.” 
 
    She cocked her head as she looked at me, sucking on one of her long, green, painted nails. “Hmmm…Maybe I shouldn’t tell you. Maybe it would be funnier if you found out for yourself. Then again—I don’t want to embarrass you.” 
 
    I hated to admit it, but she really had me wound up. “Make the fucking donuts,” I grunted, slamming down the money I owed. “I’m going to go see who this motherfucker is myself.” 
 
    “The donuts are already made, dumbass. But it’ll take me a minute to pack them up anyway, so go place your order. I want to see the look on your face when you come back.” 
 
    I smirked at her. “Alright. Fair enough.” 
 
    I walked out of the Dragonkind Donuts and closed the distance between myself and the front door of the other establishment. When I stood in front of the glass door, I couldn’t help but try to peer inside. I could make out people at the counter, but nothing that raised any alarms. Shrugging, I opened the door and headed in, not sure what to expect. 
 
    “Hi there, can I get nine lattes? Extra large, and make two of them—” 
 
    The gasp that rang out the second that I approached the counter froze me solid in my tracks. I took a moment to stare at the gasper, a pitch-black half-pegasus with cute little wings on her back, hooves, and a horse tail coming out of her fashionable khaki skirt. She wore a plaid scarf around her neck and a beige crop top underneath the Lovecraft Coffee apron. She was gorgeous, and if I had to guess, she probably had some dark elf in her lineage that explained her humanlike proportions, pointed ears, and white hair and eyes. 
 
    “Did I startle you?” I asked, blinking, not sure how to interpret the strange greeting. 
 
    “Y-y-y-you’re B-B-Brock Clay-t-t-ton!” she squealed, jumping up and down. “By the Light B-Below!” 
 
    I felt myself tensing up. “I’m so sorry—do we know each other?” 
 
    “N-no!” she said, shaking her head so that her lustrous mane whipped to and fro. “No, we n-never met. up close. I’m Ember Black, the leader of the Nightmare Girls!” 
 
    Double your luck, Brock, the dragon purred in my head. This is destiny. 
 
    I shook my head to stifle the voice, but extended my hand. “Pleasure to meet you.” We did the Meteoropolis handshake, and she grinned and stared at me the whole time. 
 
    “I’m such a t-t-tremen-d-d-d–d…huge fan!” she said. “Hang on a second!” She rang a little bell and shouted out a single stammered word. “L-L-Lunaticia! Come here now!” 
 
    From behind a curtain that led to, I assumed, the break room, a curly black-haired catgirl with blood red eyes and tiny red horns appeared, tying her apron behind her back. Her eyes went even wider when she spotted me than Ember Black’s did, and she gave up tying her apron right in the middle of the process to run over to me. 
 
    “By Zaxdozaan’s Blasphemous Cock, you’re Brock Fucking Clayton!” 
 
    “Guilty as charged,” I said, then realized how cringey that was. “I mean—yep, that’s me. And you are…Lunaticia? Did I get that right?” 
 
    “Yeah!” she said, her head nodding so aggressively I worried for her neck. “It’s so cool to run into you like this! Do you guys live around here?” 
 
    “No, actually,” I muttered. “We’re banned from Darkling Donuts in our neighborhood so I come out here for donuts and wanted to try this place out for coffee.” 
 
    “We make the best c-coffee in the Sylvan District, guaranteed,” Ember Black said proudly, but it also struck me as a little desperate. She grabbed my hands and held them in front of her chest. “Please, please c-c-come here anytime! I live here, so even if we’re closed, just, like, knock on the door and I’ll pop out and bring you in! And bring the Dream Girls sometime if you c-c-could!” 
 
    I couldn’t help but grin at how sweet they were, but I took back my hand. “Thank you. Well, now I’m hyped for the coffee. Show me what you can do.” 
 
    “Right. What was your order again?” 
 
    I ran them through it, and the way their faces transformed into serious, stoic expressions the second I started rattling it off almost made me burst out in laughter. It was clear they were not going to mess this up. I decided not to head back and grab the donuts just yet, instead deciding to hang out at the counter with the two Nightmare Girls while they worked. 
 
    They had artisanal machines. They hand-ground and sifted their own beans, sprayed it off with water, and put it in fancy gadgets that made the most exquisite smelling blend I’d ever breathed through my nostrils. I almost swore aloud just from the scent. Every few seconds, one of the girls would jerk her head to look back at me, making sure I was enjoying their little show. I definitely was. 
 
    “You ladies are amazing,” I said with an approving grin. “Color me genuinely impressed.” 
 
    They served me my bags full of coffees with big smiles, then looked at each other. “Ummm,” the catgirl began, “Well…we would love to make it for you again sometime soon.” 
 
    I nodded. “Definitely,” I said. “I’ll be back every morning. We’ve had the coffee and donuts ritual for a long time now, so you’ll get used to the sight of me for sure.” 
 
    The girls clapped excitedly, Ember Black bouncing on her hoofs. “Th-that’s so cool!” she said. “Thank you! You’re my idol! You’re even nicer than I imagined you’d be!” 
 
    I quirked a brow at her and smirked. “Me? Your idol?” 
 
    She nodded with violent passion. “You’re so…so…” 
 
    “Awww, hell, I’ll say it,” Lunaticia grunted. “You’re sexy as Hell. And…to be able to sexually satisfy the Dream Girls?! You must be a literal god in the sack. Plus, you’re a superhero, a business owner, and just a really cool guy…Call me a fangirl if you must, but wow.” She fanned herself and licked her lips, flashing some sharp teeth in the process. 
 
    My eyes bulged with surprise as Ember Black punched the catgirl’s shoulder. “Lunaticia!” she shouted, then she turned to me. “I’m s-s-so sorry! She’s a Hellcat from Horcross, so she’s super horny.” 
 
    “Am not!” Lunaticia said defiantly. “I’m a virgin!” 
 
    “A v-virgin who masturbates in the break room six times a day,” Ember Black muttered, shaking her head with a sigh. “People from Horcross are the horniest in all of creation. I’m so sorry, Mr. Clayton.” 
 
    “Call me Brock,” I insisted, almost belly laughing from their antics. “You’d fit right in with my girls, I’ll tell you that.” 
 
    “Oh God, please yes,” Lunaticia moaned, leaning forward so hard that she almost fell into me, but the counter cockblocked her. 
 
    I blinked. “Sorry, I think you might have misunderstood me just then. I just mean, you’re similarly quirky compared to the Dream Girls.” 
 
    “Well, since they’re your lovers, that’s easy to take as a compliment,” the Hellcat cackled. 
 
    “It definitely wasn’t meant as an insult. I am going to be bringing a few of the girls around sometime soon. Thank you for the coffee. I’ll see you girls tomorrow.” 
 
    Ember Black held up a hand to stop me. “Wait!” she pleaded. 
 
    I turned around and looked back at her. “Huh? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “D-do you have any part-time vacancies in your Streamer House? It’s really not working out for us trying to manage ourselves and, well, you and Hephi do s-s-such an amazing job for the Dream Girls that I thought I’d ask.” 
 
    “Ohh, good idea,” Lunaticia muttered, stroking her chin as she eyed me with a look that could only be described as ‘fuck me eyes’. “I’d love for Brock to manage every single part of my body, all day, every day.” 
 
    I ignored the horny cat and focused on the pegasus girl. “We aren’t really scouting at the moment, but I’ll bring it up at the next meeting. Might be interesting to…expand a bit.” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Ember Black said, licking her lips. “Expand your business enterprise.” She looked down at my crotch. “Expand…w-wait, what was I s-saying?” 
 
    If I stuck around there too much longer, disaster was sure to strike, so I headed back into Dragonkind Donuts and took my donuts from Opal. “You were in there for a long time,” she noted. “What the hell happened? Did you get into a fight?” 
 
    I shook my head, my brows furrowed under the weight of deep thoughts. “No, I’m pretty sure they’re trying to fuck me and want to move into my house.” 
 
    Opal’s reptilian eyes flashed a look of complete shock. “Oh no,” she murmured under her breath. “She won’t like that.” 
 
    I laughed when she mumbled. “What? Who won’t like that?” I had to ask. 
 
    Opal shook her head and collected herself. “Nothing! Sorry! That’s…great news, Brock. I’m happy for you, as long as you start fucking me regularly fairly soon here.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and headed toward the door. “I’ll take it under advisement.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    Playing With Toys 
 
    
     “H 
 
   
 
    ey there, Brock Star.” Mamba’s voice greeted me at the door of my room while I reclined on my bed, sneaking in a bit of afternoon reading amidst the chaos of daily life. “Are you going to open that package on the table in the living room?” 
 
    I lifted my head and set my book on my lap. It was a book about harem management written by a Valestrian satyr, but honestly a lot of the tips were common sense. “Hmm? What package?” 
 
    “The one from Mitsy,” she said, crossing her arms as she leaned seductively in the doorway. I took a moment to get lost in the floaty twinkle of her magical eyes, now a picture of a starlit sky. Her nearly white blonde hair had grown long, and the peach, almost human color of her scales lent her a fairly haunting appearance. Haunting enough to tempt me halfway to a stiffy as I noticed her cleavage as she leaned forward. 
 
    “I thought we were going to throw out any and all packages from her,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s kind of big and heavy. We’re all curious what’s inside.” 
 
    I shrugged and chucked the book back onto the counter and stretched. “What does it say on the shipping label?” 
 
    “Toys,” Mamba said, smirking at me. 
 
    My brows raised with sudden, unhidable interest. “Toys, you say?” I had a sneaking suspicion that didn’t mean pokemon cards. “What are the harem’s general feelings on Mitsy at the moment?” 
 
    “Generally not big fans,” Mamba admitted, “but honestly, at least we can say she seems pretty harmless.” 
 
    “Not to defend her too much,” I started as I stood, “Hephi and I did a really detailed background check on her. To the woman’s credit, she’s a saint—besides stalking me and everything weird and awful she did connected to it.” 
 
    Mamba rolled her eyes. “People can hide their natures.” 
 
    “Not from you,” I noted, having a mini-epiphany. “Wait a second—would those toys link you to her? Would you be able to do a psychic read from afar if you had some objects to anchor you?” 
 
    Mamba considered the question and stared at my lips as she smiled naughtily. “Maaaybe. Wanna try?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah. Shit—do you have any Brock points?” 
 
    “Why?” she asked. “Wanna get constricted?” Her tail twisted into a corkscrew behind her as she grinned at me. 
 
    I laughed a bit. “No—well, maybe. But If you spend some Brock points for a schedule override during my blank spot coming up, we could be sure we aren’t interrupted while we do this.” 
 
    Mamba nodded. “Good thinking. But I think that shouldn’t be necessary. Unless you intend to do the gentlemanly thing and fuck me into a wet lump once we finish.” 
 
    I made a fist. “A man must show his appreciation.” 
 
    Mamba started filling out an e-form through the app while I headed into the living room and grabbed the package. For a moment, I saw Blossom getting her hair braided by Eppy. Both of them were wearing only their underwear while they watched Spinella stream a game of Loremasters from my laptop on the big screen. “Hey, Brocky!” Blossom cooed as she noticed me. “My special vines really miss you!” 
 
    “And I miss them, too,” I said. “I’m just grabbing this box really quickly.” 
 
    “Ooooh, that’s the psycho’s box,” Spinella said. “What do you think is inside?” 
 
    “It says toys, so I assume it’s interesting,” I replied. “Mamba and I are going to be doing some investigations using them,” I told them. “No one barge in, okay?” 
 
    Blossom cackled like a gremlin. “No fuggin’ promises!” 
 
    Spinella shot me an apologetic look as she pwned noobs in Loremasters. “I’ll ask Eppy to show her boobs if Blossom starts to get any ideas. That’ll calm her down for a short while at least.” 
 
    “Much appreciated,” I said, nodding as I retreated into my room. When I got back inside, I found Mamba submitting the forms. 
 
    “Aaand done,” she said. Moments later she got a quick text from Pinky Peach. I set the box on the bed and moved toward her. 
 
      
 
    > The council approves. Use this time honorably. 
 
      
 
    I smirked as I peered at the message over her shoulder while slipping my arms around her waist. “The council approves, babe,” I teased. 
 
    “The council is very pregnant and hormonal, so we’re lucky she didn’t throw a fit,” Mamba said. “Are you excited about the baby? Being a dad?” 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” I said as I kissed her neck. She tasted sweet and smelled even sweeter. “How about you?” 
 
    “I guess I’ll be something like an aunt,” Mamba giggled, as she tossed her phone onto the desk and started tousling my hair while I necked her. “Mmm careful, Brock Star. If you get me too wet and wild now, I can't speak for the quality of my psychic readings.” 
 
    I nodded and pulled back a bit, and she turned around to face me. We both looked at the box, probably thinking the same thing. What the hell was in there? 
 
    Moments later, we became determined to find out. We ripped the box open and tore through the packing peanuts and found…well, it was simultaneously exactly what I expected and also a total surprise. 
 
    Four pussies. Four of them. Count ‘em, one, two, three, four, not a single one looking much like the others. They were cast in something like silicone, I guess, but the material was warm and felt just like skin. Even better, the textures were all distinct, so I had the sensation that they were actual duplicates belonging to real women. 
 
    Mamba’s eyes widened as she looked at them. “This is insane. Is there anything else in there?” she asked while picking up one of the fuckable toys. 
 
    “There’s an envelope, which I assume has a letter inside,” I said. I ripped the envelope open and looked over the contents. 
 
      
 
    Dear Brock Clayton. 
 
    I love you I love you I love you I love you… 
 
      
 
    It just went on like that for five pages front and back. No additional instructions included, but there was an interesting signoff. 
 
      
 
    With all our love, 
 
    Mitsy and your ‘other’ harem 
 
      
 
    I furrowed my brow at it and shook my head as I offered it up to Mamba. She cringed at the hundreds of “I love yous” but then looked shocked by the signature. “Your other harem?” She asked me. 
 
    I just shrugged, my face an empty mask of confusion. “Don’t ask me,” I said. “If I’ve got another harem, that’s news as far as I’m concerned. 
 
    “What is she up to?” Mamba said. But then she laughed and shook her head. “Well, I guess it’s pretty obvious that these pussies belong to Mitsy and the other girls in her so-called other harem, right?” 
 
    “Seems like it,” I agreed. “That’s where my head goes, anyway.” 
 
    Mamba sighed as she picked up one of the pussies. “This one’s an elf. Probably a dark elf, fairly young, still in her first century.” 
 
    I cocked my head. “How do you know that?” 
 
    “I’ve seen a lot of porn,” she sighed. “Before you came along, anyway. I never really got laid, but I kept myself satisfied through my own carnal education.” 
 
    I chuckled at that. “That’s my girl. You recognize any of the others?” 
 
    She pointed at another one. “Given the fact that this one has no crotch and has scales beneath the labia, I’m going to say that’s a lamia or a naga,” she reasoned. Then she turned her attention to another. “That one seems pretty vanilla, so it’s probably Mitsy. And that one is definitely a centaur’s frontussy.” 
 
    “Huh?” I sputtered in confusion. “Frontussy?” 
 
    Mamba smiled at me teasingly. “A centaur girl has a pussy in the front at the spot where her human part blends into a horse’s chest. But she also has a horse pussy in the back.” 
 
    “No thanks to that one,” I muttered grimly. “I’m not quite that degenerate.” 
 
    Mamba laughed at that. “You’re pretty degenerate though. After all, you’re going to let me fuck you with one of these pussies in a few minutes, aren’t you?” 
 
    My eyes opened in surprise. “Huh?!” 
 
    “I think it’d be hot,” Mamba said. I’ll lay you down on your bed, sit on your face, and then,“ she picked up one of the duplicunts, the one that she identified as a lamia, ”I’ll get you off with this.“ 
 
    “Is that ethical?” I asked. “What if they didn’t send these knowingly?” 
 
    Mamba laughed at that. “I don’t think these girls sat down with Mitsy to have their pussies cloned by accident.” 
 
    That begged the question. “Who are these other women, then?” 
 
    Mamba frowned at the sobering question, then gathered up each of the pussies in her arms. “I suppose that’s my cue, isn’t it, Brock Star?” 
 
    I watched as Mamba channeled her psychic powers, making her third eye appear on her forehead. Her hair floated in the air, and her eyes, still open, rolled back in her head, but given their unusual nature it was hard for me to spot that change at first. 
 
    “Mamba?” I mumbled anxiously. “Is everything alright?” 
 
    “Shhh…” She shushed me, so I waited. I watched in perfect silence as she did her thing. After a minute, she finally spoke again. “Oh, this one’s Mitsy alright,” Mamba said. “I can feel her energy all over it.” 
 
    “What do you sense?” I asked. “Anything of note?” 
 
    Mamba’s face contorted. “She’s so lonely, and so hopelessly in love with you. Obsessed!” 
 
    “That’s not a surprise,” I had to comment. 
 
    “No, but the degree…she’s hurting so much. This fox girl…is thousands of years old and has never known love until now. She’s been a woman of virtue and valor for all her lifetimes, and she truly believes in the causes she champions as a charity organizer—but her love for you…it’s too strong. It’s overpowering her judgment.” 
 
    “That sounds sad,” I noted. “How about the others? 
 
    She shook her head. “The link between them isn’t as strong. Something is special about Mitsy’s Brocksleeve—like it was further linked to her by some blend of machine and magic. Her psychic impression is all over it. I can literally see her right now—she’s at work, shaking hands with someone. Cutting a ribbon on a stage.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure how I felt about all this. “I see,” I muttered, as noncommittal a response as I could muster. “Alright, Mamba. You can come back to me.” 
 
    Her eyes fluttered shut, her hair started obeying gravity again, and when she opened her eyes once more the third eye was gone. “I could dig deeper, but we may see things we don’t deserve to see.” 
 
    I nodded. “I understand. That’s all for now,” I told her. 
 
    Mamba quickly slipped off her booty shorts and panties, revealing her delightful pale snussy to me. She reached down with two fingers and parted the slits. “Are you ready, Brock Star?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded, ripping my clothes off of me in one swift movement, reducing them to rags. “My body is prepared.” 
 
    Mamba playfully kicked me in the chest, shoving me onto my back. She didn’t move me onto the bed like she said she would, but I was honestly okay with it. Doing this on the floor was somehow naughtier. 
 
    She reached down with two of her fingers and parted her slit for me, her knees settling on either side of my face as she lowered herself onto me. “Show me what that tongue can do, dragon boy,” she said, her sultry voice breaking into a moan with the last word as I set to work. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She tasted divine, like something from beyond space and time. It was filling the way that space was both full and empty at the same time. I lathered her slit up with my tongue, taking deep, probing licks as she ground her sex against my mouth. From this vantage point, I could see the delightful underboob inside her loose crop top. 
 
    Mamba turned herself around so that I was eating her pussy from the back. She grabbed the lamia copy while her left hand stroked the base of my cock, then moved to my tip. She glazed my precum all over my cockhead, and soon I felt it smearing against the lamia love-hole—and then I was inside. 
 
    The sensation of that hole was a new one to me, and not at all in a bad way. It wasn’t the same texture as Mamba’s, which part of me thought it might be. It was more human, actually, which made sense considering that lamia genitals appeared human on the outside. Another surprise, and a quite delightful one, was that the inside of the pussy was as warm as a real one—and as wet. It was a perfect duplicate, not just in form but also in function. 
 
    “Fuck, that’s good,” I groaned, bucking my hips to meet Mamba’s movements with eagerness. Mamba rode my face grinding on it as I tonguefucked her snussy. All the while, she used a borrowed snatch to get me off. “How is it, baby?” she asked me. 
 
    “Good!” I called back to her, my voice muffled against her smoothly scaled skin. “Thank you for asking!” 
 
    Mamba moaned in reply as my tongue pulverized her G-spot, taking full advantage of the draconic, reptilian tongue I now had when I wanted to use it. Meanwhile, my hands, previously pulling her buttcheeks apart just so I could enjoy the view of her asshole, now slid up her body and settled on her breasts. I had hardly gotten started squeezing her nipples when she climaxed all over my face. 
 
    “I’m gonna cum too,’ I warned her, and with that, she discarded the borrowed pussy and sucked my cock into her lips, putting us in an honest-to-goodness sixty-nine position. I sprayed the back of her throat with several sticky ropes of cum, and she continued to ride out a violent, prolonged orgasm on my face, screaming with abandon the whole time. 
 
    When it was all over, she was a puddle lying atop me, still sucking weakly on the side of my shaft. “That orgasm hit me like a hover truck,” she said. 
 
    I just stared at her pussy and butthole blankly. “Hmm? Did you say something, Mamba?” 
 
    It was a good way to spend an afternoon. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Petal’s Interlude 
 
   P etal may not be the smartest, most intellectual, or most intelligent member of the Nightmare Girls, nor could she be considered the brainiest or even among the more clever individuals on the team. But what Petal lacked in guile, she more than made up for in gag reflex. Well, a lack thereof, anyway. Not that that was going to come in handy today. 
 
    As she exited her cab, she waved at the stack of kobolds that had driven her here and stepped out of the car. “Wow,” she gasped as she saw the palatial cabin-home in front of her. It dominated this section of the block, and it was only a short walk to Goblin Street, too. “Prime flippin’ real estate, baby!” 
 
    No one told her to do what she was about to do, but she had heard from Ember Black, her stuttering leader, that Brock Flippin’ Clayton had stopped by Lovecraft Coffee that morning. Not one to be left out, Petal decided to take matters into her own green hands. She faked some confidence and strode up to the front door, noting some suspicious lawn statues in the shapes of rock monsters that stood watch. She wasn’t a total flippin’ dummy. Those things were probably alive. Security robots or something like that, maybe? 
 
    Whatever they were, they didn’t budge as she knocked on the front door. Petal called out in her syrupy sweet voice, “Hellololo? It’s me, the most popular member of the Nigthmare Girls! Brock Clayton? Are you home?” 
 
    The door opened, but Petal’s shoulders sank a bit when the person who answered it wasn’t Brock but Hephi—their manager. Rumor had it that Hephi used to be a cop. 
 
    Looking at her stern posture, Petal could see a certain coppiness about the elf. She was a pretty brunette, with a modest rack and an otherwise rocking figure that you’d expect from an elf. To Petal’s surprise, Hephi recognized her, too. “You’re the xenodryad from the Nightmare Girls. You don’t have any kind of appointment that I’m aware of.” 
 
    “Oh, shit! Can I get one of those?!” 
 
    “An appointment?” Hephi asked, cocking a brow at her. “Sure, but you should typically call in advance. This may be our home, but it’s also a place of business. Next weekend will be busy, as we’re expecting—” 
 
    Suddenly a voice as high in pitch and sweet in tone as Petal’s own filled the air. “Calm your pointy-ass ears, Hephi,” it said, and soon there was an honest-to-goodness flower sprite standing behind the elf, looming over her shoulder. She looked at Petal with interest. “I’ll handle this.” 
 
    “No, you won’t,” Hephi muttered gruffly. “That seems like a terrible idea.” 
 
    “Jesus, no need to be so fuggin’ suspicious. Look at her, she’s clearly a flower sprite of some kind, lost and alone!” Blossom, who of course Petal recognized by reputation, gestured at Petal broadly. 
 
    “Actually, I’m a xenodryad,” Petal corrected her with a smile. “Nice to meet you, Blossom! I’m your biggest fan!” 
 
    “You see, Hephi?” Blossom said, making increasingly larger unnecessary gestures as she spoke to emphasize her point, “She’s the most trustworthy person we’ve ever met! Come in!” 
 
    “No, you can’t come in—Blossom, Brock is in a…meeting with Tahini and Mamba at the moment.” 
 
    Blossom laughed and smacked Hephi on the back with an open palm. “No, he isn’t. He’s fucking them! Forgive her, new girl, she gets mixed up without my guidance sometimes.” 
 
    “Of course!” Petal agreed with a nod, accepting Blossom’s words at face value. “Wow! Brock Clayton is having sex with Mamba and Tahini right now?! As we speak?” 
 
    Blossom held up a hand. “Shhh. If you listen hard enough… just maybe…” 
 
    All three women froze and listened, “Yeah! Yeah! That’s the spot, big guy!” That was definitely Tahini, Petal noted. She’d heard her voice in interviews before. 
 
    “Oh, sweet Silversnake, you're gonna make me go like a fountain, Brock Star!” 
 
    Blossom smiled contentedly and folded her hands in front of her. “It’s nice, isn’t it? Good vibes all around.” 
 
    Petal nodded heatedly. “Flippin’ awesome vibes!” 
 
    Blossom sized her up and stepped outside with her, joining her on the front stoop. Hephi reached out a hand to grab Blossom’s shoulder, but the flower sprite deftly shrugged it off. “If you won’t let her come in, then you can’t stop me from going out,” she challenged Hephi without even looking back. 
 
    Petal’s eyes widened. This flower sprite was a tough bitch. Hephi just rolled her eyes and closed the door as she said, “Don’t take too long. And Nightmare Girl?” 
 
    “Yeah?” Petal asked. 
 
    “Don’t believe anything she promises you.” The door clicked shut then, and it was just the two of them. 
 
    Blossom rolled her inky black eyes. “Elves, am I right? So fuggin’ bossy and rude.” 
 
    “I don’t know that many elves personally,” Petal said. “Wow—you’re so pretty, Blossom!” 
 
    “You’re pretty fuggin’ cute yourself!” the flower sprite giggled. “You look a lot like me, actually—except that your hair vines are kind of gelatinous looking, and your flower is really spiky. And your skin is slightly translucent and much greener. But otherwise you look just like me!” 
 
    “That’s why I wanted to see you!” She had a point she wanted to make, but she was getting distracted because Blossom had started squeezing her vines and playing with them. “Umm. What are you doing?” 
 
    “You’ve got great jugs, you know that?” Blossom said, smirking coquettishly. 
 
    Petal gasped in shock. “Thank you sooo much! Your butt seems really nice!” 
 
    “Oh, this old thing?” Blossom said, giggling saccharinely. “You’re too kind. The secret to a nice, round ass is enriching your soil with eggshell and getting regular spankings.” 
 
    Petal’s big, black eyes widened. “Who is spanking you regularly?” 
 
    “Well, Tahini likes to spank me when we—” Blossom looked side to side and leaned in conspiratorially. “Hey, you’re cool, right?” 
 
    “I like to think so!” Petal chirped sweetly. 
 
    Blossom nodded, her brow furrowed. “Tahini will spank my ass when I’m sitting on Brock’s face so that my pussy vines can make out with him.” 
 
    “Oh! I don’t think I have those!” 
 
    Blossom’s jaw dropped. “No vines in the Brock Only Zone?! Well, what do you have?!” 
 
    She shrugged. “I guess I wouldn’t know. I’m a virgin.” 
 
    Blossom grabbed her by the wrist, her eyebrows slanted with a look of determination. “Well, we’ve gotta do something about that. Brock! Brock!” Blossom led her inside by the wrist, shoving past Hephi and Eppy as they tried to intercept. “Brock!” 
 
    “Don’t go in there, Blossom!” Hephi shouted as the flower sprite’s hand grabbed the knob leading to what Petal had to assume was Brock’s room. Her whole body was shaking. What was happening?! What was Blossom doing?! Was she offering her up like a sacrifice to Brock’s godlike libido?! And if so, why? 
 
    “What’s going on, Blossom?” she asked shyly. 
 
    Blossom turned back and looked at her. “Look, I’m gonna level with you. This harem needs more flower sprites. So—” 
 
    Petal interrupted her to correct the record once again. “I’m a xenodryad—” 
 
    “No one gives a shit. On the count of three, I’m going to open this door and throw you inside, alright? One, two—” 
 
    “Wait! Why don’t you go in with me?!” 
 
    Blossom scoffed. “Please, that would be a whole fuggin’ thing with the app. I’d probably get sanctioned and have my Brock Points stripped for the week.” 
 
    Petal blinked a bunch of times and cocked her head to one side. “Brock Points?” 
 
    “Oh you sweet, sweet baby,” the flower sprite sighed, grabbing both of Petal’s cheeks. “Think of all the fun we’re going to have together. Okay, let’s do this. One, two—” 
 
    Eppy caught up to them and flicked her wrist, which caused the door to be overgrown with brambles and thorns. 
 
    “You think this is going to stop me?” Blossom laughed, rolling her eyes. “Please, I can’t even bleed. Thorns don’t scare me.” 
 
    “Blossom, don’t bother Brock and the girls,” Eppy commanded her, and Petal understood suddenly what Blossom meant by calling her bossy. 
 
    Hephi crossed her arms as she joined them. “I’m still confused as to why the xenodryad is even here to begin with.” 
 
    Blossom gasped as she looked at Petal. “That’s true! I don’t know either!” 
 
    Petal felt her face grow warm with embarrassment as everyone was now looking to her for answers. “Oh…I just wanted to meet you all—and especially Brock.” 
 
    “Understandable,” Blossom said, nodding, her curiosity reaching its end. “One, two—” 
 
    “Blossom stop!” Hephi shouted. “I still need more answers, and there is no way it’s ending well for anyone if you throw the poor girl into that room right now.” 
 
    Dejectedly, Blossom sighed and let go of Petal’s wrist. Although Petal was kind of relieved about that, she also felt a bit more vulnerable in this house without Blossom holding her. 
 
    “Why exactly were you so desperate to meet Brock that you came all the way here by yourself?” 
 
    Petal shrugged. “The Nightmare Girls need a manager. Ember Black is too passive. She’s smart and hardworking, but she always waits for the right moment to take action—well, not me! I make the right time come to me!” She struck a pose, which caused the pair of elves to smirk at her. 
 
    Hephi spoke again. “I see. So you want Brock and me to manage you. Honestly, if we took an agency cut of your winnings, it could be an interesting way to take the business,” Hephi said, tapping her chin. “Brock already mentioned the idea in passing, but he didn’t seem to believe anyone was serious about it.” 
 
    “Oh, we’re flippin’ serious!” Petal said, nodding fervently, her tiny fists balled together. 
 
    “And what would you ask for?” Eppy questioned. 
 
    Petal’s eyes widened. “What would I ask for? I mean—if I could have anything? I mean, Brock seems great…so that, yeah. But for now…would it be okay if I touch your butt?” 
 
    “A trade could be made, perhaps, my lady,” Blossom said, arching a brow as she leveled her gaze on Petal’s prodigious breasts. 
 
    “I’ll leave that for you two to figure out on your own,” Hephi grunted, letting out a sigh. “I was talking about your expectations. Room and board? Managing schedules? Booking gigs?” 
 
    Petal shook her head. “I don’t know about any of that stuff. I just click the keys and win the games. Talk to Ember Black about all that bullshit.” 
 
    “A woman after my own heart,” Blossom commented. “Sadly, you won’t fit in with the Tiny Titty Committee, but you can join the weekend meeting for the Beautiful Booty Brigade.” 
 
    “We can’t make any promises. Pinky Peach is in that room right now, and I’m kind of expecting her to go into labor tonight,” Hephi said. “You’re asking this at a pretty hectic time. But I can tell you that I’ll take the idea to Brock and see what he says. Maybe I’ll head to Lovecraft Coffee with him sometime next week to meet Ember Black in person. Is she your boss?” 
 
    Petal scoffed. “I’m my own flippin’ boss, baby.” 
 
    Blossom cackled and clapped. “Alright, alright, ladies. It sounds like we’ve settled what we can settle for today.” 
 
    Hephi smirked, wiggling her nose with a suppressed laugh. “Agreed. Blossom, would you take her outside and help her call a cab?” 
 
    “I can call my own cab, thanks,” Petal said. This took a lot less time than she was expecting, but turned out a lot more interesting, too. “I mean it, though. Thank you. The Nightmare Girls won’t let you down.” 
 
    Hephi nodded. “Tell me a bit about them before you go. Anything I should know?” 
 
    Eppy nodded at the question, also narrowing her brows, showing clear interest. It was at this moment that Petal noticed she was wearing only a pink bra and panties. It kind of felt like she should have noticed by now. Velvet was right. She was not very observant. She tried not to stare, but now that she noticed, she couldn’t stop. 
 
    “Uhh. Well, there’s Ember. She’s really nervous but outgoing at the same time. She’s our leader, but only because no one else was brave enough to step up. She’s not exactly happy in the role. Lunaticia is a hellcat. She’s really into sports. Velvet is really, really shy. Like, we had to dope her up to get her to do any public events. She squeaks and mumbles a lot. And Viperka is…uh…really religious.” 
 
    Hephi stared at her blankly for a minute, then nodded. “I’m not sure what I expected. Okay, thanks for…that much, at least. I suppose we’ll figure the rest out when we have the chance to actually meet.” 
 
    Blossom nodded her approval and rubbed her hands together. “Well, this was all so informative, and I love that for you, Hephi, I really do. However, I need to help her get home, so say bye, now, Petal.” 
 
    Petal waved shyly as Blossom took her by the hand and started leading her away. “Bye! Thank you again!” 
 
    “She’s dragging you into her bedroom, Petal,” Hephi groaned. 
 
    Once they were inside, Blossom locked the door behind them and gestured at the floor. “Let’s talk real business.” 
 
    Petal’s eyes widened. She hadn’t anticipated another layer to negotiations today. “Uh. Sure, of course!” 
 
    “First, I’ll need to see those titties,” Blossom said, gesturing at her chest.“ 
 
    “Oh! Okay!” Petal replied as she hastily removed her blouse. “If it’s for another plant girl, I don’t mind!” 
 
    A dewy tear appeared in the corner of Blossom’s eye as the flower sprite nodded and betrayed a hint of surprise at Petal’s obedience. “And, uh—would you mind if I bopped them around a bit?” Blossom proposed. “Just checking for boppability. It’s an important characteristic we look for when recruiting.” 
 
    Petal beamed at her and jiggled her tits. “Bop away, Blossom!” she cooed. 
 
    Blossom nodded as she reached out and gave Petal’s squishy bosom a gentle slap. Her eyes welled up as Petal’s boobs responded with a rubbery, fatty bounce, swaying to and fro as a result of Blossom’s strike. “Magnificent,” the flower sprite said, her voice gone hoarse. “Welcome to the family.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    A Rather Magical Birth 
 
   T he fateful day had arrived at last. The big one, the one that seemed to have taken way, way longer to arrive than anyone thought it would. “I—I think my water broke,” Pinky Peach said. “I think it’s happening.” 
 
    Words could not really describe how excited for this I was. I thought I was looking forward to it in the days leading up to this, but now? Now that it was actually happening? I couldn’t believe it. It’s like the whole world was changing. I was watching as the fabric of the universe reshaped itself around me. I was so full of love for all my lovers, but somehow my heart made ample room for whatever beauty was about to enter the world tonight. 
 
    But along with the excitement and the love came a healthy dose of nerves. There were few stages in my life, as human or dragon, that could rival the anxiety I was feeling now. There was joy, yes, but with that joy came an opposite emotion. Fear. What if something went wrong? What if the baby wasn’t healthy? What if Pinky Peach had complications in childbirth? 
 
    As long as they survived, though, it wouldn’t matter. Even if the child wasn’t healthy, I would turn over creation to make her so. I would do whatever I had to do to bless her with a long, happy, beautiful life. And I would never let her out of my reach, not even for one second. 
 
    And if Pinky Peach was hurt by the pregnancy, I would spend the rest of eternity pampering the mother of my child and giving her all the love she deserved. Just so long as she didn’t… 
 
    That was the thing that had me worried, if I was honest. It was an irrational fear, given that I had Quinny and months and months of preparation, appointments, prenatal supplements, and more. We did everything right. Pinky Peach would be fine. She’d be great, actually. We’d get through this like it was nothing. 
 
    Before I knew it, I was kneeling in the corner, holding Pinky Peach’s hands. Quinny was sitting on a stool at the end of the bed, parked between the Unicorn girl’s legs. Pinky was wearing a long, loose fitting dress with nothing underneath, and she had it hiked up to give Quinny full access. 
 
    The unicorn girl was panting hard, and I could feel her heart beating as I held her hand. “Are you alright?” I asked nervously. “How do you feel? Do you need anything?” 
 
    “I just need you here with me,” she said, smiling at me. 
 
    “But do you feel—” 
 
    “I'm fine, Brock. It’ll be okay,” she reassured me, making me proud at how calm she was. 
 
    I nodded. She was right. I was probably just stressing for no reason. “How’s she looking down there, Quinny?” 
 
    Quinny, who had her head between Pinky’s calves, looked up at me with a quizzical expression. “Like a vagina.” 
 
    I drew back slightly at the response, but the complete lack of emotion in her tone soothed me a little. If she wasn’t worried, then I wouldn’t be. 
 
    “Okay,” Quinny said, now focused on the birthing process and not drawing her eyes away. “Pinky, We are at the rainbow phase. It should be happening any moment now.” 
 
    “Okay,” I understand,“Pinky said, nodding with an almost violent series of head movements. 
 
    That had me confused. “Sorry. Dumb question. Rainbow phase? What’s that?” 
 
    Both women looked at me with disgust, and I knew I fucked up. “Didn’t you read the baby books?!” Pinky Peach said. 
 
    “Of course I did!” I said, but then I paused. “Wait. You said books. With an S. There was more than one?” 
 
    “Which one did you read?” Pinky asked with a sigh. Quinny left us to it and focused back on Pinky’s process. 
 
    “Half the Things to Expect When You’re Expecting a Half Elf Baby,” I muttered. “Is that not the one?” 
 
    “Brock, didn’t you read Birth of a Unicorn?!” Pinky growled. “Baby, how could you?!” 
 
    “I thought that was a fairytale book!” I said, defending myself. “I thought I was supposed to read that to the baby!” 
 
    “It’s not a fairy tale book! It’s an account of an Evercool unicorn’s birth! You didn’t even look inside the book!” she said, slinging accusations all willy nilly. 
 
    “I read the half-elf book!” I groaned, but I realized I didn’t have much room to defend myself here. 
 
    “But not the unicorn book! I’m a unicorn with an elf Splice Partner, not a half elf! That book was only supplemental reading, just in case!” 
 
    “Did you feel that, Pinky?” Quinny said, placing a hand on Pinky Peach’s belly. “We’re going to have to move in a second here.” 
 
    “Why do we need to move?!” I muttered, panicking.. “What’s going on?!” 
 
    Quinny’s brow furrowed as she looked at me. “In a moment, a rainbow is going to shine through that window over there,” she said, pointing to the window overlooking the garden. “When that happens, we need to move so that the end of the rainbow is right between Pinky Peach’s legs.” 
 
    That sounded insane, but I nodded my head, ready and willing to do what had to be done. “Got it,” I said. “After that?” 
 
    “One thing at a time. There! Look!” Quinny shouted, pointing. 
 
    Sure enough, a brilliant rainbow shone through the window, hitting the floor near the foot of the bed. I shot up onto my feet. “I’ve got it,” I said. 
 
    “You can’t move the bed, it’s bolted to the floor!” Pinky told me, looking at me like I was crazy. 
 
    “I promise you that doesn’t matter,” I muttered. “The mother of my child is not giving birth on the goddamn floor.” 
 
    Quinny had the good sense to stand when I got up and moved to the foot of the bed. With a loud series of clangs and crunches, I uprooted the bed from the floor and dragged it so that the brilliant rainbow coming through the window was perfectly between Pinky Peach’s creamy thighs. I set the bed down as gently as I could. The legs had clearly broken unevenly, so it was at a slight angle, but it was better than the alternative. 
 
    Pinky let out a big, audible breath, grateful we passed one ordeal easily. “Thank you, baby.” 
 
    “I’ll buy you a new bed tomorrow, I promise,” I said. “Tonight you’ll sleep in my room.” 
 
    She nodded, her eyes wide. “I feel something moving down there,” Pinky said, her voice shaky. “It—it hurts!” 
 
    “It should hurt,” Quinny told her. “Brock! Get over to the window! Now!” 
 
    “Why?!” I shouted back, unable to help myself. “I want to be next to her when—” 
 
    “Brock, it’s the shooting star phase! You need to make a wish on a shooting star or the baby won’t be born with silver blood!” 
 
    “Why does it fucking need silver blood?!” 
 
    “Because it might fucking die if it—” 
 
    I didn’t even bother to listen to the end of that sentence. I moved over to the window, abusing my fast-as-light travel powers to do so, and searched the dome for a shooting star. “I don’t see shit!” I said. “The dome is opaque!” 
 
    “That’s okay,” Pinky told me, groaning in pain. “Shit shit shit! This hurts so much!” 
 
    “Why is it okay?” I asked, fighting my instinct to go to her. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “You don’t actually need to see it. We’ll tell you when it’s appearing,” Quinny said. “I’ll see her contract, and that’ll be our cue.” 
 
    I nodded. “Okay, I’m waiting.” 
 
    There was a pause where the only thing I could hear was Pinky Peach’s whimpers. I wondered if I made the right call in keeping Mamba out of this. Satina would have been a good midwife’s assistant as well. Pinky insisted she wanted it to be just us and Quinny, so I acquiesced, but my gut told me that Mamba and Satina should be here too. Mamba could use her psychic powers to check on the baby’s emotional state, and Satina could offer her expertise in all things babies to keep us both sane and confident. Quinny, great as she was, was focused on the job and nothing else. 
 
    “Brock?” Pinky Peach said, her voice weak and shaky. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too,” I said. “You’re doing great.” 
 
    “Don’t look back here. Stay focused on the window, Brock,” Quinny reminded me as I started to turn my head. “We’re almost there. And…now! Make a wish, Brock!” 
 
    I did what any new father would do. I wished that all my children would be healthy, and all their mothers, as well. I didn’t know if that counted as one or two wishes, but I mentally spat it out in one cohesive thought so I hoped it counted. Either way, I did my part. “Can I look now?” 
 
    “Brock, in my bag on the floor, there is a small harp,” Quinny said. “Unicorn live births tend to go smoother from here if there is a bard of some kind playing the harp.” 
 
    “Say no more,” I grunted, rifling through Quinny’s bag. I found the harp immediately since it was by far the largest damn thing in the bag, and I started strumming on it. “Do I need to sing or something? I actually learned a song on Satina’s harp.” 
 
    “Just strum the damn thing, Brock!” Quinny yelled. “Strum like your girlfriend and daughter’s lives depend on it!” 
 
    I strummed that thing like a bitch. I strummed it like I was being paid in gold coins by the busload. And at last, after an agonizing hour of nonstop strumming and occasional bed position adjustment to stay aligned with the fickle rainbow, my strumming bore fruit. 
 
    “Ohhh shit! This hurts so bad!” Pinky gasped, taking huge breaths. 
 
    “Small breaths, Pinky, form your mouth into a ring,” Quinny reminded her. “Little rapid breaths. And think of something that makes you happy, something that anchors you.” 
 
    “Brock’s creampie, Brock’s creampie, Brock’s creampie—” 
 
    “You can think it in your head,” Quinny grumbled, her brow wrinkling as she listened to Pinky’s lewd mantra. 
 
    “Can he come over here yet?” Pinky asked, her hand reaching for me. 
 
    “We’re almost there,” Quinny agreed with a sigh. “You can put the harp down and join Pinky Peach on the bed again, Brock.” 
 
    I chucked the harp onto the floor and sat beside Pinky, grabbing her hand. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Like there is a creature with hooves, wings, and a scaly tail crawling slowly but surely out of my vagina. Hooo it hurts, baby!” 
 
    “I know it does,” I said, kissing her hands. “I would bear this pain for you if I could.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, you can’t, so I’m stuck doing IIIIIT,” she said, shouting the last word as she grunted and pushed. “This sucks ass!” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have creampied you. I should have worn more condoms and—” Pinky Peach shoved her hand over my face, a pained look on her lips. “What are you saying?” she whispered. Her pretty face was a mask of disgust and betrayal. “You don’t mean that, baby. You don’t fucking mean that!” 
 
    “I just mean—” 
 
    “I’d give birth a thousand times for a single load to be spent in my womb!” she shouted. “No wasted seed, Brock! This pain—it’s nothing! It’s NOTHING!” 
 
    I looked at Quinny for guidance. “Is this some kind of hormonal side effect?” 
 
    “From what I gather, your girlfriend really just loves to get it done inside her,” she explained with a roll of her shoulders. “Oh! We’re close now! I can see the head!” 
 
    The rest of the process was messy and painful, but it was over fast, and looking back on it, the whole thing seemed to happen in a blur. Before I knew it, I was sitting on the bed with Pinky, who was holding our baby in her arms against her chest. To our relief, the baby was a perfectly healthy dragon-unicorn hybrid with humanoid features. “What do we want to call her?” I asked as I grinned stupidly. 
 
    “How about we name her after your sister?” Pinky suggested. “Moonsong Melody.” 
 
    The child was as pale and milky white as Pinky Peach, save for bits of pink dragon scales. She had pink hair like her mother, a pink horn like her mother, pink eyes like her mother—looking at the little girl, the main feature she inherited from me was the wings. Also the tail, but even that ended with a unicorn-like brushy tip. 
 
    “Moonsong Melody,” I said, nodding. “Sounds good.” I bent down to kiss Pinky Peach and the baby each on the forehead. “She’s perfect.” 
 
    “Indeed she is,” Quinny said, standing up in a businesslike posture that demanded our attention. I arched my brow as I looked at her. “But I’m afraid I am not.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked, puzzled. 
 
    Quinny produced her ritual dagger from a holster on her hip, hidden under her dress, flashing a bit of stocking to retrieve it. “I failed to make sure Brock understood to read the correct baby book. For that, Pinky Peach, please permit me to make a blood sacrifice in the name of the Spider Goddess. Doing so will—” 
 
    “Get the hell out,” Pinky sighed, pointing at the door. 
 
    I laughed a little, though. “And while you’re out there, let the others know they can come in one at a time.” 
 
    Quinny nodded. “Very well, I shall make a blood offering and—” 
 
    “If you’re going to do that, have Eppy help you,” Pinky suggested with a thoughtful tone as she rocked our baby in her arms. “She’ll be able to do it cleanly enough that you don’t ruin our carpets, and it’ll improve her mood for days. Win win.” 
 
    Quinny ran out the door in a visible fit of excitement, kicking up her feet hilariously as she fled. 
 
    I smirked at Pinky Peach. “Ran out of patience, huh?” 
 
    “I’ve got to reserve my patience for the two of you from now on,” she giggled, nodding at me and Moonsong Melody. 
 
    “Oh, good thinking,” I chuckled as I stroked the baby’s cheek. “We’re going to get in so much trouble together.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    An Unexpected Visit 
 
   M oony was everything I dreamed she’d be and more. She was about the cutest baby you could possibly imagine, and by day three she was crawling and had a full head of hair. The hair had actually deviated from Pinky’s color quickly as it grew in, becoming more like a pastel rainbow. All I wanted to do was show her the city and take her outside the house, but Nurse Quinny urged us to give her a few days of rest at home so that she could learn where her home was and get acclimated to the sleep and nap schedule we wanted for her. 
 
    So, the first challenge there came with the realization that, actually, Moony didn’t need to sleep. That was not something any of us considered. Even I had developed enough of a sleeping and resting habit at this point that I forgot that was a thing for Solar Dragons. Our energy was formed in something like a fusion reactor inside our hearts. It never occurred to me that our children would have the same thing going on. 
 
    “This complicates things,” Pinky sighed, bags formed under her eyes as Moony crawled all over her, her hoof somehow ending up slamming into Pinky’s cheek. “Ouch, honey.” 
 
    I took the child away from her. “Maybe we need to suspend the Brock Point System until we get a nanny who can stay up with her all night. Until then, it’ll have to be me.” 
 
    “She’s going to bond with you so much! It’ll be just you and her all night long, and she won’t even realize I’m her mother!” 
 
    “You look pretty silly saying that while she’s trying to fish your boob out of your shirt, there, Pinky,” Mamba said, chuckling. 
 
    Pinky frowned but bobbed her knee and hugged Moony closely. “I guess it is feeding time. Here you go, sweety.” Pinky started nursing Moony, and I took a look around the room. There was a sea of tense faces leveled on me. 
 
    “Cancel the Brock Point System?” Blossom asked, gulping. “Do we really need to go that far? I need Brock to water my flower pretty fuggin’ often if you catch my meaning.” 
 
    “Well, we’re not doing you-know-what in front of my baby daughter,” I said, frowning. “And we’re not leaving her unattended. As it stands, I’m the only one who can stay up twenty-four hours.” 
 
    Hephi cleared her throat. “Listen, Brock. As you are well aware, I’m all for law and order in the home, but disbanding access to—well, let’s just say the BPS…it’ll have negative consequences the likes of which you’ve never considered let alone seen.” 
 
    “Harem wars!” Spinella gasped. “Restlessness! Backed up girly-cummies!” 
 
    Pinky covered Moony’s ears as she suckled. “No one say ‘cummies’ in front of the baby. Fuck.” 
 
    “No one say that in front of the baby either,” I frowned. “Hephi, if you don’t want coital deferral, find me a trustworthy nanny.” 
 
    “On the double,” Satina added, clapping her hands. “Hell, let me spearhead the search. My baby’s coming in a month or so, too, and you can bet I want to make sure that’s taken care of in advance.” 
 
    I groaned and sank into my chair. “I thought we could handle one baby, but she’s too active and going to grow fast, I can tell.” 
 
    “And Pinky’s at a key point in her career,” Hephi added, adjusting her glasses. “She needs to be able to dedicate at least six hours a day to her streams and then be able to answer calls in the evening. Plus all the extra meetings and training sessions as they prepare her to be President—” 
 
    “Oh my gods! I’m the President of Flinch! I totally forgot!” Pinky gasped as she rocked Moony. 
 
    “You aren’t technically president yet,” Hephi reminded her as she adjusted her glasses on the bridge of her cute nose. “But soon. So we need to be flexible, and the baby stuff has to be dealt with fast.” 
 
    “So deal with it,” I said. “Or let me deal with it.” 
 
    “Make sure the nanny has big boobs and we’re fine,” Blossom chimed in with her own opinion. “Scientific studies show that women with large breasts are more trustworthy.” 
 
    Tahini cackled. “I guess that’s why no one trusts you, Blossom.” 
 
    The flower sprite gasped. “How actually dare you! At least my room is full of pots and not open bags of chips and computer parts!” 
 
    Tahini winced at the perceived insult. “Hey now. No need to get nasty.” 
 
    Blossom winked at me. “Unless…” 
 
    I shook my head. “No one’s getting nasty until we get a nanny.” 
 
    “Well, how about Quinny?” Pinky suggested as Moony suckled in her arms. “I like her, and she needs to be here for regular check-ups anyway.” 
 
    Mamba looked at Pinky in confusion. “How is it that you figure a nurse is the same thing as a nanny?” 
 
    Pinky shrugged. “I’m just offering up ideas.” 
 
    “Hephi, let’s put an offer in for that house across the street. Satina, call an agency and have them send their three best nanny candidates. They will need to be discreet and willing to sign NDAs since our babies are all going to be…” 
 
    “Dragons,” Pinky said. She clucked her tongue and looked at me, her pink eyes somehow stormy. “And the babies of famous people. But what’s the point?” 
 
    I leaned back in surprise. “What do you mean, ‘what’s the point?’” I asked. 
 
    Pinky looked around to see if anyone else was already on the same wavelength as her, but everyone was just looking at her expectantly, waiting for her to explain. “I mean, why be discreet? We can’t hide the babies from the whole world, and everyone knows who you and Tahini are anyway. Why not just live our lives like normal people and have your security golems keep them safe? We’ll lock our houses down with more security, and yeah, the paparazzi will be even worse than they currently are, but this is all going to happen eventually anyway.” 
 
    It got so quiet you could hear Blossom flick Satina’s sideboob. The ladies all exchanged looks as we considered the question. 
 
    “Raise your hand if you agree with what Pinky is saying,” I said. 
 
    Everyone in the room raised their hand, including me. 
 
    I laughed. “I was thinking there might be more of a debate than that, but I’m glad we’re all on the same page.” 
 
    Eppy chimed in, pulling Spinella into her lap. “Well, darling, it’s just that if we’re fully transparent about everything, we’re more of a target. But the question is: to who?” 
 
    “To who indeed,” Hephi said, nodding. “I agree that it makes sense to be cautious. The babies are obvious, vulnerable targets to anyone seeking some kind of revenge, but the Void Cartel is all but annihilated. Anyone who’s left would be more inclined to remain in the shadows, I think, than tempt your wrath for no reason. Even new villains clamoring to make a name for themselves would be stupid to make a personal enemy out of Solaris. As for Void Cartel survivors, we’re talking goons and grunts at best, not those who could reasonably expect to get away with blackmailing a Solar Dragon at full power.” 
 
    “I say we make a statement and play it by ear,” I offered. “But we also need to consider how this reflects on Tahini’s family.” 
 
    Tahini cocked her head. “How do you mean? Reflect in what way?” 
 
    “Your father and I have been linked together in the news before as Brock and as Solaris. Have people been questioning him because of that? Like, how much he’s known and for how long, that kind of thing?” 
 
    Tahini sighed. “If he got any heat from the public, he never told me. The public will forget about any drama the second they get a good look at our kittens,” Tahini giggled. “Don’t worry about my dad. I’m sure he can handle himself, big fella.” 
 
    I nodded as she said that, and it did put me at ease to some extent. “Alright then,” I said. “That settles it. We double down on being out in the open. Hephi, organize an announcement with Pinky about the birth of our daughter. Might as well embrace the decision.” 
 
    She smiled at me. “Got it, Brock. You can count on me.” 
 
    “I know I can. Satina, you and I will start interviewing nannies, like, today if possible.” 
 
    She made the okay sign at me and winked. 
 
    I looked at Mamba. “Maybe have your magic dice thing ready to go in case the interview looks like it’s going badly? You’re strong enough to handle it now, right?” 
 
    She nodded. “It’ll probably get me noticed, but yeah. The police psychics are finally adapting to us.” 
 
    “Interesting. Just one more thing that could expose us if we sit on our hands,” I pointed out. “Sounds like the decision is practically made for us. Now, Pinky?” 
 
    “Yeah?” she asked with a saccharine tone as Moony finished nursing. 
 
    “Can I hold my daughter for a little bit?” 
 
    Pinky grinned at me. “You can hold me while I hold our daughter.” 
 
    I chuckled. “That’ll do.” 
 
    “Maternal privileges are much better than I imagined,” Eppy said. “She’s pulling these shenanigans in broad daylight and no one is complaining. It makes my knife hand twitchy.” 
 
    “You’re all talk, no action,” Pinky said as she sat in my lap and brought Moony’s cheek to my face so I could kiss it. 
 
    “Muah!” I said as I pecked my daughter on the cheek, making her giggle. “Who’s Daddy’s little girl? Who is she?” 
 
    “Me!” Moony said, and I almost shit my pants in surprise. 
 
    Blossom giggled. “It almost sounded like she spoke for a second. 
 
    Pinky and I looked at each other in shock. “Did she?” 
 
    Pinky shook her head. “I don’t know. I can’t remember what it was like to be a baby unicorn.” 
 
    “I bet it was cute,” Mamba commented. 
 
    “Moony, sweety,” I said slowly, “can you understand me?” 
 
    She nodded her head. 
 
    Blossom groaned. “Shit, now I’m the dumbest one in the house again,” she complained as she crossed her arms. “This fuggin’ sucks.” 
 
    “That’s okay, Blossom,” Satina comforted her, patting her hand on the shoulder. “Soon your seeds will sprout and you’ll have four little Blossoms to take that spot.” 
 
    Mamba’s brows knitted in confusion as she looked at Satina’s oddly compassionate expression. “That sounded really condescending, but you’re acting sweet.” 
 
    “I can be both at the same time,” Satina replied, shrugging as Blossom’s face contorted, no doubt trying to decide if she was grateful for or offended by the satyress’s observation. 
 
    I kissed Moony on the head and slapped Pinky’s butt to motion for her to stand, which she did. “Well, I think it’s time for me to take my daughter out into the garden to play.” 
 
    “Oh! She tries to eat dirt sometimes, so keep her away from it,” Pinky said as I headed toward the door. 
 
    I turned back to smirk at her and cock my head in bemusement. “Keep her away from dirt? On the ground in the garden?” 
 
    “I didn’t say it’d be easy,” the unicorn girl said, smiling. “Have fu—” She froze mid-sentence, and as I looked around, I realized everyone else had frozen as well. Not, like, ice—well, it should be obvious by now what this meant whenever it happened. I closed my eyes and groaned, letting out a sigh of protest.  
 
    “When I open my peepers, an annoyingly hot half-vampire sorceress better not be standing in front of me.” 
 
    I opened my eyes, and sure enough, Styria was there, beaming at me with her arms crossed. “Ahh shit,” she said. “Guess I fucked that up.” 
 
    I set my frozen baby back on the chair I just got up from and frowned. It felt weird seeing my girls all still like this, but it felt even worse seeing my daughter utterly lifeless. She seemed more vulnerable to me. “Now isn’t a good time,” I said. 
 
    “You’re a dad now, so there won’t be any good times for a while, bud,” she chuckled. “Now, I—” 
 
    “Holy fucking shit, is that my niece?!” Melody appeared in a puff of blue smoke, standing right next to Styria, but crouched and facing the baby. “Oh my God! She’s so cute! She’s like a My Little Pony, but humanized! And—and with dragon shit here and there…” 
 
    “Nice to see you, sis,” I grunted. “I didn’t expect to have you here with Styria at the same time.” 
 
    She turned around and smirked at me, then cast a cocky look at Styria, more like a meddling big sister to her than a woman old enough to be her mother. In fact, for all intents and purposes they looked the same age. “She was going to try and fuck you, so I’m here to stonewall that shit.” 
 
    “Such a fucking bitch. I fucking hate you, Aunt Melody,” Styria growled, balling her hands into fists that glowed with floating red shapes in the form of tiny bats. “Get lost.” 
 
    “And let you have your way with my flesh and blood while he’s trying to be Dad of the Year? Fuck no. Besides, you were sent here for a very specific purpose, and it wasn’t breeding my big bro.” 
 
    Styria looked down at the ground and swallowed her anger. I could tell she respected my sister, even if she didn’t like her. “Fine. Yes, Brock. I’ve come to take you to the Precipice. You’re going to meet the Navigator.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, I’m not. I’m going to stay right here with my family. My girlfriend just gave birth and we haven’t even found a nanny yet.” 
 
    “Sounds like a personal problem,” Styria said coldly. “I’m in a really bad mood now, so forgive me if I’m not the picture of empathy—but no. We need you now. If we’re even a minute late for the appointment, the window will have passed, and there’ll be no hope.” 
 
    I stared at her hard, then looked at my daughter. “How much time will have passed when I come back? Can I tell them what’s going on?” 
 
    “It’ll be a matter of seconds,” Melody said. “Just long enough for them to get startled when you suddenly vanish, but then you’ll be back.” 
 
    I frowned. “So, can I tell them or not?” 
 
    “I’m not unpausing the universe so you can get kissy with other chicks,” Styria said, crossing her arms. “Leave a fucking note on the door. By the time they read it you’ll be back anyway.” 
 
    I sighed and nodded. “Fine,” I said. “Okay. I’ll go. On one condition.” 
 
    “Name it,” Melody said, grinning her ghostly, girly grin. 
 
    I looked at her and smiled. “Can you help me find a good nanny, sis?” 
 
    To my surprise Melody grinned back at me. “Bro, please, I will be your fucking nanny.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    Saving Uther 
 
   W e stood on the Precipice, a secret platform hidden somewhere beneath, inside, above, or around Meteoropolis, along one of its edges. It was a wide-open space, dominated by a kaiju-sized white fox with a mad rictus on its face and blanked out white eyes. It stared into nothingness—or rather, into an image of an abyss that I couldn’t interpret. 
 
    “That’s the Navigator,” Styria said, surreptitiously grabbing my ass. “I never knew him, but he used to be someone very important to my father.” 
 
    “He was his familiar,” Melody said. “His name was Uther. What you’re looking at now is just his body. His soul has been expelled to the astral plane.” 
 
    I nodded. “It seems kind of cold to have his meat suit blindly powering the movement of your pet city,” I noted as I stared at the disturbing sight. 
 
    Styria sighed. “We didn’t originally build it as a city. In fact, Meteoropolis isn’t even that old, you know. Uther’s been piloting this rock for over a million years. The city kind of evolved around him as a pet project of my half-sister’s.” 
 
    “But why put him here in the first place?” I asked, not quite understanding the purpose of it all. 
 
    “Because we thought his body could find his soul if we gave him some way to move through space. He’s been traveling for a long time now, and he’s never revisited a single location the whole time. But that changed.” 
 
    “He found it,” Melody whispered with an excited squeak. “Bro, we’re close. And that’s where we need you to come in.” 
 
    “Right, right, I got that much,” I said, cracking my knuckles. I did some stretches—toe touches, shoulder rolls, et cetera, just to be as insufferable as possible. Styria, however, took the opportunity to stare at my butt as I bent over, so that whole operation backfired. 
 
    “Mama like.” 
 
    “Don’t ogle my brother. That’s so gross,” Melody said, groaning and floating in front of the goth hottie in the red dress. 
 
    “You’re just mad because I’m going to bone your brother so hard. Should I moan your sister’s name when you fuck me, Brock?” 
 
    I shook my head as I finished my stretch routine by cracking my knuckles. “Jesus, no. Last thing I need is my brat sister popping in my head while I’m three pumps from Gravy Town.” 
 
    The two of them froze, and for a second I thought it was Styria’s magic until I realized my vulgarity had just stunned them into silence. 
 
    “I apologize for that,” I said. “That was indecent of me, and I am in the wrong here.” 
 
    Melody made a sour face and turned away. “Ugh. Now I’m thinking about my brother banging my sister-wife’s daughter. Cursed as fuck.” 
 
    “Let’s change the subject. Look!” Styria shouted, pointing at the spot where Uther was staring. “We’ve slowed down. That’s gotta be our cue.” 
 
    I took a moment to recap what I knew about what I was about to walk into. Ah, yes. Nothing. I knew absolutely nothing about it. 
 
    “What exactly am I going to find when I get in there?” I dared to ask. 
 
    “If we knew, we’d have told you by now. All we know is we need you to make contact with his soul. Just—talk a lot and you should eventually find it,” Melody said. “Sorry we’re sending you in a bit blind, but the good news is it’s dead easy to zap you in and pull out.” 
 
    “If only pulling out was always so easy, am I right?” I said, elbowing Styria. 
 
    She made a slightly irritated face, but it quickly broke into a cute smile. “Fuck, I think I’m actually crushing on you.” 
 
    “No!” Melody hissed. “A few humps and one cum dump is all you get! I don’t need you corrupting my big brother!” 
 
    “God forbid she taint my purity,” I said, performing the sign of the cross. “Alright, Marshmallow. Beam me down.” 
 
    Melody’s lip pulled back in a snarl and she pointed a finger at me. “Close your eyes, big bro.” 
 
    I did as she said. “This isn’t some Old Yeller shit, is it? You’re not about to put me out of my misery, right?” I chuckled at my own joke while doing that cheesy dance Jean Claude Van Damme did in Kickboxer. As long as Styria was eating up my antics, I could work in a bit more showing off while I had her with me. I didn’t hear their reactions, though. “Sis? Mel-Mel? Melancholy? Melodrama?” I opened my eyes. “...Oh.” 
 
    I was floating in space, but it wasn’t outer space per se—it was different, like a hidden world between worlds. It was as though I just put some X-Ray Glasses on, and I was seeing the real space, for lack of a better way to put it. 
 
    I could see thousands of tiny streams of light in every color imaginable, and some colors unimaginable, stretching from one distant star to the other. No, make that millions. And aside from all that visual noise, there were schools of creatures like space octopuses and other odd animals just kinda… chuggin’ along on those various roads. They were cute in a way—but mostly just alien and weird. 
 
    I willed myself forward, and, wouldn’t ya know it, it worked. I floated along with a little squid-goblin with a baby’s face and spider mandibles coming out of its mouth. Once I accepted that that image would forever haunt my subconscious until the heat death of the universe, I ripped my gaze away from it and started searching. 
 
    Moving was probably not what I needed to do, so I slowed my pace and made sure not to progress down any one road or pathway too far. I looked down at my body and found that I had taken the shape of a dragon—no big surprise there. What was moderately interesting was that I didn’t seem any bigger than any other thing in this place. It was as though everything in the Astral Plane was equal. 
 
    “Hello?!” I shouted, but got no reaction. It wasn’t even clear that anyone heard me. Come to think of it, I don’t think I made a single sound. A new approach was needed. 
 
    I looked inside myself and thought of Mamba. I was a creature of immense psychic power—power that I never could harness, but maybe out here, that was the way to communicate. I tried again, this time speaking not with my mouth—which I currently didn’t have anyway—but with my mind. 
 
    “Hello,” I said again, more calmly, more confident, putting my mind at work to broadcast the message. I felt my Astral body vibrate and thrum as I sent that sentiment out into the universe. This time, I got some reactions. 
 
    “Hello!” “Hello! “Hello! “Hello!” Lots of little greetings in voices deep and high, airy and resonant—all types. They acknowledged me, so that was a good start. 
 
    “I’m looking for someone,” I said. “Someone who has been lost for a very long time.” 
 
    Several Astral creatures crowded around me, forming almost a sphere of containment as they looked at me. “Hello!” one said. “I’m lost! We’re all lost! Are you looking for us?” 
 
    Admittedly, I didn’t know. “I’m looking for one that used to be called Uther a long, long time ago. Do any of you know him?” 
 
    “I can be your Uther! Take me with you!” 
 
    “Me too, I can be Uther!” 
 
    They started swarming me, and it wasn’t exactly comfortable. I became aware very quickly that my powers were useless here as I reached for them to try and raise my defenses and zap myself out of there. The effort netted zero results. “You’re smothering me,” I told them. “I’m looking for someone specific. I’m sorry! If you aren’t Uther—” 
 
    “I can be Uther!” one said. “We’re lost out here! There hasn't been a new Eldritch Magus in a long time, Mister Solar Dragon! If you know a wizard in need of a familiar, take me with you!” 
 
    “Take me, too!” 
 
    I growled in frustration as I tried to push back. “You don’t understand—I’m looking for—” 
 
    “Uther,” a deep voice bellowed, and with it, all the other Astral beings dispersed as though in fear. I moved toward the voice instinctively, sensing that this was what I’d come for. 
 
    “Uther?” I asked. “Does the name Liam Elloway mean anything to you?” 
 
    There was a pregnant pause as the golden wisp in front of me seemed to swell a bit at the sound of the name. “Elloway. Liam. Uther. Names I haven’t heard in the longest time.” 
 
    I had to be sure, so I kept pressing. “Please, can you confirm for me if you are who I’m searching for? Are you Uther, the familiar of The Elloway?” 
 
    “The Elloway,” he laughed in his booming tone. It seemed to shake the very walls of reality. “Is that the title he’s going by now? How pretentious. It’s just like him. Yes, I am he. I am the one you’re searching for.” 
 
    I reached out with my Astral body and grasped for him, and he accepted. Our energies tingled together. “Take me back, Melody,” I said, emitting the thought for her to hear. “I found him.” 
 
    When I opened my eyes again I was back in front of Styria and Melody, doing the Kickboxer dance like nothing had happened. Styria’s eyes bulged. “Holy shit, that was quick!” 
 
    “Yeah, it was even easier than I thought,” I admitted. “It took, like, five minutes tops. When you told me about it the first time I thought it’d be a fucking journey or something, but nope. Easy peasy.” I made the okay sign and winked at her, then turned my attention to the big white fox. 
 
    We all felt it. The city ground to a halt. The gargantuan fox let out a mighty roar, then, with a little poof, turned into a version of itself small enough to fit in a handbag. It leapt into Melody’s arms but spoke in the same deep voice I’d just encountered. “Melody,” it sighed. “It’s good to see you after so long.” 
 
    Melody was straight up sobbing. “Uther, baby. It’s time to take you home to Liam. You missed a lot.” 
 
    “I’m sure I did.” 
 
    Melody waved goodbye to me. “I’ll see you very soon, big bro, mmkay?” 
 
    I nodded, and with that she and the fox were gone, leaving only Styria and me. 
 
    She instantly threw her arms around me. “Alone at last,” she purred. 
 
    I frowned. “Can we wait until Melody comes back and starts doing daycare? I really need to get home because I think the universe is unpaused and my girls are going to be panicking about now. 
 
    As if to make a prophet out of me, my phone started blowing up with texts. 
 
      
 
    > Where the fuck did you go?! You disappeared mid-stride and haven’t come back in five minutes? Are you mad at us? 
 
      
 
    That was from Pinky Peach. I showed Styria the message and she pouted at me. “Fine,” she sighed. “But as soon as Melody has taken on her new role, I’m tucking you away in a pocket dimension for a few hours and getting my money’s worth.” 
 
    I nodded solemnly. “I remember. We’re gonna make a world baby.” 
 
     She kissed me on the lips and cutely lifted up one foot as she did it. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    Dreams and Nightmares 
 
   I  reappeared in front of my girls, who were all abuzz with panic but still mostly standing in the living room where I left them. I felt my phone pulsing with constant vibrations, and they all looked up from their own mobile devices at my arrival. 
 
    “Where the fuck did you go?!” Mamba was the first to ask. 
 
    I held up my hands, begging for peace before accusations started flying around all willy-nilly. “The Founders needed a quick favor, that’s all.” 
 
    Satina was the only one still staring at her phone. “Guys. The news says the city stopped moving.” 
 
    I raised my hand. “Yeah, I think I did that.” 
 
    Pinky Peach’s eyes bulged. “Mind explaining?” 
 
    I got them up to speed on what happened as quickly as I could, all except for Blossom, who had grown bored with the conversation pretty fast and started booting up the bootleg version of Titty Patrol Mobile on her phone. 
 
    Hephi was the first to offer her take of the unfolding events. “Well. I think we’ve got a bit of a situation then.” 
 
    I cocked my brow at her. “In what way, exactly?” 
 
    “If the city isn’t moving, we’re stuck in the star system Meteoropolis just started passing through. We’re at a safe distance now, but if the Navigator isn’t driving the city’s meteor anymore, we’ll fall into that system’s orbit—” 
 
    “Meaning you’re going to be permanently changed by whatever effect it has on you,” Eppy added. “Let’s hope it’s a good one.” 
 
    “Oh god, please no emo rage star again,” Tahini groaned, cringing at the thought. “Though that did result in a pretty intense first time fuckaround, in retrospect.” 
 
    My mouth hung open in shock at the news. “I haven’t been paying attention to our trajectory. We’re falling into the orbit of a new solar system?” 
 
    “Well, the solar system is old, technically, but it’s new to us,” Satina said with a giggle. “Relax, we’ll figure it out. If the effects are terrible then we’ll pull some strings and have the city moved outside its orbit. You’re kind of a big deal. The founders will listen since, you know, you just did a favor for them.” 
 
    “I hope you’re right,” I said. “Damn, this does complicate things.” 
 
    Hephi adjusted her glasses and looked at her tablet. “According to the lore I have on Solar Dragons, it’s probably a good thing. It may solve the Brock Point System on its own.” 
 
    “Oh?” Pinky said, arching her back to turn toward the elf. “In what way?” 
 
    “According to my sources, this type of nebula is supposed to greatly enhance solar dragon libidos.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and shook my head. “Mother of God.” 
 
    “We’re gonna need a bigger harem,” Pinky said, gulping. 
 
    “About that,” Hephi went on, “Brock, you were going to take me to visit the Nightmare Girls tomorrow, right?” 
 
    I nodded, suddenly nervous at the idea. “Oh no. They’re hot.” 
 
    “I’ll keep you under control,” she assured me, waving her pen dismissively. “I just wanted to confirm. Blossom, you had a more detailed talk with their xenodryad. Do you think she’d be an asset for our Streamer House brand?” 
 
    Blossom looked up from Titty Patrol and set her phone down on the arm of the sofa, face down, without bothering to pause the game. Lewd moans and wet sounds could still be heard from the phone’s speaker. “She is the best person I’ve ever met,” Blossom said. 
 
    Spinella narrowed all eight of her eyes. “She let you bop her boobs, right?” 
 
    Blossom nodded, and by the looks of things, she was on the verge of getting emotional. “Yes, she did. She let me play with her boobs, and I let her play with my ass. It was magical: a beautiful exchange.” 
 
    “Other than that, though—” Satina started to say, but Blossom quickly cut her off. 
 
    “I’m not interested in taking this conversation any further until I have your solemn vow that she’s moving in with us.” 
 
    “Well, I think the rest of the Nightmare Girls are a package deal if we go that route,” Mamba said. “We can’t afford to take this lightly.” 
 
    Blossom’s face screwed up in confusion or offense or something. “Who the fugg are the Nightmare Girls?” 
 
    I chuckled at that and shook my head, bending over to kiss Moony on the forehead. I nodded at Mamba. “Screw it. Let’s you and me head there right now. We’ll take my car.” 
 
    “Are you sure that’s necessary?” Hephi asked. “The whole city knows you’re Solaris. I might as well ride your back in dragon form. It’s faster.” 
 
    I shook my head and started for the door. “I don’t want people to see me abusing my powers like—” while I casually strode to the door, Blossom had gotten up to rush and meet me there. “What’s up, Blossom?” 
 
    Blossom smiled at me with an adorably clueless look on her face. “Huh? If you’re leaving, I just want a kiss. I saw you kiss the unicorn baby, so I thought it was kissing time.” 
 
    Mamba stood up and took up a spot behind Blossom. “She makes a good point, Brock Star. Just because you have a baby now doesn’t mean the rest of us need fewer displays of affection.” 
 
    The girls all grumbled in agreement and formed a single file line behind Blossom, one at a time, I made out with them all for a few seconds and moved on to the next. Far be it from me to complain about these things. 
 
    When I got to the last girl, though, I was puzzled to see Hephi standing there, looking a little bashful. “Hephi? I’m not leaving you, you’re coming with me, remember?” 
 
    “Doesn’t mean I don’t want a kiss, though,” she said, her voice high and meek. 
 
    I gave her what she was after, then slapped her ass lightly as we headed out the door—but a sudden realization hit me, and I whipped around at the last second, just as the girls were getting settled back into their seats in the living room. “Oh, wait!” I shouted. “My sister is going to be our nanny! So no worries about all that.” 
 
    “Huh?!” 
 
    *** 
 
    “Welcome to Lovcraft Coffee—Oh fuck he’s back!” That was Lunaticia, looking cute behind the cash register as Hephi and I walked into the quaint and well-decorated cafe. “Places, everyone, places!” 
 
    Ember Black was the second one I noticed, and she began grinding fresh beans like it was her one mission in life. Meanwhile, the xenodryad, Petal, which Blossom had…befriended was wiping down the counter. There were two more faces, which I recognized, but it took me a minute to put names to them. 
 
    “Viperka, right?” I said, pointing at the four-armed naga who was polishing mugs in the corner. She was chewing bubble gum or something of that sort while paging through an instruction guide to one of their machines, and she looked up at me with way less interest than the others. 
 
    “Yep. Welcome or whatever.” She quickly said, then refocused her attention on whatever task she was fixed on. 
 
    “Don’t mind her!” Ember Black said quickly. “She’s j-j-just n-n-nervous, that’s all!” 
 
    “You’re the only nervous one,” the naga said. She had long, black hair that went down to her ass, and green skin that seamlessly blended into green scales in her bottom half, lamia-like, reminding me of Opal. “I don’t see why we need to bend over backwards to impress him.” 
 
    I smiled through her gruff tone, but I had to agree. “She’s really right, we’re not trying to lord over you or anything. We’re all friends here.” Standing by the bathroom door, nervously watching me over her shoulder, was the last girl on the Dream Girls team. “You’re Velvet, right?” 
 
    “Oh no, I have to go!” she whimpered, her voice so tiny that I almost strained to hear it. She ran into the women’s bathroom and the door locked behind her. 
 
    Startled, I exchanged looks with Hephi, who just shrugged. 
 
    “She’s got an overactive bladder,” Lunaticia explained. “It sucks that I have to tell you that in the first ten seconds of meeting her, but I feel compelled to given what just happened.” 
 
    I quickly changed the subject, gesturing at Hephi. “You all know my assistant. Hephi, these are the Nightmare Girls. Let me see if I can get it all straight—Ember Black is a pegasus girl with some elf in her bloodline, Lunaticia is a hellcat from Horcross City, Petal is a xenodryad, sort of an alien cousin to flower sprites, Viperka is a naga, obviously, and Velvet—” I gestured at the deer girl as she emerged from the bathroom, “She’s a deer girl.” 
 
    “I’m really sorry about that,” she said, her voice so wispy and quiet it was almost like a whisper. “I drink water habitually throughout the day but also pee really easily.” 
 
    “S-s-sometimes thirty minute g-games are even too long for her,” Ember Black sighed, casting a sympathetic look at her friend, who I noticed kept hovering close to the bathroom door. 
 
    “Well, it’s a pleasure to meet you all again in person,” Hephi said. She extended her hand before cautiously taking it back for a moment. “Whose hand should I shake?” 
 
    “Don’t shake mine,” the deer girl said weakly, “Viperka, we need more soap in the girls room.” 
 
    The naga looked up from her booklet and made a face of disgust. “Gross. But okay.” 
 
    “Well!” Lunaticia said, “you can shake my hand if you want, but Ember Black is the leader.” 
 
    “I’m actually the leader,” Petal offered her correction, holding her hand out for Hephi to take. 
 
    Ember black smirked. “It’s okay, you can shake Petal’s hand. It makes her day.” 
 
    Hephi nodded and exchanged greetings with the xenodryad before looking at the Hellcat behind the cash register. “I’ll take an iced latte.” 
 
    “Black coffee for me.” 
 
    “You already ordered coffee this morning, Mr. Clayton!” Ember said, suddenly panicked. “Are you s-sure that’s okay?” 
 
    I laughed. “I’m a big boy, I can handle it.” 
 
    Viperka rolled her eyes so aggressively I could almost hear it. “Fuck’s sake, Blacky, his heart is a solar furnace. I’m pretty sure he can handle two coffees in a day.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” the pegasus elf squeaked. “P-p-point taken.” 
 
    “We’re here for business in any case,” I said, tugging at my collar. “We wanted to have an honest chat about how serious you all were about joining our Streamer House.” 
 
    “It wasn’t something we really were considering until Ember Black brought it up with Brock,” Hephi clarified. “However, it sounds like an interesting proposition.” 
 
    “No one’s serious about that shit,” Viperka hissed as she handed a bar of soap to Velvet, who disappeared into the girls’ bathroom again. “They’re just blowing smoke up your already smoky asshole.” 
 
    “Sounds exciting,” I said, earning me an elbow to the ribs from Hephi. “I mean—if that’s the case, no harm done, but—Hephi, why don’t you give them your card.” 
 
    Hephi did as I suggested, pulling her business card out of her breast pocket and handing it to Ember Black—and an extra one to Petal, which got a big grin out of her. “You can message me anytime if you have questions. But is that true? Is what Miss Viperka just said how you all feel?” 
 
    “No, she’s just a grumpy bitch,” Lunaticia stated flatly, getting no reaction from the naga in question—which made me believe the statement all the more. “Don’t mind her. She’s sweet in her own way, but a total cunt most of the time.” 
 
    “I’m literally right here,” the black-haired naga growled behind her. 
 
    “Be less of an insufferable piece of shit, and then people won’t talk shit about you,” Lunaticia said before blowing a teasing kiss at her friend. 
 
    I smirked. “Odd dynamic, but I like the spiciness of it. What exactly are the Nightmare Girls’ goals in terms of streaming?” 
 
    “I mean, we want to be the best!” Velvet said as she came out of the bathroom once more. “You could shake my hands now if you wanted to.” She extended a palm just in case, but I shook my head. 
 
    “I think we’re past that now,” I said. “But that’s good that you’re motivated.” 
 
    “We have rules,” Hephi said, pulling a strand of her brown hair behind a pointed ear. “You’ll have to follow those to the letter. And most—well, all the current residents of our Streamer House are currently sleeping with Brock on a regular basis.” 
 
    I quickly cleared my throat and added on to that. “That’s not a requirement. More of a heads up.” 
 
    Hephi smirked at my attempt to downplay it. “Please raise a hand if you would be interested in joining the harem rotation at some point.” 
 
    All five of the Nightmare Girls raised their hands, and despite being a dragon with solar fire for blood, I think I probably blushed. Even the bitchy naga looked away as her hand went up. Not so disagreeable now, is she? the dragon inside me purred. 
 
    “The Brock Point System is already convoluted enough,” I muttered, leaning in to make sure only Hephi heard me. 
 
    “You and I both know that your dragon nature won’t be satisfied long term with the harem’s current size. I’m just looking out for you.” 
 
    “My hero,” I grunted sarcastically, then stood up straight. I took one more look at the Nightmare Girls and furrowed my brow. “Alright, ladies. Let’s open a dialogue.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    Little Sister Quality Time 
 
   T he next morning I got up early to the sound of something being knocked over in the living room outside my door. I yawned a big-ass yawn and gingerly used one arm to lift Pinky Peach, Mamba, and Eppy’s sleeping bodies one at a time to move them out of my way so I could investigate the unexpected sound. 
 
    My base assumption was that it was Blossom knocking shit over as per usual, probably dragging a pot in from the garden that she had to ship to a customer. She might also just be…knocking shit over for no particular reason because she sometimes did that when she walked around the house alone. 
 
    I creaked the door open and called out her name. “Blossom?” I said, my voice sounding already resonant and wakeful, but it wasn’t the flower sprite I saw bending over to pick up Pinky Peach’s guide to raising magical babies. It was Melody. 
 
    She tossed a look over her shoulder as she stood back up. “Oh, hey big bro!” she said. 
 
    “Hey,” I replied, waving and walking toward her. Thank god I happened to be wearing a pair of boxers or this would have turned out to be a very awkward encounter. “So you can just…kinda turn up and visit whenever?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not visiting,” she said, her brow furrowing like she suspected I’d forgotten something. “I’m moving in.” 
 
    My whole body clenched in response. “To be my baby’s nanny, of course,” I grunted. “We were going to buy that house across the street for you, but we haven’t yet.” 
 
    “Wow, you were going to buy a whole-ass house for me?!” Melody gasped. “I would be, like, so totally impressed if my husband didn’t create entire universes for me before.” 
 
    “What do you get the girl who has everything?” I chuckled, bobbing my shoulders as I admitted defeat. “How did things work out with Uther?” 
 
    She smiled at the mention of the fox. “Great. He’s back in Esoterica where he belongs, and we think Liam will be coming home for good as a result. At least for a while.” 
 
    I nodded. “Has his perspective on me evolved at all?” 
 
    “He’s not…your biggest fan since everyone knows what you’re going to do to his firstborn daughter.” 
 
    I winced at the harsh phrasing. “You make me sound like some kind of predator.” 
 
    Her brow arched and she smirked at me, rolling her eyes. “You’re literally a dragon.” 
 
    “You know what I meant.” 
 
    She looked around the room. “Where’s my niece? Moony, was it?” 
 
    “Moonsong Melody,” I said, smiling at her. 
 
    Her eyes went wide. “Brock! You didn’t name her after me, did you?” 
 
    “No,” I laughed, scrunching up my face at the stupid response. “Nah, I named her after the other Melody in my life.” 
 
    She socked me in the stomach, and I pretended it didn’t hurt. “So, big guy—” 
 
    “Oh, yikes, don’t call me that anymore. Tahini calls me that.” 
 
    “Ah. Got it. Are any of my other nicknames for you safe?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Brocky is out as well. Blossom uses that, and I’m too used to her moaning it while I you-know-what.” 
 
    She groaned. “How about Brock Star?” 
 
    Suddenly my head jerked into an angle marking my suspicion. “You fucking bitch. You know all their nicknames, don’t you?” 
 
    “Guilty. Can I see her?” 
 
    “Blossom? Or Mamba?” 
 
    She looked at me like I was a dumbass. “No, idiot. Moony.” 
 
    “Oh! She’s in her cradle in Satina’s room. We’d have to wake up Satina, but I’m sure she’d understand.” 
 
    “How about you sneak in there and go get Moony for me?” she asked, smiling. “I just want to hold her and give her a blessing.” 
 
    I nodded, then stopped. “A blessing?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s something I do for all the babies in our family.” 
 
    “Well, sure,” I said. “Let me go get her.” 
 
    I disappeared into Satina’s room, and it was a good thing I went in alone after all. Not only was Satina topless and sleeping above the covers with her hands demurely folded over her pregnant yet still weirdly flat stomach, but she fell asleep with a box of cookies in her lap, and I think she might have been embarrassed if Melody saw. 
 
    Moony, thankfully, was being quiet, even if she wasn’t a sleeper. Her quietness reminded me a bit of Melody when she was a baby. I picked her up and cradled her in my arms, whispering words of love to my daughter as I held her in the position Nurse Quinny taught me. It was a bit awkward because I had to hold her by resting her back on my arm, and that meant I had to avoid her wings as much as possible, but she didn’t even stir all that much as I got her into position. 
 
    Unable to stop myself, I planted a kiss on her forehead and carried her out of the room with me, finding Melody sitting on the couch. She stood up as I walked out, and her eyes went wide and glowed their ghostly blue as she saw her niece in my arms. 
 
    “She’s perfect,” Melody said, smiling softly, whispering even though the baby was awake. “Look at her.” 
 
    I did look at her. Or rather, I hadn’t stopped looking at her. I was happy to take my sister’s words as an excuse to keep staring, though. “She really is perfect. She doesn’t cry much, but when she does—” 
 
    “Oh, believe me, that’s nothing compared to Dahlia’s first baby, Dorian. When he cried, people sometimes died.” 
 
    I blinked. “Man, I really thought I was powerful.” 
 
    “You are—you have a different scope of power than we do. In a straight up fight, I’d mop the floor with your draconic nutsack, but you can do things I can’t—like visit the Astral Plane, for example.” 
 
    “You don’t need to make me feel better,” I laughed. “Here.” I handed Moony to my sister and watched as she took the child in her arms, holding it tightly to her chest. I smiled as she kissed the baby on her cheek once, twice, then a third time. Moony giggled. 
 
    I can’t help it,” she explained. “She just has such cute, kissable cheeks.” 
 
    “Do you have children?” I asked, suddenly thoughtful. 
 
    She nodded and smiled at me. “I do. Three of them.” 
 
    “Can I meet them someday?” 
 
    “Someday,” she said with a cautious nod. “I don’t see why not—when your time in Meteoropolis is done, you’ll meet them and all the others for sure.” 
 
    I kept on grinning but my face now also hinted at confusion as my brows knitted. “When my time here is done?” 
 
    “When you and your women are ready to come home with me to Esoterica. We’ve already prepared a place for you.” 
 
    My eyes very nearly popped out of my head. But I calmed myself quickly to offer some clarifying words. “I mean, you know we’re not leaving anytime soon, right?” 
 
    “You don’t have to,” she laughed. “I’m patient. I’ve been alive for a very long time, you know.” 
 
    Still, I was a bit startled by her words. My face went a bit more stoic and steady as I watched her hug my daughter and sing her “rock-a-by baby”, a song I never thought I’d hear again. 
 
    “She’s really beautiful, Brock,” Melody said, a hint of a tear in her eye. “She’s perfect. Truly.” 
 
    “Well, there’s a lot more where that came from,” I chuckled. 
 
    Melody looked up, her eyes wide. “Huh?” 
 
    “Satina, Tahini, and Blossom are all having babies. Satina’s due in about a month.” 
 
    Melody’s eyes went even wider until they were almost perfect circles. “Huh?!” 
 
    “Is that a good ‘huh’ or a bad ‘huh’?” I asked. “Are you getting cold feet about the nanny thing?” 
 
    “Hell no, I’m not getting cold feet, and how freaking dare you for implying that,” she hissed at me, defensively peppering Moony with half a dozen more kisses on the cheek and forehead. “It’s just a surprise, that’s all!” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad, but—” I started to say until we heard the door to my room creak behind me. We turned our heads to look at the newcomer to this conversation. It was Pinky Peach, wearing my T-shirt as likely the only article of clothing on her whole body. 
 
    “Oh! Hi, Melody!” Pinky Peach chirped happily, waving at my sister. “It’s so good to see you!” 
 
    Melody smiled at Pinky. “I’m still not used to running into you when you’re fully clothed and not being railed by my brother.” 
 
    “Did you need something, Pinky?” I asked, and she smiled back at me as she noticed Moony being held by my sister. 
 
    “No, I was just going to ask you for something, but it can wait.” 
 
    “What is it?” I muttered. “If you need me to take care of anything, just let me know and I’ll do it as soon as we get Melody squared away.” 
 
    The unicorn girl blushed. “I’d rather not say it out loud in front of the baby and your little sister.” 
 
    Melody rolled her eyes so dramatically I could see her do it out of my peripheral vision. “Understood,” I said. “Get back to bed and I’ll join you there in a bit.” 
 
    “How are you two even banging already?” Melody grunted in disbelief.” Didn’t she, like, just give birth?” 
 
    “Elixir of Restoration, baby!” Pinky said, flashing a thumbs up before she slammed the door shut. 
 
    I turned my head to look at Melody and frowned just a bit. “You are way too aware of my sex life.” 
 
    “I think at this point most of the known universe is aware of your sex life on some level,” she sighed. “You mentioned getting me squared away. What does that mean?” 
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
    I led her to the nursery, a room with a big window overlooking the garden, and with a lot of toys and a nice, secure crib. There was a comfy chair in the corner and a mini-fridge full of Pinky’s breast milk. I will admit that I took a bottle for myself from time to time when I knew there was a surplus. It tasted like cotton candy milk. 
 
    “Until I finalize the purchase on the house across the street and get the clearance to move you in there, you can take care of the baby in here. Play with her, nurse her, let her nap—her schedule is posted on the door.” 
 
    “Am I allowed to mingle with your harem? I can’t keep her cooped up in one room all day.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I said, nodding. “Bring her out during streaming hours because the cameras will be on, so everyone will be on their best behavior. There won’t be much swearing and no one will be wandering around in the nude.” 
 
    “Does that happen a lot here?” 
 
    I smiled with resplendent warmth. “Yes. Yes, it does.” 
 
    She nodded and considered all this information. “I can also make this room much bigger with magic in the interim,” she said. “I think I could also summon her some friends to play with.” Melody snapped her fingers and some spectral puppies and kittens appeared, hovering in the air. 
 
    “That’s awesome,” I laughed. “But read to her. There’s a bunch of books on the wall—including Lord of the Rings.” 
 
    My sister cocked her head. “Where did you get a copy of Lord of the Rings?” 
 
    “I wrote it down from memory. It’s not the whole story word for word. It’s, like, probably only fifty-thousand words.” 
 
    “I can just get you a real copy if you want,” Melody said, crossing her arms. “I can do some rifting and reach back through time. How’s first edition sound, big bro?” 
 
    I felt my eyes well up with tears. “I was worried I couldn’t raise her right. Thank you, Mel. You’re the best.” 
 
    “I’ll do you that favor,” she said, smirking. “On one condition.” 
 
    “Name it.” 
 
    “When you bone Styria, shout ‘Aunt Melody sent me’ right as you’re about to bust.” 
 
    I blinked. “I am not going to do that.” 
 
    She sighed. “Fine. You’re no fun. I’ll get you the stupid books anyway, but—” 
 
    “And the Hobbit,” I said. 
 
    She nodded. “Sure, sure, and—” 
 
    “And the Silmarillion.” 
 
    “You’re not reading the Silmarillion to Moony. You’ll give her an aneurism.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. That one’s for me.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    House Shopping 
 
    
     “I 
 
   
 
     apologize for the delay in getting here, Mr. Clayton—Solaris? Gosh, it’s so wild meeting you in person!” the chirpy harpy Bun-Bun said, hopping up and down with excitement. I reached out to shake her hand, but she was shaking so much that I missed a few times before finally grabbing hold. 
 
    “It’s no problem,” I muttered. Actually, sooner would have been better, of course, but this was the way it apparently had to be. “Our business is expanding, and a lot of my girls are pregnant—one of them even had a baby a few days ago, so we’re looking to increase our space.” 
 
    “How exciting!” she said. “Well, this house and, in fact, the house just next door, have gone for sale. If you’d like, we can take a look at both.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I’m not looking. I’m buying. I was told this house here was ready to move in.” 
 
    “Uh—it’s unfurnished. But it passed all safety inspections and is up to code with electric, magicell, plumbing, et cetera, yes. But don’t you want…a tour?” She looked at me, dumbfounded. 
 
    “And the other house?” I asked. I pointed at a home that was a mound of earth with a wooden door and window. Halfling style home. “Is this one similarly ready to go?” 
 
    “Y-yes, it is. But there’s some boxes the sellers need to move out.” 
 
    I nodded as I listened to that and got out my phone. I dialed up Hephi, who was getting Melody up to speed on the rules of the house and introducing her to the Brock Point System—which she would never use, obviously, but which she certainly needed to be aware of as long as it still existed. 
 
    After a few seconds of ringing, the elf answered her phone. “Speak, Brock.” 
 
    “Hey, Hephi. I’m with the real estate agent across the road, and she has two houses for sale. Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 
 
    “One for the babies, one for the nightmare girls?” she asked. “We have the budget if the asking price is market value. Pull the trigger. You have my approval. Even if things don’t pan out with the Nightmare girls, we’ll eventually need a third property to house new harem members.” 
 
    “I like the way your mind works, Hephi,” I said. “The dragon inside me also approves.” 
 
    “Maybe he can thank me later,” she offered up suggestively. 
 
    I smiled. “I’ll be back home soon.” Click. 
 
    “Soooo,” the harpy said. “Are you really thinking about buying both houses?” 
 
    “Give me the numbers.” 
 
    Within a few hours, I had the keys and deeds to both houses en route to my destination. I would have to sign them in the days ahead, but it was a done deal. 
 
    I took Melody over to the smaller of the two houses, which I decided would be for her and the babies. “Here you are,” I said as I showed her inside. “I assume you know how to order things?” 
 
    She walked around the room but turned to cock her eyebrow at me quizzically. “Order things?” 
 
    “It’s empty,” I said. “You’re the nanny, so I was thinking of letting you decorate however you wanted.” 
 
    “That’s really sweet of you, big bro, but I honestly don’t know if I’m going to have much time for shopping around for furniture.” 
 
    I held up a hand. “Say no more. I’ll put Hephi on it. She’s good at this kind of stuff.” 
 
    Melody smirked. “What kind of stuff?” 
 
    “Everything.” 
 
    “Sounds like a handy gal,” she commented, rocking Moony in her arms. “I think she’s hungry.” 
 
    “Hephi?” I asked. 
 
    “No, idiot, your baby. Wanna help me move the nursery stuff over here for today? I’m headed back anyway to get her some milk.” 
 
    I nodded. “You got it.” As she started to turn around, I stopped her with a hand on her shoulder. She looked at me in surprise, and I wrapped her up in a huge hug. “It’s so good to have you back in my life.” 
 
    “We’re going to be better to each other this time,” Melody promised, nuzzling my chest with the baby happy to be sandwiched between us. “When I first got sent to Esoterica, ages and ages ago, before I even met Liam, my biggest regret was not having time to make things right with you.” 
 
    “I won’t lie. Where we left things? It hurt me too.” 
 
    “But I’m back now. I can give you at least long enough for your kids to grow up. Of course I’ll need to take some holidays to spend with my own family, and occasionally some of them might visit us here—but I’m really excited to be part of your insane family.” 
 
    “You were always the most insane member of it,” I noted. 
 
    She smirked at me and pulled away, adjusting Moony’s position in her arms to be more snug against her chest. “I know you are but what am I?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Spoken like a true brat.” 
 
    We headed back to the house. I put some of my security golems to work carrying spare furniture and the stuff from the nursery over to the new house meant for the daycare. Since the whole world knew my identity, well, that kind of thing was more interesting than it was shocking to my neighbors, anyway. 
 
    Hephi and Pinky Peach joined me at the other house, the one with the halfling hole style rounded door. We stood outside and surveyed it. “Only three bedrooms. It’s technically not big enough for all five of the Nightmare Girls,” Hephi noted. “But…if they don’t mind bunking for free room and board, then that’s perfectly fine.” 
 
    “And if they do?” Pinky asked. 
 
    “Eventually we’ll expand a bit. There’s room in their backyard to construct a dormitory for them. We’d keep it simple but they’d all have their own beds, and the house at the front of the property could just as easily be their Streamer House and working space. The dorms can be their hiding holes, where they go for rest and privacy.” 
 
    “A sensible compromise,” Hephi agreed, tapping her pen to her clipboard. “I’ll reach out to Ember Black and see if they’re ready to move on the contract.” 
 
    “We’re moving pretty quickly,” I noted, casting a side gaze at the eager elf. “Make sure you’re cautious about the contract.” 
 
    She smirked at me. “Have you met me?” 
 
    While the Dream Girls worked, Melody and Moony came over for a while and joined me on the couch as I watched the news. “This is that thing Hephi was talking about the other day,” I noted, turning up the volume. “Listen to this.” 
 
    “In other news, officials have been quiet ever since it has been reported that the city has stopped moving through space. Instead, we’re drifting slowly, and we’ve been sucked into the orbis of KIS-93859, a white sun. Scholars have expressed concern that this change could have disastrous consequences for Solaris, our city’s Solar Dragon protector, while others claim these fears are overblown.” 
 
    Melody frowned. “I could move the star, I guess,” she said. “We try not to interfere with the spatial positioning of celestial bodies of a certain scale.” 
 
    “Could you move the city?” I asked. “Or put it back on some kind of course?” 
 
    She shrugged, bobbing Moony in her lap as the baby sucked from a bottle. Melody took a big whiff of the baby’s forehead. “I guess, maybe, but we might lose some people in the process.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Never mind. I’ll figure something out.” 
 
    “How bad could the side effects be?” 
 
    “It’s a horniness thing,” I noted with a sigh. “Also, did you just sniff my baby?” 
 
    “She smells like strawberry flavored candy. It’s the weirdest thing.” She shook her head in disbelief. “Seems like she should be stickier with a smell like that.” 
 
    “Unicorns are weird,” I muttered. 
 
    “I heard that!” Pinky said from her room, the door slightly ajar. 
 
    “Weirdly hot!” I shouted, my hand cupping my mouth. 
 
    “Much better!” 
 
    Melody snorted out a little laugh and shook her head. “If you would have told me back on Earth that my brother would have this kind of romantic setup…” 
 
    “I’m barely your brother anymore,” I said, then noticed her frown. “Sorry, I didn’t mean anything bad by it. In my soul, I’m still me, but my body has almost nothing in common with Brock Clayton from Earth.” 
 
    “I’m going to have that fixed for you,” she said, smiling. “I’m working on it.” 
 
    “How?” I asked. 
 
    “I want Liam to visit me here. And when he does, I’m going to beg him to give you the ability to transform freely back between immortal human and dragon forms at will. No illusions necessary.” 
 
    I nodded. “This sounds familiar. Do you really think he could pull that off?” 
 
    She looked at me with an amusedly smug grin. “Yeah, bud. I’m pretty freaking sure he can. But don’t get greedy. We generally don’t ask him for much since, well—if we all did all the time, the universe would be unrecognizable. It’s a slippery slope.” 
 
    Then there was a sudden interruption. “Brocky!” Blossom’s voice came to me through the door to her room, which she kicked open in a show of needless brutality to reveal herself holding two pots under each arm. Each pot was filled to the brim with potting soil that left a dark trail behind her as she ran toward me and sank to her knees in front of where I was seated on the couch. 
 
    “I’d better go,” Melody said, her face contorting all the sudden. She started to stand, but Blossom stopped her. 
 
    “Not so fast, flat ghost,” she said, holding up a hand. “This concerns you too.” Blossom set each of the four pots in my lap, one by one. 
 
    I looked at them in confusion. “Umm. What is this?” 
 
    “Your daughters!” she squealed. “I planted their seeds today!” 
 
    My eyes bulged, and I looked at Melody, who grinned. “I’m going to be extremely busy, aren’t I?” 
 
    “We can hire a helper, maybe?” 
 
    She shook her head. “I’ll manage.” 
 
    “Brocky, focus!” Blossom said, slapping my face lightly, and then screaming in horror at herself. “I’m so sorry! I saw someone do that in a movie and it seemed dramatic, but now I just feel bad!” 
 
    I laughed. “I’m fine,” I assured her. “This is great news, Blossom. We’ll have the back porch in the daycare house converted to a greenhouse for your seeds.” 
 
    “That’s not the point! The first hour after planting is crucial, Brocky! They need to be close to you since you’re the most potent source of solar light to trigger their photosynthesis and get them to sprout!” 
 
    “So I need to keep them close?” 
 
    “And sing to them, and kiss the dirt!” She picked up one of the pots and raised it to my face. “Kiss it! Kiss the fuggin’ dirt, Brocky!” 
 
    Brow furrowed, I obliged, pressing my lips into the soil of the first pot. “Very earthy,” I grunted. 
 
    She grinned. “I’m just kidding. You didn’t have to kiss the dirt, but singing is definitely a good idea. Keep them close to you all day! I need to get back to my cam! Team Breasticles is releasing a trailer for the next Titty Patrol game and I’m going to live react to it on stream!” She kissed me on the lips really fast and turned around, scampering away. Then, before she went back into her room, she turned back toward me and ran until she slammed her lips against mine again, this time aggressively inserting her tongue and moaning. Melody covered Moony’s eyes and frowned. 
 
    When Blossom left again, I looked down at the four small pots under my arms. “What’s that?” Melody noted, pointing at some painted lettering. 
 
    I read the words on each one. “Dewdrop, Blossom 2, Flora, and Polly,” I grunted. “I guess she took the liberty of naming them first.” 
 
    “Well, congrats, big bro,” Melody said, sniggering under her breath as she rocked Moony in her arms. “I can tell those ones will be a handful.” 
 
    I smiled at the little pots and hugged them tight against my chest. “They’ll be worth it.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Harem Match-Up 
 
   E mber Black was stressed. “Where’s P-P-Petal?!” she mewled anxiously. “Our announcement stream is in ten minutes and she’s not in her room!” 
 
    “She slept in Blossom’s room last night,” Lunaticia said, shrugging. “I’ll call her phone.” 
 
    Ring. Ring. Ring. The phone rang from the coffee table between them. Both the Hellcat and the Pegasus Elf let out groans of irritation. 
 
    “Guess I’d better cross the street and get her myself,” Ember sighed, standing up, her shoulders tight with resignation. 
 
    She walked out of their halfling hole home, which Brock had bought and paid for, letting them use it as their base of operations. She couldn’t help but notice that every room had a super huge bed. That definitely wasn’t a coincidence. She nearly wet herself when she thought of the implications. Velvet probably did wet herself. 
 
    “Someday soon,” she whimpered as she looked both ways and crossed the street. “Yours t-truly’s gonna get a throat full of dragon juice.” 
 
    Ember Black knocked on the door to the Dream Girls’ streamer house, and Hephi answered the door. “What the hell are you doing here? You have the announcement stream in eight minutes!” 
 
    “I know, but Petal spent the night in Blossom’s room and hasn’t come back yet.” 
 
    Hephi slapped herself in the face a few times. “Of fucking course. Come in. Break down Blossom’s door if you have to. Any means necessary.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    Ember Black stormed through the home until she ended up at the door to Blossom’s bedroom. She placed her ear on the door, hearing girly giggles coming from inside. “Fucking plant girls,” she muttered as she started knocking on the wood. “Petal! Blossom! This is Ember Black! We have the announcement stream in just a few minutes!” 
 
    The door opened to reveal a pair of two naked plant girls. Ember Black blinked a few times and shook her head. 
 
    “I’m getting dressed!” Petal chirped cutely. 
 
    “Fuggin’ killjoy,” the flower sprite grumbled. 
 
    “What were you two even doing?” 
 
    “Slappin’ ass and boppin’ tiddy,” Blossom said, reverently. “Ten straight hours. Best night of my fuggin’ life, not counting any night where I banged or made out with Brock.” 
 
    “Great. Well, get dressed and get on stream. Everyone else is already logged in.” 
 
    Ember Black took Petal back to their home and made some conversation along the way. “Petal, I’m really glad you made a friend, but you both are kind of…loopy. So make sure you have someone to remind you of your responsibilities, okay?” 
 
    “Okay!” the xenodryad chirped, and Ember couldn’t be sure that the message sank in, but she wasn’t sure what else to say for now. She just sighed. 
 
    In any case, they got back right on time, and the Nightmare Girls and Dream Girls all logged in and turned on their streams. They put up banners on their Flinch streams and sent out alerts to all their followers to let them know that today was the day of a special announcement. With their combined viewership, they had millions tuned in when all was said and done. 
 
    “M-millions,” Ember reflected to herself, staring blankly into her camera. She didn’t have the charisma of her idol Pinky Peach. In fact, with her stutter, she had quite the ladder to climb in terms of being able to express herself to fans and viewers—but streaming was her passion, and Pinky was her idol. She wanted to be just like her—as good as her. As charming, as smart, as respected…even Flinch HQ saw her potential and now her former rival was kind of the boss of all streamers. She had mountains to climb before she could claim to be at Pinky’s level. They all did. 
 
    But the chase was better than the catch anyway. She grinned as she saw a flood of subs already starting up on her stream. “Th-thank you for the gifted subs!” Ember said. “It m-m-means a lot!” 
 
      
 
    > What’s the big announcement? 
 
    > She’ll announce it when she’s ready, jackass 
 
      
 
    Ember Black chuckled at the commentary. “Be nice in there. Yeah, just hang on tight. In a second you should see—oh shit, it’s happening now!” 
 
    Pinky Peach appeared on her broadcast, just as they coordinated, wearing the blue babydoll shirt with a dragon on it that Ember Black remembered discovering her wearing years ago. The unicorn girl waved at the screen, and a flurry of confused messages popped up on Ember’s chat. 
 
      
 
    > No effing way! Is that Pinky?! 
 
    > Holy shit holy shit holy shit 
 
    > Damn, rubbing elbows with the big leaguers again, huh? 
 
      
 
    “Morning Meteoropolis! Morning, Flinch viewers! Unless you’re tuned into my stream only at the moment, you’re probably wondering what I’m doing on your favorite streamer’s broadcast. Well, I’m going to explain. This is a live message, not prerecorded, and it’s going out to all the streams for all the Dream Girls—and our once-rivals, the Nightmare Girls. You see, folks, we’ve got something of an announcement to make today.” 
 
    The chat blew up with wild theories and loads of cusses about how crazy this collab was. They have no idea, Ember thought. 
 
    Pinky Peach continued. “As of this day, the Dream Girls Streamer House has evolved to a multi-house operation called Solar Dreams Streaming. We are proud and excited to announce that the Nightmare Girls are officially joining forces with the Dream Girls and becoming part of our family!” 
 
      
 
    > Does this mean Solaris is nailing them too? 
 
    > If he is, I’m officially depressed. But also, damn. Livin’ the dream. 
 
    > Keep it classy, guys. Come on…but I’m curious too. 
 
      
 
    “Right about now, a lot of you are wondering about the details of our relationships with Brock and how that is going to work with so many girls involved—and if the Nightmare Girls will factor into this at all. Not to worry, friends! Yes, the Nightmare Girls are extremely eager to be sexually linked to Brock, and he feels the same way. As consenting adults, we ask that you respect this arrangement and keep in mind that Solar Dragons have incredibly powerful libidos. Due to our new orbit around the particular star that Meteoropolis has settled in, that’s only going to get more voracious, so expanding the harem is necessary not just for us, but for the city at large to continue thriving under Solaris’s protective watch. So yes, we will all be sleeping with Brock. On a good day, he may have all of us! Sometimes all at once! He can do that!” 
 
    For the first time in Ember Black’s life, she witnessed a chat with tens of thousands of viewers stop dead in its tracks as everyone processed Pinky’s frankly unnecessary declaration. Truth is, they all signed off on the statement, wanting to get the details of their planned relationship out in the public so that there would be less speculation and people could just move on quickly and not make a big deal about it. They were public figures, so public trust was another factor. Still, Ember had been prepared for all kinds of reactions. Shocked silence wasn’t one of them. 
 
    “Going forward, the Nightmare Girls and the Dream Girls will be under our co-manager Hephimila and Brock’s exclusive management. And there’s one more thing I have to announce.” 
 
    Ember Black was holding back snorty giggles as she watched Pinky Peach struggle to put on a business jacket with the word CEO on the lapel. “I am now the CEO and President of Flinch, an active member of the Dream Girls, and a mother.” She reached over and pulled Moony out of her cradle, holding the baby in front of the screen. “Say hello, Moonsong Melody!” 
 
    “Hello!” the baby squeaked, getting all kinds of heart reactions and “awwws” out of the chat. Ember black was among them. The unicorn dragon baby was sooo cute. Maybe one day she’d have her own little half-dragon baby. 
 
    “Finally, Brock, did you want to say anything?” 
 
    Ember Black’s heart pounded as the dreamboat of a man pulled up a chair and sat next to Pinky. He grinned at the camera. “Say, Pinky—this is all exciting news and all, but I think we should do something special to commemorate this moment, don’t you?” Oh gods, his acting was rough. 
 
    “Wow, baby! That’s such a good idea! Do you have any ideas?” 
 
    “Sure! How about we kick the partnership off with a one-on-one rematch between the Dream Girls and the Nightmare Girls? And after that, Blossom, Satina, and I can sing some karaoke songs on Satina’s channel, and then maybe you, Ember Black, and Hephi can do a Q&A session this afternoon?” 
 
    “Gosh, baby, that’s such a good idea!” Pinky giggled, her acting markedly better than Brock’s. “Wait, where are you going?” The acting stopped abruptly as Brock stood up. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, I ran out of script. I thought my part was done.” 
 
    “It is done, but—just give me a goodbye kiss really quick for good luck?” she whispered, but the mic still picked up every word. 
 
    “Oh, sure, hang on.” Brock took her off-screen, but just barely, and the sounds of their loud, messy smooches could be heard as Hephi swooped in to take Moony out of the room. Pinky kicked up a hoof as the kiss continued to go on, and the stream could just make out that detail, as well as Brock’s rubbing Pinky’s ass over her shorts. The chat messages were amusing. 
 
      
 
    > Well, this is awkward. 
 
    > For what it’s worth, I think she’ll be a good CEO of Flinch. 
 
      
 
    Ember Black texted Pinky. 
 
      
 
    > Everyone can see and hear you making out. 
 
      
 
    She watched as Pinky looked at the phone, gasped, then pushed Brock slightly out of frame and kept on going. 
 
    About two minutes later, Pinky reappeared in front of the screen with her lipstick smeared on her face. She grinned at the camera and offered a thumbs up to the screen. “Alright, ladies! Let’s match up! Dream girls, assemble! Spinella, you’re with the Nightmare Girls to replace Velvet when she needs to pee! Eppy, You swap out for me if I have business shit to do! Let a morning of gaming and fun begin!” 
 
    The Dream Girls won, as expected. The gulf between their skill levels had continued to expand since the last game, but the Nightmare girls had still held their own, and the match did drag on longer than expected, which was good—though Ember figured that maybe Pinky and Mamba threw one of their turrets to keep the match going on longer than it otherwise would have. 
 
    Either way, it was a good game, and the fans ate it up. The announcement was a success, and the response was largely positive. The singing stream was a great break, and the Q&A was a ton of fun. To Ember’s surprise, she got a lot of questions, and she didn’t stutter half as much as she thought she would. 
 
    And at the end of it all? That was the best part. As she left Pinky’s room she found Brock beaming at her from the doorway. He nodded at her in approval. “Good job, Blacky.” 
 
    He called her Blacky! Not only that, but he slapped her butt playfully as she walked by! Not only that, but he didn’t flinch when she lost control and squeezed his dick as she walked by! Not only THAT, but he didn’t protest when she shoved him into the closet during a break and dropped to her knees and sucked him off until he gave her throat what it desperately wanted. She guzzled that stuff, that thick, dragon cummy-juice, drunk from the taste. “I always knew this would be heaven,” she said. 
 
     “You have a gift,” he told her, massaging her pointed ears. 
 
    It felt good—so of course she had to thank him. With another blowjob. It was only polite. 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Mega-Harem Meeting 
 
    
     “A 
 
   
 
    ttention! Attention, please! At this time, I would like to announce—” 
 
    “Not yet, Hephi!” Pinky Peach squealed in mortification. “The projector won’t go down!” 
 
    Hephi’s eyes glazed over with a look of abject horror, a cold sweat instantly breaking out across her face. “What?! What do you mean it ‘won’t go down’?” she asked, her voice a cold, dark tremble. 
 
    All eyes in the room stared at the Werifesterian elf and the pink-haired unicorn girl. From the looks on their stupid fucking faces, Pinky knew that they didn’t understand the gravity of the situation. 
 
    “Uh, Pinky? Why don’t you just stream the presentation to our phones if it’s that important, honey?” Satina asked—the dumb, hopeless goat. 
 
    “We stayed up all night working on this freaking presentation!” Pinky wailed, her fist slamming into the wooden table. “Ouch!” 
 
    Blossom cackled. She reached out and put a hand on Petal’s boob for no discernible reason, not that the xenodryad seemed to care. “Fuggin’ hurt herself. Nice. And her tits jiggled, too. Did you see that, Petal?” 
 
    “I sure did, Blossom!” 
 
    Blossom nodded in approval. “Awesome.” 
 
    A silence befell the room for a few awkward moments as Pinky and Hephi started fiddling and fussing with the projector remote. “Shit!” Hephi cursed after a minute. “It really isn’t working!” 
 
    “Did you check the batteries?” Mamba asked with an air of boredom in her tone. That tone had been a mistake. 
 
    Hephi and Pinky both shot the hissfolk beauty a look so wicked that Mamba’s tail rattled and she immediately shrank in her seat, much to Tahini’s amusement. 
 
    “Here, let me see that,” Tahini said. She stood up and reached out, plucking the remote away from the two pointy-eared hotties. She sniffed it, and her brow formed lines. “Hang on just a sec.” 
 
    Tahini pulled a mini screwdriver out of her bra and started unscrewing the remote’s back panel. When she opened it up, she noticed the problem—a leaking mana battery. 
 
    She held the remote up for all to see. “Here’s your problem. Looks like water damage.” 
 
    “Water damage?” Pinky asked, utterly befuddled, gobsmacked, and dumbfounded. 
 
    Blossom smacked her own head. “Oh, yeah, that was me. Sorry Pinky.” 
 
    Hephi and Pinky’s heads cocked in unison. “Why? What did you do?” 
 
    “Oh, you left this on the table next to the TV and movie player remotes, and it was so small beside them I thought it was a seedling. So I put it in one of my pots and watered it. Total brain fart. I realized my mistake a couple hours later, but I guess the damage was done.” She sighed and shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “A seedling?” 
 
    Petal cleared her throat and adjusted her posture slightly, raising a single finger in the air. “Blossom just planted seeds of her own—her mind is a bit rewired at the moment. It’s normal for maternal flower sprites.” 
 
    “Maternal is one word I never thought I’d hear associated with Blossom,” Eppy whispered into Spinella’s ear. 
 
    “Hehe! You’re so funny, Eppy!” 
 
    “You two gross me out,” Tahini said as she sat back down. Eppy and Spinella both stuck out their tongues in unison. 
 
    Pinky’s eyes filled with tears. “What are we going to do?! This is our first impression with the Nightmare Girls!” 
 
    “We haven’t even taken attendance yet,” Hephi groaned. “Hang on, I’ll do that and buy you some time. Try to figure out a solution by the time I finish, alright?” 
 
    “Got it! I’m on it!” Pinky shouted, wiping away her tears. 
 
    “Dream Girls?” Hephi said. 
 
    “Here!” they all shouted back. 
 
    “Nightmare Girls?” 
 
    “Here!” they replied with just as much enthusiasm. 
 
    Hephi’s shoulders sank. “That wasn’t enough time, was it, Pinky?” 
 
    Pinky had barely picked up the remote again by the time the roll call was over. “You’re too efficient. Can’t you go name by name?” 
 
    “It’s too late for that now, don’t you see, Pinky?!” Hephi shrieked, ripping off her glasses and flailing them around with her clipboard. “What’s done is done, dammit!” 
 
    Pinky nodded grimly, one hand balling into a fist as she clutched the remote in front of her trembling lips. “I know.” 
 
    Satina raised her hand. “First of all, you two are a bad influence on each other, and second of all, why don’t you just press the power button on the projector, Pinky Peach?” 
 
    Hephi and Pinky’s jaws dropped at the exact same time. “There’s a power button on the actual projector?!” Pinky gasped. 
 
    “And you can let the screen down manually,” Eppy said. “Here, I’ll do that now. Get off my lap, sweetheart.” 
 
    “I don’t wanna,” Spinella whined, but she obeyed anyway. Eppy went over to the projector screen and taught Pinky Peach how to lower it using only the hands the gods gave her, while Satina stood on her tippy toes and pointed the power button in the projector out to Hephi. 
 
    “I see it!” Hephi said. “But the ceiling is too high!” 
 
    “Grab a broom,” Viperka groaned from the back. 
 
    “Use Eppy and Pinky’s magic vines,” Satina suggested. 
 
    Ember Black gasped. “Eppy and Pinky have magic?” 
 
    “Oh, and Tahini is Copycat, too!” Blossom added quickly. 
 
    The Nightmare girls all cocked their heads as they absorbed this new information. “Yeah, that makes sense,” Lunaticia muttered. “I don’t know how we didn’t put that together since Brock is Solaris and Tahini looks exactly like Copycat.” 
 
    “What?! No she doesn’t!” Ember Black said, plainly confused. 
 
    Tahini looked at her and took off her glasses. 
 
    “Oh. I see it now.” 
 
    “Wait! You girls just gave me an idea!” Satina said. “Tahini! Clone yourself and have two clones sit on your shoulders to press the button!” 
 
    “I’d like to circle back to the broom idea,” Velvet the deer girl muttered, raising her hand demurely. “Also, I need to use the bathroom.” 
 
    Pinky looked at her like she just insulted her presentation. “But you might miss my intro. Can’t it wait, like, two hours?” The deer girl almost cried just hearing that amount of time uttered aloud. 
 
    “She has a teeny tiny bladder and really wimpy kidneys,” Lunaticia said, patting Velvet on the back. “It’s okay, honey, just go and come back as soon as you can.” 
 
    Velvet stood up, shaking with nerves. “I’m sorry, Pinky! I’ll be right back!” 
 
    Pinky dismissed her with a nod, then looked back at Tahini. “Alright, you heard the satyress. Clone yourself.” 
 
    “I’m actually all for the broom idea,” Tahini muttered with a shrug. 
 
    Eppy and Pinky scoffed together, crossing their arms in perfect unison. “Please. And use my SweepBlaster Ten Thousand Ultra as a button presser?” 
 
    “I feel like this is an abuse of my powers, but fine,” the catgirl grumbled, but she grinned at the Nightmare Girls. “Feast your eyes on this, new girls!” 
 
    With a series of pops, one clone after another appeared on the catgirl’s shoulders and then the first clone’s shoulders. It became clear instantly that the Leaning Tower of Tahini would not hold for long, though, and gasps rang out as she immediately started to falter. “Shit, I’m heavy!” 
 
    “You are really not, sweetheart,” Satina muttered as she surreptitiously snuck a donut out of a bag underneath the table. 
 
    Tahini’s second clone managed to press the projector power button just in time—before immediately falling down and crashing into the table below, causing it to crack down the middle and crumble to the floor. 
 
    “You may be a little heavier than I gave you credit for, though,” Satina sighed. 
 
    The Nightmare Girls all scrambled over to help, but the Dream Girls mostly laughed or looked on in amusement. 
 
    “Nice,” Blossom cackled. “Did you see that, Petal?” 
 
    “Her butt jiggled when she hit the table on her back.” 
 
    “And her tiny kitty titties, too,” Blossom agreed. The pair of them high-fived. “Nice.” 
 
    “Tables come and go, people, but presentations are bi-monthly!” Pinky said, clapping her hands and shooing everyone back into their seats. “We’ll replace it tomorrow.” 
 
    “Agreed.” Hephi adjusted her glasses and let out a sigh of relief as the slide show finally displayed on the projector screen. “Eppy, hit the lights while you’re over there.” 
 
    Eppy grinned wickedly and leaned back in her chair to comply. “Can do, my fellow elf.” 
 
    A few minutes later, order had been restored—or some semblance of it anyway. Satina was sharing donuts with the Nightmare Girls, Spinella and Eppy were playing mobile games on their phones, and Blossom and Petal were taking turns groping each other’s tits and asses, but at least the slide show was working. 
 
    “Ahem!” Pinky said. “I said, ahem, people!” 
 
    “She said ahem!” Hephi reiterated, tapping her pen on her clipboard. “This is a big meeting!” 
 
    “That’s right Hephi—behold! The Nightmare Girls!” 
 
    Ember Black took it as her cue to stand up, but then awkwardly sat back down when she realized Pinky Peach was gesturing at their team photo on her screen. “Oh…s-sorry.” 
 
    “The Nightmare Girls made headlines when they held their own against us in our exhibition match up. Today, by a turning of fate’s screw—” 
 
    “She said ‘screw’ Blossom cackled. “Honk honk.” She added that last bit as she squeezed Petal’s boob. 
 
    “By some twist of fate, then,” Pinky revised herself, “they have wound up on our doorstep like poor, vagrant children—homeless, afraid, and in need of our love and guidance. Pathetic, sexless, utterly without hope in this world, we will take them in and turn their worthless lives around. Ladies and—there are no gentlemen here, sorry. Just ladies! I would like you to give a warm round of applause for the new members of Solar Dreams Streaming: Ember Black, please stand up!” 
 
    “Oh, now I stand. G-g-got it.” The black pegasus girl waved her hand while everyone clapped for her. She bowed and sat back down quickly. 
 
    Pinky seethed and jumped up and down, looking like she was about to cry. “Don’t sit! Don’t sit! I have something planned, if you sit you’ll fucking ruin it!” 
 
    “Oh, sorry!” 
 
    Pinky cleared her throat and let out a sigh of relief as the pegasus elf stood again. “Okay. Now, Viperka the naga!” 
 
    More claps as Viperka begrudgingly adjusted herself to stand at full height. Having a tail like a naga’s she was never truly sitting, but at least she cooperated however she could. 
 
    “Petal the xenodryad!” 
 
    Blossom cheered loudly, trying to simulate the sound of a crowd of people with all the whistling and screaming. “She’s the best of us,” she said after a breathing break, her face full of emotion. “You know, I see a little of myself in her.” 
 
    “You don’t say?” Satina muttered, deadpan. 
 
    “Velvet—Velvet? Oh frick! Is she back yet?” 
 
    “Here! So sorry!” the deer girl squeaked as she ran out of the bathroom. “I drank too much water before the meeting and it all just came out at once like a fire hydrant!” 
 
    “That’s graphic, but thank you,” Pinky muttered, tapping her hoof as an awkward response. “Just stand in front of your seat, please. And finally—Lunaticia, the Horcross Hellcat!” 
 
    Lunaticia stood and tossed her black hair over her shoulder, striking a fun pose.  
 
    “That’s the spirit!” Pinky said, laughing triumphantly, elbowing Hephi to do the same. “Now—Nightmare girls, I have paired you up with your counterpart in the Dream Girls. It is quite a weird coincidence that you all seem to be, like, racially similar to all of us—but maybe that’ll give us some common ground to work with. So, without further ado—” 
 
    “Please put Blossom with me!” Petal squealed. 
 
    Pinky blinked. “I mean, yeah. Didn’t I just kind of say that’s what I was doing?” 
 
    “I don’t know! I don’t listen so good!” 
 
    Pinky curled her fingers a few times and pressed on. “Fine. Blossom, you’re with Petal. Please stand next to her. Satina, you’re with Velvet. Mamba, you’re with Viperka, Lunaticia, you’re with Tahini. Now—Ember Black, since you are the leader of the Nightmare Girls, you’ll be joining the Leadership Team with Hephi and me.” 
 
    “Do they have an Eppy?” Blossom asked. 
 
    “No, honey, they don’t,” Satina chuckled—but then she paused. “Do you?” 
 
    Ember smiled. “N-no. No Eppy.” 
 
    “Excellent!” Pinky said. “Now, Dream Girls, take the hand of your partner—Mamba, take her hand.” 
 
    Mamba hissed. “She won’t let me.” 
 
    Viperka uttered a confirmation of Mamba’s statement. “I won’t let her.” 
 
    “Fucking do it or I’ll beat the shit out of you with magic!” Pinky shrieked. “I’ve been preparing for this for days!” 
 
    Viperka grabbed Mamba’s hand, her eyes bulging in terror. “S-sorry.” 
 
    Pinky let out a cute giggle that contrasted sharply with her previous tone. “Great. Thank you. Now, Dream Girls, repeat after me. I solemnly swear,” 
 
    “I solemnly swear,” 
 
    “That I will mentor, guide, and care for my partner,” 
 
    “That I will mentor, guide, and care for my partner,” 
 
    “That I will look out for her best interests,” 
 
    “That I will look out for her best interests,” 
 
    “And that I will respect her allotted Brock time,” 
 
    “And that…” It trailed off there. Mamba cleared her throat and raised her hand. “Sorry. Are they already on the schedule?” 
 
    Hephi nodded at Pinky. “Change the slide.” 
 
    “Fuck, I can’t, the remote’s broken. All we could do was turn it on.” 
 
    “Get your fucking broom, then,” Hephi growled. 
 
    “That broom was my CEO present!” Pinky whined. 
 
    Hephi drew in a deep intake of breath. “We’ll send the presentation to everyone’s phones later, but basically, yes—the Nightmare Girls are being introduced to the schedule as of next week. But they will first begin with a five-on-one as a teambuilding exercise and a way to break them all in at once.” 
 
    “Thank you for this opportunity,” Velvet squeaked. Satina patted her on the back. 
 
    The satyress pinched the deer girl’s cheek. “Aww, she’s so polite! I like her!” 
 
    “What’s a five-on-one?” Viperka asked. 
 
    “It is what it sounds like. I have a few charts and diagrams about it on the next slide, but seeing as how Blossom broke the remote—” 
 
    “An honest mistake that any new flower sprite mommy could have made,” Blossom inserted. “I think it’s fair to say we forgive me.” 
 
    Spinella raised her hand. “Do you have a spider girl?” 
 
    “No,” sorry,” Ember Black said. 
 
    Eppy elbowed her. “What do you want a spider girl for? You have me? I can dress up in a spider costume if you really want.” 
 
    Pinky pushed past that. “There’s more to cover here. Like, hours more. But everyone, you can be seated now. Thankfully, I have the rest of the presentation memorized, but it won’t be the same without all the visual aids.” 
 
    “There’s even a picture of Brock’s penis on slide seven,” Hephi sighed. 
 
    Ember Black shot back up at once. “W-w-what?! Hang on! W-we can’t move forward without fixing this p-projector!” 
 
    “Agreed,” Viperka said, straightening up as well. “As much of an asshole as he seems to be, I bet he’s got a great dick.” 
 
    “Oh he does,” Pinky said. “We call it Brock’s Big Bad Bitchbuster.” 
 
    Tahini smirked. “When we have the time to use the full title.” 
 
    “What are we waiting for?!” Lunaticia said, standing up. “Consider this our first trial as a team! Pinky, Hephi! We will repair your remote control and fix the projector! Right girls?!” 
 
    “Right!” 
 
    In the end they just crowded around Pinky’s laptop and spent twenty minutes looking at photos of Brock’s dick, and even Pinky and Hephi forgot what the meeting was for. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    The Phoenix Goat 
 
   S o much had happened in the last couple weeks that I almost failed to realize that today was the scheduled day for Satina’s Splice Shard. She forgot, too. We had to end her stream abruptly when the calendar alarm went off on our phones. 
 
    “Oh, gosh! I forgot today’s the big day, would you believe it?” she laughed. “Sorry, guys and gals, I have to stop here for now, I’m already running late from my Splice appointment. Next time you see me—well, I’m not really sure what to expect, to be honest!” 
 
    I could hear the nerves in her voice, but I felt less guilty about it now that I knew the source of those nerves was almost entirely based on her fear of how the taste of food would change after the splice. 
 
    I put my hand on her knee for a moment as we were driving to Luna’s office. “For what it’s worth, babe, I don’t think that my sense of flavor changed much after being fused with a dragon, but I can’t really say for sure. In any case, I eat all the same stuff as I did back on Earth. If anything, I enjoy a wider variety of foods.” 
 
    She smiled sheepishly at me. “Awww, honey, you don’t need to worry about lil’ ol’ me. I’ll be fine. Did Dr. Luna order the pizza?” 
 
    “I texted him a reminder a few minutes ago,” I said. 
 
    Her brow darkened with the lines of a frown. “But did you make sure he saw the message?” 
 
    “If you want to call him, go for it. We’ll be there in five min—okay, you’re calling.” 
 
    “Hi, Dr. Luna? Yeah, it’s me. I just wanted to check—okay, you did? Uh huh, and when will it arrive? Oh! It’s there now?!” 
 
    I chuckled as I listened to the conversation play out next to me, my mind easily navigating the traffic without much thought at this stage. I knew this route like the back of my hand. To be honest, I knew this whole city pretty damn well—specifically this district. I could solarport to just about any corner of the Sylvan District without even thinking about it—well, outdoors, anyway. 
 
    Satina was in a much better mood for the rest of the car ride after that fun call, so much so that she even started singing as we pulled into our parking spot. I opened the door for her, and she looped her arm around mine as I walked her into the capsule doctor’s office. “I’m surprised you didn’t ask any of the other girls to come support you.” 
 
    “It's such a busy time for them all,” Satina sighed. “For me, too. I didn’t want to be a burden. It’s already bad enough I’m dragging you along.” 
 
    “If anything, it feels like I dragged you.” 
 
    “Don’t say that—I’m ready. I’m sorry I ever gave you another impression.” 
 
    “Quinny will be there too,” I reminded her. “We’ll probably do a quick baby checkup while we’re here, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    She beamed at me as I knocked on the door. “Of course I don’t mind,” she said, slapping my bicep. “How dare you suggest otherwise? This baby is so important to me.” 
 
    “Me too,” I said, and I planted a kiss on her forehead. 
 
    “Come in, Brock,” Luna said over the speaker on the door as a click sounded. We pushed the wooden door open and marched inside together, quickly ending up in Luna’s laboratory. Quinny and Luna were sitting on chairs on opposite sides of his desk, looking bored. The dark elf noticed us first and stood. “Brock, Satina. Can I ask how Moony is today?” 
 
    “She’s doing great,” I said, beaming at her. “You’ve been amazing. You’re stopping by tomorrow still, right?” 
 
    “Of course!” she squeaked. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world! And Satina, you must be looking forward to the birth of your own child.” 
 
    Satina rubbed her pregnant belly and nodded. “I’m eating for two, so let’s see that pizza.” 
 
    Dr. Luna gestured to another table, and Satina helped herself, the rest of us taking a seat at his desk and waiting for her to finish to her own satisfaction. “So,” I said, “how’s everything going?” 
 
    “We need to talk about your dick,” Luna abruptly muttered, folding his hands. “Hang on.” He tapped his cell phone. 
 
    The former commissioner’s gruff voice came back to us. “Brock. Brock. You there, Brock?” 
 
    I smirked and leaned in. “I’m here, commish. What’s going on?” 
 
    “It’s been all over the news, Brock. The star system we’re now orbiting is going to give you libido troubles.” 
 
    I looked at Luna, surprised at this apparent ambush. “So? I think I can handle it.” 
 
    “I’m not sure the city can,” Dr. Luna said. “J’Jona’s Splice Partner also had an insatiable appetite for women. It got to be a major problem, so I put him on a libido suppressant decades ago. Quinny?” 
 
    The dark elf wordlessly held up a shockingly large brown jar that she rattled to reveal that it was full of heavy pills. 
 
    I blinked. “Why does this involve Go’Urden?” 
 
    “Brock, I’m giving a testimonial. For those of us who by default can go half a dozen times a day or more, it’s the only way we can function in a city like this. It seems fine to you now, but with so many women available to you all day, every day—you’re going to go mad if you don’t learn to control it. Take it from me.” 
 
    I frowned a bit. “But…that kind of sounds great.” 
 
    “The prospect of a city full of dragon cum sounds less appealing to me personally,” Luna grunted. 
 
    I shook my head. “It’s not going to be like that.” 
 
    “Tell you what, Brock,” Quinny said, smiling. I knew what kind of woman she was underneath that smile, so I never knew quite how to take that friendly façade, but I listened anyway. “How about I give you these pills as planned and you take them as needed for now. No more than twice a day—but if you feel like it’s not a problem, then let’s wait and see. If it becomes a problem, take the pill.” 
 
    I shrugged and took the huge bottle—more like a jug—from her. “That’s fair enough,” I said. “I’m not trying to be difficult or anything, I just am not sure it’s necessary. that’s all.” 
 
    Dr. Luna nodded, though his expression was serious. “I can appreciate that.” 
 
    “Go’Urden, how’s retirement treating you?” I asked. 
 
    “Well let’s put it this way,” he laughed. “Nefertari urged me to start taking only half a dose of that pill.” 
 
    Luna, Quinny, and I made awkward eye contact as the former commissioner guffawed at his own lewd remark. “That’s great,” I said. “Maybe we need to get Jasper on this.” 
 
    “I have Jasper on the opposite of this and a cocktail of pills and supplements that just barely keep him alive. The poor bastard.” 
 
    “A lamb in a den of cougars,” Quinny agreed. “Admittedly, this is the natural way of things—women lording over their men. He suffers, yes, but it’s good for his spirit and has made him stronger with time.” 
 
    “That’s actually true,” Go’Urden muttered. “I saw him at Meteomart the other day by total random happenstance. The boy was sporting a six pack.” 
 
    The capsule doctor grabbed the phone off of his desk. “I may have slipped dehydrated minotaur urine into some of his pills. Most powerful testosterone supplement on the market,” Luna said. “Go’Urden, thanks for your testimony. Take care of yourself. It’s time for us to splice Satina.” 
 
    “Copy that. See you gents soon.” 
 
    I looked over at Satina to find that she had eaten the entire pizza. My eyes widened in surprise. “I thought the idea was to eat half now and half later?” 
 
    “I’m eating for two,” she said, the second time she uttered that phrase in the last few minutes. “Oh gosh, I love that excuse. No one would dare blame a pregnant woman. Hang on, I’m going to order up another pizza.” 
 
    “Don’t bother,” Luna said as he opened his drawer. “I thought this might happen. Here, Satina.” He set another pizza on his desk and gestured to it. “After your splice, this will be waiting for you.” 
 
    Her eyes brightened, and she nodded with a big grin on her cute face. “Well then what are we waiting for? Let’s get this over with!” 
 
    Quinny produced the splice shard and gave it to Satina. She walked her through the simple process, and next thing I knew, the Splice Shard was shattered, and Satina’s body was glowing. We stood there for a while, watching and waiting, thinking something else was going to happen. After a few more minutes of standing around, I think we all arrived at the same conclusion at about the same time. 
 
    “I guess that’s it,” Dr. Luna said. “Not that unusual, really. You can’t identify most people’s Splice Partners by looking at them after all. Like Brock, when you first arrived. Cases like Pinky’s and Mambas are rare in the end.” 
 
    I nodded. “Well there you have it!” I said. “No big deal! Just free immortality with no other changes.” 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t go that far,” Quinny quickly corrected me. “I’m going to need to perform some diagnostics on her behind the screen in a minute but—ow!” She touched Satina’s shoulder to guide her in the direction of the screening area, but ended up burning her hand on contact with Satina’s skin. “She’s hot!” 
 
    “Thank you!” Satina said. “That means a lot coming from an elf!” 
 
    “No, your skin! Can you cool it down?” Quinny asked. 
 
    Satina cocked her head. “Huh? Oh. Hang on, let me try…how about now?” 
 
    She reached out and tried again, her hand shaking before she made contact with Satina’s flesh. This time, no sizzling sound could be heard, and Quinny seemed put at ease immediately. “Much better.” 
 
    “Sorry about that!” Satina squeaked, sounding more embarrassed than her standard grin made her look. 
 
    “Oh, that’s interesting,” I said. “So you get heat and fire powers as well.” 
 
    Dr. Luna nodded. “Not a big surprise, either. She is now a phoenix after all.” 
 
    In the end, Quinny revealed her diagnostics to us after performing a checkup, and they were shocking to say the least. I also noticed that when Satina came out from behind the curtain, her skin and fur had more of a reddish quality to it than before, but otherwise, it was exactly her. My Satina. 
 
    “The baby is healthy too,” she added. “It’s already showing a combination of phoenix, dragon, and satyr traits.” 
 
    The Valestrian satyress straightened and rubbed her hands together like a plotting henchmen in a bad sci-fi movie from the sixties. “Well, thanks for the rundown, Quinny! Now—I’m absolutely famished!” 
 
    Satina took the pizza from Dr. Luna, who leaned in to confide something to me. “I was secretly hoping she’d forget about it and I could take it home.” 
 
    “Shame on you for thinking that could ever happen,” I said. 
 
    We watched Satina eat in silence, and it didn’t take long. After she was all done, though, she daintily wiped her cheeks with a napkin and smiled at me. The look on her face was a picture worth a thousand pizza toppings. 
 
    “Well?” I asked, about ready to plant a kiss on her kissable lips because of the cute look of satisfaction she was shooting me. “How was it?” 
 
    She sighed and rubbed her unjustly flat belly. “I am happy to report that it tasted like pizza.” 
 
    I let out a hot breath of relief at that and stood, throwing my arm around her. “Alright then, babe. Let’s go home.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    Being Heroes 
 
   I  woke up that morning between Spinella and Eppy to the sound of my phone blowing up with texts. I ignored them for a minute, assuming it was just Blossom and Petal sending butthole pics again, and rolled over to enjoy my last few minutes of relaxation before another busy day began. 
 
    Tahini had other ideas. She kicked the door open and threw a stuffed dragon at my head she clearly stole from Pinky’s room on the way here. “Wake up, you big scaly oaf!” she shouted, rattling the three of us in bed to full attention. 
 
    “W-what’s going on, Eppy?” Spinella murmured as she rubbed a circular pattern around her forehead to get all eight of her eyes. 
 
    “How the hell should I know?” Eppy reached out for the nightstand and grabbed her favorite knife, clutching it to her chest like a teddy bear. “I’m going back to sleep.” 
 
    I got up, though, sensing that Tahini wasn’t about to let me roll over and make like the blonde elf beside me. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “The city needs you,” she told me. “Check your phone.” 
 
    There were probably a dozen notifications there from Tahini and her dad. There was also one that said, “You’re an asshole,” from Dr. Luna, which as far as I could tell was just him checking in. 
 
    I studied the other texts carefully, my brow furrowing as I read through the news. “This seems like we’re being drawn out,” I remarked as I studied the news. “Some new crime gang, maybe?” 
 
    “Some punks trying to make a name for themselves, more like,” Tahini muttered. “They tried to quietly rob a MeteoBank in the eastern part of the Sylvan District, not far from the border with the Infernal District. Come on!” She ran out of the room, and I followed behind her at a more leisurely pace until we got to her bedroom. 
 
    “Something feels off about it. They stole the stuff in silence, meaning—” 
 
    “No one knew they were there until they left,” Tahini confirmed. “It was an inside job, at least to some level, and there’s a tunnel from the bank leading underground.” 
 
    I frowned. “That complicates things for me.” 
 
    She turned her head to look at me as she stripped down and assembled her Copycat attire, one article at a time. I was momentarily entranced by her naked body but shook it off once the bodysuit came on. “Zip me up, big guy?” 
 
    I obliged. “Like I was saying, I can solarport to the bank, but going somewhere indoors or underground where I’ve never been before—” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, you’ll have to go on foot,” she said, turning around and rolling her eyes. “Big fucking deal. Welcome to life for normal people.” 
 
    I laughed at her and grinned. “Alright then, let’s go.” 
 
    Tahini cloneported there in a matter of minutes, and I solarported to the bank once I received a text from her letting me know she arrived so that we could make our appearance together. I was in my small dragon form. If I was going to be navigating underground tunnels, then my full size wasn’t going to work. 
 
    This whole thing felt a little like they factored me in specifically. It made me wonder what else these criminals had in store. In any case, I’d know soon. 
 
    Tahini and I walked into the bank like we owned the place. “Solaris! Copycat!” the bank manager exclaimed as he saw us make our grand entrance. We got a round of applause which honestly puzzled me since we just strolled in a second ago. 
 
    “Calm your clappy hands, we haven’t done shit yet,” Tahini said. “Tell me what I need to know and we’ll get to work.” 
 
    The bank manager, a skinny elf with long white hair, pointed at the vault doorway. “They dug a hole into the vault. It was undetectable to us until today, when they finally punched through the last layer of cement.” 
 
    “They must have been working on it at night when the bank was shut down,” a teller guessed. “Otherwise we would have noticed the burrowing.” 
 
    “Even so, the robbers knew how to trigger the lockdown functions. They were sealed in the vault so we couldn’t get in, and neither could the cops until a few minutes ago. We just unlocked it. A few police officers already went in.” 
 
    “That’ll complicate things,” I noted. “If they weren’t there, I could just incinerate everything, but—” 
 
    “No, please don’t do that!” the manager gasped in horror. “You’d burn the money too! We had paper bills as well as coins in there!” 
 
    “You’d be fine, it’s all insured anyway,” Tahini said dismissively. 
 
    “You’d be protected by Councilman Eldritch’s laws,” the manager grunted, “and we might have our insurance pay out, but there would be major consequences if we lost that much money.” 
 
    “I won’t burn it all anyway,” I said. “I’m not putting any good police officers at risk.” I looked at Tahini. “Enough talk. Let’s get me in that hole.” 
 
    Tahini winked. “Afterwards. First, we need to get that money back and catch those thieves.” 
 
    I grimaced, and so did the bank teller and the manager. Tahini’s face blanched when she realized we weren’t on the same page as her. “Oh, I misunderstood. Yes, let’s go in the tunnel.” 
 
    The tunnel was dark. Weirdly dark. So dark, in fact, that it defied all logic. “Hang on, something isn’t right about this,” I grunted. Even the light emanating from me seemed to bounce off of the walls and fail to illuminate a damn thing. 
 
    “How so?” Tahini asked, quirking a brow at me just as she bumped into a corner. “Damn, big fella, would you mind shining a bit more light down here?” 
 
    “I’m trying, but you’re the only thing the light is clinging to. And do you smell that?” 
 
    Her nose wiggled as we fumbled around in the blackness of the underground tunnel. The surfaces were rough and cavern-like, like they were dug out in a hurry, but the smell was unmistakable. “That’s paint.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah. Back on Earth, around the time that I died, someone invented a super-black paint that rejected 99.99% of light sources so that it looked perfectly black no matter what, even with bright lights shining on it.” 
 
    Tahini gasped. “Oh fuck! That’s right, I saw that some scientists developed something like that here too. It was a few years ago, but I never heard anything about it again.” 
 
    “We’re going to need to figure out exactly who is producing this stuff,” I muttered. My claws scraped the wall, and sure enough I took the paint off with it, and the solar light coming from my body finally found a surface to land on that wasn’t a pregnant catgirl. “By the way—you’re having kittens in a few months. Should you really be here at all?” 
 
    “I’m fine until I’m showing much more than this,” she said, gesturing to her very slender stomach. “Stay focused, though. I’m getting a bad feeling out of this.” 
 
    “No shit,” I grunted. “We’re walking right into a trap. Any sign of those missing cops?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Not yet. Stay close.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Aww, gonna protect me from the bad guys?” 
 
    “I was actually thinking you’d protect me,” she murmured. 
 
    A few steps later, the quality of the ground felt different. It was flatter, and each step echoed. “We’re in a room now. Get ready.” 
 
    No sooner had I said that then did I hear the tearing of something like velcro, and ten white squares appeared in the perfect black darkness. With my high beams emanating from my body, the reflective blast the white squares fired back at us were blindingly bright for Tahini’s eyes. She hit the ground, screaming in shock, and covered her face. 
 
    I tried to solarport to the location of the nearest white square—which I suspected from the movements to be a panel on a person’s clothing. I was utterly stunned when I discovered that my solarport ability didn’t work in this near perfect darkness. 
 
    “Tahini!” I grunted as sounds rang out—something like laser guns in a sci-fi movie, but I couldn’t see what was being fired. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “Dim the lights and throw me at them! Copying now!” 
 
    Four more clones of Tahini appeared beside her, and one at a time I chucked them through the air at the panels that had previously and temporarily blinded her. She tackled them into the floor and started utterly wailing on them, scratching, punching, choking—it was brutal. 
 
    But the sounds continued. “Tahini, I think they have Void Weap—” 
 
    One of Tahini’s clones screamed in pain and fell over. Then another. I sprinted into the fray and sliced through the darkness, grabbing one of her clones in the process as the others vanished. “Torch them!” she shouted in my arms. 
 
    “But—the cops—” 
 
    “Brock, these are robots!” she shouted. “Whatever cops arrived at the scene are either dead now or a part of this!” 
 
    Robots. Fucking robots. My life just went from Fantasy Sci Fi to Sci Fi Fantasy. I clutched Tahini close to my chest and breathed out enough fire to bathe the room in flames, pulling wings in close to shield my partner from the heat. 
 
    “It was totally a trap,” I grunted. 
 
    Tahini shook her head, her face now lit by flames and sparks in the pitch black room. “No, I don’t think so, big guy,” she muttered. “This wasn’t a trap.” 
 
    That threw me for a loop. “Then what was it?” 
 
    “It was a stress test. They wanted to test your limits.” 
 
    I frowned. “One criminal organization out, and another one in, huh?” 
 
    “And these ones are smart.” 
 
    I set her down on the ground. “We should find where this tunnel leads and then head back the way we came.” 
 
    “Sure,” she agreed, though her voice seemed less certain than her words. “I have a feeling this tunnel isn’t leading anywhere useful, though.” 
 
    I felt myself frown. “I have a feeling you’re probably right.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
    Fuggin’ Cute Little Seedlings 
 
   T hat evening we watched the coverage on the news about what had happened, and there wasn’t really much to report. The police officers that had arrived on the scene first and beat us into the tunnel were the biggest source of speculations, and for good reason. 
 
    “Officers Killgore, Blackburrow, and Gutterleaf have not reported back for duty since disappearing in the tunnel beneath the border MeteoBank,” the former Commissioner rattled off on the news. “At this time, I’ve been asked not to speculate.” 
 
    “Seems like there are two possibilities, and neither of them sound particularly appealing,” the dragonkin news anchor Flammel Barker said. “Either they were killed in action or otherwise taken prisoner, or—” 
 
    “Well, I just said I’m not supposed to speculate, but…It’s also possible they were in the neighborhood on purpose, and they are part of the group that orchestrated the attack,” Go’Urden muttered. “I’m aware. But it’s dangerous to throw accusations out at this stage since these officers could be heroes just as easily as traitors. For the time being, we ask that members of the media calm their fucking balls.” 
 
    “He was so close to not swearing,” Hephi sighed as Flammel visibly jumped at the sudden epithet. 
 
    I chuckled. “Why are they even having him deliver the statement anyway? Isn’t there a new guy in office?” 
 
    “No one gives a shit,” Tahini muttered. “He’s a familiar face in a time of crisis. They could give it to the newbie to field and it might be a trial by fire, but with it being a possible act of corruption, well—I can understand why they’re trying to keep new faces away from this.” 
 
    I let out a heavy breath. “Criminals are getting clever,” I commented. “I’m pretty sure they fired Void rifles at me. I thought most of that stuff was out of the city by now.” 
 
    “It didn’t do any damage, so that’s the good news,” Hephi noted. 
 
    I had to agree there. “These people were smart. Well—they weren’t even people, at least the ones waiting for us. Makes me wonder who’s really doing this and why.” 
 
    “It literally doesn’t matter,” Tahini said, beaming at me with a cocksure grin. “No matter who it is, we’ll make it through, and everything will be alright. That’s the way it’ll always be for us, babe.” 
 
    I returned her happy expression with one of my own, slapping her gently on her perky butt. Her tail swayed cutely in reply, going taut. “You really kicked ass in there today,” I said.  
 
    She beamed back. “Aww shucks. Wanna bang?” 
 
    “Probably in a bit, but I got a text from Blossom I really need to follow up on now that she’s finishing up her stream.” 
 
    Hephi and Tahini exchanged wide-eyed looks. They knew what it was about. “The sprouts?” they asked in unison. 
 
    I nodded. “Apparently they’re…out. Not sure how else to put it. I have to admit, it’s weird. This is so much different from how we got Moony.” 
 
    “That was a whole ordeal from what I heard,” Tahini chuckled. 
 
    I stood up and stretched. “It was.” I walked over to Blossom’s door and knocked. “Hey there Blossom, I heard you have some baby flower sprites ready to meet their dad?” 
 
    The door opened suddenly, and Blossom was there with a big grin on her face. “They’re so fuggin’ tiny!” she squealed. She grabbed my hand and violently tugged me into her room, and I followed in willingly. Blossom slammed the door behind us and gestured to the windowsill where four little pots were set. 
 
    I approached them slowly. “Hey there, cuties,” I said, lowering my voice as I approached. “It’s nice to meet you. I’m—oh.” 
 
    All four of them were as naked as Blossom was when I first found her, but they had their modesty preserved by little leaves over the important parts. Most unnervingly, they didn’t look like children of babies at all when I got close enough to inspect. They looked like…well, like Blossom. Exactly like her aside from the fact that they were roughly the size of my fingernail. 
 
    I looked at Blossom and blinked in surprise at this revelation. “They don’t look like me at all,” I noted. 
 
    She shook her head. “Flower sprites typically take after their mothers. They won’t have any dragon features, probably. They’ll just be perfect little duplicates of me! Each of them will probably have my personality, too, except for a few minor changes.” 
 
    “I wish I could hold them like a baby,” I said, smiling as I looked back down where they were sitting along the windowsill. 
 
    Blossom hugged me tightly. “These pots are about big enough to get them to that size, but we can’t uproot them for a long time yet.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said, my voice shaking from the notion. “I would never.” 
 
    My flower sprite lover frowned a bit. “It’s too soon, isn’t it? You’re underwhelmed.” 
 
    I laughed at that. “No. It’s not that. I just didn’t know what to expect. Can they talk?” 
 
    “If they can, it’s too quiet for us to hear. Their vocal vines would be too thin to generate much sound,” she reasoned. 
 
    I gave Blossom a huge hug and squeezed her tight, making her squeal into my ear. “I’m really happy that you’re a part of my life.” 
 
    “Brocky…” she whined, her lips grazing my ear lobe gently. “Should we really do this in front of the babies?” 
 
    I blinked. “Definitely not. I didn’t mean—” 
 
    “Actually…instead of doing it with me, could you maybe hurry up and bang the Nightmare Girls? I’m really itching for them to enter the circulation so I can start teaming up with Petal. We’ve got plans.” 
 
    I stroked her cheek. “We scheduled the five-on-one with them for next weekend. But if it’s for you, one of the mothers of my children, I’ll talk to Hephi and see if we could move the timeline up to tonight, alright?” 
 
    Blossom nodded. “For the betterment of the Harem Truce, it must be done.” 
 
    *** 
 
    And it would be done. That very night would be the night. In truth, there were reasons and justifications for why the Integration Five-on-One was scheduled further off in the future, but the truth was simple. I wanted to get it over and done with and start the next step of my harem journey with my heart open and balls blazing. I wanted to start the rest of my life already—and that meant that the Nightmare girls had to be brought into the fold. 
 
    “Is this another chaotic meeting?” Viperka asked with her arms crossed. We had gathered in my bedroom, the largest bedroom in the house. It was me, the Nightmare Girls, and Hephi, who was there to supervise and make sure that notes were taken about any problems that came up in the midst of things. She insisted on being here to help onboard the girls just in case they got nervous. 
 
    I could tell they were nervous, but not exactly in a bad way. Viperka appeared to be the only one who didn’t know what this was about. “This isn’t just a meeting,” I said. “This is the orientation orgy. Congratulations, girls. We’re making it all official tonight.” 
 
    The naga girl’s eyes went wide with surprise. “Tonight? I—I haven't taken a shower yet!” 
 
    “This is why you read the whole email, dumbass!” Lunaticia hissed at her. “Not just the subject line.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said, smiling at all of them. “Before we begin, I’d like to say a few—wow, Petal’s already naked.” 
 
    “Sorry! I’m just so flippin’ hyped!” she squeaked. “Blossom warned me in advance so I’ve been looking forward to this all day.” 
 
    I nodded at the plant girl and looked at Hephi. She smiled at me adoringly, adjusting her glasses and mouthing words of encouragement. “You can do this, Brock.” 
 
    I grinned at her and felt my heartbeat go from rushed to steady. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath, then resettled my gaze on the five women in front of me. 
 
    “When I first came to Meteoropolis, nothing made sense. I think that’s probably a feeling a few of you could relate to when you made it here. It was Pinky Peach who was my Host, and I her Capsule Puppy, when I first moved in. I met Blossom the very same day and Mamba very shortly thereafter. It’s been a wild ride getting to this point.” I laughed and shook my head as the silliness of it all came over me. 
 
    “Truth is that I’m a more significant figure in the universe than I previously gave myself credit for, and it’s no secret at this point that I keep wanting more and more women in my dragon’s hoard. But it doesn’t mean that you’re disposable or a simple trophy on my shelf. If we do this tonight—if we make it official, it means that you will be signing up for an immortal existence that will see us happy together and in love until the end of the universe comes and goes. I can provide you with nearly endless happiness and I will make it my mission to give you every single thing you thought you wanted and more.” 
 
    The women looked at me in rapt fascination, hanging onto every word, wearing adulatory expressions. Even Viperka, who seemed like a total chore of a person but in a mildly endearing way, seemed to understand the gravity of this moment. 
 
    “I want you to know,” I went on, “that nothing matters more to me than my women. You are my family. You are my friends. You are the reason why I keep going. If you are ready to take the next step, you become part of a small group of—wow, Petal, I’m still talking here.” 
 
    The xenodryad was on hands and knees, sticking her butt up and reaching back to part her pussy lips. “Sorry! I was just getting a bit bored!” 
 
    Ember Black took a step forward and placed a hand on my chest. She smiled at me gently. “Sorry, Brock—I know you’re t-t-trying to build up to something here, b-b-but it’s really fine. We’re ready.” 
 
    I looked over all the faces in the room and saw soft, emotional faces and nods of agreement. I looked at Hephi, who showed me a covert thumbs-up underneath her clipboard and winked. 
 
    “Very well, ladies. Let the five-on-one commence.” 
 
    With a snap of my fingers, my clothes hit the ground and I took on a form that appeared mostly human with a few draconic elements remaining for form and function. As my heavy draconic dong made itself known to the crowd of eager women, their reaction made me grin. 
 
    “Wow!” Lunaticia said, instantly dropping to her knees to better inspect it while she unhooked her bra. “May I?” 
 
    “Help yourself,” I said. 
 
    “Careful! It breathes fire!” Velvet warned her. 
 
    Seeing Lunaticia gasp and look up at me in worry, I decided to quickly correct the record. “It…does not do that.” 
 
    “P-P-Pinky P-P-Peach told me his creampies were the b-b-best, but I think throatpies are hotter,” Ember said.  
 
    “Noted,” I grunted. I chanced a look over at Hephi who was taking notes about one thing or another. 
 
    At the present moment, Petal was still on the floor on hands and knees, waiting for penetration, but the rest of the girls had gathered in front of me to worship my cock. 
 
    “Yuck,” Viperka said, snarling at me. “Dragon-human cock. Gross.” She said this as she eagerly started licking its entire length, making nasty eye contact with me the entire time. 
 
    “You seem to be enjoying yourself.” 
 
    “It’s not like I wanna suck your dick or anything,” she muttered. “I just think it’s the correct thing to do in this situation.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Ember Black and Lunaticia started pumping the base together while sucking my balls. Velvet ran off to fetch Petal, who seemed increasingly more confused by the fact that she wasn’t being fucked at the present moment, and set her back on track, bringing her to my side. Velvet took the opposite side, and I held them under my arms as they started kissing and sucking on my neck. 
 
    In the meantime, I busied my own hands. I fingered Petal’s plant pussy while I fondled Velvet’s deer girl tits. I also set my tail to work brushing against her already dripping slit, gliding and sliding it between her legs. She trembled with pleasure after only a few strokes, and her eyes rolled back. 
 
    “I’m—I’m gonna pee if you keep doing that,” she whimpered. 
 
    “Female ejaculate from squirting is like thirty percent urine anyway,” I grunted in reply. 
 
    Seeing things kick off to a good start, Hephi grabbed the whistle around her neck and blew it. “Alright, Nightmare Girls! We’re all warmed up! Now we need to get into initiation formation! We rehearsed this, come on, let’s go, go, GO!” 
 
    The girls scrambled into position, each of them placing their hands against the wall and jutting out their asses—except for Viperka, who had a snake-like lower half and only a front door entrance to her human-like vagina. “How do we decide fucking order?” she asked. 
 
    “It was already preordained by lottery,” Hephi replied. “Your formation actually is already arranged for it. First it’ll be Petal, then Ember Black, then Viperka, Luniticia, and Velvet.” 
 
    “If it’s really going to be that long until we get to my turn, can I just go pee now?” the deer girl asked as she trembled on her skinny legs.” 
 
    Hephi frowned at her. “Sure. Go pee. Brock, assume the position.” 
 
    The next part of the evening would probably only last about ten minutes at most, but it would give way to a long night of sucky-fuckery. With gusto and panache, I took my place behind Petal, who looked back at me and grinned her adorable grin. “Fuck me good, boss!” 
 
    Incidentally, she came the quickest, lasting only about thirty seconds before her climax drove her to her knees. With her tapped out, I moved on to Ember Black, who kept trying to turn around and make out with me while I fucked her in a very porn-reminiscent way, but she too fell easily, lasting only about three minutes. Admittedly, I paced myself a bit slower so as not to have a repeat of the Petal incident. 
 
    Then it was on to Viperka. “That’s it,” she moaned, “Fuck me, you asshole. Gods, your cock fills me up so good!” She had a mouth on her as it turned out, and that almost got me halfway to a climax, but alas, her dam burst at about a minute point five into the act. 
 
    Next was Lunaticia, and as I switched over to her, Velvet entered the room again, her eyes wide with shock and awe. “Whoa!” I couldn’t blame her for her display of surprise. Three out of four of her friends were writhing on the floor in post-coital bliss while I was about to send the Hellcat down a similarly blissful path. Being from Horcross’s Pit of Pleasure, Lunaticia came easily and more loudly than just about anyone else. “Ahhhh! Shit! Here come the waterworks!” 
 
    Hephi watched as she squirted all over the floor, frowning. “We’ll have to do a big clean of this place before we let Pinky or Eppy back in here.” 
 
    I nodded my agreement as I let Lunaticia fall onto the floor and started cuddling with the naga. I also laughed as Viperka coiled her tail around her tightly, making the catgirl’s eyes bulge a bit as she hugged her back. 
 
    “Alright, Velvet,” I said. “Your turn.” 
 
    The little deer girl trembled on her skinny legs but nodded. “Is it going to hurt?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’ve done this enough that I know what I’m doing.” 
 
    She assumed her original position against the wall and I got to work, slipping inside her folds easily, enjoying the intoxicating warmth of that last pussy. It would be a long night of loving, but with this act, I was completing my contract with them, officiating our relationship. I felt Velvet’s velvety insides start convulsing as her breaths quickened and her moans grew louder. “Aaahhh! Ahhh! Ahhh! I’m cumming! Thank the gods I just peeeeeeed!” 
 
    I felt her pussy grip me tight like she never wanted to let go, and I knew that at last I was ready to release my first load of the night. 
 
    “I’m finishing soon, girls,” I grunted. “Come and get it if you want it.” 
 
    Ember Black was first, literally elbowing Petal and Lunaticial out of the way to vacuum seal her lips around my cockhead. She eagerly pumped me off into her mouth, letting my entire super sized wad of cum fill her throat. She drank it down with a gulp and tried to hide a burp under her breath. 
 
    “That was great,” she sighed, looking up at me with a loving face. 
 
    “We’re just getting started,” I assured her. “Hephi. Help them into formation two.” 
 
    Hephi nodded and smiled at me. “Happily, Brock. Alright, ladies, you heard the man! Get your messy selves off the floor and prepare for round two!” 
 
    It ended up being a fantastic night. But…as the women collapsed from exhaustion one by one, I came to a rather grim realization: my appetite had only just been whetted.

  

 
   
    Chapter 20 
 
    The Wrong Prescription 
 
   A fter the five-on-one with the Nightmare Girls, I realized that was the perfect time to try the medicine that Quinny gave me. I popped double the prescribed dose, just to be safe and sat still for a bit to let it start to do its work. Was it working? Maybe. It was hard to tell. I didn’t feel less horny, but maybe it had an impact on my self-control? 
 
    I tried to go about my day as normal. “Hey Brocky!” Blossom chirped as I emerged from my room. Immediately, I tore off her clothes, bent her over the couch, and ate her out, tonguing her pussy vines as she moaned through a flurry of mounting climaxes. “Wow! Best fuggin’ morning ever!” she moaned. “I love you so much, Brocky! Hang on, let me play the theme song for Titty Patrol while you—nghhhh!” 
 
    Then I railed her for a solid forty minutes and only stopped because other people started stirring in their rooms. I could sense that we weren’t going to be alone much longer, so I filled Blossom’s decorational butthole up one last time before leaving her on the couch, a sputtering, blubbering mess. Shit. And she had to stream soon. 
 
    “I’m sorry, babe,” I grunted. 
 
    “D—don’t fuggin’ apologize for that…Jesus Christ.” 
 
    Of course Blossom wouldn’t find it problematic. She didn’t really have the self-control or capacity to self-examine and see why it could be an issue. I needed to find someone who would solve the problem. 
 
    I found Hephi and shoved her into the broom closet. “Brock?!” she gasped. “What’s going—oooooohhh!” I was inside her just like that, tearing her panties to shreds and slipping my cock under her skirt to impale her luxurious elven pussy. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and kissed me passionately, tossing her glasses aside, letting her hair come undone. “What’s all this about?” 
 
    “I’m having trouble controlling my libido,” I grunted as I continued to thrust inside her heavenly elven interior. The slick, hot wetness of her gripped my shaft and convulsed, milking me for my cum, but I wasn’t ready to offer it up. 
 
    “Ahhh! Ahhh! Gfaah, Brock, I’m cumming! This is my good skirt!” She kissed me again anyway as she coated my dick in elven lady nectar. 
 
    “What can we do about this?” I asked. “I’m getting out of control.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she huffed and puffed for air. “Definitely. Give me, like, twenty minutes here to think about that problem for you.” 
 
    I took her to her room, getting confused looks along the way from the other girls as they saw me carrying Hephi through the common area. I set her down on the bed to rest and stared at her. She looked so pretty just lying there with her eyes closed like a sleeping elven princess. But then I realized I left her glasses in the closet. “Hang on,” I grunted. “I need to get your glasses. 
 
    She nodded. “No problem. I need a minute anyway.” 
 
    On my way to the closet, I helped myself to a foursome with Mamba, Tahini, and Pinky Peach. “Brock? Is everything okay?” Pinky had asked. “I was just on the phone with Greg from Flinch. I was wondering if you think—whoa, gimme that!” 
 
    I didn’t mean to rudely interrupt her business talk with my suddenly erect member, but it happened, and there was no taking it back when the unicorn girl dropped to her knees and unsheathed it from my pants—which definitely smelled of elven and plant girl pussy, still. 
 
    Pinky sucked on it gently, right there in the living room, and for a moment you could be forgiven for thinking she was the problem here. But of all the girls, she was always the most in sync with me sexually, so I figured she locked on to my desperate need and made it her own. 
 
    Tahini wandered back into the living room and saw us there like that. “Wow. Glad I didn’t turn on the common area cameras for our slice of life stream yet,” she muttered. Then she paused, and the sounds of a unicorn girl’s slurping filled the air. “You…uh…look like you could use some help with that, Pinky.” 
 
    Pinky Peach looked back at Tahini playfully. “Brock has been through Hephi and Blossom already this morning. I think he needs a bit more attention before he can function.” 
 
    Understanding lit up Tahini’s eyes. “Ohhhh. This is that solar system thing. Did you take the pills Quinny and Luna gave you?” She said this while she undressed in a hurry, stripping down to complete nudity just before dropping to her knees to join Pinky while two duplicates appeared behind me and rubbed their breasts and pussies all over my back and legs. 
 
    “I took it,” I grunted. “Like, an hour ago. I’m not sure how long it’s supposed to take to have an effect. I can’t go to buy coffee and donuts like this. I’ll end up fucking that lamia girl against the desk and she’ll lose her job.” 
 
    “We’ll take care of it,” Pinky cooed just before taking everything she could as deep in her throat as was physically possible. 
 
    Tahini just nodded as she licked my balls and her clones moaned and rubbed themselves against me. 
 
    And that’s when Mamba wandered in. “Looks like Brock’s for breakfast this morning,” she commented. “Don’t mind if I do.” 
 
    I almost groaned as Mamba shed her negligee and sauntered over, knowing that this was only making me more aroused, not less. “Goddammit, Mamba,” I grunted, “I am going to fucking ravage you looking like that.” 
 
    “Looking like what?” she asked, looking down at herself to try and detect what was different. 
 
    “Like you.” She started making out with me, but I took the first opportunity to suck on her snitties. I kept this arrangement going for a while, but soon the time came to switch things up. “Mamba, Pinky, lay on the couch, Pinky on top of Mamba, arms and legs wrapped around each other. I’m going to slide ride between your pussies so I can get as close as possible to fucking you both at the same time.” 
 
    “Yes, baby,” Pinky Peach mewled as she guided Mamba into the position I described. 
 
    “Tahini—your mission is even more delicate. I want you to wrap your arms and legs around my face and let me wear you like a crown. I’ll eat you out that way while I rail these two.” 
 
    “That sounds physics-defying,” she noted. 
 
    “I promise I can make it happen.” 
 
    And so I did. Her two clones otherwise kept their same position, hornily rubbing themselves all over me while I rutted Pinky and Mamba and Tahini wrapped herself around my face. Soon, I was ready to blow. “Pinky, I know you’re going to want the creampie,” I growled. “Did you start birth control back up yet?” 
 
    “Brock, we don’t have time to worry about that!” she gasped, and of course my delirious sex brain thought she was correct. I slipped my dick inside her willing, waiting hole and filled it up to the brim. “Fffffuuuuuu!” 
 
    “You know, I don’t hate creampies either, Brock,” Mamba muttered with a salty tone. 
 
    I slapped myself in the face. “Shit. I need to get Hephi’s glasses from the closet. Girls, go wash up and get out of my sight before I rail you again.” 
 
    “Don’t threaten me with a good time,” Pinky whined. 
 
    The girls fled to the bathroom, thank God, and I headed straight for the closet. When I got there, though, I noticed Eppy approaching from her room with a bucket and a mop. “I’m sorry about the mess,” I said. 
 
    She grinned at me. “I wanna taste your blood.” 
 
    I blinked. “I. Uh. Fuck it.” 
 
    Long story short, I ended up having a kinky threesome with Spinella and Eppy on the way back to Hephi’s room. When I got there, I realized I never grabbed the glasses. 
 
    This was bad. This was out of control. After quickly banging Hephi one more time, this time with some support from Satina, I decided I couldn’t risk walking to the panic room, so I triggered the teleportation function on my phone and zapped myself there. I did some controlled breathing exercises to try calming myself down, but it was no use. There was only one thing to do. 
 
    I texted Quinny. 
 
      
 
    > I don’t know what’s going on. The medicine you gave me isn’t working. Like, it’s doing nothing. If anything, I’m even hornier! 
 
      
 
    She left me on read for five excruciating minutes. Then, at last, she answered, but it wasn’t the answer I expected. 
 
      
 
    > This is my design. Where are you, Brock? 
 
      
 
    I blinked in confusion at that message. 
 
      
 
    > What does that mean? I’m in the panic room, what do I do?! 
 
      
 
    > Lie down and wait. The time has finally come for you to learn your place as a male.  
 
    > Mitsy has been added to the chat. Opal has been added to the chat. Hart has been added to the chat. 
 
    > Girls. He’s ready. Counter Harem, Assemble!

  

 
   
    Chapter 21 
 
    Banging the Baddies 
 
   S hit. This was bad. I mean. Kind of. A bit. Was it? Admittedly, it was not particularly bad. ‘Bad’ was the time Jasper and Luna got drunk and ate Satina’s leftover troll barbecue. I’d never seen her so angry in my vicinity. Another example of ‘bad’ was when Pinky Peach found out that Blossom kept leaky bags of fertilizer in the TV cabinet. We had to buy a whole new entertainment center to satisfy the unicorn girl—and carpeting.  
 
    This? Well… 
 
    I watched as several silhouetted beams of light appeared in front of me, gradually taking decidedly womanly shapes, one after another. First there was the undeniable form of Nurse Quinny, wearing thigh high white stockings and her nurse outfit. She must have come straight from Luna’s office. Her hair was pulled up tight into a bun, which she immediately shook loose upon seeing me, making her lustrous white mane cascade down her back. Hot as fuck. 
 
    Then…was that Opal?! Sure enough, the lamia girl and her sexy, fuckable proportions appeared, and she was wearing her Dragonkind Donuts uniform, with the little hat and everything. Well, for a minute, anyway. Before the next girl even appeared, she was undoing buttons on her shirt, revealing ridiculously suckable boobs beneath her plain attire. Her snake tail occupied a huge swath of the panic room, too, winding around the couch and then some. 
 
    Next there was…a centaur? Who the fuck is this? She seemed vaguely familiar but— “Hey, are you that one chick that outed me to the public?!” I grunted. “Why are you here?” 
 
    She didn’t answer me, instead looking around like she was waiting for something. Not that my penis was complaining, mind you. The horse ass was a dealbreaker for me, but I’d recently learned that centaurs have a frontussy like lamias do, so I was down to pound. She was cute, too. Cuter than I remembered, even, with long hair in a wavy ponytail and great, thicker proportions with a flat tummy that reminded me a bit of Satina. 
 
    And then—of fucking course—Mitsy appeared, already naked, like she’d been waiting for this moment all day. Her eyes were crazed, her smile more like a rictus stretching across her face. I didn’t even have time to address her before she pounced on me, her long white hair and nine tails swaying as she landed in my arms. “Darling!” she cried out, tears streaming down her wild face. “You must be as excited as me, waiting for this for so long.” 
 
    My erection was so forceful that it tore the crotch of my pants asunder and poked the psychotic kitsune right between the legs, though it didn’t go inside. “I’m not not excited,” I grunted under my breath. 
 
    Mitsy froze in my arms as the other girls approached, slowly disrobing behind her, leaving their clothing in trails on the panic room floor. My eyes scanned them all, but I kept landing back on Mitsy’s crazy, scary, hot face. 
 
    “Before the inevitable happens, mind telling me what the fuck is going on?” I looked at Quinny briefly with those words. 
 
    Quinny smirked at me. “Certainly, male. You are pathetically standing at the mercy of Mitsy’s Counter Harem Initiative. Behind the scenes, we have worked up to this day, acclimating you to the idea of us, making sure we remain a fixture in your life, and that your dependence on us continues to grow so that you become more and more enamored with us while your hoarding instincts swell in severity.” 
 
    “Something is swelling in severity,” I grunted. 
 
    “It’s your penis!” Mitsy moaned, pressing her lips against me. She engaged in a one-sided makeout session, tightly wrapping her arms and legs around me and making weird sounds as she sloppily inserted her tongue into my mouth. “And—fairly recently, you must have received a package, right?” 
 
    I cocked my head. “Right. The pussies. Ohhhhh.” I put it together as I looked them all over. “Yep, that adds up. But what about the centaur girl? She wasn’t in my life?” 
 
    “No, we had trouble forcing me into the equation,” she sighed. “But I was the one who thought up the ambush plan when Quinny mentioned that she had panic room access.” 
 
    “I used my access and Luna’s override codes to hack them into your panic room registry,” the dark elf explained as she fondled her own breasts. “Cleverer than a male like yourself could ever come up with.” 
 
    I furrowed my brow. “I’m still stuck on the sex toy replicas of your honeypots. Why do that?” 
 
    “Because we knew you’d use them,” Opal said. “And we wanted you to know just how good we’d feel when we got to this moment so that you wouldn’t be able to resist.” 
 
    “And that was before the city took orbit around a sun that made you absurdly lustful,” Quinny said. “Now it’ll be effortless to seduce you.” 
 
    I nodded as I tried to ignore Mitsy’s tongue all over my face and neck and her hard nipples pressing into my chest. “A great plan,” I agreed. “Except you forgot one thing.” 
 
    The women’s eyes momentarily flashed with panic, and they exchanged anxious looks. Even Mitsy stopped kissing me to stare as her nails elongated and canine fangs grew sharper in her mouth. “And what did we forget, my darling?” Mitsy said, her voice shaky. 
 
    I smirked. “I would’ve fucked you all for a ‘pretty please’.” 
 
    From there, things got predictable. Mitsy forced her tongue back down my throat, and this time I reciprocated. My wings and tail shot out of my back, and I felt other features grow and swell with power as I slammed her onto the sofa mattress. 
 
    I took the other sofa and pushed the two of them together to form something like an improvised king-sized bed. Not satisfied with the size, I reached into something ancient and powerful—something I hadn’t delved into much. I summoned an item from my hidden hoard, the one I’d found and brought back to Meteoropolis, and produced a ring. 
 
    Mitsy’s eyes opened wide and her grin continued to spread. “What is that?” 
 
    “It’s a ring of matter manipulation,” I said. “I’ll definitely be getting in trouble for using it but…” I slipped it on my cock, and it adjusted to my size by magic. 
 
    “It’s a cock ring?” Opal gasped. “I didn’t see that coming.” 
 
    “It’s not a cock ring, per se, but it can be used as one. And it’ll be I who sees you coming soon,” I growled back at her over my shoulder.  
 
    She let out a horny whimper, and leaned against the centaur girl as though the power of her tail to uphold her might give out soon. 
 
    Empowered by the ring, I extended my hand, and my penis, and uttered some words older than most stars in the universe. Several more rows of couch cushions appeared, expanding the two sofas into something far beyond king-sized, large enough to accommodate us all—provided Opal and the centaur chick whose name I still don’t remember figured something out. 
 
    “Enough reshaping reality,” Mitsy moaned, reaching down and using two slender fingers to pry open her rather inviting pussy lips. “Reshape my guts with your cock, Darling. I’ve been waiting for so long!” 
 
    My wings flapped, and I flew toward her, hovered over her, then gently lowered my body above hers. I assumed the classic missionary position at first, but tossed her legs over my shoulders so that I would be plowing her properly. My cock found her waiting womanhood without me even looking down. I slid inside and watched as her eyes rolled back for a moment, then retrained themselves on me. “That’s it!” she sobbed, then broke into a laugh. “I’ve done it! I’ve done it! I have him! I’m his, he’s mine! Ha! Haha! Hahahahahaha!” She laughed maniacally as I started thrusting away inside her. 
 
    “You go ahead and get the chuckles out at your own pace,” I grunted as I felt the texture of her insides offering their blessings upon me with every push. I bent over and pressed her knees up against her own breasts, and accelerated the rate of thrust, adding a bit more force and power with every repetition. Mitsy continued to laugh and cry and scream crazy things. 
 
    “I’m never letting you out!” she shouted. “Be inside me, always and forever, darling!” 
 
    “Often enough, I’m sure,” I grunted. Every thrust came with a loud, almost embarrassing squelch. She was so wet I could feel a squirt of fluid every time I retreated for another push. “How does a person get this wet? What is your hydration process like?” 
 
    “Of course I’m wet,” she growled. “I’m yours! I’m yours forever and ever! It’s even better in person, Brock! I knew every time you used the gift I sent you, you know. I could feel it.” 
 
    My brows raised as I continued my work inside her. 
 
    Her crazed eyes freaked me out but seemed only to urge my penis on like the soldier he was. “Oh yes, my darling, I felt it every time. But it’s nothing compared to the real thing, wrapping my arms around you…I’ll always be wet for you with no prompting at all, just knowing that I live in the same universe as you!” 
 
    “That’s commitment,” I said, nodding with approval. 
 
    She looked up at me through her legs, that feral look still in her eyes, but her face fell quiet. Her mouth opened, and she started gasping, hitching her breath in short, desperate puffs. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, but the look on her combined with the context clues her clenching cunt provided told me that she was about to cum her face off. 
 
    “Nhhgahahaha!” she howled, and it really did turn into something like a howl toward the end as she threw her head back. 
 
    I looked to my left and right. Quinny was to the left, and Opal was coiled up on the other side of the sofa. “Let the boss recover, Brock. Now it’s our turn.” 
 
    I looked at Mitsy, expecting a protest, but instead she nodded begrudgingly. “You’ve all earned your piece of the pie,” she said between harsh breaths. 
 
    “Wow,” I noted, nodding in approval. “Now that’s character growth. You really had a whole arc behind my back.” 
 
    “Time to give my body an arc, hot stuff,” Opal purred beside us. 
 
    The centaur girl—shit, I forget her name. I snapped my fingers and looked up at her. She was standing at the edge of the sofa, fondling her tits and frontussy. “Huh? You snapping at me?” 
 
    “Sorry, yeah. What’s your name again?” 
 
    “It’s Hart,” she said, pouting. 
 
    I nodded. “I will do my best to remember that going forward.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she muttered shyly. 
 
    So Hart was watching, but as Quinny and Opal slid closer to me and I dismounted the kitsune, Hart helped Mitsy’s limp body up into a nearby resting position and grabbed a hairbrush from some pouch she wore on her horse half. She had, like, saddlebags without a saddle. 
 
    She handed the brush to Mitsy who began relaxing herself by brushing her tails as she pulled them in front of her. I knew I definitely wanted to partake in some tail brushing someday, and something told me my time was coming. 
 
    Quinny kneed me in the chest, catching me by surprise. I followed her momentum, falling from my side onto my bank. A few seconds later, I had a faceful of dark elven pussy as she sat on my chest, wrapped her legs around my neck, and pulled my head into her crotch. “Worship me, male. Embrace your place.” 
 
    At the moment, I was happy to embrace this particular, specific place, so I started lapping up her pussy like a dog with an ice cream cone, making her moan in no time at all. As I did that, though, I felt an easy-to-interpret pressure tightening around my legs. 
 
    Opal was coiling our lower halves together, her serpentine tail totally wrapped around me from foot to thigh. She guided my cock into her pussy using her hands, but once it was in? Hoo boy, it was sure to be in there for a while. 
 
    Rather than the typical thrust, her whole lower body writhed, tightened, squirmed, twisted…it made for a rather interesting sensation that I didn’t hate. Now, add to that the simple pleasure of an elven vagina smearing against my kisser, and that’s what I call a recipe for a good time. 
 
    I continued licking up Quinny’s pussy and I tried to rest my hands on her hips, but that earned me an unexpected slap in the face, which only made me bulge inside of Opal even more. “How presumptuous, male,” Quinny breathed out just barely between moans. “You think I—nghhhu—would let you touch my naked flesh without—hoooooo—p-permission?” 
 
    “No worries,” I mumbled. So from the waist up, I starfished, spreading my arms out in a T-pose. 
 
    “Hmmm,” she hummed at me. “Maybe I’ll let you touch me if you massage my breasts to provide them with pleasure.” 
 
    I took the invitation immediately, grabbing her boobs and fondling them sloppily at first—getting a few squeezes in for me, you know how it is—and then I went into business mode. I used my fingers more than my palms, stimulating her nipples with all the skill that I’d learned in my epic story so far. I traced circles around her areolas, pinched her purple tits teasingly, and used just about every trick in the book at my disposal. 
 
    That was enough. That, combined with what my tongue was doing to her lady parts, resulted in a serious of wild moans and me getting squirted in the face as she made cummy sounds heretofore unknown to mankind. I couldn’t describe them if I wanted to. It’s a shame, because I’d really love to. 
 
    As that was going on, I could feel Opal starting to change her approach as well. “Oh, shit, Brock!” she moaned—fucking loudly. “I’m gonna fucking die!” 
 
    She did not die, but she did climax, her whole body shaking and vibrating around me. When she was done, she uncoiled and pulled herself off my lower half, panting airily, as she continued to pump the base of my cock. I had a cock ring, so keeping me hard wasn’t exactly an issue, so I had to assume she was just doing it because she liked to. 
 
    “Hart,” Opal grunted, indicating the centaur. “Your turn.” 
 
    Mitsy growled in the corner. “But remember the rule. When he’s going to cum, he’s back inside of me.” 
 
    “Don’t I get a say in this?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” all four women quickly said. 
 
    I nodded and cracked my knuckles as Quinny dismounted my face. “Fair enough. Show me to the nearest centaur hole to fill.” 
 
    When I looked up, though, I saw a sight that caught me by surprise. Gone was the horse body I’d seen before. Now, she was more like a satyr, having only two legs, but with an equine lower half rather than one belonging to a goat. Her legs were still feminine, but covered up to the inner thigh in a layer of short brown horse hair. Fur? Hair, I think. She also had the horse tail still flicking behind her delightfully peachy rump. And yeah, she had horse hoofs, but I was used to Pinky Peach, so that wasn’t an issue at all. 
 
    This would be easy. Barely even an inconvenience. “You’re probably wondering about my mating form. In Valestria, there are no male centaurs, so if we mate with humans or elves, we take this form, but if we choose horses instead—” 
 
    I held up a hand to stop her. “I did not ask. And now? I’m fairly certain I don’t want to know the rest.” 
 
    She nodded, and I pulled her into the bed. “I’ve been fantasizing about this since before I knew you were Solaris,” she whimpered. “Since we met, and I saw you saving those people in Meteor Park.” 
 
    “I’ve been fantasizing about this for the last twenty seconds,” I said. “Sorry it isn’t longer.” 
 
    She blushed. “That’s okay. I know you’re kind of spoiled for choice. And I wanted to apologize about…leaking your secret to the news.” 
 
    “For the record, that’s the first time I said ‘Sorry it isn’t longer’ in an intimate setting, if you catch my meaning,” I chuckled like a cocky dick. She swooned anyway. 
 
    “Still, I’m sorry for doing that,” she whimpered. 
 
    I looked around the room. Opal formed a heart-shaped pen around us using her long tail, while Mitsy masturbated with her hairbrush and Quinny with the hilt of her ritual dagger. They watched intensely as my hands fondled the centaur’s huge breasts and she started shyly rubbing my cock. “In any case, I feel like things worked out okay for me,” I grunted. 
 
    I turned her over and fucked her doggy-style, lifting up her tail so I could indulge in the sight of her butthole as I thrust into her again and again. She came almost immediately, but we kept going because she managed to keep it under Mitsy’s radar, though I was pretty sure Quinny noticed. 
 
    During the second climax, I was finally at the point where the magical cock ring was starting to be a nuisance. I pulled out of Hart and let her collapse face first into the cushions, then turned to Mitsy. “Where do you want it?” 
 
    “Everywhere!” she gasped, knowing at once what I was talking about. “My face, my breasts, my legs, my hair—I want it everywhere!” 
 
    “Well, I have good news for you then,” I began, clenching my jaw as I removed the ring and stroked myself to completion, “I think I’ve got you covered. Literally.” 
 
    I won’t describe the sheer volume. That would be distasteful and hard to read for most people, I think. What I will say is that Mitsy, who had white hair, pale skin, and nine bushy white fox tails, had never been whiter than she had been in those following moments. Or stickier. 
 
    As I was just about ready to go for another round, though, Nurse Quinny extended her hand, and I realized what was in it. “Here,” she said. “These are the real libido suppressants.” 
 
    I took them from her and popped a few immediately, nodding appreciatively. “So they were real after all,” I grunted. 
 
    She smirked. “Silly male. You think I roped Go’Urden and Dr. Luna into pleading with you?” 
 
    I shrugged. “To be honest, I haven’t been doing much of today’s thinking with my brain,” I said. I glared at Mitsy, who was gazing up at me lovingly as she licked my stuff from her fingers and arms. “Speaking of which…this is going to be interesting to explain to the harem.” 
 
    “You’ll figure it out, hot stuff,” Opal cooed. “Now—Quinny, I just realized my shift is in twenty minutes and I didn’t bring money with me into the panic room so—” 
 
    Quinny sighed. “I’ll lend you some money for a cab.” 
 
    “Thank you!” 
 
    My glutes clenched. “I suppose that means you’ll all be walking out the front door, huh.” 
 
    “Not me,” Mitsy giggled. “I’m never leaving.” 
 
    Well, well, well. If it isn’t the consequences of our own actions, the dragon said in my head. 
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Harem Leadership Meeting 
 
   T his was a big fucking meeting for Pinky Peach. It was a meeting of the minds and would determine the future of the harem, for better or worse. Her objective was to make sure it was for the better. 
 
    She sat at a round table she borrowed from Jasper across the street which Brock mentioned he had for gambling nights with Brock, Tahini’s dad, and Dr. Luna. Today it was needed for a far more important purpose. 
 
    Pinky sat closest to Hephi. The two of them had fancy tablets with super high tech styluses. Pinky had the latest model of tablet, but Hephi just upgraded her stylus for this meeting—a detail that Pinky didn’t miss. Her brow twitched as she glanced at the silver and black writing instrument. It had 7000 levels of pressure and a little screen on the side displaying battery life. If you clicked the button under the screen, it would save the next thing you wrote to its internal memory. You could even turn it around and use the back part like an eraser. Hephi had mentioned that there was even some way to use the stylus to control Pinky’s slideshows on her projector. 
 
    Over my dead fuckin’ body, Pinky thought to herself as she stared at the stylus. Hephi flipped it between her fingers skillfully—no, boastfully. Braggadociously. Like a fucking asshole. If that stylus were Pinky’s, she would treat it so gently. She’d cradle it like she cradled Moony, prizing it like an extension of her family. Hephi was a good ally in these meetings, but she was a shitty tech-owner. 
 
    Oh shit! That’s right! She needed to start the meeting! 
 
    “Ahem! Ahem!” Pinky Peach said, tapping the table with her nails to get the attention of everyone present. 
 
    “There’s only four p-p-people here, Pinky, and we were all w-waiting for you to stop staring at Hephi’s stylus,” the pegasus elf said meekly from a seat to her right.  
 
    “Oh. Right,” Pinky grunted. “Well—we should take attendance and—” 
 
    “Present,” Mitsy said, rolling her eyes. 
 
    “Present,” Hephi added. 
 
    “P-p-p-p…Here,” stammered out Ember Black. 
 
    Pinky Peach’s eyes blinked rapidly. “I…didn’t say your names,” she growled through her clenched jaw. “How can I be sure who said they were present or not?” 
 
    “There’s fucking four of us, you psycho,” the kitsune groaned. As her nine tails fanned back and forth behind her with impatience, she, too, tapped the desk with her nails, but it was a much more menacing gesture coming from her somehow. “Are we conducting this meeting or not?” 
 
    “We are, of course,” Pinky muttered. “That’s why we’re here. To conduct a meeting. Which I had no time to prepare a presentation for.” 
 
    Hephi’s lip quivered out of the corner of Pinky’s eye, and she knew the elf shared her regret about the fact. Hephi always backed her up when it came to the importance of visual aids to keep focus. But maybe it wouldn’t be so bad with only four people? 
 
    “Let’s move it along, Pinky,” Hephi said, though the unicorn elf knew it pained the Werifesterian brunette just to utter those treacherous words. Still, they did have a lot to cover. 
 
    “Alright,” Pinky said shakily. “First thing on the agenda—Brock tells us, Mitsy, that you refer to your faction as the Counter Harem?” 
 
    The fox girl’s ears twitched and her pupils dilated at the mere mention of the dragon’s name. “Yes, that’s right.” 
 
    “About that,” Hephi’s voice pierced into the conversation, “Have you considered an alternative? After this meaning you’ll be undergoing formal integration, so the ‘counter’ moniker doesn’t make much sense.” 
 
    “But we agree completely about the importance of having a title and identity for your unit, don’t get us wrong!” Pinky squeaked. 
 
    Mitsy’s nails continued to drum on the table. “How about ‘Best Girls’?” 
 
    “No,” Hephi, Pinky Peach, and Ember Black all instantly intoned in unison.  
 
    Mitsy sighed. “This sucks. And we’re sure Brock wouldn’t forgive me if I killed you all, right?” 
 
    “Very sure,” Pinky said. “Look—I’m being the bigger woman here and forgiving you for your underhanded methods in the past—including an attempt on my own life. Sorry, bitch, but you’re in my world now, and if you want to suck Brock’s dick then you’re gonna have to learn to kneel. To me, specifically.” 
 
    Hephi cleared her throat. 
 
    “You can bow lightly to Hephi,” Pinky added. “Point is—you may be the boss of the Psycho Bitches—by the way if you want to use that name I’ll let you—but I’m the boss of you. Got it?” 
 
    Mitsy’s jaw set in irritation, but she nodded. “For now.” 
 
    “So think of a name for your sect and get back to—” 
 
    Mitsy interrupted suddenly. “How about the Evil Girls, then?” she proposed with a smirk. “That’s how you see us, right?” 
 
    Pinky knew it was being offered up as a semi-sarcastic suggestion, but she seized it anyway. “Approved. I manage the Dream Girls, Ember Black, you represent the Nightmare Girls, and Mitsy, you’re in charge of the Evil Girls, and Hephi acts as an assistant and partner to each of us. When we’re not around, she has final say. And Hephi, like all of us, has veto power on anything in leadership meetings.” 
 
    Mitsy’s brow twitched at the fact that the name she’d offered up as a catty joke was accepted. “Fine,” she grunted. “Have it your way…bitch.” 
 
    “Psycho,” Pinky growled back. “Animosity aside, welcome to the harem, Mitsy. I am actually a little relieved to have you integrated because it’ll help as Brock’s draconic nature continues to become more prevalent in his personality. But, of course, the fact that you brought three more girls with you presents a challenge.” 
 
    “Penis Scarcity,” Hephi stated clearly, adjusting her glasses on the bridge of her nose. “It’s a classic case of supply and demand. The Brock Point System has survived despite Brock’s efforts to reform it, but now Black Market backroom deals over Invitation Points and agreements to hold off on chores so someone else can stock up on Brock Points—well, there has been massive deflation. The supply does not begin to meet demand anymore. The Brockconomy is facing an imminent collapse.” 
 
    Ember Black nodded gravely. “W-w-we were all w-w-worried about this t-t-too,” she admitted, folding her hands as Pinky heard her hoof tap anxiously on the floor. 
 
    “If we don’t act fast,” Pinky went on, “we’re talking anarchy, blood in the streets, and other madness. We need to work out a schedule that can satsify everyone, and I’m not talking monthly. I want a weekly rotation, no hottie left behind.” She slammed the table with a closed fist. “Dammit, if we’re not all getting cummies at least three times a week, then what’s even the point of living!?” 
 
    Mitsy’s eyes became solemn and serious, her renewed tone strikingly more cooperative when she spoke. “So what do we do?” 
 
    “We work,” Hephi said. “There are seven days of the week. Since not everyone operates on the same calendar, I’ll refer to them by the names they were called on Brock’s world. First of all, keep in mind the size of each harem faction.” 
 
    “The Dream Girls is the largest with eight members. The Nightmare girls have five. And Mitsy, the Evil Girls have only four. The fairest way I can think to handle this is to allot the Dream Girls two guaranteed days a week, and both the Nightmare and Evil Girls one guaranteed day a week. The makes four days, leaving two days free for Brock Points and sketchy deals, and as for the last day—” 
 
    “That’s Saturday,” Pinky said. “I just learned that.” 
 
    Hephi nodded and continued. “For the last day, I move that we lock all the doors and shutter all the windows in the house and just ask Brock to not take his medicine then. That day will be a guaranteed multiple times per day for anyone and everyone who makes themselves available to him.” 
 
    Ember Black and Mitsy looked at each other for a moment, then nodded. They turned back to Pinky and Hephi. “Agreed,” they said together. 
 
    “On your guaranteed days, you’ll be responsible for deciding each week—with Brock and each other—whether you’ll be grouping multiple girls at once, or simply taking turns. You can also use those days for dates, snuggles, and so on.” 
 
    “But one night a week, probably Friday, will be movie night. That’ll be one of the days where the Brock Point System will be relevant,” Hephi added. 
 
    Pinky smiled at her clearly impressed fellow leaders. “This took a lot of planning, so I hope you can appreciate the work that goes into these big choices. It’s not just good for you, but it’s good for Brock, too. See—before you all came along, he was whining about how the Brock Point System was such an annoyance to him and it made everything so passionless and political.” Every face in the room showed some wounded emotions over the matter, but Pinky pressed on. “Anyway, this way, the BPS only matters twice a week! Still enough to be useful for us, but the other five days can be as full of passion and even spontaneity as he wants—as long as he can stick to the right harem chapter on the right day.” 
 
    Mitsy raised a hand. “I have to admit, this is impressive. You two would be good at running a charity.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I like money!” Pinky squealed with a grin. 
 
    The kitsune frowned. “Anyway. I did have one important question. You might be getting to it but—” 
 
    “You’re wondering about living arrangements?” Hephi guessed aloud. 
 
    The fox girl nodded. “We’re currently set up in the panic room. It’s odd. Like we’re camping on the floor and the couch. We’re not sure how welcome we are to roam the house and—” 
 
    “I understand,” Pinky said, holding up a hand and smiling. “We’re working on it. We have Dr. Luna pulling some strings to try and convince a house across the street to put their property up for sale.” 
 
    Mitsy gasped. “Heavens, I hope you’re not using underhanded, brutish methods!” 
 
    Pinky blinked in confusion. She had forgotten that, aside from her moral blindspot for all things related to Brock, Mitsy was actually incredibly selfless and pure. “Not to worry,” Pinky urged her. “He’s just trying to offer them a better property for a price they’d be stupid to refuse.” 
 
    The kitsune let out a sigh of contentment and smiled. “What a relief.” 
 
    “If there are no further questions, we will be moving on to the orientation session. I printed out some packets for you each, filled with information about Brock. Here.” Pinky fished in her purse and handed printouts to each of the other women—except for Hephi, who had hers already in front of her. 
 
    Hephi sat up straight and cleared her throat as she jabbed her stylus into her packet. “Mitsy, would you mind reading the first paragraph for us?” 
 
    “What is this, grade school?” the kitsune muttered as she shuffled her packet and found the spot where she was meant to begin. “Fine. Sure. Uh… Brock Clayton—a man, yes, but also a dragon. Hailing from one of the many Earths that Meteoropolis was loosely based on, Brock is rare in this city for his human lineage—but even rarer for the Solar Dragon powers that burn inside him.” Mitsy’s brow twitched. “Who fucking wrote this?” 
 
    Pinky beamed at her proudly. “Me. And yeah, I come on a bit strong in the introduction, but you’re definitely going to want to pay attention when we get to page seventeen.” 
 
    Ember Black and Mitsy both flipped ahead to have a peek, and their eyes almost popped out of their sockets. “Brock’s s-s-s-sexual weak p-points?!” Ember Black gasped, her body shuddering from the weight of its potential. 
 
    “I told you,” Pinky sang mirthfully. “Now—bear with the ham-fisted opening, Mitsy, so we can get to the good part.” 
 
    Mitsy nodded fervently and licked her lips, her nine white tails swaying hypnotically behind her. “Yes, ma’am,” she grunted. 
 
    Pinky Peach and Hephi shared a private smirk with one another. This was going to work out just fine. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22 
 
    Superstitious and Cowardly Lot 
 
   O ne day, I got a ping on my phone from the police letting me know ahead of time that the same criminals responsible for the underground attack with the superblack paint were back. What’s more, since they knew who I was, it was suspected my home might be a target. 
 
    “Everyone stay inside,” I announced. “Tahini, you’re with me. All other Dream Girls, Nightmare Girls, and Evil Girls stay indoors and let the security golems protect you and the babies. Melody is also god-level in her power, so I’ll send her a quick text and see what she can do.” 
 
    “Got it!” Hephi shouted. “You heard the man, everyone continue with your day as normal but stay indoors. No popping into the garden, Blossom.” 
 
    I sent a quick message to Melody, letting her know about the situation. 
 
      
 
    > Ah. I shouldn’t meddle, but if they get anywhere near the babies, I’ll erase them all from existence. 
 
    > Got it. Leave it to us then. 
 
      
 
    I also called Mamba and pulled her away from her stream as I waited for Tahini to get into costume. “Hey Brock Star, need something?” 
 
    “Yeah. Apparently the same criminals as last time have located the Precipice—the spot where Uther the Navigator used to be. Can you put out a psychic search for them?” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ll try. Thing is, the police have found a way to block me from targeted searches when I’m not helping them out. They know about me because of you and Go’Urden and have been kind of working to keep my power contained.” 
 
    I frowned. “Makes sense, I guess. You’re too powerful to go unchecked. Anyway, if these bad guys are going to keep escalating, then we can’t de-escalate.” 
 
    She kissed me on the cheek. “You’ll get no argument out of me. Good luck. I’ll send you a psychic message if anything comes up but…don’t count on it.” 
 
    Tahini walked out of the bathroom in her catsuit and purred at me. “I’m ready, big guy.” 
 
    Seeing her in black spandex also made me feel rather ready for something entirely different, but for once in my life I kept it in my pants. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Getting to the Precipice was tricky. It was a hidden location, a pocket in which one of the city’s biggest secrets used to be hidden. But now, it was up for grabs and abandoned. It made sense that villains would want to get their hands on it. Steering the city wherever they wanted it to go was bound to be appealing to some crazy asshole. 
 
    Eventually, we made our way there, traveling through light tunnels and eldritch passageways both above and under the ground. Don’t ask about the logistics. I only knew the way because I’d been there before, and once you’d been there, you just kind of know how to get back. Convenient, I know. Still…it made me wonder how these criminals knew. I suspected the cops that were apparently in league with them playing a role in that. 
 
    After all, Commissioner Go’Urden showed up, too. 
 
    When we arrived on the scene, he was there, shirtless for some fucking reason, the only weapon he seemed to possess being the fists the gods gave him. “Brock, Tahini,” he grunted. “Glad you could make it.” 
 
    We strolled up to the platform and had a look around. As far as I could tell, no one else was there yet. “What’s going on, J’Jona?” I asked. “It’s just us here.” 
 
    “So far. Thanks to some intelligence Tahini managed to unearth last week, we were able to interpret their secret coded language and determined they were planning to take control of this spot. We alerted you because, well, we’d rather you be here before they are.” 
 
    “A sensible choice,” I muttered. “Whatever happened with the police officers that disappeared last time?” 
 
    “Defectors,” the kitten elf said. “Sorry to say it, Dad, but their names appeared in their hidden communications.” 
 
    He frowned deeply. “You hate to see it. Cops like that give a bad name to the badge.” 
 
    “So what’s the plan?” 
 
    “I can help you with that!” a loud voice bellowed, seemingly coming from all around us. It sounded somehow young and gave me that fantasy British vibe—but as I listened more, I realized that, no, it was more like a weird Bond villain.” 
 
    The Precipice was a wide, flat chamber with a view out to space, though it was artificial. About a hundred foot soldiers dressed like ninjas and wielding white weapons appeared in front of me as they hopped out of a swirling purple vortex. They had their own catgirl, though she was pale-skinned with long blond hair and a pink catsuit. She leaned against who I assumed to be the leader of the ninjas. He wore the same black garb but had metallic armored shoulder pads, knee pads, claws, and a mask. I supposed the voice came from him. 
 
    “What exactly is it that you want?” I asked as they all struck poses in front of us. Tahini duplicated herself multiple times as a handful of other super cops jumped out from behind ancient devices and structures where they’d been taking cover. 
 
    The man—the leader, I figured—spoke. “Nothing less than complete control over the city—its politics, its economy,” he gestured broadly to the platform we all stood on, “its trajectory.” 
 
    “Why?” Tahini pressed. “What’s the point?” 
 
    “My little kitten,” he laughed. “Power is the point.” 
 
    Former Commissioner Go’Urden cracked his knuckles. “My wife made me promise I’d offer to let you turn yourselves in peacefully,” he said. 
 
    “I’m afraid we aren’t interested in that,” the catgirl laughed. 
 
    Go’Urden nodded with approval. “Good. I was hoping you’d say that.” 
 
    The hulking elf lunged forward and punched the nearest goon so hard in the face that his head essentially vaporized. He then used his forward momentum to dive kick into another guy, collapsing his chest and reducing him to a very dead lump on the ground. 
 
    “Holy shit! He’s crazy!” the leader shouted. “Attack!” 
 
    Look. I’d like to tell you that it was an epic battle. They came with some fancy new magitech weapons they were convinced would do some damage on me, so I have to applaud their research and planning, but they didn’t count on the sheer scope of our combined might. 
 
    Tahini’s clones quickly surrounded the goons and beat them into bloody pulp with the help of her father, who took every opportunity he could to shake one of the clones’ hands every time they made a kill together. Meanwhile, police officers picked off those that tried to run. 
 
    Their catgirl hottie opened up another portal and retreated through it almost instantly once it was clear that the shit and the fan had been properly acquainted. That left the main baddie, who I busied myself toying with. 
 
    “I’m really curious why you thought this would work out,” I said as I grew to a gargantuan form that easily filled the chamber. 
 
    The man looked at me with a stunned and defeated expression, shaking his head. “I thought you wouldn’t be able to transform thanks to this.” He produced a small glowing purple orb from his utility belt. 
 
    “Oh, a shapeshifting blocker?” I chuckled. “That’s where your mistake is, then. I’m not transforming. I’m always in dragon form. All I’m doing is growing.” 
 
    The guy nodded. “Ah. Interesting. That’s good to know.” 
 
    Aaaand I ate him.  
 
    I won’t lie. A part of me was a bit disappointed at how easily the whole scenario played out. The war wounds I had from dealing with the Void Cartel made us all so cautious. We treated these folks like they were the next big threat, but as far as I could figure, we just took out their leader in unceremonial fashion. 
 
    Of course I couldn’t be sure. Amidst the grumbles of let down police officers, I found myself patting the disheartened commissioner on the back. “Hey there, bud,” I said, consoling him, “There might be more. Maybe these guys were just lackeys or cannon fodder.” 
 
    Go’Urden seemed to blink back a tear of frustration as he wiped some of the enemy’s blood off of his face. “You’re right. There’ll always be the next one.” 
 
    Tahini snarled at her father. “I can’t believe mom let you come. Aren’t you supposed to be retired?” 
 
    He laughed and gestured at the other cops who started to close in and gather DNA evidence from all the bodies, or what remained of them. “Baby girl, what would retirement be if I couldn’t do what I loved every now and then?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes and leaned against me. I rubbed her stomach. “How are the babies? Everything okay?” 
 
    Tahini smirked at me. “I thought I told you not to worry about that. Catgirl pregnancies are way tougher than others’.” 
 
    “He’s right to worry,” Go’Urden grunted. “Those are his own children—and my grandkids. Let Brock handle the heroism from here on out, sweety. At least take a break until after the birth.” 
 
    She growled with annoyance but agreed. “Let’s go home,” she said. “The others will be waiting for us anyway. And we don’t want to be late.” 
 
    Go’Urden arched an eyebrow. “Oh? You had plans? Late for what?” 
 
    I smiled brightly. “Late for movie night.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 23 
 
    Movie Night Interrupted 
 
    
     “M 
 
   
 
    ovie night! Movie night!” Blossom sang. “First real movie night with all the new girls!” 
 
    “About that,” I grunted as I looked at the jam-packed living room. Monster girls of all types were arranged on the furniture and floor, looking up at me as I entered with a single bowl of popcorn that wouldn’t last the opening credits. “We may need to look into finding another venue for movie nights going forward.” 
 
    “Nonsense!” Pinky squeaked. “Where else would we go that would allow under-the-blankets mid-movie hanky panky?” 
 
    Ember Black’s eyes widened. “Does that happen often?!” 
 
    “Pretty much every fuggin’ time!” Blossom said. “That’s why the seats around Brock are so competitive.” 
 
    Mitsy grinned. “I knew this was the right move. I’ve been seat-camping since last night. Brock, baby, you’re sitting next to me, right?” 
 
    I shrugged as I surveyed the room. “I mean, you’re next to my favorite spot on the couch, so probably.” 
 
    “Dammitall!” Pinky Peach growled. “Wait—who’s scheduled with him after this?” 
 
    Velvet raised her hand. She was holding a small pack of wet wipes out of habit. “It’s our day, and Lunaticia and I are supposed to be with him tonight.” 
 
    “Okay, so you two can’t be around him. Ideally, to keep the new schedule sacred, it should be one of the Nightmare Girls in Mitsy’s seat, too but—” 
 
    “Don’t even think about it,” the Kitsune said, growling at Pinky. “I’ve been here for twenty-six hours. I peed in Opal’s empty thermos.” 
 
    Opal blinked and cringed as she put one and one together. “So it was empty after all. Well. That was a close call.” She set the thermos down. “I’m going to go brush my teeth just in case I absentmindedly took a sip.” 
 
    Pinky Peach tried not to snigger. “Anyway, I admire Mitsy’s commitment to the bit, so Hephi, let’s let her stay there. But the seat on Brock’s other side should be an unscheduled Nightmare Girl. Since Velvet and Lunaticia are taking him later, it’s up to Ember Black, Viperka, and Petal to decide amongst themselves.” 
 
    “I’m sitting next to Blossom!” Petal squealed, shaking her hand in the air. One of them. Blossom was already sitting on the other one. 
 
    “I had a slot with him this afternoon and my belly’s still full,” Ember Black sighed contentedly. “He’s all yours, Viperka.” 
 
    “Fine,” the naga hissed, slithering over and sitting down as she crossed all four arms as she glowered up at me. “Sit your ass down, dick.” 
 
    “Happy to,” I said, winking at her, “brat.” 
 
    “What are we watching anyway?” That was Satina, who had at some point taken the bowl of popcorn out of my hands and essentially inhaled the whole thing. “Also, did anyone want another bowl of popcorn? I’ll put another bag in the microwave.” 
 
    “That was the last one,” I said. 
 
    Satina sobbed suddenly, causing Mamba and Tahini to console her with gentle pats on the back and shoulder rubs. “We’ll order you a few pizzas, honey,” Tahini said. “Mamba, grab my phone. If you press star and then eight, it dials in her favorite order automatically.” 
 
    “On it,” Mamba said as she took to the task. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “So what movie—” 
 
    Mitsy licked my neck, causing me to stop in the middle of my question as I felt her canines scratch against my trachea. “You taste so good. I’ll never not want to lick you.” 
 
    Eppy nodded at her feet, Spinella sitting in her lap. “Have you tasted his blood? It’s a chore to get at, but it’s to die for.” 
 
    “So what movie will we be watching—” 
 
    “Blossom, you already whipped out my flippin’ titties and the movie hasn’t even started!” Petal giggled. 
 
    “Guilty as charged!” 
 
    “WHAT MOVIE ARE WE WATCHING?!” I shouted, trying to cut through all the bullshit. 
 
    Velvet sighed. “Bathroom break, anyone? Just me? Okay, I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    Hephi tapped her clipboard. “The movie is called Troll’s Blood and True Love. It’s a coming of age story about a young troll who falls in love with his elven teacher. It’s actually not a love story, but it got great reviews.” 
 
    “Sounds boring,” Viperka groaned as her hand slipped under the blanket in my lap and started rubbing my crotch. “Looks like I’ll have to entertain myself as usual.” 
 
    I closed my eyes to blink, but when I opened them again, I didn’t find myself in the crowded living room anymore. There was no scent around me, and no feeling of anyone touching my skin. As I looked down at my body, though, I saw myself in an even more human-looking form than usual, with no hint of scales, no tail, no wings—nothing. 
 
    It was just my human form. Naked. Zero G dick floating freely in space. 
 
    After I gave myself a minute to interpret what was happening, I had a pretty good idea who I suspected was responsible. I sent out a conscious thought into the universe, assuming that the party in question would pick it up with ease. “Hello, Styria. Where exactly are you?” 
 
    “You’re so tough to surprise,” she giggled in her Cali-girl accent, oddly anachronistic considering just how much time had passed since that accent existed naturally in the world. “It’s just you, me, and the vastness of space tonight, dragon boy.” 
 
    I looked around and spotted her, a speck in the distance that was rapidly growing closer by the second. “A little warning might have been appreciated. I just came, like, an hour ago.” 
 
    “That won’t slow you down, will it?” she asked in a honey-sweet tone that was a bit unusual for her. Finally, she finished closing the gap between us and hovered up close to me. She was naked too, and it was all I could do not to lose my focus and stare. 
 
    “Melody might interrupt,” I said. 
 
    “Nah, she’s busy with your kids, and besides—she wouldn’t dare. That’s why I took the liberty of undressing you. Aunt Melody wouldn’t dare pussyblock me at the risk of catching a glimpse of your dragon stick.” She ran a teasing finger down my chest and then my stomach. It terminated as she touched my cock, gripping it tightly in her comparatively diminutive hand. “Mmmm…don’t mind if I do.” 
 
    I was done with the pretense of pretending I wasn’t totally into her, so I grabbed her by the hips and slammed her body into mine. Her perfect, pale breasts pressed against my chest, pierced nipples digging into my skin but of course causing no pain. 
 
    Seconds later we were at each other’s throats, literally. She sucked on my neck like it was her vocation, and I playfully kissed and nipped at her jawlines and collarbone while my hands roved her body. The shape of it was perfect—slender in all the right places with shapely breasts and a round ass that begged to be spanked. I took the liberty. 
 
    I felt my psychic and magical aura surge, knowing that in her presence I had no need to hold back on any level. Whatever I could dish out, she could take. As she kissed me, a private atmosphere formed around us, creating a bubble that allowed for sound and breath to make sense, dispelling the vacuum of space. I wasn’t sure if it was her magic or mine that created it. Perhaps it was a joint effort. 
 
    She made no comment as she continued to kiss me and play with my cock, stroking it gently but getting more purposeful in her movements. I was hard enough to enter the crack of a diamond.I figured this was her saying that she needed a bit more foreplay—so I obliged. 
 
    I lifted her body up slightly, letting her breasts float in front of my face. I suckled them gently at first, then provided more suction as my tongue did battle with her silvery studded piercings, one after another. My fingers brushed lightly along the exterior of her pussy, running up and down the outer lips in a circular motion until she started squirming with impatience. 
 
    I stuck two fingers inside and probed upward in a scooping gesture, finding the telltale inner mound of her G-Spot with ease. Meanwhile, my thumb worked her clit with presses and circles as I continued sucking her breasts. 
 
    Her fingers ran through my hair, and I heard her moan whorishly as I started hitting pay dirt. “Fuck,” she moaned. “You know exactly what you’re doing.” 
 
    “I’ve had a bunch of practice,” I growled back. 
 
    “Ahhh!” she whined, biting hard on my ear. “Fuck, Brock! Fuuuuck!” 
 
    The G-Spot is a surefire way to get a girl to squirt. Well, as surefire as you got, anyway, and Styria did not let me down. As she started gushing, ejaculations of pussy juice started pumping out and floating past us in the air, new quantities of her love liquid exiting her body every second or so. 
 
    I pulled her off my ear and relinquished her tit from my mouth so I could see the stupid orgasmic look on her sexy face, and no part of me felt disappointed. Her jaw had gone slack, tongue hanging out as I continued to pump her nectar out of her. She didn’t have the mental wherewithal to be embarrassed by the pornographic face she made, and I almost didn’t notice the distant explosions that happened in time with her climactic moans. 
 
    “Enough of that,” she whined as she adjusted her position in relation to me. Her hair floating behind her, so dark that it seemed blacker than space itself. She was panting. “Fuck me. That’s why we’re here.” 
 
    “Do you have, like, a condom or—” 
 
    “I’m clean. We’re going raw, dragon boy.” 
 
    “That’s somewhat irresponsible but since we’re basically gods—” 
 
    Folding instantly, I let her wrap her legs around my waist and cooperated as she guided her slit down to consume my cock inch by inch. Once again, her eyes rolled back as I speared her guts and her mouth hung open with a stupid but hot look on her face. Seconds later, that look would be on my face once she started moving those hips. 
 
    Holy fucking shit. The texture of her insides was different from what I’d expected, even after fingering her. Her inner walls writhed around and emanated magic and power in equal measure, attempting to milk my cock of its seed from the word go. I was shuddering by the second pump inside her, and by the third I couldn’t stop myself from kissing her. Anything to distract me from the pleasure so that I didn’t blow my balls inside her womb in the first ten seconds. 
 
    Eventually, my body adapted. I started giving as much as I was getting, and each collision caused the atmosphere bubble around us to waver and pulled more and more debris into our sexual orbit. Soon we had our own ring of small meteorites around us, and with every hump, they scattered and found us again just as fast. 
 
    As we had sex, more and more rocks and space junk joined our orbit. The ring became an orb of debris, and that orb eventually closed in around us. Every time she moaned, magic seeped out of her, and the debris fused in places while the bubble we were inside started to fill with heat. 
 
    The volume of her orgasmic expulsions also began to grow to supernatural quantities. At some point, I became aware of the fact that the objects around us weren’t small—we were huge. We were in full cosmic scale, moon-sized beings at least. As such, the heat of her pussy juice and the quantity of it started to swell around us, and I realized that the heat of it all was coming from my own magical, solar contributions. 
 
    Soon, I realized we were fucking inside the core of a proto-planet, swimming in magma, enclosed by an orb of perfectly fused rock and space ice. Our atmosphere expanded to encompass our creation, and each new round of sex we engaged in, every new position caused changes to happen to that atmosphere. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if Styria was conscious of it all, but I was. Even as I rutted her like a beast, I felt the changes around us occurring in every fiber of my being. Geological structures formed as though billions of years were taking place—weather systems took shape in the planetoid’s atmosphere. An ecosystem began to grow—bacteria and single-celled organisms evolving into complex lifeforms, mutating in realtime from the primordial magic and cataclysmic energy we emanated with every insertion and withdrawal. Soon, small animals and fully-formed plants and fungi covered the surface. 
 
    “Kiss me,” she moaned. “Suck my tongue.” 
 
    I did as she said and allowed myself to be distracted from the magic happening around us. We continued to swim and fuck in the inner core of the world we’d made, our hands frantically exploring each other as though we hadn’t been doing it for hours at least. Soon, Styria hit her final climax, the last one she could handle, emitting a scream that I worried might undo everything we’d created together. 
 
    But it didn’t. What it did do was pull more ice into the orbit, which melted and continued to fill the oceans. When it was all done, and I’d had my turn to cum inside her, I looked at Styria in utter astonishment. “You weren’t kidding when you said we’d make a world baby.” 
 
    She grinned at me, which I scarcely could make out through all the magma. “Let’s get out of here and make another one.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 24 
 
    Are You There, God? It’s Me, Brock. 
 
   T he cosmic sexual event with Styria was so mindblowing that I didn’t even go straight home when I got back to Meteoropolis. I texted the girls to let them know what happened and promised to return shortly, apologizing for the disruption in the schedule for the evening. Styria’s magic plopped me right back on my own doorstep, but I took one look at that door and let out one of the biggest sighs of my life. I needed, like, ten freaking minutes. 
 
    Don’t misread me. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to go home, or that I’d changed in any meaningful way. It was all just such a big deal that I was still mentally recovering from it. I needed a sec, that’s all. 
 
    So, where did I go? Lovecraft Coffee. Now that the Nightmare Girls were streaming full-time, they put that place up for rent and some other friends of theirs had taken over. I still got coffee there each morning because, well, it was still the best damn coffee in town as far as I knew. 
 
    I strolled in through the doors and ordered with a wave of my hand. The wood elf chick at the counter knew my order well enough that she just nodded at me and watched as I assumed a booth in the corner, trying to not cause much of a fuss. Thankfully it wasn’t busy, and no one else seemed to pay much attention to my arrival. 
 
    I waited for my coffee quietly. I just sat there, arms and legs folded, slouching against the booth, not even checking my phone. I took a deep breath. Finally, I was starting to adjust. 
 
    But then…a figure in a dark gray hoodie walked in through the door, his hood drawn up. He had the insignia of some university on the front of his sweatshirt—and in English lettering, which would have earned a spit take out of me if I’d already been drinking my coffee. 
 
    He headed straight for the business counter, whispered some words to the barista, and gestured to me, no mistaking it. I sat straight up. 
 
    The more I looked at him, the more I realized that I was looking straight at a human. But how? I mean—sure, there could be another human in Meteoropolis now, maybe a newbie, but why with this attire? Had he recreated it from memory? 
 
    He grabbed my coffee from the wood elf barista and walked over to me, smiling. I watched, eyes wide, as he sat on the other side of the booth and set the drink down. 
 
    “Hey there, Clayton,” he said, his voice more mature than his face let on. 
 
    I squinted at him and took the coffee, sipping it, but not breaking eye contact. “Hey. Who the hell are you?” 
 
    He drew back his hood and revealed a handsome masculine face. He looked to be around twenty-one years old, basically finishing up college or so, but there was something familiar about his face. It was subtle. I might not have placed it if I didn’t just have sex with his daughter. 
 
    “Oh shit.” 
 
    He laughed and put the hood back up. “It makes sense you’d have that reaction, but I’m not mad. I’m happy Styria found someone she sees as on her level.” 
 
    I blinked as I recalled something I was told about him. “I thought you were called the Mute God.” 
 
    He laughed at that. “Do you think this is my true form? That I’m appearing to you as myself? This is the form I reserve for my children—and now you. It’s something you can understand.” 
 
    “Not your wives?” I asked. “Not Melody?” 
 
    The god in front of me stared emptily back for a moment. “They know me for who I am. They were there every step of the way—well. Most steps. I can take a truer form with them.” 
 
    I marveled at that quietly for a moment. “You look so young.” It  was dumb. He just explained that this wasn’t really him, but it was the first thing I could think to say. 
 
    He didn’t seem bothered. “This is how I looked when I was first taken to Esoterica,” he explained. “You couldn’t possibly comprehend my true body if I showed it to you, Brock. It’d just burn your eyes and make you go insane.” 
 
    I cocked my head. “Really?” 
 
    “Well, no—you’re the most powerful solar dragon in the cosmos. You could keep your sanity, but you wouldn’t be grateful for it.” He smirked at me and reached out, grabbing a coffee of his own from the table. It hadn’t been there only a moment before. 
 
    “So…you’re him. The Elloway. God,” I said. 
 
    “Yep. I’m him. He’s me, more or less.” 
 
    “I mean—I’ve got a lot of questions.” 
 
    I could tell he waged a quiet war not to roll his eyes at me for a second there. “Everyone does. Go ahead and ask if you have to.” He smirked at me and leaned back against the booth cushioning, waiting for the onslaught of inquiries. 
 
    My eyes widened. I wasn’t going to get another chance like this, I figured. Not until Thanksgiving, anyway. I cleared my throat. “Was there a God before you?” 
 
    He nodded at me. “There are still other gods—The original Creator is out there somewhere, hiding away for reasons unknown… The Elder Gods, gods local to various worlds and dimensions, godlike creatures with immense powers that are only relevant in their own domains...But they never had the power of Creation on the same level that I do. There was also once the traditional concept of a creator deity. That fellow stepped out of the building shortly before I took over.” 
 
    “Let’s get Epicurean,” I said, leaning forward and resting an elbow on the table as I took another sip before setting down my coffee entirely. 
 
    He did the same. “Ah—you want to moralize with me? Let’s do it, why not.” 
 
    “If you’re all powerful, then why is there evil?” 
 
    “I can see all acts, good and evil, on both a micro and macro scale. I can witness children bullying one another on a playground while watching the travesties of a galactic war playing out all at once. It would be easy for me to fly in and end all evil, at least at first. Let’s say I appear before the bully and instruct him to stop bullying. And then I appear before the leaders of either side of the war and tell them to end their conflict. What happens next?” 
 
    “The bully eventually keeps bullying anyway, because mortals are flawed. And the opposing sides of the war still feel slighted because their gripes with one another weren’t resolved just because you took violence off the table,” I guessed. 
 
    “Right,” he said. “Then what happens next?” 
 
    I let out a steaming hot breath of acceptance as the obvious answer dawned on me, my shoulders slumping. “Eventually, they forget what they’re told and it happens again, I suppose. You could interfere, but it’d contradict free will and turn the universe into a cage for mortals.” 
 
    “Any real, lasting solutions would require that I take away mortals’ ability to choose their own destinies. The only true peace would be to eliminate all life in the universe—but then it’s like an ant farm with no ants. Where’s the fun in that?” 
 
    “So—let suffering prevail?” I asked. 
 
    He leaned forward a bit, even scooting his chair closer to me. “I don’t interfere directly with the affairs of mortals unless I’m required to do so.” 
 
    Frowning, I thought about that for a minute. Underlying the statement was the implication that there were, in fact, preconditions that might be met that would necessitate his interference. “What could make you get involved?” 
 
    “When it’s the consequence of my old failures—like what happened with Evelyn.” 
 
    “And now?” I asked. “Why are you here?” 
 
    “Not to interfere,” he said. “Actually—I’m here to thank you.” 
 
    I blinked. “For the thing with your daughter just a bit ago?” 
 
    His face fell into a deep frown. “No. For saving Uther’s soul from the Astral Plane. There are limits to my own capabilities—places where I can’t go without losing myself. You did what I couldn’t. I would like to help you out, but the only thing I think I could do for you would have disastrous consequences.” 
 
    “What are you getting at?” I asked. 
 
    “You want to be able to change into a truly human form again, right?” he asked. “You want to be able to scale down your power so that you can exist with your girls on their level.” 
 
    I nodded. “It sometimes feels lonely being a solar dragon.” 
 
    He took another sip of his coffee, and then it vanished from his hands. “You’re not just a solar dragon—you’re the first and last. Inside you, there are memories that you can’t begin to comprehend—memories that your human side must lock away in order for you to stay sane. You breathed out a majority of the stars in the early days of the universe. You were much larger and more powerful than you even know.” 
 
    For a minute, the sound of a noisy coffee grinder was the only thing I could hear as I tried to understand this wild claim. “But I—the solar dragon—was dead. I visited his bones.” 
 
    “You did,” he said. “But his soul was intact and preserved until you, Brock Clayton, and he were merged. And now you’re entirely merged. You even sucked out the last bit of soul essence from his bones by eating them. That was pretty metal, by the way.” 
 
    I coughed into my sleeve. “Thanks, I guess. So if I become fully mortal for even a minute…” 
 
    He let me stop talking on my own, waiting for him to fill in the blanks. When I did, he nodded and continued. “When my predecessor said, ‘Let there be light,’ that was you,” he stated plainly. “You, Clayton, are the beginning and end of everything.” He took in a deep breath and released it as a sigh. “So that’s why I can’t help you. If I make you fully human, even for a minute, it’ll turn off all the lights in the universe—every star connected to you, which I think is just about every single one, will go dark.”  
 
    I cocked my head in disbelief. “So every time I feel like slumming it as a mortal—” 
 
    He cut me off by raising his hand. “Look, there isn’t much intelligent life still out there, to be honest—the majority of life in the universe has been secreted away to demiplanes and special oases like Meteoropolis. Those will be fine when this universe is dead and gone, as they have their own sources of power and light, but I think you’ll agree, it would be sad to shut it all down at once.” 
 
    “Are other universes so close to the brink?” 
 
    He shook his head and drummed on the table for a second before leaning on the booth wall. “No. The universe that most of the Nightmare Girls came from is thriving. It still has billions of years before—” 
 
    “Hang on, what?! The Nightmare Girls aren’t from this universe?” 
 
    “No.” He looked suddenly on the verge of laughter. “I may have, uh, plucked their souls and planted them here for Meteoropolis’s capsule wizards to find. I was hedging my bets.” 
 
    “About what?” I asked. 
 
    “Ember Black, Viperka, Petal, and Velvet are the counterparts of the Dream Girls from another universe—people I thought your soul would be naturally drawn to. I once had the thought that if I offered them up to you on a silver platter, you might not pursue Styria. I didn’t think my daughter would turn out to be as aggressive as she is, though.”  
 
    I probably blushed. “Oh.” 
 
    “Only Lunaticia wasn’t planned, but as fate would have it, a spunky catgirl found her way into the fold just like Tahini did.” 
 
    “So the Nightmare Girls weren’t a coincidence,” I grunted in disbelief. 
 
    He looked at the counter and just kind of sighed for a minute. “So few things are when you get right down to it.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder… “And the Counter Harem?” I grunted. “Was that you too?” 
 
    He grinned. “Man, I wish I had a Counter Harem. No, I can’t take credit for that at all, that was all Mitsy. That was crazy, though. Props to you for how you handled it as well.” 
 
    With a solemn expression, I nodded my agreement, though I wasn’t sure I handled it with any sort of intention, come to think of it. “So what’s left?” I asked. “What am I supposed to do next? You’re God, more or less. Got any fucking tips?” 
 
    He grinned at me and shook his head. “You’re a lot like your sister, you know. Quippy, crass, snappy. She was a total bitch when I first met her, by the way. She stabbed me in a duel. Basically cheated.” 
 
    “Yeah, that sounds like her,” I sighed, clicking my tongue. “She grew up though, maybe thanks to you and your people. How is she as a sorceress?” 
 
    “Lousy, but she’s a great ghost.” We shared a laugh at that, but he added at the end, “Don’t tell her I said that. She’s actually one of the most powerful sorceresses in history given how long she’s been cultivating her powers.” 
 
    I nodded and we sat in silence for a moment before he spoke again. 
 
    “Anyway—to answer your question, I don’t need to tell you what comes next. That’s never been my job. What comes next is you do what you think is right and care for the people you cherish.” 
 
    “And you’re really not mad about me nailing your daughter?” I asked, perhaps a bit too openly. 
 
    His brow furrowed and his lips tightened like he sucked down a smoothie made of sour gummy worms. “Not really. I’m not in love with the fact that it happened, but it would be pretty hypocritical of me to ask my daughter not to pursue intimacy with guys she liked given my own background. And I’m glad it’s you and not, like, some asshole.” 
 
    “My best endorsement yet,” I noted through a self-satisfied half-smile. “Thank you.” 
 
    After a moment he rolled up one of his sleeves and laid his arm flat on the table with his palm facing up. “I can show you something, if you want to see it.” 
 
    “Show me what?” 
 
    “The future. Just glimpses, so you know what awaits you. Consider it a reward for helping me out with my familiar and trying your best to get Styria to use protection.” 
 
    I shrugged and put both elbows on the table. “Sure. Show me.” 
 
    Over the course of the next five seconds, a thousand images flashed in my head. I saw my life with all my girls and some others I hadn’t yet met. I saw my children being born, growing up, going on adventures of their own, doing great things. I saw love in every face, in every scene, and happiness, too. And at the end of the universe, there was only us, and when the last star died out and the universe went black, I was the final light to fade away. 
 
    “You will live to the edge of forever, and your women and children and many of your descendants will, too. Your offspring will inspire new life in the universe, but in the end, it will die, and so will you.” 
 
    “Can’t we take a portal to another universe or a demiplane or something? When the time comes, I mean?” I asked, my eyes tearing up. 
 
    “I will take your family, those who wish to go—but few will take the chance to leave you behind. You can’t leave, however. But don’t be afraid. You have a very, very long time to enjoy with them—more time than has yet existed.” 
 
    I teared up and wiped my eyes on my sleeve. “It isn’t enough.” 
 
    He smiled, reached out, and touched my shoulder. “No, it never is.”

  

 
   
    An Ultra-Mega Harem Epilogue 
 
    
     “A 
 
   
 
    ttention! Ahem! Ahem!” Pinky Peach shrieked above the chaos that was already unfolding. This meeting was the first such meeting that was set to incorporate members from all three harem chapters—the Dream Girls, the Nightmare Girls, and the Evil Girls. 
 
    Sadly, Pinky had to begrudgingly admit that the Evil Girls deserved ‘so-called’ as a prefix before their title. After all, when you got right down to it, they were pretty sweet. Mitsy, when she wasn’t licking the carpet where Brock had most recently stepped, was often going out of her way to help the other girls with their day-to-day issues. Quinny was acting devotedly as a full-time nurse on staff, Opal was smuggling extra donuts into the house after every shift, and Hart—well, she was just a sweetheart. 
 
    Then again, she didn’t really expect the Nightmare Girls to live up to their name either. They were just sort of a weirdly coincidentally similar assortment of monster girl hotties as the Dream Girls, but they were all sweet as could be. Well, save for Viperka, who was a punk and a half, but at least she was reliable. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up, everyone!” the naga shouted, getting the crowd of cuties to comply much more easily than the unicorn girl could on her own. Even Hephi’s voice had lost some of its silencing power with time, so it was good to have a mean bitch locked and loaded at meetings. 
 
    “Thank you, Viperka,” Pinky said. “Ahem. It is with great honor and a sense of profound privilege that I announce the commencement of our first monthly Ultra-Mega Harem Meeting.” 
 
    Hephi slid in beside Pinky and tapped her clipboard, clearing her own throat. “Indeed. Tahini, if you may.” 
 
    Tahini pressed a button on the remote control to the projector, which was already on, changed the slide that was showing on it with no issues. Pinky practically felt her heart dance in her ribcage. That never happened so easily. 
 
    She gestured at the presentation with a broad, sweeping arm, her eyelashes brushing the air as she blinked away her surprise. “As you can see, we have a lot to discuss today. However, we’ll try to keep this short.” 
 
    Blossom cupped her hands to her mouth and jeered through them, “Show us your tits.” 
 
    Pinky and Hephi had of course expected this, so they had prompted Petal to take action when Blossom stepped out of line. With fast-thinking initiative, the xenodryad grabbed Blossom’s hand and guided it to her boob, silencing the flower sprite immediately and making her forget where she was. 
 
    With a sigh of relief, Pinky continued. “As you all know, Solar Dreams now holds four houses in this neighborhood, all more or less directly across the street from or neighboring one another.” She looked around at the ocean of sexy faces and grinned. They were all seated in the meeting room on the second floor of Melody’s daycare center. 
 
    Hephi adjusted her glasses on the narrow bridge of her nose, catching a glare from the sun shining into the room that made her seem even cooler than usual, Pinky noted. “All babies going forward will be managed, cared for, and raised during the day by Melody Clayton-Elloway, Brock’s little sister, who is a ghost and a demigod at the universal scale.” 
 
    Mitsy and Opal blinked at each other. The kitsune raised her hand. “What does that mean precisely?” 
 
    “It means she’s a tough chick, so don’t fuck with her,” Pinky stated, plain as day. “Also, you will see her occasionally partaking in the Brock Point System, but it’s not like…that. She’s just hanging out with her brother, playing Sega Genesis and shit.” 
 
    “What the heck is Sega Genesis?” Spinella asked. 
 
    “Nobody knows,” Pinky said, turning her body halfway back into the direction of the projector screen. “Moving on. The Nightmare Girls are living in the halfling hole. How’s that going, Ember Black?” 
 
    The pegasus girl, who was standing behind Eppy, stepped forward. “F-fine. Ceilings on the second level are a b-bit low, but it’s fine.” 
 
    Pinky made a hum of satisfaction as Hephi jotted something down. Everyone else just watched or whispered about other stuff. “Very good. As for the Evil Girls, you’ve all been housed in the cottage across from us. I visited Mitsy and Opal there this afternoon and it seemed like everything was going well, correct?” 
 
    Mitsy stood. “We’re adjusting fine. However, we do have a request.” 
 
    Hephi tucked her bangs behind her ear, made eye contact with Pinky, and the two of them nodded together. “Very well,” the elf said. “That’s why we’re here.” 
 
    Mitsy unfolded a short list. “We, the Evil Girls, are united in these requests: One. We require Brock and Solaris body pillows in each of our rooms to be delivered as soon as possible. Two. We require said body pillows be covered with his sweat. Three. We require our own duplicate of each of the knives in Eppy’s collection. Four. We ask that Brock flavor each of our menstrual blood and rank the taste—” 
 
    Hart cut her off by raising her hand and blurting something out. “I just want to be clear that this is the first time I heard any of this crazy bullshit.” 
 
    “I understand that, Hart,” Pinky said, smiling, then settled her eyes back on the fox girl. “Those are all fairly reasonable requests, all things considered.” 
 
    Hephi flinched. “Are they, though?” 
 
    The unicorn girl continued unabated. “We’ll see that you’re accommodated, Mitsy. The menstrual blood thing might be too weird though.” 
 
    Mitsy nodded, her face unchanging. “You understand I had to try.” 
 
    Eppy sighed. “I get it.” 
 
    “Moving on,” Pinky squeaked, and Tahini changed the slide. “Holy shit I can’t believe the slideshow is still working.” 
 
    “Stay focused,” Mamba chuckled from the crowd. 
 
    She nodded. “You’re right. Anyway, there’s a lot to run through, so I’ll do a speed run, and you can raise your hand when we’re done if you need more context, got it?” 
 
    Everyone let out grunts of agreement, even looking at each other with surprise. Pinky had masterminded this efficiency hack after several nights of drafts. She was oh-so-amped to see how it played out. 
 
    “Hephi, count me off!” 
 
    The Werifesterian elf adjusted her glasses and smirked. “One.” 
 
    “Brock fucked God’s daughter and their sex made a planet.” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    Lunaticia’s hand had already shot up. “Hang on. I feel like that one needs more context.” 
 
    Pinky let out a groan as she hurled her own face into her palm in a mighty show of disbelief and disappointment. “I was so sure this would work.” 
 
    “She’s not wrong though,” Mamba agreed, earning some noises of consensus from others around her. 
 
    “It’s pretty straightforward, to be honest,” the unicorn girl sighed, glancing at Hephi for help. The elfmaid just shook her head, indicating that Pinky was on her own here. “Fuck it. We’re moving on. Hephi, go.” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    “Brock and Tahini’s dad murdered a bunch of criminals super easily the other day. On the one hand, their methods highlighted that Brock needs to be a bit more careful going forward about his weaknesses and blind spots, but on the other hand, the sheer ease of it all demonstrated that we don’t really have much to worry about.” 
 
    “Three.” 
 
    Pinky grinned as no one interrupted her. Emboldened, she pressed on. “I had a baby. Tahini’s pregnant with kittens, and Satina is next up with the delivery of her child. Blossom’s seedlings are about the size of my pinky and they’re super cute.” 
 
    “But very needy,” Spinella noted. 
 
    Blossom seemed to snap out of a haze, but her hand continued to squeeze Petal’s breast. “Huh? We talkin’ bout me?” 
 
    “No, honey,” Pinky said. “Hephi?” 
 
    “Four.” 
 
    “Jasper recently received a Splice Shard enhancement, fusing with a demonic behemoth of some kind or another. His appearance hasn’t changed much except he’s a bit hairier, or so Dr. Luna tells me.” 
 
    “Why a behemoth?” Viperka interrupted. 
 
    Pinky looked at Hephi, who answered on her behalf. “The behemoth was chosen for its sexual appetite and bodily fortitude. Unfortunately, this enhancement wasn’t enough on its own, and Luna had to cybernetically enhance Jasper’s balls and penis. But I’m told he’s doing much better with the milfs now.” 
 
    Mamba sighed out some obvious relief, leaning against Satina’s shoulder. “Well, that’s great news. It was pretty touch and go for a while. Brock wasn’t totally sure he was going to make it.” 
 
    “I visited him in the hospital a few weeks back,” Pinky added. “Hopefully brighter days are ahead for him. Anyway, Hephi?” 
 
    “Five.”  
 
    “Satina’s mom is going to visit again soon. She will be very pleased with the progress of Brock’s harem,” Pinky beamed giddily, her hoof tapping against the floor. 
 
    “Yes, she will be,” Satina agreed, smiling as she eyed the box of donuts on the presenters’ table. “Fuck her, though.” 
 
    “Don’t let her meet Jasper or he just might,” Mamba wryly commented, elbowing her. Satina’s face twisted, perhaps because the words rang a bit truer than she’d have liked. 
 
    “Hephi?” Pinky said, nodding at the elf. 
 
    Hephi’s eyes glanced down at her clipboard, squinting. “...Six?” 
 
    Pinky giggled at that. “Yes, number six. As President of Flinch and Vice President of Solar Dreams, I’d like to make a very exciting announcement. Drum roll, please.” 
 
    “No,” Tahini said. No one else really said anything or rose to the occasion. 
 
    “Fine,” Pinky Peach huffed, crossing her arms and pouting. “Anyway, since I took over, views and subscriptions on Flinch across all categories have soared fifteen percent, from small streamers to big names like us.” 
 
    There was some polite applause, which Pinky expected, but it was also evident that they didn’t see the big picture. 
 
    “I’ll spell it out for you,” she said. “We’re breaking through to megastardom. Hephi’s sitting on a stack of contract offers for each of you—movie deals, brand deals, book deals, record label contracts—everyone sees me and, of course, Solar Dreams, as the cause of Flinch’s success and want to hitch themselves to us anyway they can.” 
 
    The women all traded stunned looks. Mitsy raised her hand. “The Evil Girls don’t stream.” 
 
    “Not yet,” Pinky said, nodding. “We don’t need you to learn League of Loremasters anyway, but Mitsy, if you started a stream, endorsed by Brock, focusing on something you’re passionate about, think of the money you could raise for your charity. The same goes for all of you. This city considers us royalty. Now, the way I see it, we have a choice to make. Tahini?” 
 
    Tahini clicked the presenter button and a new slide appeared. It had an image of a crown juxtaposed beside an image of a heart.  
 
    “We can embrace this special treatment and enjoy our lives, sure, but I propose we use our newfound status to improve the city. Let’s make Meteoropolis a city we can all be proud to raise our kids in. Until the day comes…” 
 
    “Seven,” Hephi grunted, understanding her cue. 
 
    Pinky continued. “Until the day comes for us to move on. Most of the universe is dead and lifeless, void of intelligent species. Meteoropolis is a lonely city now circling a single lonely star. We have been invited to Esoterica, the realm of the gods.” 
 
    Velvet’s eyes bulged. “Who’s we?”  
 
    “Brock and everyone he loves,” Pinky Peach said, smiling softly as she shuffled her papers. “Now, the way I understand it, he can’t truly, permanently leave this universe because most of its stars depend on him in order to shine. But Esoterica is a space in between universes, and the pocket reserved for us would still connect us to Meteoropolis, so it will be safe.” 
 
    “Are we under any kind of timeline pressure?” Mamba asked, and it was a damn fair question, Pinky noted. 
 
    “No,” Pinky said. “Not particularly.” 
 
    “So from what I understand,” Mitsy inserted, “We just live our lives as always, and someday, far from now, we’ll be taken to live among the gods?” 
 
    Hephi and Pinky looked at each other for confirmation, each nodding in agreement. “More or less,” Hephi mumbled as she jotted something down on her clipboard. 
 
    Mitsy looked stunned, her cheeks blushing. “I really married an amazing man.” 
 
    “You’re not married to him,” Pinky muttered. “Anyway, at this point I will open the floor up for questions, comments and suggestions.” 
 
    Satina’s hands shot up. “Is it time for the donuts?” 
 
    “Did I fucking say it’s time for the donuts?” Pinky growled. “Donuts come after the meeting is adjourned.” 
 
    The satyress sat up straight, looking around with an impatient, frantic quality coloring her mannerisms. “I don’t think we have any more questions or comments. Right, everyone? Yes? Alright, looks like—” 
 
    Petal raised her hand. “I have a question. What’s next for us?” 
 
    Pinky squirmed at the unexpected inquiry. “What do you mean by that?” she asked. 
 
    The xenodryad shrugged, expertly ignoring Blossom’s hand still in her dress, squeezing her titties with wild abandon. “I mean, is this kind of the end of the story for us? Or can we expect more excitement and adventures in the future?” 
 
    “Oh,” Pinky laughed. “I assure you, no one’s seen the last of Brock and his harem. We’ll keep this train going as long as we can, but I think it’s fair to say it’ll all be mostly slice-of-life and low stakes stuff going forward.” 
 
    “Speaking of trains,” Tahini said, sitting up straight. “I have an inter-harem five-on-one override coupon if anyone is free tonight. I get loads of Brock Points for using it, so hit me up.” 
 
    “No Brock Time soliciting in meetings, Tahini,” Hephi growled. “That’s rule twenty-nine. You were there when we signed the charter.” 
 
    “I thought we were basically done.” 
 
    “Can we eat the GODDAMNED FUCKING DONUTS?!” Satina shouted suddenly as tears streamed down her face. “How are we still sitting here like nothing is wrong, like there isn’t a box of two dozen donuts losing precious heat by the second?!” She slid off the chair, crashing to her knees, and Mamba caught her just in time before she faceplanted into the back of Viperka’s seat. “Can we go to Esoterica now? Because I don’t want to live in a world where people let perfectly good donuts wither and die!” 
 
    Pinky Peach rolled her eyes and picked up her gavel. She slammed it down three times. “Hear, hear. Meeting adjourned. Enjoy the donuts, and girls?” Pinky said. 
 
    They all looked at her expectantly as they rose from their seats. 
 
    “Be good to each other, and see you next time!” 
 
    

  

 cover.jpeg
yIRGIL KNII|GHLEY‘





