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Authors’ Note


Thank you for reading Summoner Summer Camp, the first of a projected trilogy (or more, depending on fan reception!). If you enjoy the book, be sure to stay to the end for ways to read ahead and support the authors.

P.S. Be sure to read to the very end for the cut bonus scenes!


Cosmology


This is a LitRPG-lite story that takes place in its own universe. It is not (currently) connected to Adam’s Fateforged continuity.

Expect game mechanics to be woven throughout the story, although wherever possible we’ve segmented them into their own entries to make skipping ahead easier for readers and listeners alike.


Prologue


Tizmira “Tizzy” Cottontail’s foot thumped against the stone floor at approximately twelve beats per second as she waited outside Professor Starfall’s office. The ancient Thistlewick castle was positively noisy with the normal end-of-term madness, but all Tizzy could feel was the sickly dread pooling in her stomach like spoiled minotaur milk.

Her small hands twisted the hem of her blue school robes. Blue was the signature color of summoners, an affinity she was proud to possess normally, but not today. As she chewed her bottom lip nervously, one of her antlers caught on the animated tapestry hanging behind the bench for the third time that afternoon. The embroidered unicorns whinnied in protest at her as she yanked her head forward with a frustrated grunt. The prince riding the pink one gave her the finger.

“Stupid antlers,” she lisped. “Stupid transfiguration. Stupid embroidered prince. Stupid teacup that wouldn’t stop hopping.”

The memory of her last exam still haunted her like—well like a ghost or something. Maybe like that one in the third-floor girls bathroom that wouldn’t stop loudly moaning in the stall beside hers whenever Tizzy had to tinkle.

Even now the image played in her mind on repeat—the transfiguration exam one, not the toilet ghost. The high-ceilinged classroom had fallen silent as every student watched her attempt to transform a stag beetle into a teacup. The result was a six-legged abomination that hopped across Professor Starfall’s mahogany desk, spilling scalding tea over everything and leaving a trail of stains on an open textbook.

Professor Starfall’s rainbow-colored hair had practically stood on end at the sight. The beautiful elf woman’s face had twisted in horror. Tizzy could still hear her scandalized gasp: “Miss Cottontail! This is the most disastrous transfiguration I’ve witnessed in three hundred years of teaching!”

That seemed unfair. Last year a wizard in class 4A turned a pile of bird poop into a bigger pile of cow poop. He was trying to turn it into a spinning top. To this day, Tizzy had no idea how that blunder even happened.

Tizzy’s bunny ears drooped in self-pity. It wasn’t her fault she couldn’t focus on the stupid theory. Back in the Prairie Biome of Everafter, jackalopes didn’t need to transfigure anything. They needed to be quick and clever, cuddly and cute, all things Tizzy excelled at naturally. Why wasn’t there a cuddliness exam? Or an exam that tested how many times she could wiggle her butt in ten seconds.

One hundred ninety-two!

The massive oak door to Professor Starfall’s office swung open with a creak that echoed through the vaulted stone corridor. The sweet scent of pine wafted out. It was a smell she liked quite a bit at the best of times, but these were decidedly not said times.

“Miss Cottontail? You may enter now.” Professor Starfall’s melodic voice had none of its standard warmth.

Tizzy hopped to her feet with a bounce. She straightened her robes and tried to smile, though her nerves made her front tooth dig into her bottom lip. When she entered the office, she was greeted by the familiar sight of Professor Starfall behind her enormous desk carved from a single piece of ancient elder oak, imported from Everafter.

The displays behind her were filled with perfectly transfigured objects from other students’ exams earlier that same day. Jars of glowing ingredients lined the shelves, and animated figurines danced along the windowsills. The office smelled of pine, parchment, and ink. Tizzy’s nose twitched.

“Please sit,” Professor Starfall said with a weary sigh.

Tizzy plopped into the plush velvet chair. Her bunny feet dangled a few inches above the floor, so she swung them back and forth nervously, as one does. The chair molded comfortably to the form of her pert little butt as enchanted furniture often did at Thistlewick.

“Am I expelled?” she lisped, her large green eyes filling with tears that threatened to spill over at any moment.

Professor Starfall removed her spectacles, revealing eyes that swirled with the resemblance of a starry sky—a trait of high elves from the Celestial Meadows, part of Everafter’s Prairie Biome. “Of course not, Miss Cottontail. Though your performance in Sophomore Transfiguration has been... concerning.”

“I’m sorry! I try to focus, I really do,” Tizzy explained, her fingers nervously wringing in her lap. “But my mind just hops around like—”

“Like a jackalope?” Professor Starfall finished with the barest hint of a smile.

“Yes!” Tizzy exclaimed. “Exactly!”

The professor’s face grew serious once more as she pushed three scrolls across the desk. Each bore a large, glowing red ‘F’ at the top, accompanied by the names of three different subjects: Sophomore Transfiguration, Healing Magic, and Dark Arts.

“You have failed three classes this semester,” Professor Starfall said. “I’ve discussed your case with Professors Moonshadow and Lickett-Goode. We all agree that you have potential, but you lack discipline.”

Tizzy’s eyes welled with globby tears. “Please don’t make me go back to Everafter!” The thought of returning to the thicket empty-handed made her chest tighten. “It’s so crowded and boring, and there’s only like twelve jackalopes left and they’re all girls and—”

“Miss Cottontail,” Professor Starfall interrupted, raising a slender hand. “You’re not being sent home. But you will need to attend Summer Camp again.”

Tizzy sniffled, her nose twitching rapidly. “Again?”

“Yes. Again. This will be your second remedial summer.” The professor gave her a stern look. “And hopefully your last. If you can’t pass these courses, Miss Cottontail, we may have to consider whether Thistlewick is the right place for you.”

“No! I’ll do better! I promise!” Tizzy lisped with earnest determination.

“See that you do.” Professor Starfall gathered the scrolls, which rolled themselves up with a soft whisper. “You’ll be staying in Cabin 7 this summer, or so I’m told. Report to the lake tomorrow morning by nine o’clock sharp.”

As Tizzy stood to leave, voices drifted in from the hallway. One she recognized as Professor DaFoe, who taught Non-Latin Incantations. The other had the distinctive husky tone of Lady Katherine, the newest and most mysterious member of the faculty.

“I have confirmed that the new male student will be joining us this summer. It’s been years since—”

“Shhh! Not so loud. We don’t want even more rumors spreading before—”

The voices faded as they moved away from the door. Tizzy’s ears perked up so straight they were vibrating with curious excitement. They were talking about that new male student again. That was interesting. Male students were rare enough at Thistlewick, where female monsters made up nearly eighty percent of the population. Men, even monsterkin and elven men from Everafter, rarely possessed the gifts of Wizardcraft. She wondered if it was someone she’d heard of before.

“Miss Cottontail?” Professor Starfall’s voice snapped her back to reality. “You’re dismissed.”

Tizzy scampered out of the office and down the corridor, her furry bunny feet barely making a sound on the ancient stone floor. Suits of armor creaked as they turned to watch her pass, and the animated portraits of former headmasters murmured gossip as she bounced by.

The courtyard was bustling as students prepared for the end of term. Dragonlings swooped overhead, carrying messages between towers. A few centaur students clattered across the cobblestones with ingredient satchels bouncing against their flanks. All normal.

Less normal: near the distant lake, a group of instructors waved their wands in complex patterns. With each gesture, wooden structures materialized—the summer camp cabins, assembled fresh each year from raw magic.

Tizzy spotted a familiar face and bounded over to greet her. “Bekkah! Bekkah! Guess what?”

Bekkah turned, her rainbow-colored wings fluttering with excitement. The fairy’s iridescent butterfly wings caught the light as she turned to meet Tizzy. “What? Did you pass?”

“No,” Tizzy said with a momentary pout. “But I heard something amazing! The teachers were talking about a new male student coming to summer camp!”

“The new boy?” Bekkah’s wings buzzed faster, scattering shimmering dust that smelled like candy. “That’s unusual. I heard rumors, of course, but new students typically start in the fall.”

“Yeah, and they were being really secretive about it,” Tizzy added.

Bekkah’s eyes widened. “Interesting. Secretive means powerful, I bet. You think he’s an elf?”

Tizzy nodded. “Probably.”

“What’s so amazing?” came a sultry voice from behind them.

Tizzy turned to see Asenath approaching. The sphinx girl’s black lioness tail swished gracefully behind her as she caught up to them.

“I overheard the teachers talking about the new male student coming to summer camp,” Tizzy explained.

Asenath’s lion ears perked up. “In summer? That’s unusual.” Her tail curled with interest. “I wonder what species he is. You think he’s a freshman?”

“If he’s starting in summer, probably not,” Bekkah said.

Tizzy nodded her agreement.

Asenath adjusted the gold bangles on her wrist. “Speaking of summer camp, did you two fail any classes?”

Tizzy and Bekkah exchanged guilty glances.

“I failed three,” Tizzy admitted, lisping. “Transfig, Healing, and Dark Arts.”

“Four for me,” Bekkah said with a sigh. “At least some of them overlap with Tizzy’s list.”

“I only failed two,” Asenath said proudly, smoothing her black tank top beneath her open robe. “Healing and Rituals, though I got really close to flubbing my combat summon.”

“Why don’t they just let us take the classes in the castle during the summer?” Tizzy asked. She gestured out toward the instructors building the cabins by the lake.

“Professor DaFoe explained it last year, I think,” Asenath said, leaning against a statue of Merlin that occasionally offered unsolicited advice on urinary tract infections to passing students. “The castle accumulates potentially dangerous magical residue during the school year—excess mana discharge, failed spells, magical accidents, whatever. The janitorial staff needs the summer to purify the building so that it doesn’t become a problem when classes resume in the fall.”

“Plus,” Bekkah added, “it’s tradition. And you know how old monsters love their traditions.”

A low whooshing sound caught their attention. Looking up, they saw a small paper airplane zooming toward them, trailing sparks of blue magic. It circled Tizzy’s head twice before dropping into her outstretched hands. Two more identical planes arrived seconds later, landing in Bekkah’s and Asenath’s grasps.

“Summer camp assignments,” Asenath sighed, unfolding hers carefully. Her yellow, slitted eyes scanned the parchment. “Cabin 7 for me. Great.”

Bekkah squealed as she read her own. “Me too! Cabin 7!” The girls shared a quick embrace.

“I’m in 7 too,” Tizzy lisped, nose twitching with excitement, a smile lighting up her large eyes with joy. “At least we’re all together!”

“Well, there are usually only two cabins for summoners, so odds were pretty good,” Asenath said, but the sound of new footsteps grabbed the girls’ attention before anyone could react.

They turned to see Kasirah approaching. The valkyrie’s white wings were folded neatly against her back, and her pale hair was the color of snow.

“Make that all four of us,” Kasirah the valkyrie sighed as she walked up, holding up her own notice that had just arrived. “Cabin 7 for summer remedials.”

“You too, huh?” Asenath giggled.

“Yep.”

“Guess it’s not that big a surprise. So who’s our fifth? I hope it’ll be this mysterious new boy,” the sphinx mused. “I wonder if he’ll be in one of the blue cabins with us summoners.”

“I think I heard his name’s supposed to be Reggie or something like that?” Bekkah said, squinting as she tried to remember. “Weird name. Wonder where he’s supposed to be from.”

“Who knows?” Kasirah said, her muscular shoulders rippling as she adjusted her wings. “Maybe he’s from one of the more remote biomes of Everafter. There are some isolated pockets of elitist elves with their own naming traditions.”

“This’ll be exciting!” Tizzy bounced on her bunny feet, lisping happily. “Maybe he’ll have really different magic from what we’ve seen before!”

“I think his magic is supposed to be pretty strong,” Asenath said. “One of the cleaning imps overheard Professor Applebottom talking about it with Professor White.”

“Only thing I think I heard anyone say about him is that he’s tall,” Bekkah added with a giggle. “Like, taller than most of the male teachers.”

“Probably just rumors,” Kasirah said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Boys always get talked up before they arrive.”

“Either way, I’m gonna get mating pressed by that boy,” Asenath growled.

The others cringed. “You’re all talk,” Bekkah sighed. “You’ve never even held a boy’s hand.”

“Would you shut up?!” The sphinx blushed and spread her hands defensively.

Later that evening, the Great Hall was full of students talking about end-of-term and summer vacation plans. Candles suspended mid-air provided lighting to the vast room, and the enchanted ceiling was made transparent to show off a perfect twilight sky above them. The long tables groaned under the weight of a feast that catered to every species’ dietary needs, from raw fish for the selkies to blood pudding for the younger vampires.

Tizzy pushed her vegetable stew around her golden dish while half-listening to the conversations around her. Fragments of gossip floated through the air like the enchanted and mysteriously obese pigeons that delivered dessert menus.

“They said he’s got some rare kind of magic—”

“Professor Applebottom herself scouted him out—”

“It’s probably just another rich elven snob—”

Tizzy’s mind wandered as she nibbled on a slice of carrot cake (her favorite, obviously). She pictured the mysterious new student, wondering what kind of creature he might be with such a strange name. Would he be friendly? Would he look down on them for being in summer camp? Would he be good at magic?

The idea that he might actually be in her cabin hadn’t even seriously occurred to her.


Chapter 1


I never cared much for academics. These days, you can pretty much learn anything you want to learn for free on the internet, and that isn’t an exaggeration. Between YouTube, Khan Academy, apps like Mimo and Duolingo, sites like Coursera and Codeacademy, and of course our growing dependence on all things AI, just about anything you want to learn is available at the click of a mouse.

It’s a scary, beautiful thing.

School, to me, always seemed to be little more than a big daycare center where the so-called teachers were mainly tasked with keeping you busy long enough for your parents to get home from work. As an added courtesy to them, they assign you “homework” to fill up your evenings and keep you out of ma and pa’s hair a bit longer.

As the son of a single dad and a mother dead from cancer, I lost my motivation to pretend I gave a shit about school right around the same time my dad lost the will to care about my decision one way or the other. Poor bastard just did his best to keep me fed, and I thank him for that, I really do, but after mom passed, he wasn’t the same.

Then again, neither was I.

For my teenage years I dreamed of a world where my mother was still with me, where my dad didn’t have to struggle so hard with employment and depression. I dreamed of a world where money wasn’t such a huge problem for us, where we could feel secure in our finances just once in our lives.

In moments of desperation like the ones I regularly experienced during those years, you have basically one of two possible reactions.

Most people choose the default reaction, which is to ignore the fact that you have a choice and just keep existing the same as you currently are. Continue to struggle. Continue to suffer. Just… continue.

I chose that option for years.

But one day, in a particularly bad month where my dad’s Buick broke down, and our electricity got shut off for a week in the middle of winter, the second reaction, what I ended up doing, became less of a choice and more of a… hunger.

Or a response to a hunger.

I was done. Done with accepting the trap of poverty and mediocrity that my father had fallen into after my mother’s death. Done with pretending like I had no way out. Done with caring about what other people thought about me.

Step one? I dropped out of school. Yep. I know it’s probably not very cool of me to say, but it was the only choice that made sense to me. What was I going to do? Go to college and end up drowning in loans?

I learned the basics of freelancing and dropshipping online in about a week. I took a test and earned my GED on the first try—didn’t have to study for that. It was nothing, basically a fucking joke, and that isn’t me bragging.

Look it up; it’s weirdly easy.

Within a year, before I was even eighteen years old, I’d learned to program, do web design, fix my dad’s car whenever it had issues, speedread, use the mind palace method to enhance my memory, and picked up the basics of Latin on Rosetta Stone so that one day I might go to law school when I earned enough money to pay for it. The LSATs looked like they’d be a freaking breeze, so why not?

Okay, that last one was me bragging. I’m a bit of a self-starter.

Even better, my old man perked up when he saw me so hard at work, changing our circumstances. I was relieved to discover that he took it well. Before I knew it, he was more or less back to his old self, reinvigorated. I showed him how to earn money with the dropshipping business I’d started up, and the next thing I knew, we were moving into a new home—one without rats and roaches and painful memories.

Yep. Things were looking up. And they continued to look up, honestly. But one day, life slapped me in the face in a brand-new way. It was about as big and brazen a slap as the one it had given me when my mother was diagnosed with stomach cancer, sure, but it was also much happier. It was like a friend giving you a celebratory clap on the shoulder, rather than a bitch-slap across the face.

I’ll never forget the moment. I was in my bedroom, on the phone with a freelance coder that I had outsourced one of my gigs to. Actually, it had been several months since I had time to do any coding myself. I was more focused on training the boys working for me at my upstart auto repair shop. It was one of those rare days where I allowed myself a morning at home, and I’m glad I did.

I remember reaching for my coffee mug, and as I raised it to my lips, a tiny fist shot out of the container holding an even tinier piece of damp, coffee-soaked paper.

Letting out a bark of surprise, I dropped the mug, which shattered against the desk. There in the black pooling liquid was a little… girl. Not a little girl in the sense that it was a child. But a little woman, I suppose, maybe a few years older than I was. She wore thin-framed glasses and was dressed in some fancy maroon robes that were open, revealing a business skirt and blouse underneath with a prim pink ascot. Her hair was a curly mane of red, and she had pale skin and bright white eyes with no visible pupils or irises.

“What the crap!?” I gasped out in surprise as she rose to her feet, looking more than a little miffed at me.

“This is why I hate dealing with humies,” she huffed in a shockingly high-pitched voice that was much louder than I’d expected it to be. “Honestly—never seen a ground sprite before?”

I blinked. “Uh. No.”

She blinked right back, cocking her head as she adjusted her skirt. I couldn’t help but notice that there wasn’t a single drop of coffee soaked into it, nor did I get the sense that it had suffered any cosmetic damage. “Right, I suppose that makes sense. Non-magical upbringing and all that.”

“Sorry,” I began, extending a pinky as though offering it to shake her hand. She didn’t seem to get the intention and instead just kicked it, giving me a brief and unexpected view of quite possibly the tiniest pink panties in existence. “I’m Reggie. Reggie Hickson.” I was trying my best to not freak the hell out.

“I know who you are. I came here to see you,” she muttered incredulously, rolling her eyes. “Ugh. Humies. Well, I’m sure you’ll integrate splendidly in time. My name is Wimbledip Honeybunches, and you have been cordially invited to join the Thistlewick School of Wizardcraft and Witchery!”

My brow furrowed on its own, I swear. “The what now?”

“You’re a wizard, Reggie! Congratulations!” She clapped her hands. The way her face lit up, I got the impression she was genuinely excited for me. That was a good sign, but it still didn’t bring me any closer to figuring out what she was going on about.

I sat back down in my chair and slouched, putting us at eye level. My mouth gaped open, flapping a bit as I tried to come up with words to speak. Eventually, I started pinching my leg, just to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating. The Spaghetti-o’s last night had tasted a bit off. “Am I having a stroke?”

“Huh?” the ground sprite grunted cutely. “No, humie, come on. Keep up.” She snapped her fingers a few times, trying to refocus me.

“So, I’m a wizard.”

“Yes!”

“So… I can do magic?”

“Yes! Well, not yet, but soon!” she clarified.

My eyes narrowed. “So magic is… real?”

“Yes.” She was less enthusiastic suddenly, like I had just exhausted my question quota.

I shook my head. “Prove it.”

She pointed at herself—all three inches, then curtseyed.

“Touché,” I agreed solemnly. My head was already spinning. I was a successful businessman, self-made, owning multiple companies. I had come so far and still had much to accomplish. Could I really abandon everything I’d built with my father—and by myself—to learn magic?

“What kind of magic do I get to study?” I asked, arching a brow as I turned over the possibilities.

She pulled out her folded letter and unfolded it a mathematically impossible number of times until it was big enough for me to read normally. “See for yourself!”

I grabbed it from her, nodding, and held it in front of my face. My eyes scanned it once, twice, rapidly flitting across the parchment surface. It was dry now, somehow, like it had never been soaked in coffee at all. “Let’s see here,” I muttered.

THISTLEWICK SCHOOL OF WIZARDCRAFT AND WITCHERY Office of Student Recruitment and Admissions 1313 Mystical Mountain Road Salem, Massachusetts 01970 April 20, 20XX

Mr. Reginald J. Hickson [Address to be determined by messenger]

Dear Mr. Hickson,

It is with great pleasure that I write to formally extend an invitation for you to join Thistlewick School of Wizardcraft and Witchery as a transfer student for our upcoming fall semester. Our mana detection systems (albeit running on a rather antiquated Windows XP platform) have identified you as a human-born potentiate with exceptional magical capabilities, particularly in the realm of Summoning Arts.

Founded nearly a thousand years ago, Thistlewick stands as Earth’s premier institution for magical education. Our distinguished alumni include renowned practitioners across all magical disciplines: conjurers, healers, summoners, alchemists, spellswords, and elementalists, among others. Your natural affinity for Summoning magic is particularly noteworthy, and we are excited about the prospect of having a human male practitioner join this traditionally female, monster-dominated specialization.

Regarding your academic placement: While your human age of twenty-one is more common among our third-year students, your unique situation as a newly discovered potentiate requires special consideration. Standard protocol would place you as a first-year student beginning this September. However, we are pleased to offer you an alternative path:

Special Placement Opportunity:

Attempt to advance directly to third year by attending our Remedial Summer Camp (Summoner Track) and successfully passing the second-year exit examinations other remedial students will take at the end of Camp.

While I must be candid about the unprecedented nature of mastering two years’ worth of magical curriculum in a single Camp term, we encourage you to consider this opportunity rather than standard enrollment. It would provide an invaluable introduction to our magical community and educational approach, and it tends to be lower pressure than a typical semester.

Please note that this opportunity is time-sensitive and non-recurring. You will lose your memory of this letter, and all things related to us as soon as our messenger departs should you decline our offer. Our messenger awaits your immediate response regarding your choice of placement.

Should you have any questions about our institution, or the opportunities presented, please don’t hesitate to ask our messenger, who is authorized to provide additional information.

Yours sincerely,

Grizelda ApplebottomDirector of RecruitmentThistlewick School of Wizardcraft and Witchery

P.S. Wimbledip has been instructed to await your response. This truly is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, Mr. Hickson. Choose wisely.

Well, when they put it like that, there was really only one choice. “I accept,” I said. Dad would definitely understand. Still, if the majority of my classmates were monsters, I had to wonder what kind of horror show I was in for. I’d been off the dating scene far too long, and I was finally in a place with my mental health and financial security to make a bold return… but I wasn’t so sure I liked the sound of ‘female monsters’. Still I couldn’t lose this opportunity.

“Glad to hear it!” the ground sprite squeaked. “Wonderful news! And will you be joining our summer camp?”

I furrowed my brow. It was April now. “When does it start?”

“The start date hasn’t been announced yet, but sometime in early June, typically,” she explained, folding her hands. “If you’re going to attempt the tests, which frankly you shouldn’t bother with, you’ll need study materials. I’ll have those shipped to you soon. If you aren’t taking the tests, then just the basics will be enough.”

“I’ll be taking the tests,” I declared confidently. “Anything specific I need?”

“We’ll send you some basic equipment. Once you arrive, you’ll have the opportunity to upgrade. Essentially, you’ll be issued the standard beginner wand, brooms, and robes all students are provided with upon enrollment. We’ll also provide you with all the textbooks and media you’ll need to brush up on. Do you have a VHS player?”

I cocked a brow quizzically. “Uh… No. But I can get one on Whamazon Marketplace.”

“There are some DVDs too, but they’re scratched up. You know the toothpaste trick?”

“Oh, to fix the scratches? Yeah, I can do that,” I said, making the “Okay” sign with my fingers.

“Sweet. Okay. Well—humie, nice to meet you. I’m going to head out and relay your decision to the enrollment office! Congratulations! Now, I really do want to reiterate that you don’t have any practical chance of passing—”

“Don’t worry about me,” I said. “What about things like tuition? Cost of textbooks?”

“It’s much cheaper than a mortal college program, and we take PayPal,” she chirped, kicking up a foot. “Oh but—make sure to select the Friends and Family option.”

I paused. “Uh. Sure.”

“It just helps with tax stuff. You understand.”

“Does the IRS know about you guys?” I asked, unable to resist.

“No,” she said slowly, handing me a business card. “But they know about Grandma Jubel’s Quilting Co., if you catch my drift.”

I frowned. “Just so you know, that Friends and Family thing doesn’t work anymore. Check out form 1099k if you—aaaand she’s gone.”

Before I could reply with further clarifying inquiries, she had snapped her fingers and disappeared in a puff of pink smoke. After the dust literally settled, I stood up, pushed in my desk chair, and collapsed backward on the adjacent bed, staring at the ceiling. “What the hell just happened, exactly?”


Chapter 2


“Y-you’re a freakin’ wizard, boy?” my father exclaimed in the den. “Says who?”

“Says a tiny, seemingly racist woman who emerged from my coffee mug,” I calmly explained. My father, most understandably, looked at me like I’d just grown an extra butthole between my eyes. “I know how it sounds.”

“Not sure you do,” he said.

“No, I do,” I chuckled. “It sounds crazy.”

Dad shook his head, shaking out his mullet in the process. He grabbed the uniform cap for the local cafe he helped to manage for me and put it on, pressing his hair down and pulling his bangs out of his eyes. “‘Crazy’ was when your uncle told me he was in love with a stripper named Patches. This is certifiably insane.” The poor guy started pacing right there in the living room. “This is my fault somehow—I’m a failure as a father. The stress of you stepping up to be the man of the house when I was depressed finally got to you and—”

I held up my hand and cut him off. “Dad. Stop. I’m telling you, it really happened.”

He stopped in place and stared hard into my eyes. “Alright. If you insist—but I want to see some evidence. I want to be sure that this isn’t just a delayed side effect from those expired Spaghetti-o’s you ate last night.”

I straightened up in alarm. “Those were expired?”

“Boy, don’t you ever check the can?”

“I thought they tasted a bit too much like squid, but I figured they changed the recipe or something.” I let out a sigh of defeat, squared myself up and rested my hands on my old man’s shoulders. “Anyway—you have my word. They’re going to send me some study materials soon, and—”

Right on cue, the window shot open, and we both jerked our heads toward it in surprise. For a moment, we stood in silence, scanning the room for evidence of what had just happened.

Our answer came a few seconds later when a cardboard box strapped to a pair of broomsticks flew through the window. The package descended like a helicopter and landed gently in the middle of the living room, right in front of the coffee table where my dad kept his collection of retro Nintendo Power magazines.

“Well I’ll be a rat with herpes,” my dad muttered in quiet awe.

“Didn’t we talk about you saying weird shit?” I replied, slowly taking my hands back and wiping them off on my pants. We made eye contact for a brief moment before stepping one foot in accidental unison toward the package.

I half expected something to jump out at me.

When I got right in front of the box, I knelt and picked it up, setting it on the coffee table.

“No, wait!” Dad protested, quickly grabbing his Nintendo Power—it was the one with Samus Aran on it, circa the release of Super Metroid. “Last thing I need is magical goblin turds getting on these things. They’re worth a small fortune, you know.”

I wasn’t precisely sure what corner of his imagination expected the box to be filled with the fecal matter of a monster, but I nodded and lifted the box for him long enough to finish cleaning up. It felt feather light, even though I somehow sensed it was packed to the lid.

When he was done, I started removing the tape along the top, unsealing the box, and spared a downward look at the twin brooms on the floor. There was a tag on one. Perhaps it was another note?

Rather than continue opening the box, I reached for the tag, just in case it contained instructions.

Dear Mr. Hickson,

Congratulations on making the wise choice to join our premier institution. Your journey as a Wizard, specifically a Summoner, begins today. This package contains all the materials you will need to study for the second-year exit exams. Inside you will find the following books:

	Basic Spellcraft by Kenny Lickett-Goode

	An Introduction to Magical Latin by Vici Veritas

	Alchemy and You by Grizelda Applebottom

	A Brief History of Rhyme: The Importance of Rhyming Verse in Non-Latin Incantations by Will M. DaFoe

	Cursing Can Be Oh-So-Fun by Saria Moonshadow

	Is There Anyone Out There? Basic Summoning Magic by Laticia Netherdawn

	Grip It and Whip It: Wands For Beginning and Intermediate Wizards by Moonbeam Starfall

	Poof! Conjuring Items out of Thin Air For Fun and Profit by Mindy X

	The Joy of Sex Magic by Umber Springleaf

	Wham, Bam, Pentagram by Tawnee White

	Broom Riding Isn’t (Necessarily) Gay: A guide to brooms for male magic users by Michael Oxlong




In addition to the textbooks, you have been provided with:

	Relevant lecture notes and accompanying videos—these will take you beyond what’s in your textbooks and should be studied closely!

	2 broomsticks (the very same that delivered your package). The red one is a beginner’s broom and cannot go very fast. The black one is a normal broom. Please consult the textbook, specially suited to male magic users.

	1 magic wand imbued with a black ridgeback dragonscale. You can trade this in at the school store when you arrive at the summer camp if you choose, however this wand is well-suited to Summoners.

	Your Summer Camp uniform, to be worn to all classes and official activities during Summer Camp.

	Your school robes, to be worn at formal functions during the summer camp such as the opening and closing ceremonies.

	Your student ID. Don’t worry about how we got the photo.

	A contract that will, upon signing, bequeath all the above items to you, and formalize your enrollment with our fine institution.




Naturally, you will want to practice your magic. Please do so in the privacy of your own home or other secluded locations where non-magical humans will not see. You are allowed to tell your next of kin of your schooling with us, but that’s it. Any other humans to find out will have to have their memory erased, and while this isn’t an issue nine times out of ten, it does cost money for the Board of Magic Affairs to ship out agents. Furthermore, repeat infractions could see you barred from using magic outside of the company of more established witches and wizards.

Regarding riding your broom, that is less of a worry. Non-magical people will not see you when you use your broom unless you wish to be seen, which of course you won’t.

If you should have any other questions, feel free to write “Grizelda Applebottom” on a piece of paper or parchment and light it on fire. I will be in touch shortly thereafter.

Yours sincerely,

Grizelda ApplebottomDirector of RecruitmentThistlewick School of Wizardcraft and Witchery

“Well, I’ll be a balloon-titted orangutan,” my dad muttered in disbelief. He started shaking his head and clicking his tongue as he peered over my shoulder and read the letter along with me. “It’s true.”

Blinking a few times, I mouthed the word ‘balloon’. “I told you. It’s true. Also: what’s up with the orangutan?”

“Just rolled off the tongue, I guess.”

I furrowed my brow, looked into his eyes and shook my head. “Before I get into this shit, we need to talk.”

“About what?” he said.

“About how you’re going to have to run the finances alone—or maybe with Aunt Becky—while I’m gone. We’re in a real good spot now compared to where we were before, but—”

He placed a hand on my shoulder and smiled. “Don’t worry about that. I’ve got it covered. I’ll sell off everything I can’t run on my own and manage what I can. If you aren’t going to be around here most of the year, I can basically just live a semi-retired life on virtually no budget. We’ve still got loads of expired Spaghetti-o’s in the cellar.”

I nodded, thinking about what he was saying. Though we did need to have a stern talk about those Spaghetti-o’s, he wasn’t wrong. We earned more than enough these days, and then some, and neither Dad nor I really were all that high maintenance.

“We’ll need to bust into our savings account and pay off the rest of the mortgage, just so that’s one less thing for you to worry about.”

His eyes widened, misting up a bit. “We still got a mortgage?”

I laughed and stood, looking down at the box. “I’ll take care of everything, Dad. Don’t you worry. But first—let me take care of this.”
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Once Dad had left me to it, I looked over the contents of the box in disbelief, just staring at or fondling every individual object one after another until I finally reached a sealed envelope at the bottom. I skimmed the letter and found another envelope folded up with it, this one with an enrollment agreement, and when I’d determined that there was no funny business, I signed it straight away.

As I did so, I saw more actual magic take place. The second I set the pen down, the paper lit itself with a white flame and dissolved into thin air. “I’m going to assume that’s normal,” I said to no one but myself, cracking my knuckles, then promptly turned my attention to the box’s other items.

The brooms tempted my attention at first, but I decided I’d better read the guide to those before messing around. They seemed like they’d be a lot of fun to use, but I wasn’t very clear on how safe they were to just experiment with unprepared.

I arranged the books in order of apparent content importance. The theory textbook and the one about basic spellcasting seemed to be where I should spend my time early on, and then after that I’d probably read the wand guide. Going from there, it seemed prudent to read the Summoner’s guide next since that was going to be my focus, but then again pentagrams might be important. I’d have to read the basics and theory books first and play it by ear. Maybe preview some of the DVDs before that to get a quick idea of how important various topics were.

I examined the books and found they averaged about 200,000 words each. While I could normally read 250,000 words of non-academic material per day, this content would be completely unfamiliar to me. Since I needed to truly understand and memorize the information—not just read through it—I decided to set my sights lower.

If the summer camp started on the first Monday of June, then that gave me just over five weeks to prepare. There were eleven textbooks to consume, and I estimated that I could read any one of them in about two days while still leaving time to practice their content and help my father transition into running our businesses on his own.

In fact, if I stuck to the rate of a book every two days, I could reread about half of the more difficult, or essential, textbooks one more time before the first day of camp. Looking through a few pages at random, I was a bit intimidated. The wand book had charts and diagrams and magically animated images of wand gestures. The broom guide wasn’t much better. Thankfully, it didn’t seem linked to any important classes and was more of a complementary addition I could conquer at my own pace, so I made that one my sacrificial lamb and resigned to deal with it last.

This was going to be one of the most stressful months of my life. Adding to that stress there was a little bit of pressure to make sure that I was in good shape when I arrived. I had no idea what to expect, but the invitation letter had explained that male summoners were rare, which meant I was going to have mostly female classmates, though it sounded like they weren’t going to be human. Human or not, I didn’t want to look… well, not hot.

I definitely wasn’t unattractive, but I needed to put on some bulk or at least get some definition to my muscles. Thank God I was taller than average at six feet four inches. That counted for a lot around here, and I had to hope that it was the same in magic school.

So—my priorities were settled.

Objective One: Prepare my dad for the rigors of managing our family businesses and running the household without me around.

Objective Two: Memorize my textbooks completely and become proficient with my wand and broom. This way, I wouldn’t fall behind my classmates at Summer Camp or have to cram for the final exam. If necessary, I could postpone the broom training as a last resort.

Objective Three: Get in tip-top shape, book a haircut appointment, resume my old skin care routine, maybe do some manscaping, and try to more or less maximize my bangability.

Failure was not an option. I didn’t want to get dropped in with my peers and be the idiot in the group. I wanted to be at the top of the class. I wanted to come in out of nowhere like Florida Man riding a hurricane and impress my teachers and classmates.

What was I even going to do once I had magic? What would I be allowed to do? Would embarking on this life make me privy to a whole secret world that I would be beholden to instead of this mundane life? I had no idea what the answers to these questions were, but I knew that saying no wasn’t an option.

All I could do for now was work hard and hope for the best. I did not expect, on any level, just how awesome Summer Camp would actually be.


Chapter 3


Magic, as it turned out, was kind of bullshit. I don’t know why, but for some reason I half-expected it to be all math, or maybe a new form of physics that hadn’t been discovered by regular people.

Nope, none of that.

It wasn’t even a recognizable language with standard grammatical patterns. Common incantations drew partly from Latin, though, so I wasn’t entirely at a disadvantage. My prep for law school came in handy as I worked my way through An Introduction to Magical Latin.

Real magic was a combination of focused intention, magical potential, and words arranged in a specific order that made about as much sense as a crap sandwich. If I had to compare it to anything, magic resembled coding more than mathematics.

Latin phrases and rhyming incantations functioned as logic blocks. You combined them with wand gestures and occasionally ritual circles or sacrifices. The result would be completely incomprehensible to anyone who wasn’t a Wizard. Code looks exactly the same to non-programmers—all those brackets and semicolons that somehow create a working program. The main difference was that when programmers mess up, they get error messages. When wizards mess up, they might accidentally turn their cat into a toaster or blow up their kitchen.

Maybe because of the familiar blend of Latin and programming analogs, I caught on fast. By the end of the first day, I felt confident that I was beginning to get the gist of things, and a lot of my nerves around getting through the material on time started to dissipate.

While I puzzled through the books, memorizing everything as rapidly as humanly possible, especially the bits that didn’t make sense right away, I applied myself to my other pursuits.

Exercise wasn’t anything I naturally avoided; it had just been an afterthought to everything else in my busy life. You don’t manage multiple businesses and take care of your depressed widower dad while going to the gym for hours every day.

Things had changed.

Consuming as many fitness tutorials and protein shakes as I could in a couple hours and downloading a simple workout app wouldn’t be enough, I went and got myself a gym membership. The first few days were brutal, with my body voicing its disapproval with enough soreness to make getting out of bed my second or third choice, right behind downing a bottle of Tylenol.

Lying in bed at the dawn of the third day, I discovered a solution to that problem. It was in the appendix of Alchemy and You. Laid out in the style of a player’s handbook for Dungeons and Dragons, I discovered a whole list of magical potions and tonics. Even better, the book directly referenced bits of the other manuals, particularly Basic Spellcraft.

Potion Name: (Lesser) Physical Adaptation

Complexity: Simple

Brew Time: 1-Hour

Duration: Instantaneous; see details

Material Components: Paprika, lemon zest, 3 unfertilized chicken eggs, 23 hairs from the target’s head.

Activation Spell: See Basic Spellcraft page 205 under the ‘Alchemical Activations: Biological’ section.

Serving Size: 6 fluid ounces; see also Mana Costs on page 27 of this textbook and Casting Your First Spells! In Basic Spellcraft*, page 87.*

Details: This potion helps the imbiber to adapt to an ongoing physical stressor or adaptive pressure. The most common use is for fitness, as it can accelerate the recovery time by up to 99%.

Limitations: The (Lesser) version of the potion has a maximum adaptive capacity. See the notes on page 107 for additional information.

Caloric Requirements: This particular concoction may have caloric consequences. Be prepared to eat a lot!

Having discovered a solution to my problem, I forced myself to get up. Dressing in jeans and a shirt, I grabbed my wallet and headed out.

Dad, slouched on the couch in front of the television, called as I walked past. “Can you cast Magic Grenade yet?”

I paused as my brain rebooted. “What?”

“You know, Magic Grenade. Look, I may not be a proper geek, but everyone knows that Magic Grenade is the best spell in any fantasy world.”

“It’s been days, Dad. I’m going to the grocery store to get ingredients for a potion. If you want to come with or watch, you’re more than welcome to.”

“But...but,” his expression was positively forlorn. “Magic Grenade?”

“As far as I’ve gotten that isn’t even a spell. And you’re thinking of Magic Missile which also isn’t in my textbooks. I checked. Dad, I’m going to some kind of Summoning Summer Camp, not Dungeon Mage Badasses for Beginners.”

A playful lightness entered his expression. “You know, I’ll bet you a hairy frog nut the second is more fun than the first.”

I almost mentioned the possibility of hot co-eds but held back. The last thing I wanted was to tempt my father down a dark path. No one, especially not me, wanted PervDad™ to make an appearance.

Waving him goodbye, I left the house.

Creating my first potion ended up being pretty simple. According to the textbook:

Mixing Your First Potion!

Mixing potions is a lot like cooking. Well, it is cooking. Only you’ll also need the right words and intention. As you move into advanced practices, you’ll need rare ingredients and (sometimes) special ceremonies to complete them. Just follow the recipe closely!

The recipe was incredibly simple. I put the ingredients together on the stove, waited for it to boil, then said the words.

“Musculi relaxent et recreentur!”

The first time I tried it, I must have mispronounced part of the incantation, or not had the proper focus, because nothing happened. I tried again, and again.

Still nothing.

Then I realized what I was missing. It was the intention component. I’d been so focused on getting the cooking and pronunciation correct that I hadn’t considered the last part.

Intention was an intangible concept, and as such, a bit elusive at times. The textbooks made clear that struggling with forming the correct intention in one’s mind for the entire duration of spellcasting could indeed be a challenge for beginners and even intermediate mages. It required a meditative sort of focus on a single thing, which was a learned skill. I didn’t have a history with meditation, but merely understanding what my weakness was made it a lot easier to adjust my approach.

Brows furrowing, I envisioned a potion that would end my muscle soreness and leave me jacked. Well, not jacked. But ripped. I saw myself more as a really fit swimmer versus a bodybuilder or sprinter.

Ziiip!

On my fourth attempt a thread of blue energy shot in vapor form from my mouth and into the churning pot. Along with it came a sense of exhaustion, as if I’d just run a marathon after an all-nighter. Kind of the opposite effect of what I was hoping the potion was going to achieve.

Slumping, hands shaking with fatigue, I checked the contents of the pot. To my delight, there appeared to be enough for five or six doses, so assuming the potion worked as intended, it would more than make up for my temporary weariness.

I poured the contents into six small bottles, capped five of them, then downed the first as soon as it cooled enough to be safe. The effect was immediate. All of my aches and pains evaporated. Better yet, a glance revealed my forearm had become very, very slightly more muscular.

The transformation left me feeling a little hungry, but it wasn’t too bad. Remembering the note on caloric consequences, I made sure to eat a double helping of lunch and went on my way.

It didn’t take me long to fall into a new routine, one involving reading, exercise, and drinking one of my new potions to accelerate the recovery. Now that I knew about fatigue and hunger, I made sure to do it in the evening, right before bed and after I’d had a big meal.

I became the protein shakes and eggs guy for a while. Not that I minded. The benefits made every bit of it worthwhile. By the end of the first week, I felt confident I had a good grasp on magical mechanics, including why my first potion had left me so tired.

I’d accidentally over-estimated the amount required for my recovery potion by a decent amount. Since each batch cost mana to imbue, I’d completely drained the natural reserves inside my body to create so much all at once.

Another awesome thing I discovered that week was a spell called Analyze Self. I couldn’t cast the spell until I figured out how to use the wand, however.

As quick as I was at absorbing textbooks, I was much slower at mastering the art of the ‘basic flick and swish’ from Grip It and Whip It: Wands For Beginning and Intermediate Wizards.

With spells, at least some of the basics of human languages and basic logic applied. Using a wand felt more akin to being an orchestral conductor without music.

It took me an entire day and a half of regular practice before I got my first results with the wand. After that, it took another entire day to channel an actual spell that didn’t fizzle out.

It felt incredible.

Unlike making the potion, casting a spell with my wand felt as if bubbly, gleeful energy flushed through my entire body. Only at the very end, once the spell took effect, did I feel the familiar drain of mana usage, but it was more subtle.

I started with Analyze Self and chose to draw on Dad’s love of roleplaying games for my focus. Before starting the spell, I re-skimmed my textbook on the output for this type of incantation.

Revelatory Spells, Intention, and You!

Most revelatory spells will provide insight directly into the caster’s mind, although they may also be directed to output on standard material (paper, not a digital screen).

These spells will manifest in a templated way; however the wielder’s intent may customize them slightly. In almost all cases, this information will be easily translated between practitioners, so it’s best not to worry. Enjoy your casting!

Pleased with the details, and being familiar with RPGs thanks to my dad, I used that as the framework for my intent. It took a few extra attempts, but I finally got it to work.

When it did, it proved to be an enlightened choice, as information flooded directly into my mind in neat, concrete terms I could understand. The spell revealed what I’d already suspected about myself—I was generally above average, though not by much. But where it mattered most, my intellect, I was off the charts.

The analysis showed my Intelligence at 18+, labeled as “Genius IQ,” with a note explaining that this substantially boosted my mana generation and magical learning rate. That matched my own experience. Not to make myself out to be a special snowflake, but I’d always stood out from my friends and peers ever since junior high.

That’s not to say I was better than them at everything. Just apart, standing outside of events more often than not. Maybe this meant magic was precisely what I needed to find my place in the world. Then again, maybe I was just a narcissist with a stealthy case of the ‘tism.

The magical readout was fascinating. According to the spell, I had a 50% boost to mana capacity due to my intelligence, plus an ability called a “Special Classification” that gave me 35% mana regeneration every hour. Most intriguingly, my class was listed as “Warlock” rather than the “Summoner” I’d expected. I made a mental note to ask about that when I got to camp.

The spell also showed details about my stats, how they would influence my magic, and my race. As a “human-type” apparently I could cast any spell regardless of typical racial restrictions, which sounded incredibly useful.

Pleased with what I’d discovered, I focused entirely on getting the fundamentals down. I even started practicing basic creature binding in the backyard, which turned out to be a lot closer to catching Pokemon than I’d have expected. A review of my textbook gave me the basics.
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Summoned Creatures - Categorization and Acquisition

Conjured creatures come in a wide variety of shapes and sizes. We loosely categorize them based on rarity as follows:

Common: These entities are “free” for anyone with the right incantation and ritual knowledge. Think of them as being part of a creature “type” rather than specific entities. Binding them once connects them to the spellcaster, making it easy for them to be called again. Anyone may conjure these creatures, regardless of species or affiliation and there is no limit to the number of people who may bind them at a time.

Uncommon, Rare, Epic, and Legendary: These entities must be encountered and bound with magic. This process usually requires either a willing binding (via negotiation and ceremony) or unwilling capture (usually via combat). Each of these entities is unique and may feature talents or features that differentiate it from others of its kind.
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There was even a list at the end of the book. The bad news was that, according to the texts, getting specialized bindings wouldn’t happen unless I was on school grounds, or in another magic-rich environment.

In addition to everything else, by the end of the first week, I was ready to try riding my first broom.

Going out to the tiny, fenced-in backyard, I looked at the device. By all appearances, it was just any other broom, albeit a red one. As I closed my hand around a golden band near the middle, however, the wood morphed and flexed, subtly changing shape. The middle, right where I’d sit, curved to one side.

A quick consultation of my textbook filled me in. The curve was so I could put my groin in the right place and not suffer the entire time I was in the air.

That was only mildly mollifying.

Muttering the words of activation, I straddled the broom. I brought it up, tight between my thighs, then adjusted my manhood so it wouldn’t be crushed.

With a deep breath, I said the command to hover. The broom heeded me, slowly lifting me several inches off the ground. As promised, the training broom operated at less than half-speed, a fact that I appreciated.

Ultimately, I came to realize that piloting a broom had more in common with steering a motorcycle than actual flying. The front was for direction, and my body position allowed me to veer one way or another. There was also a pressure and twist component that allowed me to manually adjust the speed.

Things got interesting when it came to the spells. Broom-flying spells acted a lot more akin to cheat codes. One could double my speed, or bring me to an abrupt halt. Another would transition my velocity from one direction to another. None required the use of my wand and instead channeled through the broom itself.

Better yet, because intention and focus were a factor, if a person had enough practice and mental discipline, all those spells could ignore physics to some extent.

I was going about twenty miles an hour on the fifth day of practicing when flying became even more fun than I’d hoped. I figured this thing could go a lot faster, but it was harder to master than I anticipated, and I had already fallen off once—thankfully while still low to the ground.

With my focus firmly in place, I cast a trajectory-altering spell. In an instant, I went from flying one direction to another, all without a loss of momentum or any jarring or jerking. I’d gone from north to west with zero cost other than a little mana.

That was cool.

At the end of the fifth week, the day before I was due to head to Camp, I spent some time checking out the bathroom mirror after my shower to see my body’s progress.

I was still tall and lanky, but I was a lot closer to my goals than would have been possible without magic. The man looking back at me had the lean muscularity of a martial artist, complete with a little six pack. When I closed a fist, veins formed in my forearms, and there wasn’t a hint of visible flab leftover.

Better yet, I felt confident that I’d mastered nearly everything in the books I’d been granted. Aside from my fairly rudimentary level of skill with broom-riding, the only other one I had yet to get anywhere with was The Joy of Sex Magic, as nearly every spell required at least one, and sometimes more than one, partner. There was also a good bit of lore around various species, and different types of magical bonds, and so on.

Deciding that it might be the one book I’d want some guidance on, I did my best to memorize the spells and made mental notes to ask a teacher about the rest. I only practiced the few masturbation spells once each, frankly, because it seemed... weird. It was also a bit more intense than I needed a jerkaroo to be—but I did manage to temporarily turn my dick into some kind of arcane metal for a bit.

Not gonna lie, that was terrifying.

“Guess we’ll see how things go after tomorrow, eh?” I told myself, more than a little curious about just what sorts of women I was about to encounter.

That night, I had a late dinner with my dad. We went over financials and expectations while I was away. As we’d discussed, I arranged to have the house paid off in full and built a fund with plenty of money for groceries. He would keep what businesses he could alive and consult me if he ever needed to go over budget.

“What’s this meal delivery crap?” Dad asked, looking at a list of notes I’d prepared for him.

“I’m going to be gone for a while. I figure it wouldn’t hurt for you to at least try eating healthy for a while.”

He gave me a sour look. “The last time I tried that, I woke up three blocks down the road, in a neighbor’s house. Remember?”

Returning his gaze, I shook my head. “That’s because you drank an entire bottle of wine. Plus, that was Fred’s house, and you were raiding his fridge.”

“Still, my point remains. What’s good for the goose isn’t always good for the baby goose.”

“Huh?”

“Just because you’re getting all healthy and fit doesn’t mean I will be.”

I rolled my eyes. “The service is ordered. Take it or leave it. I’m going to bed. If I’m not here in the morning, it’s because I’m learning magic at Summer Camp.”

“Sure. Have fun.”

New Spell Entry — Analyze Self

Spell: Analyze Self

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Output: Varies

Details: This spell provides the caster an objective diagnosis about their current state, including any active benefits or maladies impacting them. See also Analyze Other (Willing), Analyze Other (Unwilling; Restricted), and Analyze Creature.

Starting Character Sheet

—

Reggie Hickson

Name: Reggie Hickson

Age: 21

Class: Warlock

Health Score: Above Average

Mana Score: High (50% over standard)

Innate Attributes

Innate attributes are a measure of what you’ve grown organically. They can change, but only with deliberate, regular training. Magic can temporarily (or permanently) enhance these, but counter spells or other effects could remove the boosts.

As a [Human] your attributes scale from 1-18, with 8 being the average for your species.

Strength: 14 (up from 9 due to recent training; in magical spells and rituals, your physical strength may influence the overall power or capacity of some spells, such as creature summoning)

Agility: 10 (your natural dexterity and reflexes; in magical spells and rituals, your agility may influence casting speed and your ability to maintain complex ritual movements)

Constitution: 13 (up from 9 due to recent training; in magical spells and rituals, your constitution may influence the overall durability of some spells, such as creature summoning)

Wisdom: 12 (your ability to perceive and understand the world around you; in magical spells and rituals, your wisdom may influence your intuitive grasp of magical theory and your resistance to mental effects)

Intelligence: 18+ (You have a genius level IQ, with a near photographic memory; your ability to solve puzzles and understand complex topics at a glance is likely a contributor to your recruitment to Thistlewick)

Charisma: 10 (Charisma is a measure of your ability to socialize and positively influence others. Yours is above average due to your experience interacting during business transactions. You may “train” this attribute by interacting with others at the school. Be aware that manipulating others for nefarious or selfish outcomes is highly frowned upon.)

Magical Advantages

Human-Type: Humans can cast any spell, regardless of its nature, alignment, or standard racial restrictions. You could, for example, cast Demonic spells without being a demon. Other races do not have this benefit.

Genius IQ Benefit: Your incredible IQ has granted you a 50% boost to mana capacity.

Warlock Benefits: Your body has been suffused with magic. You recover [35%] of your total mana pool per hour. There may be other benefits, such as warlock-specific rituals, alchemical potions, etc. that only your class can generate. As each warlock is subtly unique, research is required to quantify these variables.


Chapter 4


The morning I was due to depart for Summer Camp, I woke to discover a tiny weight against my chest. Opening my eyes, I was rewarded by the diminutive, but quite attractive, form of Wimbledip Honeybunches sitting atop my pecs. She had her legs splayed out and the lace hem of her dress crept up just enough to hint at bright yellow panties.

Blinking a few times, I said, “Uh, hello?”

She waved at me, entirely unaware or uncaring that she was borderline flashing me. “Hello humie! I volunteered to help you get to camp. Are you ready to go?”

“You volunteered?”

“Mhm. Sure did. We got along super well when we met, so I figured why not come back? Once you’re busy with school stuff, I doubt we’ll have much of a chance to talk.”

I didn’t quite know how to interpret her explanation. The tiny woman’s behavior struck me as unusual for a professional messenger. Was the ground sprite actually flirting with me, or was this simply her way of avoiding some other assignment she’d prefer not to handle? Either way, I didn’t mind the thought of having the adorably sexy little woman around.

“Do you mind? I need to get dressed.”

“I don’t mind at all.” She gave me a little wink and rolled to her feet in a sort of cat-stretching motion, then walked off my chest.

“I don’t sleep with any clothes on.”

“Mhm. I couldn’t help but notice. Don’t mind me. I won’t peek, promise.” She giggled in a tone that clearly read as, I’m totally and completely lying right now.

Despite my relatively solitary past, I was not a shy person. With her off my chest, I climbed out of bed and made my way to the clothes I’d set out the previous night. As I dressed, I was all-too aware of the fact that she was looking at me. Once I had my pants on, I turned to see her entire face was a bright pink blush.

Smirking, I finished pulling a collared polo shirt on, tucked it into my khaki pants, then grabbed the backpack I’d packed. Fortunately, the magical kit she’d delivered five weeks ago was supposed to meet me there somehow. I didn’t know how that was going to work, but I figured I’d find out soon enough. “Where to?”

“There’s a taxi waiting outside. It’ll take us to the bus station.”

“Bus station?”

“Yup. We have a magical bus that comes around for the students.”

“Huh. Okay.”

“Why? Did you expect something else? A helicopter, or train or another mode of transport?”

I shook my head. “I’m pretty open minded at this point. I certainly didn’t think a magic school bus would be on the docket, though.”

She waved me over and gestured for me to hold my hand out. When I did, she took a running leap, then did a little somersault up my arm. It was impressively acrobatic. Planting on her feet, she climbed my arm and straddled my shoulder.

I tried to give her an accusatory look. Her position made that difficult. “Was all that necessary?”

“Necessary? No. But fun, yes.” Taking a deep breath, she shuddered, adding, “Humie, you smell so good. Part of me is jealous I can’t go back to school. You know, they invited me to teach a summer class if I wanted? There’s all sorts of magic my people know that’s pretty rare.” She made a gentle hmm sound. “Maybe I’ll consider it. Next year.”

Part of me wanted to indulge my curiosity and find out more about the sprite, particularly what she found so appealing, but I held off. At this rate, I’d never get to the camp, much less start the real work of coming out as the top of my class.

With her making small talk at me, I made my way through the house, luggage in either hand. Dad was asleep on the couch, his blanket having fallen to the floor. Pausing, I took in the old man, seeing all the wear and tear he’d gained over the past few years. He was doing much better these days, but there was still a sadness about him, a weight that I found difficult to identify with.

Lowering my backpack, I walked over and pulled the blanket back up, careful not to wake him. As the thick wool settled across his chest, he snorted and rolled over, putting his back to the door.

I left the house, suddenly less worried about my scholastic performance than whether he’d be able to keep himself together without me there. The plain yellow taxi was outside, next to the brick of the curb as promised. When I moved to the rear, the driver popped the trunk.

Once we were in the back seat, I realized the driver wasn’t human. He had big, broad shoulders, and a slouch hat that mostly concealed a pair of horns and curly hair. Thinking back to my textbooks, many of which casually mentioned fantasy species in the same way Earth books might have mentioned people of different ethnicities, I guessed the guy was likely a satyr.

“Humie, if you’d like, I can check on him,” Wimbledip said against my ear. She brushed my cheek with a tiny hand. “Your father, I mean. He’s family. It’s allowed. If you’d like, that is.”

“Why?”

“You put the blanket on him. I got the feeling he means a lot to you.”

I considered the offer as the car pulled down the street. The driver merged with traffic with the smooth, polished practice of an expert, then accelerated to a speed that terrestrial law enforcement would have labeled a definite crime. All the practice I’d accumulated with both brooms over the past few weeks proved invaluable now. My stomach had already grown accustomed to the unique sensation of magical acceleration, preventing the nausea that might have otherwise ruined this moment.

“That would be good,” I said once we were on the freeway, dodging traffic in a manner that defied physics. “He’s been self-isolating a lot since mom passed.”

“Oh. I didn’t know. I’m sorry.”

The sprite’s mood dampened from over-the-top flirty to compassionate for the rest of the trip, which lasted all of five minutes.

Our destination was a bright blue bus idling at the station just outside city limits. It had a sign with the word ‘Thistlewick’ stenciled on the side.

I collected my backpack and made my way to the bus. As I approached, I noticed that none of the other people nearby appeared to react to the bus being there. One or two glanced at me, but that stopped once I was within about ten feet of my destination.

Wimbledip kept me company, remaining quietly on my shoulder as I climbed aboard. The bus driver was a grizzled old woman with a nametag that read, “Falerie Drizzle.” She looked just shy of being so ancient she couldn’t have been human. I didn’t ask what she was. She took one look at me and the sprite, then pulled the lever to close the doors.

There was no one else on the bus, leaving me my choice of comfortable, cushioned seats. I put my backpack in an overhead compartment, then sat. Wimbledip finally came down from her self-appointed perch, rearranging herself on my thigh.

“Why isn’t there anyone else?” I asked, deciding to take advantage of her presence.

“This is a humie-only bus. There might be others at the Camp, but I wouldn’t bet on it. Regular semester students don’t usually take remedial classes unless they have to. Plus, there’s the shortage issue.”

“Shortage issue?”

“Mhm. Humies with magic are getting rarer and rarer every year. I don’t think there were any new ones last year,” she said somberly. “I blame social media, but who knows? There’s all sorts of serious people debating it.”

Having zero interest in debating social media’s impact on magical humans, I deliberately steered our conversation elsewhere. That particular rabbit hole could wait for another day. “What can you tell me about the Camp? Do you have a map, or insights into the professors or the classes?”

“Oh yes! I can absolutely help with all of that.” Reaching into a pocket so small it might have been microscopic, she unfolded a sheet of parchment. It eventually expanded into a glossy, flat, poster-sized surface depicting a map of the school grounds. Next to the map appeared a list of names, along with the classes associated with them.

“There’ll be a more detailed map on the bulletin board outside the camp when you arrive. You’ll be staying at the Camp, obviously,” the sprite explained, pointing. “The grounds there will have everything you need for practice, study, and whatnot. You’ll have orientation, and then there will be the Summer Commencement which goes over all the details. After that, you’ll have three days to explore and prepare for your entrance exam, or explore if you want.”

“And then what?” I asked.

“Then you’ll begin classes based on your scores, as simple as that.”

“So until exam day, we just kind of chill and prepare?”

“Summer Camp is more relaxed, remember?”

“Ah. Yeah. Got it. Are the Summer Dorms separated by gender?”

She gave me a playful wink, shaking her head. “Not at all. The school is only for adults. Since our students are magical, most have all sorts of romance and breeding limitations. Hell, the majority are virgins. Fraternization isn’t even in any of the policies.”

“Romance and breeding limitations?”

“Mhm. Most species only want to mate with others of the same, or a comparable species, and with the birth rate problem, well...let’s just say it’s rare for two or three of the same species to end up in classes with each other these days. It’s sad, really.”

Intrigued, but also a little taken aback, I decided not to press for further details.

Wimbledip went on anyway, saying, “Years ago, the Dark Lady came up with some proposed solutions for our breeding problems, but that didn’t go over well at all. We don’t speak of it, just so you know.”

I blinked. “Huh? Dark Lady?”

“Shhh! We don’t speak of it.”

“‘Kay, but you brought her up,” I protested, only for her to wave it away.

“We really should move on.” She pointed at the list of names. “These will be your instructors. It’s a truncated list, since it’s just for summer classes. The semester will be broken up, with some basic classes offered in the first half and more advanced ones in the second. You’ll also have a chance to test out of classes if you’ve got the basics down. That could give you more free time for studying or,” she winked at me lasciviously, “other pursuits.”

Ignoring the wink, I focused on the advantages of getting ahead using those skip tests. “That should make things a lot easier.”

“That it would.”

I looked out the window, noticing for the first time that we’d gone from driving down the roads to soaring through the sky. It was a novel experience, particularly given that I hadn’t even noticed our take off. As I swept the horizon, I noted that we were moving fast, as in superjet speeds. It was exhilarating, making my palms tingle for the comfort of my broom and my newly developed flying skills.

The flight was uneventful, with my tiny companion helpfully answering my questions in great detail. She appeared all too happy to help me align classes and study times and even pointed out locations near the Camp that had special features that could become useful if I felt inclined to explore.

“The campus is littered with magical nooks,” she elaborated when I asked. “There’s a few different types of mazes, an underwater observatory you can only reach if you have specific spells prepared, and groves for druids and dryads, and well...a ton of stuff. They may not tell you about it during the summer session, either, so you’ll need to go explore on your own. Oh! Here. Let me mark a few for you. They’ll be perfect, especially if you find a cutie or two you want to take with you.”

With another playful wink, she conjured a quill pen and did just that.

Finally, the bus began its descent through the clouds and I had my first real view of where I’d be spending the next few months.


Chapter 5


Information was king, so rather than bother with having a look around just yet, I found the bulletin board Wimbledip mentioned and made a beeline toward it once she was gone. All around me I could hear the cheers and laughter of chatting and giggling women, which definitely held a certain appeal, but I wasn’t here specifically to get laid. Besides, if I was the only male in the summoner division of the camp, well, I would have my opportunities.

The billboard stuck out of the ground on two rustic, lacquered wooden posts, corkboard plastered against an old oak slab staring me in the face. On its surface was pinned a great many useful flyers, a calendar, schedules for each division of the camp, and more.

I found the Summoner Division section on the schedule, which contained precisely the information I needed. It was a repeat of the ground sprite’s lecture on the bus, with a few extra details about meals.

“Hrm. Quality infodumps are hard to come by these days,” I mused, pleasantly surprised with the seemingly airheaded woman’s thoroughness.

Turning to a small poster next to the calendar, I saw a notice related to cabin assignments. Taking that in, I craned my head to look around the tall sign and found ten cabins laid out around a massive fire pit surrounded by color-coded picnic tables. There were two that were painted red, two that were white, two that were black, two that were green, and two that were blue. My robes were blue, and my cabin, numbered 7, was also blue, so I quickly concluded that the colors corresponded to the area of focus that the Wizard or Witch in question had at Thistlewick.

I found a small sheet on the board that confirmed my assumption quickly enough, among other details. Green was for elementalists. Black was for those focusing on Dark Arts. Blue was for summoning magic, of course. Red was for healing and blessing magic. White was an umbrella group for remedial students of any of the other less common disciplines, of which there were many.

I committed it to memory and, satisfied, adjusted the way my backpack sat on my back and made my way over to my cabin.

Looking around on my walk there, the scenery was indeed impressive. There was a massive, crystal-clear blue lake that would have been at home on any Netflix Documentary named “Earth” or “Gaia” or some variant thereof. The entire valley was surrounded by bluffs and verdant mountains, with of course the medieval edifice that was Thistlewick looming atop one of the most impressive peaks.

Well-maintained dirt paths that had to be managed with magic led to and from the camp, and signs placed carefully at every fork and turn pointed toward other sites of interest—the archery range, the swimming lake, the sweat lodge, the outdoor amphitheater, a farm, and even a Foreboding Forest. It was the full summer camp experience, that’s for sure.

When I arrived at the door to my cabin, I opted to knock on it just in case. When there was no reply, I turned the knob and pushed the door open, stepping inside.

The single-bedroom cabin was laid out in a pentagonal shape. Five beds were arranged, with one on each wall and one at the perfect center of the room. The cabin’s interior was more spacious than expected, with polished wood floors that gleamed in the afternoon light streaming through the windows.

At the foot of each bed was a private storage trunk. The trunk at the center of the room bore my name in gold leaf lettering, so I approached that one, knelt, and opened it up.

To my surprise, all my books, brooms, and everything else the school had provided me were already in the chest waiting for me. Well, surprise wasn’t quite the word—I had been warned a few days before that this would be the case in a follow-up letter, but it still was a bit jarring to see it all here after leaving it all in my room when I departed. There was no room inside for my casual clothes, however, so I just closed the lid of the trunk and rested my backpack on top.

The only magical item I kept on my person for now was my wand, which I kept strapped to my arm under my sleeve. I practiced the magic-propelled flick motion that summoned it out of my shirt - a trick I developed on my own - and lay flat on my back on my bed, mulling things over in my mind.

Today the only events were orientation and the Opening Ceremony. That was going to be crucial. I had to assume it would include information about rules, classes, teachers, and protocols that weren’t present in any documentation. Until then, I had time to kill. I could wait to meet and greet my roommates, getting that out of the way, or I could fuck off and practice my magic somewhere private.

When the door creaked open, and I heard a sighing female voice, I understood that time and fate had made the decision for me. I slowly sat up as the newcomer wandered into the room, initially oblivious to my presence.

“Let’s see here,” she said in what was a brutally cute lisp in a very high voice. “I guess I’m over—”

“Hi,” I said, waving my hand.

The young woman’s head whipped to face me, her green eyes wide with shock. As I processed her appearance, it was quickly my turn to react in shock.

Atop her head were a couple items of interest. First, there was a pair of brown bunny ears that stood up straight as a statue at the sight of me. Even more unusual was a pair of small deer antlers.

“A jackalope?” I grunted in disbelief.

“The humie dude?!” she gasped. “Oh my prairie gods! I heard rumors about a mysterious new boy, but I thought they were talking about a first-year! So lucky!” Again, that lisp was there, and I almost chuckled at the adorable sound of it.

I rose to my feet, instantly aware of the height disparity between us. I was six foot four, pretty tall if not weirdly tall, but she was at best four foot ten. The girl was petite but fit, and attractive to an almost suspicious degree—the kind of ‘good-looking’ that generates money just by being pretty, with supermodel features softened by girl-next-door sensibilities. Trying not to acknowledge the height difference impolitely, I extended a hand in greeting. She looked at it with interest, then shook her head.

“No offense, humie boy, but I don’t know where you’ve been,” she pointed out. “You’re the first new human male I’ve seen in the summoner program in...ever. Who knows what you did to get here.”

I withdrew my hand and nodded, smirking. “Fair enough, I guess. I actually was kind of invited out of nowhere. My name’s Reggie.”

“Uh–oh, okay.” When I retracted my hand, she appeared disappointed for a second. She studied me with a look that went out of its way to be casual, but her foot was tapping the ground at a rate of at least ten times per second, and I could tell she was checking me out more than sizing me up. Her wavy brownish-blonde hair caught the light as it hung past her shoulders, glistening from a modest sheen of sweat in the summer heat.

Following the strands of hair, I couldn’t help but note her lack of a bra beneath her midriff-baring green polo. The painted-on khaki shorts, complete with an award-winning thigh gap captured my attention for a solid second longer than was probably polite.

Totally oblivious, or uncaring, of my checking her out, she said, “Hrm. Interesting. So if you were just invited, then you’re way behind in the curriculum. You’ll need help. You’ll need a good friend on your side!”

“Actually, that’s technically true, but—”

She punched one fist into the opposite palm as her bunny ears twitched with excitement. “Perfect! I’ll be your big sister here! I’ll help you with your homework and teach you everything you need to know so that you’ll be ready to start as a first year once the semester begins!”

“Actually, I’m hoping to pass—”

“Hmmm... But you’re so much more ginormous than me. I guess I’ll call you Big Brother, or it’ll feel weird. But even little sisters can take care of their Big Brothers! It’s our nurturing way as women!”

I blinked. “To be totally transparent, I—”

“Alright, Big Bro! Let me unpack, and I’ll teach you the basics of summoning! I’m something of a gifted summoner myself, you know,” she said, and a finger touched the bridge of her nose smugly as though she was adjusting phantom spectacles.

To this, I sighed. “Sure.” Truth be told, it wasn’t a bad idea, playing along for now. I did want to see what other summoners were capable of, after all. “Uh...what was your name?”

She blinked at me, accidentally batting her eyelashes in a blisteringly cute way. I was a disciplined man, but if she made a habit out of doing that, she might wear me down eventually. “I’m Tizzy, but you can just call me Little Sis, Big Bro.”

“I’d rather—”

As she anticipated my refusal, her eyes welled up with comically globby tears.

“Little Sis it is,” I muttered. “By all means, unpack.”

She wiped her eyes and nodded, smugly smirking once more at me before turning toward her bed. “Yep. This is the one. Tizmira Cottontail.”

Cottontail was right. As she turned, I noticed she had a fluffy brown tail of exactly that type above her pert bottom, sticking out through a specially designed hole in the top of her deliciously tight shorts. The sight was undeniably adorable.

Additionally, her legs below the knee gradually transitioned into furry rabbit feet. On a human woman, it might have been a dealbreaker. Tizzy was just too damn cute to care. If anything, the feet only enhanced her appeal.

“So...what exactly are you?”

“I’m a jackalope, plain and simple,” she said, sounding a bit annoyed to be talking about her race. “This is just my humanoid form. Most magical beasts blessed by the gods with human-level intelligence have one these days.”

That was interesting. “Do you spend much time in your...other form?”

She didn’t look at me as she bent over, trying to cram her backpack inside of her trunk, but it wasn’t going to fit. I didn’t mention that obvious fact to her—partly because I was too appreciative of the view, and partly because watching her determined little huffs and wiggles was unexpectedly entertaining. “I hardly ever use it anymore,” she admitted after a sigh. “It doesn’t make sense to spend time in it on school grounds, and I’m mostly here now.”

That sounded fair. “So,” I muttered. “This is one of two summoner cabins. I couldn’t help but notice there isn’t much privacy.”

This time she did look over at me, smirking. “Privacy wards over the beds will give you a place to change or flick your bean without being seen, don’t worry.”

“Flick my bean? You mean jerk off?” I asked, arching a brow, desperately hoping I wasn’t misreading her idiomatic expression and didn’t just say something very stupid.

Her eyes opened wide. “Oh, whoa! You have a penis!” Something about her lisping that out almost broke me.

I laughed awkwardly, disbelieving that we’d already entered this kind of conversation two minutes into meeting each other. “Guilty as charged.” I shrugged, rolling my shoulders, at this point just waiting for her.

“Can I see it, Big Bro?!” she gasped. “I never saw one in real life! Just cave drawings in my warren back home, mostly!” Her hands folded together as though she were praying to me, her long lashes batting with her green eyes.

“Uh—not on day one, alright?” I grunted. Honestly, it seemed pretty bizarre that she relied on cave drawings for sex ed when she talked almost exactly like a human chick from back home and had a similar person and fashion sense to boot. But plot contrivances are what they are, I suppose.

Her eyes welled up with massive tears almost instantly. “I just wanna see it! I won’t touch it or nothin’, Big Brother, I swear!”

“Tell you what,” I muttered, “We can talk about that kind of thing after we get to know each other. Anyway, I’m actually really curious to see what another Summoner can do, so let’s start there.”

Her wide eyes narrowed, and after she wiped her eyes on her forearm, she nodded, sniffling a few times. The way her nose twitched when she sniffled was ridiculously cute—I was pretty sure that level of cuteness should have been illegal. “Alright. You win, you bully.”

“How am I a bully for not showing you my dong?” I muttered, trying to follow the thread of her logic.

“Come on, let’s go,” she huffed, spinning on her padded bunny heel and walking straight out the door.

I followed behind her without delay, whipping my wand into my hand preemptively, swishing it around in practice flicks. I watched as colored sparks emerged from the tip, signifying that I was making perfect gestures. It was good to practice whenever I could, even during in-between moments this way. As we walked, I noticed the natural bounce in her step that made her cottontail wiggle in an unconsciously hypnotic rhythm. “Where are we going, exactly?”

She looked back at me, arching a thin brow as she noticed me fiddling with my wand, probably a bit surprised that I was so practiced with all the basic gesturework. “There’s a clearing on the left side of the path between here and the archery range.”

“You’ve been to summer camp before?” I asked.

She nodded. “We had bigger storage trunks last year,” she grumbled with a punctuating pout.

“Isn’t summer camp for remedial students, though? As in, a little behind?” I instantly wished I’d been a bit more delicate with my phrasing when she whipped her head back toward me so violently that physics made her bunny ears briefly flop into her face. Tears instantly formed in her eyes for the third time in the last ten minutes at best. “Big Bro! How could you?!”

“Sorry,” I muttered. “I didn’t mean anything by it. I was just—”

“For your information,” she said, sniffling, “I do fine with my Summoning magic. It’s...all the other stuff I suck at.”

“Well, maybe I can help you,” I offered, forcing a smile. Shit. Why did I suggest that? I did not want to get stuck tutoring the deer-bunny in all my free time and watching her constantly break into waterworks.

“How could you help me? You’re a brand-new student,” she pointed out.

I shrugged, deciding to take this as an easy out for now. “You’re right. I probably couldn’t manage to be of much use.”

“But we can study together!” she suggested, clapping her hands. “Maybe I’ll benefit from the ‘tutor effect’ if I teach you what I know!”

“That won’t be necessary,” I sighed, but when her lip started to tremble I immediately corrected course, “but we’ll see.”

We reached the clearing she had in mind just a couple minutes later, and it was a pretty good, wide-open spot for something such as a wizard duel or some benign practice. I flipped my wand between my fingers absently as I waited on her, watching with amusement and a bit of male interest as she did some stretches and shoulder rolls to warm up.

“What are you going to summon?” I asked. It was admittedly a stupid question that could instead be answered by some basic patience, but I wanted to make sure I knew what I was seeing.

“I’ll just start with something simple and harmless,” she said. “A thunder pigeon!”

I watched as she kicked out a simple pattern in the ground. It wasn’t necessary for a proper summoning, but inscribing some keywords in Magical Latin did make a called beast more likely to stay grounded and loyal to the user for the duration of its summoning.

I observed with open interest as she performed a few finger gestures with her off hand and swished her wand with her right hand. Once she was done, she uttered the standard thunder pigeon incantation: “Fulgo columbae, veni!”

With a crack, a bolt of lightning shot from her wand, and a small explosion struck the earth at her feet. When the dust settled, a little yellow pigeon with a lightning bolt shaped crest atop its head stood there, cooing softly.

“Cute!” she squealed, her knees buckling inward as she pressed one hand adoringly to her cheek. “I love thunder pigeons so much!”

“Very nice,” I said, clapping my hands, and I meant it. For a minute there I wondered if she was just overall incompetent, but when it came to summoning magic, at least, she appeared capable enough.

“Thank you!” She performed a little curtsy. “Do you want me to teach you how to summon something simple?”

I shook my head. “I already have the basics down.”

She blinked at me in plain confusion. “Hmm. But you’re new. Do you mean to suggest you learned how to summon something on your own?”

“Yeah,” I said with a slow, cautious tone, not sure how much I should give away just yet. “I can do some basic summons, for sure.”

“Oh my prairie gods, Big Bro!” she said, her voice hushed with awe, and the thunder pigeon fluttered onto her shoulder to join her enthusiastic utterance. “But I have a hard time believing that. Can you let me see?”

“Well, you showed me yours, so I guess I can show you mine,” I chuckled. I performed a very quick series of gestures with my wand and offhand, but I didn’t bother with the reinforcement inscription with my boot as she had. “Mucus textum, exaudi me!”

A stream of vapor oozed from my wand, coalescing on the ground a few feet ahead of me. When it finished taking shape, there was a very cute green slime with a happy face that looked almost drawn on with a big black marker.

“What the butt?!” she cried in surprise, her fingers wiggling on either side of her cheeks. “Big Bro, that’s amazing! A green slime on your first try?!”

I chuckled and nodded as she dismissed her thunder pigeon with a flick of her wand and stepped toward me. “Well, it’s hardly my first try, and it’s not a green slime exactly. It’s actually a—hey wait don’t pick it up!”

But it was too late. I actually hadn’t summoned the standard green slime. Instead, I’d gone with the similar looking, but far more difficult Solvent Slime. The thing couldn’t dissolve flesh, but any textiles would be subject to its properties. It was part of my repertoire because it was both relatively safe to summon and more difficult, meaning I got more benefit from practicing it.

One thing I’d never considered? This situation.

I watched with horror and, well, something else, as my new friend squeezed the chubby ball of slime to her chest. By the time she realized what was going on and I finished my explanation, it was too late.

She threw, not dropped, the slime at the ground in alarm, then looked down to assess the damage. The entire front of her top had been consumed, leaving her perky boobs fully exposed, revealing tiny, nearly skin-toned nipples.

My eyes widened in surprise and absolutely, one hundred percent, academic appreciation.

Rather than cover herself, Tizzy crossed her arms and looked at me as though she were about to scold me. “Alright, Big Bro, now you really have to show me your penis.”

Fair is fair, I guess.

Summons Entry: (Minor) Solvent Slime

Name: Solvent Slime

Incantation: “Mucus textum, exaudi me"

Rarity: Common

Summon Type: Slime Monster

Hit Points: Low

Intelligence: Low

Threat: Low

Mana Cost: Low

Difficulty to Summon: Moderate

Movement Speed (Land): Low

Movement Speed (Water): Medium

Details: This slime is a great addition to any Summoner’s playbook for practice. It is covered in an acid that’ll chew through basically anything inanimate and with low hit points/toughness. It is harmless otherwise.

Limitations: The slime is made of magic, and applications of the acid will consume the mana. It will vanish naturally over time.


Chapter 6


After thoroughly apologizing and giving her a quick look at my dick, I said goodbye to the view of her chest and conjured a piece of cloth to cover her. It was basically a makeshift shawl, and one of the least-practiced of my spells, so it barely gave her proper coverage.

Her gaze widened at the conjuration spell. Despite being less practiced, according to the books it was a third-year cantrip, which meant it was far more advanced than I had any right to be at this point.

Casting the spell meant clueing her in to just how advanced I’d already become, but she didn’t make a big deal out of it. Yet, at least. Once she was covered, we made our way back to the campground.

“Please tell me you brought a lot of t-shirts,” I said.

“Oh yeah, a few. Plus, we’ve got spells that can replicate my old one.” She hesitated.

I was just happy that we had a workable solution.

“Listen,” Tizzy whispered suddenly. Her tone went hushed and she grabbed my hand, pulling me back.

I came to a stop and turned around to look at her, unsure of what she wanted. “What’s up?” I asked.

“It’s almost time for orientation. You’ll be meeting the other three girls in our cabin soon.”

I nodded. If they were anything along the lines of Tizzy, I was simultaneously excited and alarmed, but there was no getting around it. “Okay,” I said. “Are you going somewhere with this?”

“Most female monsters with humanoid forms, well,” she explained, “they won’t be trusting of a human male.”

I gulped. “Why’s that?”

“It’s complicated. Humans hunted most of our races to near extinction millennia ago. Things only got worse after that for us.” There was a distant look in her eye for a moment, but she shook her hair out as though she was trying to overcome some sudden exhaustion. “Anyway, you might see us as exotic monsters, but you’re the exotic monster to most of us,” she said.

“So why are you so nice to me?”

She blushed and averted her gaze a little when I called her out on that fact. “I—no reason.”

I furrowed my brow. “Is this one of those porny scenarios where you all depend on human men to procreate?”

“N-no!” she gasped, mortified. “Nothing of that sort! Well, a little of that sort. It’s just that... well... Monster men tend to stick with their own kind, and there aren’t any jackalope guys who can use magic, so I never made friends with a boy before. That’s all. But...it is true that for many of us, breeding with our own kind isn’t much of an option these days.”

I wouldn’t have believed her if not for the whole ‘not being certain what a penis is’ thing from earlier. Given her innocence and enthusiasm, I knew she was telling the truth. It sounded as though her people, well, multiple species, were in dire straits.

“Alright,” I said. “So what’s your advice?”

She narrowed her gaze and jabbed a finger into my chest. “Just stay close to me. I’ll protect you and make sure they don’t bully you.”

“Is that a risk?” I asked, lifting an eyebrow, but it was kind of a stupid question. I was pretty sure there would be more competent magic users than me here, and it wouldn’t surprise me if some of the monster ladies present at the camp were bigger and stronger than I was, too.

“Oh, it’s certainly a risk,” she assured me, grasping my hand again. I privately noted that when we first met a short while before this, she wouldn’t even shake my hand in greeting right away, and now she was finding excuses to grab it constantly. “But I’ll spook them. I’m very spooky.” She growled to punctuate her point, which made me chuckle, especially because of the way her lisp sounded with the word ‘spook’.

By the time we had gotten back to camp and changed into our uniforms, two more women were standing in front of our cabin, and a lot of other people, mostly female but definitely some male, were hanging out in front of their own. It was almost orientation time, so people were falling into line, waiting for the camp counselors to show up and get things kicked off.

I took a deep breath as I reclaimed my hand from the jackalope, preparing for the waterworks because of that choice, but to my surprise and relief, she didn’t make a scene. Instead, her focus narrowed on the other two girls, and she started to let out the least intimidating little growl in the world.

“Grrrrr,” she murmured.

“Oh! Is that Tizzy! Tizzy, over here, gal!” one of the two shouted, waving us down.

The caller looked fascinating. Her skin was a few shades lighter than milk chocolate, and she was about a head shorter than me, which put her mid-way between Tizzy and me. However, she had a thicker build than the jackalope, with wide hips that strained her low-slung jeans. Her waist was narrow, and she possessed heavy, perfectly symmetrical breasts on confident display in a black and gold striped halter top.

She had a cut that was comparable to a black French bob with bangs, but I realized after some reflection it was really more of an Egyptian style cut than anything else. The look was completed with thick black eyeliner that brought out her stunningly yellow feline eyes.

Speaking of feline features, the uniquely monstrous thing about her was the fact that she had black cat ears, rounded at the tips akin to a lion’s, and a black lion tail, too. Also, on her back was tucked a pair of black eagle wings, which appeared weirdly incongruous.

“Asenath is a lesser sphinx,” Tizzy whispered. “She starts tossing out riddles when she’s in certain moods, but she’s normally pretty cool.”

“Noted,” I muttered back, trying to move my mouth as inconspicuously as possible.

The other girl was also winged but had an entirely different vibe to her. Her wings were white and feathered and looked larger, more functional. She looked mostly human aside from that, except for the fact that, standing there in flip flops, she stood at my height already, and was very thickly muscled. Her hair looked bleached blonde at first, but the closer I got, the more I realized it was just plain white—white as chalk or snow.

“Is she an angel?” I whispered in awe, staring at the statuesque muscle mommy that was getting closer with each passing second.

“Hardly. Kasirah’s a petty valkyrie. Don’t worry, I’ll protect you from them.”

I smirked. “So you keep saying.”

“Well, well, well. What have we here?” a throaty purr of a voice said as I felt the sphinx’s eyes rake me up and down. “Fresh meat.”

“On second thought, a little protection is probably fine,” I quickly amended.

Tizzy nodded at me, grunting in confirmation at my consent to her protective measures. Whatever I expected, it wasn’t what happened next.

The jackalope hopped right in front of me and T-posed, forming a sort of mini-wall or fence between me and the two other women, but her focus wasn’t entirely on them. She scanned the entire crowd of monster girls and what few men of various species there were in the general vicinity and cleared her throat.

“Oh dear God,” I muttered to myself, buttcheeks defensively clenching as I prepared my soul for epic mortification.

“Alright, everyone, listen up!” the jackalope belted. “I’ve got a human male here, and he’s my big brother, so if you wanna get to him, you’re gonna have to get through me. You can’t have him! He showed me his penis and he made a slime eat my clothes so he could see my boobs and everything, and—and... and he’s—he’s—well, his penis thing is actually this big.” She held up her right forearm and traced the length of it with the opposite index finger. “It’s very smooth and beautiful, and it’s not a vagina AT ALL!”

“What the fuck are you doing?!” I whisper-yelled, almost crying.

“I’m improvising. Gimme a sec to stick the landing,” she whispered out of the corner of her mouth. “What the butt am I even doing? It’s fatter than my darn wrist!” she continued. “It’s basically a meaty death club! That’s right, you heard me: Meaty. Death. Club. Which means none of you would want it! Got that?!”

Suddenly a huskier, more mature tone sounded out through a megaphone, mercifully putting an abrupt end to the worst fifteen seconds of my life. “Tizmira, girl, what in the name of the Netherkings are you doing?!”

A green-skinned woman with mostly elven features and flaming red hair moved thunderously toward us at breakneck speed, descending the trail that led down from the castle.

“Professor Applebottom!” Tizzy exclaimed. “I—I was just... I actually don’t know how to describe what I was just doing,” she admitted sheepishly after a long pause.

I sighed. That made two of us. I considered myself pretty impervious to humiliation or being rattled, always one to not put much stock in others’ opinions of me—but Jesus Fucking Christ, that monologue would haunt me for the rest of my life.

“Everyone, please! Forget whatever nonsense Tizmira uttered and form a single-file line in front of your cabin.”

I heeded her instructions, begrudgingly following Tizzy. I felt so shocked by what had just occurred that I didn’t even hear whatever words of greeting the Sphinx and Valkyrie said when I lined up in front of them. I just wanted to get this orientation over with and disappear under my weirdly-positioned bed, studying my books with a flashlight or something until everyone forgot about the lisping jackalope’s admittedly generous description of my dong.

“Thicker than her wrist, huh?” a sultry whisper came from behind me.

I turned back slowly and saw the Sphinx hottie staring at me with a decidedly predatory look. “Uhh. Her wrist is rather small, to be fair.”

“Yeah, well, I may look sexy and experienced, but I bet I’m a lot tighter than you think, big guy. Thicker than Tizzy’s wrist sounds just about right to me, if you catch what I’m saying.”

Thank you, Tizzy. I forgive you, I thought to myself in what might be the quickest emotional one-eighty of my life.

I extended my hand. “Name’s Reggie,” I said. “And you?”

She seized my wrist and started licking my fingers one at a time with a damn-near prehensile tongue. “Asenath, but when we’re under your sheets, you can call me whatever gets you off, baby.”

“Wow you really were serious about losing your virginity at camp this year, huh?” the valkyrie muttered from behind her.

Asenath’s golden stare flew open, and her tanned cheeks flushed a generous red. She let go of my hand and turned her whole body around. “You fucking cockblocking bitch!” she whispered.

“Cabin 7!” Professor Applebottom shouted through her megaphone once more. We all turned to look at her, and I found her hovering high over the firepit on her broom. “Are you going to be my problem cabin this year, I wonder?”

Tizzy, who had been focused on the elf teacher or camp counselor ever since she first made her presence known, quickly shouted “No ma’am!” which I promptly echoed.

“Good!” she said, though I thought I could hear something akin to amusement in her voice. “Wait a minute. Where is your fifth member?!” The four of us exchanged anxious glances and bobbed our shoulders in helpless shrugs. “Don’t know, ma’am,” I said at last, speaking for all of us.

She looked miffed to put it delicately, but when she spoke again, her voice was calmer. “Fine. I’ll have Professor Strongback give her parents a call. Now, your camp counselors are arriving presently, so let’s begin your orientation. I certainly hope you’re prepared.”

I hoped so too.


Chapter 7


Orientation began without fanfare as Professor Applebottom addressed all the camp attendees. With a swish of her wand, her voice carried easily across the gathering. Apparently the megaphone wasn’t going to cut it for an official event.

I was pleased to note that I recognized the spell. It was a simple vocal projection charm, and I felt a little like a birdwatcher spotting and identifying spells in the wild.

“Summer Camp is about giving new and returning students room to build on their skills. To some,” Professor Applebottom threw a look that was almost playful toward my new group, “it’s seen as punishment. It’s not. Our objective is to give each of you every opportunity to shine. Toward that end, we keep the Camp’s scheduling and requirements very simple.”

She made another elegant gesture with her wand. Beside her, words appeared in the air as if upon a chalkboard. The first one was, Testing.

“For those of you with specific weaknesses, we only require you to focus on those classes you’re struggling in. That means passing tests you have yet to complete during regular coursework.” She pointed toward a distant spot, maybe half a mile away from where we were gathered. “A portion of you are here to focus on Summoning skills. We request any experimentation take place in a secure zone, ideally under supervision. If you’re going to capture monsters, you should let your counselor know and allow them to help provide you guidelines about what, where, and when you do so. It isn’t mandatory per se, but it is advised.”

Tizzy raised her hand, practically bouncing with eagerness. When Professor Applebottom didn’t immediately call on her, she leaped a few feet into the air. Not taking our proximity into account, she came down against my chest, the pert firmness of her rear nearly distracting me from what came next.

“Yes, Tizzy?” Professor Applebottom called.

“What if we want to get new summons? Are we still allowed to explore the grounds?”

“Exploration is encouraged. Just make sure you observe the rule about counselor notification. The grounds are mostly safe for established students, but it may be that an escort or group mandate will apply for some areas.” Brow furrowing, she went on, “This is where I skip straight to the safety discussion. You’re all adults. You’ll be treated as such. There’s no curfew, nor will we limit what you can do or when. Provided you pass the requisite tests and attend the mandatory classes, we’ll remain hands-off. That means there may be risks for those of you with a penchant toward experimentation, Asenath.”

The girl who’d been disarmingly forward with me moments ago grumbled, “Why’s she got to pick on me? Just because I...” As soon as she saw me looking at her, she abruptly went quiet, biting her bottom lip. After a beat, she growled, “I hear human penis tastes the best,” and licked her lips.

It was the most aggressive lip-licking I’d ever seen in my life, barring maybe Looney Tunes.

The rest of orientation was extremely simple and straight-forward. It didn’t appear that anyone else was in my situation, with the majority of the students only taking one or two classes.

“I’ve got three,” Tizzy whispered to me as Professor Applebottom broke down testing criteria. “Bekkah has four. That poor girl would lose her head if she didn’t...oh, there she is!”

She pointed over my shoulder. I turned, seeing a girl with rainbow-sheen hair in pigtail buns and matching iridescent butterfly wings. She bounded toward us, her wings flapping desperately as though they might provide her with a bit of added momentum.

The fairy was around Asenath’s height but had a more delicate build, closer to Tizzy’s petite frame. Her cutoff denim shorts hugged slender hips, while her bright pink crop top revealed a toned midriff and modest curves. The iridescent quality of her wings extended to her hair, which caught the light with every movement and made her look almost ethereal. Her features were sharp but sweet, with high cheekbones and large, expressive eyes rimmed with dark lashes. She was waving at us enthusiastically as she approached.

Just as with the rest of them, she was remarkably good-looking.

At this point I had to assume being at the peak of human-standard beauty was a quirk of monster girls.

“I’m here! I’m here!” Making her way through the gathering to our group, she waved at Professor Applebottom. “I’m here! Sorry about that. Just got caught up with things.”

The administrator shook her head. “Good to see you decided to make it, Bekkah. Since you made such a show of things, I think it’s only appropriate for me to do the introductions for you.” She threw a look at Tizzy. “This is Reggie. He’s a human, and quite gifted. Since you and he will share a cabin, I am sure the two of you will be spending a lot of time together. I trust it’ll be mostly productive, yes?”

For a second, I thought maybe I was being lectured about being distracted. Then I realized the entire address was for Bekkah’s benefit.

The butterfly girl wilted beneath Professor Applebottom’s glare. Her chin—which I now saw had a little dimple—quivered as she ducked her head. “Yes, Professor. I won’t get distracted again.”

Tizzy, who shared a certain bubbly energy with Bekkah, shifted away from me and waved to make room. When Bekkah drew near, Tizzy immediately dropped her lips to the other girl’s ear, whispering gossip so quickly I couldn’t follow.

We finished orientation with the camp counselors. There weren’t that many announcements—details about a reproductive health seminar for the girls in a day or two, some warnings about dangerous areas on campus, and some drama with the harpy population.

There were only three counselors to speak of, two women and one man. Each was dressed in formal clothes, with pressed tops that had an official-looking logo across the breast and khaki pants. They came to stand in front of the gathering for introductions.

“This,” Professor Applebottom said, “is Professor Henry. He’ll be over cabins 1, 4, and 8.”

Professor Henry was a short, hairy man with a big, bloated nose. I assumed he was either a gnome or a dwarf, based on what I’d seen in the textbooks. He gave a terse nod, announcing, “I’ll be handlin’ mornin’ shift. Even if yeh aren’t part of my pod, I’ll be around t’ help if anyone has anythin’ pressin’ t’ discuss.”

The next to be introduced was Professor Chickles Whitaker. She was a middle-aged looking woman with blue-tinted skin and gills. Her cabins were 2, 3, and 5, and she’d be on ‘standard duty’ during the middle of the day.

“And last but not least, there is Professor Kathy Eldrad—or Lady Katherine.” She gestured at the final woman. “If you would?”

A stark contrast to the other two, Lady Katherine was extremely pale. Dumpy-looking, her clothes were at least one size too large, and she had a sort of goth look going on, with black lipstick and painted nails. I guessed she was maybe in her early thirties, although there was a flawlessness about her complexion that made it difficult to tell.

As she stepped forward to address us, I noted a faintly glowing ring on one hand.

“I am Lady Katherine. To my beautiful ones staying in the remaining cabins, let me assure you, we are going to have the most fun.” For some reason, I thought she was looking directly at me for that last part. “Since I am, as you can no doubt detect, a vampire, my shift will be evenings and nights. You’ll see me around other hours too, especially if my little rabbits need me.” She paused to laugh. It was a throaty, almost incongruously sexual sound, given her unassuming build.

One of the other students, a young-looking elf male, lifted his hand. When she acknowledged him, he asked, “Uh. Not to be rude, but is it safe having a vampire here? I’ve never been to camp before, but that seems a little dangerous, right?”

Professor Applebottom fielded the question. “Lady Katherine is a great supporter of the school and has many friends among the faculty who have vetted her. We have, of course, verified her credentials and history. As you’ll learn, Larry, there are many ways to verify a person’s character. I suggest you focus intently on your Aura Reading classes for clues about that.”

Several other students laughed, as if she’d said a familiar joke.

With orientation complete, we were told that our camp counselors would be making rounds to each cabin over the next few hours, so we should plan accordingly.

As people began to disperse, each going to the various color-coded cabins, Tizzy lost all hint of borrowed decorum. “No, no, I’m serious, Bekkah. Big Bro’s penis is weirdly big, and it’s not even close to a vagina AT ALL.”

“I’d be surprised if it was,” she snickered, but she appeared more or less familiar with the jackalope’s antics, at least going by the knowing gleam in her eye.

“It was thicker than my ankle!” To prove her point, Tizzy lifted one leg straight up beside her head with startling flexibility, her rabbit foot on full display. The casual maneuver just happened to make her too-tight shorts grip her vagina like a latex glove, drawing my attention despite my best efforts. “See? Way thicker!”

“Okay, that’s just straight up false advertising,” I said, a bit afraid of her setting unrealistic expectations.

Turning to regard me with an aggressive expression, the sphinx girl purred, “Riddle me this, human:

What has a hole that’s wet and tight,

that grips you hard all through the night?

Whose walls will milk you dry until,

you beg for more—and yes, you will.”

“Is it...you?” I asked, scratching my head.

“Damn right, boy. Now when you gonna let me see what that penis can do?”

I threw my hands in the air. “Can we stop calling it a penis? It’s so clinical and unsexy.”

The valkyrie, who’d remained aloof during the exchange, crossed her muscular arms across her chest. Her posture only emphasized her supernaturally perky breasts. “Fine, human. You want to teach us about your ways, teach us. If we’re not going to call it a penis, what do we call it?”

I looked around, seeing four different faces, all with varying expressions of overt interest. Bekkah, who I had yet to interact with, had mascara-dark eyes that appeared almost too large. She leaned forward, tilting her head to the side to cup the shell of her ear.

“Fine. I’ll teach you this one thing about human culture. After that, I’m going to unpack. When it’s time for sex, we usually use less clinical words. Penis is a cock, or a dick, or a schlong even. Just not a penis.”

Tizzy pointed. “And what do you call a vagina?”

“I already said the main one. Cunt,” Asenath proudly declared. “I saw it on British TV the last time I visited the human world.”

“I thought they called them sausage wallets,” Bekkah said, tapping her chin.

“Pussy is the most common and preferable term, but there’s a ton of others.” Holding a hand up, I rattled a few off, “Slot, slit, twat, snatch. Any of those are fun. You can also get creative. Honestly, ‘sausage wallet’ is kind of a banger.”

Kasirah stroked a strand of hair from her refined, pale face as she mused. “This conversation feels pretty indecent. But...I guess the euphemisms do sound...fun? I’ve never thought of my vagina as a ‘snatch’ but there is a certain ring to it.”

“I’ve definitely thought of mine as a slit,” Tizzy said, tapping her chin. “I wonder why it’s shaped that way, though.”

With a giggle, Bekkah leaned over to Tizzy. “The world may never know.” She snuck a covert wink in my direction, making me smirk.

These developments left me optimistic. My roommates appeared relatively open about sex and unoffended by crass topics that would certainly be a bit of a faux pas to discuss in front of human women in a comparable setting—at least on day one. This boded well for my hopes to find a partner for sex magic, as that was one area I hadn’t been able to explore much on my own.

Plus, sex can be fun.

Still, I wasn’t going to be drawn further into the increasingly spicy discussion. With a smirk, I started to walk away. “Anyway, nice to meet you ladies. I look forward to getting to know you all better, but I’m going to finish getting set up. That’s your one human lesson for the day.”

Behind me, I heard Asenath grinding her teeth. “Just so we’re all clear, if he’d stayed just one more minute, I would have fucked him.”

“Aren’t you a virgin, though?” Bekkah snickered.

Asenath gasped, and the last thing I could make out was her shrieking, “So are all of you!”

Leaving the gossiping girls behind, I quickly made my way to our cabin. Our neighbors included the elf, Larry, and a pair of sprite-like creatures I took to be brother and sister.

Inside the peace and quiet, I took some time to get a feel for the amenities.

There was a surprisingly large bathroom behind a door in the back, between the two beds in the far corner. Stepping inside, I found it was all white tile with silver fixtures. The space featured a double sink with an ornate mirror above it, and both a clawfoot tub and a walk-in shower with frosted glass doors. The shower area alone had enough room for three people, and the whole bathroom carried the faint scent of lavender and mint.

Interesting.

Gentle footsteps were my only warning before a purred voice came from behind me. “Do you need me to help you bathe?”

I turned, seeing Asenath standing in the doorway, her lion-like ears flicking toward me. The dark-skinned woman had one arm up, holding onto the lintel, and the other hooked in her low-slung jeans. She was pressing hard enough to draw the material low enough to reveal an expanse of smooth pelvis.

I turned, more exasperated than aroused, and waved. “You know what? Sure. The sexual tension is going to be absolutely insane until we get it out of our systems, so why don’t we bang one out and move on to our studies?”

It probably came out more exasperatedly than I intended, but a calculating part of my mind told me that a confrontation of this sort had to happen at some point. If things turned out alright, then I’d have my dance partner for sex magic spells, so the sooner the better.

At my words, her ears wilted, tail abruptly tucking between her thighs. She shifted, looking down. “Uh. I. Well. Uh. Actually, I don’t know if I’d...You know what? Maybe later. Yeah. After Lady Katherine visits. That’s when I’ll put your penis in my mouth and make you—uhh. Do the thing.”

Behind her, Tizzy called, “Cock! He doesn’t want us to call it a penis, remember?”

“Yeah!” Bekkah chimed in. “What she said!”

New Spell Entry—Vocal Projection

Spell: Vocal Projection Casting Time: Instantaneous Range: Self Mana Cost: LowDetails: This charm amplifies the caster’s voice, allowing it to carry clearly across large distances or over ambient noise. Commonly used by teachers, public speakers, and military commanders. The effect can be sustained for extended periods with minimal mana drain.


Chapter 8


I went to my area and activated the privacy ward. It made my section of the room opaque and blocked all sounds, which was a bit of a relief. Getting used to living in such tight confines with very vocal, curious coeds was going to take some adjustment.

Opening my textbooks, I buried myself in studies, using the familiar routine of working through linguistic exercises to give myself a chance to reset after all the newness. Once I’d warmed my vocal cords up, I switched to my textbook on summoning. Given that was supposed to be my focus, I figured it would be good to refresh myself.

Flipping to the appendix, I considered the list of ‘common’ summons that were simple enough to cast from a spellbook without needing to encounter the monster in the wild.

Much the same as the slime, each of the common summons sounded only mildly useful. Still, in the interest of diversifying my capabilities, I decided one of my future objectives would include summoning each of them at least once, just to make future casting easier. After that, I flipped to the Acquisition Rituals part of the book. In addition to containing the note about the different qualities, types, and rarities of summons, it provided additional notes about negotiations.

[image: ]

Acquisition Rituals

This section provides the rituals required to bind various types and rarities of entities. If you wish to negotiate with your potential summons and need linguistic help, be sure to reference page 172 of the Introduction to Magic textbook.

Warning: Any summons with the intelligence to be negotiated with is likely extremely rare and dangerous. Do not attempt to bind these creatures without extensive research.
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My interest in acquiring new summons was purely strategic in nature. Now that I knew the grounds included magical creatures we could collect during our free time, I saw that as an opportunity to stand out.

If I was going to become the top of my class, this was the most obvious and unique option. I could practice alchemy, spells, or even flying basically anywhere. Getting new creatures would be restricted to places such as the school’s magical grounds.

“The more limited the opportunities are, the more I’ll shine,” I murmured to myself, grabbing for Wimbledip’s map. As soon as Lady Katherine finished whatever she was going to say to us, I decided I’d go exploring.

Knock Knock.

The gentle sound came from outside the opaque ward. I lowered it, expecting to see Tizzy or maybe even Bekkah. But it wasn’t either of them.

Kasirah, dressed in stretchy athletic wear, appeared near the foot of my bed. The white-haired girl gave me an appraising look, her lips pursed.

“Yes?” I said. “Can I help you?”

“Um. Yeah. Tizzy mentioned us helping you. I wanted to let you know if you want to talk about combat, or whatever, that’s kind of what I’m supposed to do.”

“Supposed to do?” I echoed.

She gave me a tight, quick nod. “Valkyrie and all that. Strong, fighting types. I’m here to polish up my summoning battle skills mostly, but everything else I’m top of my class. Just tell me if you want to practice spell duels or whatever, okay? I don’t want you to think you’re not welcome.”

In that short delivery, I’d gotten my first read of the girl. She struck me as earnest and blunt, yet also vulnerable—almost the reverse of Asenath.

I went for a smile. “Sure. And thanks. I was honestly half expecting you to start with the sex talk again. Not that I mind with a gorgeous girl such as you, of course. But I’m here to focus on being the best wizard I can be first and foremost.”

She laughed weakly. “Yeah. No. I mean. Well.” A pink blush rose across her cheeks, bringing out a hint of freckles. “Wait, did you call me gorgeous?”

“Well, yeah. Because you are. Why?”

“You...” she took a deep breath, “You don’t think I’m masculine, or butch, or handsome?”

I blinked a few times. “Who the hell would call a woman who looks as stunning as you ‘handsome’?”

“It’s a valkyrie term for a woman of a certain fitness.” She reached down, tugging the edge of her sweat shirt up. Beneath, her stomach was flat, with a hint of visible abdominal muscles. They weren’t deeply cut or chiseled as a fitness influencer or anything, but the sweeping lines leading to her pelvis were quite well defined. “Maybe you’re not intimidated because you’re even better built than me.”

Laughing, I shook my head. “It’s funny you say that because I honestly started working out not long ago. I had to get creative to come up with the cocktail of spells and potions that allowed me to build this physique in such a short time. Anyway, in my opinion, having a bit of definition in your physique doesn’t make you any less sexy. In fact, I’d assume that a certain level of fitness would mean... Uh...”

“Mean what?” Still blushing, half her stomach still on display, she looked at me with genuine curiosity, walls I hadn’t even noticed lowering.

I weighed what I planned to say next, not wanting to lean into inappropriate topics with someone who only wanted to help me. Choosing the middle ground, I said, “Cardio. Fitness helps with exercises that require stamina, you know?”

“What does that have to do with being attractive?”

A sultry, warm voice came from the doorway. “He’s guessing you’d be good at fucking all night long, darling Kasirah.” Lady Katherine, the least-sexy vampire I could have imagined, strode into the cabin as though she hadn’t just been listening in. At her appearance, the other girls, who I noticed had been clustered across the room around Asenath, turned.

“What this delightfully scrumptious human man is insinuating,” Lady Katherine went on, gesturing at me with lacquered nails, “is that a woman who invests in her physical fitness might be able to keep up with a powerful stud such as him. You know mortal men are utterly insatiable in that regard, don’t you? While you girls all see sex as a curiosity and something you yearn to try, for him it’s a way of life. Come to think of it, did you all know that a human warlock’s semen can help with mana recovery and magical growth? It’s true.”

Tizzy cocked her head. “Wait—he’s a Warlock? So that’s why everyone was whispering about the mysterious new student!”

“Aren’t those super rare or something?” Kasirah breathed out in a meaningful hush. “No wonder there were all those rumors.”

I was captivated by this reveal too. When I used Analyze Self, my class sheet had always listed me as a Warlock rather than a Wizard. I’d found that odd since I never heard anyone else mention the term. So it was actually distinct from regular wizardry?

“Oopsy-poopsy, did I just let it slip that Reggie is a proper warlock and not some common wizard? Oh well!” Katherine laughed, hands on hips, no doubt proud of the seeds of chaos she’d just sown.

Four pairs of eyes all turned to me, and just then, any thought of a normal summer as bunkmates with them was lost in a second. I had mixed feelings regarding that, but they were mostly positive, if a bit nervous. “Uh. Thanks for that, Professor Eldrad.”

“No...” Asenath swallowed hard, “That can’t be true. It would mean...”

“Warlocks are special, as you all know. And since human warlocks are magically agnostic, it means that sexual activity with one will have all sorts of wonderful, positive side-effects for monster girls. Those include mana recovery.” Lady Katherine said, looking me up and down. “It’s something they never used to teach because they didn’t want witches such as yourselves to abandon your own races—but with males of your kind being so rare, I don’t see the problem in spreading a bit more knowledge.”

Analyze Self hadn’t been very specific about interactions with others, but it made sense.

The camp counselor tapped her chin, turning her gaze fully on me. “Come to think of it, I bet our dear boy Reggie here looks quite nice in a state of undress. Reggie, if I promise to give you a personal tutoring session, would you agree to humor me here and now?”

I blinked. “Humor you how?”

“Take off your shirt. Let us ladies have a peek.”

“Say what?” I looked Lady Katherine up and down, trying to figure out what she was going for. This was obviously very inappropriate, and I could tell from the looks on my fellow summoners’ faces that they were at least half as shocked as I was. But the way the vampiress delivered the lines was less ‘I want to get in your pants’ and more as though she was trying to make some kind of a point to the girls. Was she... wing-manning for me?

I hesitated a solid second before realizing the free tutoring session might represent significant value. “About this free lesson...” I teased the bottom of my shirt, watching with amusement as all the female eyes in the room followed my fingers there.

Lady Katherine went on, eyes flashing red. “Any class you want. I’ll give you one free, extra special, tutorial. One that is guaranteed to up your grade by an entire letter. Just take your shirt off.”

“No—I want a special summon,” I said, the business-oriented part of my mind clamping down on the opportunity. “If you want me to take my shirt off, I want you to help me get a summon no one else has. Something unique that no other students will have access to.”

“Done!” she said without hesitation. “A unique summoned beast, one just for our man Reggie.”

As I began pulling my shirt up, Tizzy blurted out, “Oh, Big Brother, you don’t have to show your boobs if you don’t want to!”

Shaking my head, I pulled it off.

“See, Kasirah. I told you.” Lady Katherine sounded positively smug.

I looked at the valkyrie, seeing she’d managed to blush and become even paler at the same time. Her eyes appeared locked on my chest, although I caught more than one flicker as she looked downward.

“Whoa. I just want to lick him up,” Bekkah called from across the room. She bounced a few times, wings flapping. “What a totally rad beefer stud!”

Tizzy gasped. “Oh my prairie gods! Why do his boobs look that way? They’re...nice. But weird.”

I looked down at my pectorals in case there was something out of order, but nope. They were fine. I made them dance a little, alternating one, then the other, then flexing them in unison, amused at the soft whimpers the women in the room made in reply.

Monsters really were deprived, apparently. When I glanced up at their wildly desperate, hungry faces, I wondered if maybe all the legends about them being “man-eaters” were misinterpreted from a dual meaning.

Beside them, hunched in a corner, Asenath in particular looked at me from beneath heavy lids. She was biting her lip so hard the flesh near it had gone pale. “I—uh... I’m gonna—I’m gonna ffff... Mmm.” She was clearly trying to say something sultry but fell apart at the seams there.

Doing my best to downplay the attentions of my new friends, I said, “Okay, Lady Katherine. Can I put my shirt back on? Are we good?”

“Very good,” she purred. Whines of disappointment punctuated that declaration.

After I’d dressed, she moved to the center of the room. “Now that we’ve got the most important business out of the way, I’d like to go over a few things. First of all, I’m your personal counselor for this Summer session. Any of you can approach me for any of your needs or curiosities.” This time she aimed her attention at the girls rather than me. “Although, if you’re interested in things about humanity, that’ll be Reggie.”

Lowering her voice, she hissed theatrically. “Be sure to ask him about human college parties. There’s a thing called a ‘lipstick rainbow challenge’ that you just won’t believe. I slipped some lipstick in your storage chests, girls.” Returning to her normal speaking voice, she added, “Anyway, I wouldn’t worry about your nighttime behavior. Don’t break anything, do well in your studies, and we’ll just ignore any messes you might make, won’t we?”

After that, the girls took turns asking a few questions. Most of them were practical, about things like equipment, practice hours, and basic logistics.

Lady Katherine left shortly after that. More than a little confused at the scholastic merit of...well, any of what had just happened, I shrugged it off as part of my new reality. Tizzy had, after all, announced to the world details about my penis.

I was still a long way from understanding cultural ideas about intimacy. Sex magic was apparently a common thing, common enough for there to be a class about it. Yet all four of my cabinmates were improbably-gorgeous virgins. It didn’t add up no matter how I tried to spin it in my head. I was sure things would start to make sense later, but at the moment I was totally confused.

With orientation over, and the day having passed into evening, I felt my stomach gurgle. Checking my map, I found the dining hall. Based on what Professor Applebottom told us, food was freely available to whoever wanted it, and at any hour.

Tucking my shirt back into my pants, I started for the door.

“Hey. Reggie?”

Glancing over, I saw Kasirah walking over to me. Tizzy came up behind her, practically bouncing with interest. Behind them, Bekkah and Asenath were locked in a deep discussion. I heard them discussing Lady Katherine, and guessed it was probably about the vampire woman’s expectations or agenda and just dismissed it.

“Yeah?” I said.

“Where are you headed?”

“I’m hungry and want to take a walk around the grounds for myself. Maybe do some exploring with the rest of the daylight.” The light shining through the windows was still bright, so I figured there was a good two or three hours I could put into getting the lay of the land.

“Would you enjoy some company?”

“I’m starved,” Tizzy added brightly, grabbing Kasirah’s hand and tugging her over. “Come on, Big Brother. Let’s have an adventure! There’s all sorts of groovy places we can show you.”

For half a second I seriously considered shutting them down. Part of the reason I wanted to get out was for a little peace and quiet. But then Tizzy gave me the most adorably dazzling pout I’d ever seen in my life.

“Fine. Let’s go.”

Then she had to ruin it with an excited, lispy, “Yay! Big Brother and Big Sister time!”

Kasirah snorted. “Oh, no. You’re not calling me that.”

“Better than ‘mommy’ isn’t it?” I said before I could catch myself. Seeing a thoughtful light enter Tizzy’s eyes, I grabbed the doorknob and opened it. “Come on, before I leave you both behind.”


Chapter 9


We made our way across campus, with Tizzy so enthusiastic she bounced around us in circles. More than once, she ran ahead, only to see Kasirah and me taking a slightly more relaxed pace and having to scamper back.

As she walked beside me, Kasirah kept glancing over. After a few seconds, she said, “Do you know anything about valkyries?”

“Only what they say in Earth stories.”

“What’s that?”

“Pretty sure they take the souls of the honorable dead to the afterlife, or something along those lines?” I gestured at her wings. “Kind of angel-adjacent, as it were.”

Her feathery wings folded tightly against her back as she nodded along with my explanation. “Real valkyries have a strong affinity with combat and strength. We’re also attuned to types of healing magic.”

“Sounds exactly like paladins from tabletop games.” At her questioning look, I walked her through how paladins worked in modern roleplaying games.

When I finished, she gave me a crooked smile. “That’s basically it, minus a few things. What you missed was kind of what I hinted at back at the cabin, how all of us are expected to be these super elite, ultra warriors.”

It took me a few steps, and being a little distracted by Tizzy’s jumping and waving antics, to process where she was going with the conversation. “This is about what we were discussing before Lady Katherine showed up, isn’t it?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, as I was trying to say, there’s nothing wrong with being strong and beautiful, or sexy, or any combination of the three. It’s not as if being able to run a mile in six minutes makes you less feminine somehow, especially not with an incredible body such as yours.”

She reached out, slapping my arm lightly and laughing. “You don’t mean that.”

“Why wouldn’t I? It’s totally true. You’re stunning.”

Tizzy chose that moment to close the distance with us yet again. This time, she took one look at Kasirah’s blushing face, studied me, then grabbed the girl’s hand and led her just ahead so the two could exchange whispers. I might have protested if the view from behind hadn’t been quite so pleasant. The jackalope girl had one of the most grippable, pert asses I’d ever seen. Beside her, Kasirah looked positively thicc, and in the best way possible, with her ass stretching her sweats. There was just enough jiggle to suggest softness over the obvious muscle.

The dining hall was housed in a high-vaulted building where several classes, mostly related to alchemy and potion brewing if I remembered correctly, were held. Warm light spilled from the tall windows, casting dancing shadows across the cobblestone path as we approached. The scent of roasted meat and exotic spices drifted through the air, making my stomach rumble in anticipation.

Tizzy, still holding Kasirah’s hand and chattering conspiratorially, led us through a hallway lined with portraits of famous magical chefs whose eyes followed our movement. The frames occasionally whispered cooking tips to passing students. We entered the main cafeteria, and I paused at the entry to absorb the layout.

It was a large room supported by carved stone pillars depicting various magical creatures mid-feast. Long wooden benches lined the center, worn smooth by generations of students. A few people, Lady Katherine among them, shared meals and conversation at scattered tables. The low murmur of dozens of voices created a comfortable background hum.

Light shone inside through massive stained-glass windows, each panel telling a story of magical cuisine and throwing jeweled patterns across the stone floor. Thematic tapestries hung along the high walls, each depicting a different type of supernatural creature at elaborate banquets. I spotted a full-fledged sphinx delicately eating what looked like golden fruit, and of course, a dragon roasting what might have been an entire ox with a casual breath. Lining the walls beneath the tapestries were heavy wooden doors marked with brass plaques. Each was labeled with a cabin number in an elegant script.

“Private rooms?” I asked, looking at the doors.

“Mhm,” Tizzy explained, her bunny ears twitching as she spoke. “We have a much bigger, more open cafeteria during the school year, but we get a small cafeteria with private eating areas over the summer. The main campus cafeteria is getting purified.”

Kasirah added, “I guess the private rooms encourage workshopping and a sense of collaboration among summer camp students.”

“Sure. Makes sense.” I walked to the buffet, which stretched along one entire wall in an impressive display of magical cuisine. Steam rose from enchanted warming containers, and I could see some dishes that seemed to be stirring themselves. I collected a heavy wooden tray, a ceramic plate glazed in deep blue, a metal cup that felt perfectly balanced in my hand, and silverware that gleamed with more than just polish. The food wasn’t much different than standard college fare, at least as I imagined it.

There were recognizable dishes like roasted chicken and what looked like mashed potatoes, but there were also quite a few mysterious items. Fortunately, they were all clearly labeled with ink that seemed to shimmer slightly. Feeling experimental, I asked Tizzy to pass me a second plate so I could try the more exotic options.

“Ooh, Big Brother wants to try everything!” Tizzy bounced on her toes, her antlers narrowly missing my chest. “That pink stuff is honey-melons from my biome! They’re super sweet and juicy, and they make your tongue tingle in the nicest way. And those purple things are moonberries—they glow a little when you bite them!”

“Moonberries?” I raised an eyebrow, examining the grape-sized purple fruits that did indeed seem to pulse with a faint inner light, like tiny stars had been trapped inside.

“They’re from the Twilight Grove in Everafter,” Kasirah explained, reaching for some herself with obvious familiarity. Her pale fingers looked elegant against the dark fruit. “Valkyries eat them before long flights. They help with... stamina, I guess.”

“Endurance,” I suggested.

“Right, that too.” She smiled, and the expression transformed her usually serious face into something radiant. “Though they taste terrible to most species. Very bitter, like chewing on iron mixed with pine needles.”

Tizzy wrinkled her cute button nose in an exaggerated expression of disgust. “Bleh! I tried one once and my tongue went numb for an hour! It was all purple and weird-looking too.”

“What do jackalopes usually eat?” I asked, watching Tizzy pile her plate high with an impressive array of colorful vegetables and fruits that seemed to sparkle with their own inner vitality.

“Lots of grasses and flowers and sweet things!” she chirped, her green eyes lighting up as she spoke. “Back home, I’d spend most of the day hopping around looking for the tastiest clover patches. The morning dew makes them extra sweet! Oh! And crystal berries in the summer—they’re like nature’s candy! They actually make little chiming sounds when you eat them!”

Kasirah loaded her plate with what looked suspiciously like cuts of raw meat, dark red with perfect marbling, and some kind of dense, dark bread that had an almost metallic sheen to it. Her movements were precise and economical, every gesture controlled. “Valkyrie food is more... practical. High protein, things that keep you strong for battle and long flights.” She glanced at me shyly, her pale cheeks taking on a faint pink tinge. “Though... I’ve always been curious about human food. What do you eat on Earth?”

“Well, we’re omnivores, so pretty much everything,” I said, taking a bite of the honey-melon. The flavor exploded across my tongue—like the sweetest cantaloupe mixed with actual honey, but with an underlying effervescence that made my taste buds dance. The tingling sensation Tizzy mentioned spread pleasantly across my mouth. “Holy shit, this is incredible.”

“Language, Big Brother!” Tizzy giggled, but her whole face glowed with pleasure at my reaction. “Wait until you try it with whipped cloudcream!”

“With what now?”

She grabbed a small crystal bowl and spooned what looked like whipped cream but seemed to defy gravity, floating slightly above the spoon in delicate, impossible swirls. The substance caught the light and threw tiny rainbows. “It’s made from actual cloud essence! Fairies taught us how to harvest it during storms. You have to be really careful though—too much lightning and it gets all sparky.”

I tried the combination and had to suppress a moan of pure culinary pleasure. It was like eating a perfect summer day distilled into flavor—light, airy, sweet, with hints of ozone and sunshine.

We took our meals to the private room reserved for our cabin. When Tizzy touched the heavy wooden door with her small hand, a gentle pulse of magic rippled across my skin like warm water. As it did, the brass plaque on the front shimmered and changed, the script rearranging itself with liquid grace.

Students Acknowledged. Welcome. This chamber is protected by a Modest Privacy Ward. If you are unfamiliar, see page 275 of your Introduction to Magic textbook.

The room inside was about what I expected, with warm golden light emanating from hovering orbs that bobbed gently near the ceiling. There was a long table made from a single piece of polished wood, surrounded by several comfortable-looking chairs upholstered in deep burgundy leather. A door labeled Restroom and Sanitation Station in the same elegant script stood on one side. A small fireplace rested against one wall, its flames dancing in cheerful blues and greens, with a trio of overstuffed recliners arranged around it in soft cream fabric. Compared to the cabin, our private dining space was downright luxurious.

“This is nice,” I said, settling into one of the chairs at the table and feeling it mold slightly to accommodate me. “Much better than eating in the chaos out there.”

“Plus,” Tizzy said, plopping down across from me with characteristic enthusiasm and immediately stealing a piece of my honey-melon with deft fingers, “we can talk about private stuff without worrying about people listening! The privacy ward blocks sound both ways.”

As we settled in with our food, I found myself genuinely curious about my companions’ lives and cultures. The exotic dishes gave us plenty to discuss, and their enthusiasm for sharing their worlds with me was infectious.

“So what’s jackalope society actually like?” I asked Tizzy as she demonstrated the proper way to eat crystal berries (apparently you had to let them dissolve on your tongue to get the full chiming effect).

Her face lit up. “Oh! Well, we live in these big burrows underground, but with lots of skylights and gardens! Everything’s built around the root systems of enormous trees. And we have the best festivals—during the spring bloom, everyone decorates their antlers with flowers and we have dancing competitions that last for days!”

“Don’t let Bekkah hear you say that,” Kasirah said with a wicked grin. “You know what her people are like.”

I gestured with a fork for the valkyrie to expand.

“They love nothing more than music and dancing,” she elaborated. “Bekkah and Tizzy have gotten into quite a few debates about who has the most fun.”

I laughed. “That sounds amazing. What about valkyries? Do you live in the clouds or something equally mystical?”

Kasirah laughed, a sound like silver bells. “Not quite, though our cities are built on mountain peaks and floating islands. We have these massive aeries carved into living rock, connected by bridges that span impossible distances. Everything’s designed for flight—spiral towers, open platforms, constant winds channeled through the architecture.”

As they described their homes and customs, I found myself falling into an easy rhythm with them. Tizzy was endlessly curious about everything, peppering me with questions about Earth culture and technology. Kasirah was more reserved but equally interested, asking thoughtful questions about human philosophy and values.

The conversation naturally drifted to more personal topics as we relaxed in the privacy ward’s protection.

“So,” Tizzy said, twirling a piece of singing fish on her fork, “what are human relationships like? I mean, I know the basics, but I’ve always wondered about the details.”


Chapter 10


I set down my fork, considering how to explain human romance to two girls who seemed genuinely curious but came from very different cultural backgrounds.

“Well,” I said, “human relationships are pretty varied. We don’t have as many formal customs as some species seem to. A lot of it comes down to personal connection—finding someone you enjoy spending time with, who shares your interests or complements them in interesting ways.”

“But how do you know if someone likes you?” Kasirah asked, leaning forward with obvious interest. The motion did more than a little to draw my attention to her gravity-defying chest. “I mean, in valkyrie culture, courtship involves formal challenges and displays of prowess. It’s very...structured.”

Tizzy wrinkled her nose. “That sounds way too complicated! Jackalopes just follow their instincts. If someone smells right and makes you feel happy and energetic, you spend time with them. Simple!”

“Humans are somewhere in between,” I explained. “We look for signs of interest—lingering eye contact, finding excuses to touch or be close, laughing at jokes that aren’t that funny. A lot of subtle communication.”

“Like how you keep looking at our mouths when we talk?” Tizzy asked with characteristic directness, making Kasirah blush furiously.

I saw no reason to deny it. “That’s one way.” Grinning, I added, “You noticed, eh?”

“Big Brother,” Tizzy giggled, “I notice everything. And she’s been doing the same thing to you when she thinks I’m not looking.”

Kasirah buried her face in her hands. “Tizzy!”

“What? It’s true! And it’s not like it’s bad. He’s really handsome, and he’s been nothing but nice to us. It makes sense that we’d be attracted to him.”

The straightforward honesty was refreshing, if a bit overwhelming. These girls didn’t seem to have the same hangups about attraction that I was used to.

“I have to admit,” I said carefully, “I’m attracted to both of you too. You’re beautiful, intelligent, and fun to be around. But I also don’t want to make you uncomfortable or assume anything.”

Tizzy bounced in her seat, her ears flopping as she did. “See? I knew it! The way you look at us, and how you’ve been so patient with all our questions, and how you make us both feel special...”

Kasirah peeked out from between her fingers. “You really think we’re beautiful? Even though we’re different?”

“Especially because you’re different,” I said honestly. “Your wings are gorgeous, Kasirah. And Tizzy, your antlers are amazing. The fact that you’re not human doesn’t make you less attractive—it makes you more interesting.”

Both girls beamed at me, and I felt that warm feeling in my chest again.

“So,” Tizzy said, her eyes sparkling with mischief, “why don’t you ask him?” She elbowed her companion in the side. “I just know Big Brother will say yes.”

I looked from one to the other, still chewing. “What’s up?”

Turning bright pink, Kasirah demanded, “She saw your pe...cock. I want to see it, too!” She’d probably intended it to come across confidently, but she’d gone too fast and some of the words had blended together.

“Peacock?” I repeated, smirking. “You’re asking to see my peacock?”

“Your cock!” Tizzy said. “She wants to see your cock. And I want to taste it.”

“You’re both not going to let me focus on my studies until you’ve satisfied your curiosity, are you?” I looked from one to the other, feeling my pants tighten.

“We are not,” the valkyrie said firmly, rising to her feet. “It’s only fair. Lady Katherine says human warlock seed is rejuvenating. We’re limited by how much magic we can use every day because of our mana regeneration. Strategically, this makes total sense.”

“Is that what this is about?” I arched a brow as the tall girl moved around the table. “Strategy? Or curiosity?”

“Can it not be both?”

“Fair,” I said, standing up, “but once your curiosity is satisfied, you both need to tour the grounds with me on your best behavior. I intend to get top grades this year.”

“Oh, definitely, Big Brother!” Tizzy gasped, hands on her cheeks. “We’ll be super good! We’ll do anything you want, right Kasirah?”

“R-right,” the valkyrie confirmed, freckles popping on her blushing cheeks.

I smirked at them. “Alright then, fair enough. Why don’t you two join me on this side of the table? You won’t be able to see much from over there.”

Kasirah stood up, crossing around to sit beside me, but Tizzy crawled under the table. Her antlers scraped the wood, earning a muttered, “What the butt?” But she made it work.

By the time I finished unzipping my pants, I found Tizzy’s nimble little fingers already there. “Let me play with it a bit, Big Bro,” she pleaded with a doe-eyed pout, sounding out of breath as she wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock. “I’m just too curious!”

I was already at least half erect, and the sight of it earned a gentle gasp from Kasirah and an intrigued hmmm from Tizzy. Leaning in, her curly blonde hair brushing my shaft, she ran her tongue experimentally across the side.

“Well?” Kasirah prompted. “Are you enjoying yourself?”

“Mmmmm...” the jackalope moaned as if she’d just tasted the most delicious thing in the world. Instead of replying with words, Tizzy slid her mouth all the way to the base. There was no skill in what the girl did; this was entirely experimentation, and I could feel her nose twitching as she inhaled against me. Her tongue roamed my cock, finishing the job of getting me completely erect, even as guileless an amateur as she was.

“Oh, oh my, did he get...bigger?” Kasirah swallowed hard, pupils dilated, her chest thrust forward so much I could see the outline of her puffy nipples through her taut top.

That made me the curious one in the room. I pointed at her shirt, making a lifting motion. “You’ve seen mine, now I want to see yours.”

The valkyrie’s eyes widened for a moment, but she nodded after a second or two of processing what I’d said. “I guess that’s fair.” She bit her lip and followed my request, hooking both hands beneath the elastic band of the top. It appeared to take real effort for her to get the fabric up over her breasts and off.

Kasirah didn’t have the largest tits I’d ever seen, but they were perky as hell, and quite full for a girl as fit as her. Both were topped by pink-colored nipples, each hard enough to be mistaken for raspberries.

Before I could say anything else, Tizzy exclaimed, “Aha! I think I found it.”

She wrapped her mouth around the head of my cock, tongue caressing the underside as she made delighted little sucking sounds. At first, the suction was horrible—she didn’t appear to understand how it worked. Then she was practically jamming her throat toward the base.

“Well? How does it taste?” Kasirah demanded, apparently forgetting her tits were out. My eyes, for their part, were torn between the valkyrie’s rack as she stared at my dick and the jackalope’s rack of antlers as she sucked it.

With each bobbing motion of her head, the sharp tips came within a few inches of scraping across my stomach. Fortunately, despite her enthusiasm, it appeared the girl had an instinctive understanding of which bits belonged where and avoided an incident.

Surfacing, Tizzy looked from my now sloppy wet cock to her friend’s face, “Indescribable. Maybe a bit salty? But there’s the sweetness of a mana potion in there, too. I think Lady Katherine was right. I can tell there’s magic deep inside.” She gave me a look that was half-determined, half-inquisitive. “And I want it. Give it to me, Big Bro!”

Her lips locked back on with renewed vigor, and it felt okay enough, but she clearly hadn’t puzzled out what she was doing. Thankfully, she had the sense enough to know to use a bit of motion, moving her lips from base to tip and massaging the length of the underside with her tongue. The problem was everything else—speed, approach, and the fact that she gulped for air a few times, drying out the inside of her mouth.

I needed to stall for time to give my dick a moment of peace so that I could figure out a way to coach her before she latched back on. “You know what? It would probably help if you took off your shirt too,” I suggested.

She looked up at me with big green eyes as her lips unsealed from my cock. “Why would that help, Big Bro?”

“His cock got a little bigger when he saw mine,” Kasirah pointed out as she edged a bit closer. “Maybe that means it’s easier to...finish?”

“She’s not far off,” I said. “Human men enjoy a good pair of boobs. If I could look at you topless, or better yet in the nude, I’d probably finish up a lot quicker—and possibly with more volume.”

A determined look crested her improbably pretty features. “You mean mana,” she corrected me. “Alright, Big Bro, you got it.”

Kasirah’s eyes widened. “Do I need to get naked too?”

“Not if you don’t want to,” I said, holding up a hand to stop her as she grabbed her shorts. “I’m not trying to pressure you.”

Me saying that appeared to put her at ease and make her more receptive. “I—I guess if she’s doing it, then I can too. After all, I think I want a taste as well.”

The jackalope scowled over her shoulder as she pushed the table back and stood up to hook her thumbs in her khaki shorts. “Wait your turn! I found him first.”

I thought about trying to mediate that but quickly lost my motivation when the pair of beauties pulled their shorts and panties down, exposing their pussies to me. I just stared for a moment, taking it in. Kasirah’s was apparently waxed or recently shaved, boasting complete and total baldness atop her mons, but Tizzy’s had a fairly natural looking little landing strip.

They both looked a little shy, but not in the realm of what you’d expect a human woman to be during the first time she showed her body to a sexual partner.

“What are your attitudes toward sex and nudity exactly?” I asked. “I can’t quite figure out just where the line is for this kind of thing. It appears to be all over the place.”

The two women looked at each other, then my dick. “I still have no idea what the butt is going on, to be honest,” the jackalope said, hands proudly on hips. “I’m just following what the tingles in my pussy tell me to do!”

Clearly trying to control her thoughts, Kasirah took a stab at it. “Uhh—I gather that we have less taboo around sex and nudity. But...most monsters aren’t very sexually active on campus because they typically only sleep with their own kind, and there are rarely more than one of a given type of monster in the same program. For instance, Asenath is the only sphinx in the whole school, and all valkyries are female.”

Tizzy chimed in, “Since there are only female jackalopes, my kind can only really mate with elves or humans, and elves tend to be way too feminine for my tastes.”

“How does that make any sense?” I asked. “How can you have sex magic textbooks and classes if no one is sexually active?”

The two girls looked at each other in plain confusion. “Sex magic textbooks? What are you talking about?” Kasirah asked, arching a brow.

Tizzy cocked her head cutely. “Are you feeling okay Big Bro?”

I shrugged it off and focused on their naked bodies, drinking it all back in. “Never mind. Let’s focus on what’s important.”

They both appeared to snap back in immediately, understanding what I wanted. This time, both ended up on their knees in front of me. Kasirah went in for a tentative lick, and then a deep inward breath from her nose, taking a sniff. “Wow. I could get addicted to that.”

“Alright, bucko,” Tizzy huffed, “It’s still my turn.”

“You can work together,” I suggested. “Tizzy, you can try licking the balls and using your hands to pump from the base, while Kasirah can suck the upper half of the shaft.”

“How do I do that?” she asked, biting her lip as she looked at it as if it was some imposing threat.

“Keep your mouth wet at all times,” I began. “Use your lips and your tongue in tandem, bobbing up and down. Be receptive to my body language for clues, but if anything is way off, I’ll tell you.”

With that, the pair of hotties got right to work. Kasirah delicately, a bit too cautiously sucked my cock, and it might not have been enough if it weren’t for the added jerking off Tizzy was doing with her hands.

“It just keeps getting better. How is that even possible?” The valkyrie sounded awestruck, her plush lips moving down the tip and shaft. “Even here, it’s like the flavor is radiating into my mouth. I just want…” She trailed off, hips rocking in an unconscious, rolling motion.

“I want it more!” Tizzy said competitively, fastening her mouth over the head of my cock. Her teeth scraped across the skin as she thrust herself down, throat clamping like a demanding vice. “Ghmnhmmm Big Brother.” The moaning, lisped sounds coupled with the sensations proved too much.

“Girls, I’m getting close,” I said, panting.

“What does that mean exactly?” Kasirah asked, not-so-casually pressing inexpert kisses across my shaft, just below Tizzy’s frantic gulping.

The jackalope pulled off long enough to guess, “Mana potion! He’s going to give it to me!” She opened her mouth wide, pointing with one finger as her ears flopped down to frame her face. “Put it all right here!”

That was clearly not what Kasirah wanted to hear. “Hold on! I’m here, too.”

Panicking, I did the only fair thing. I pulled back and blasted them both in the face with the thickest load I’d ever known, caking the two nude women in mana-rich man-seed. I groaned with pleasure while the girls moaned excitedly as the heat hit their faces.

“Mmmm—yes! Oh, I feel it!”

“Yeah! Big Bro, your mana is so strong!”

I had made a total mess of them. Looking down, I felt a pang of guilt and no small measure of regret. They were utterly coated—faces, necks, and even breasts. “Hang on,” I muttered. “I can clean this up with a cleaning spell. One second.”

I summoned my wand, but before I could flick it and start muttering the incantation, Tizzy’s hand stopped my wrist. “Are you crazy?! And waste all this mana?” I paused, watching as she set her gaze, now strangely predatory, on Kasirah, who shrank a bit in confusion.

At least until she realized what was going on.

Tizzy started licking my cum off of Kasirah’s face, moaning all the while. The valkyrie didn’t waste much time in getting on the same page, and soon they were sucking all the juice from each other’s bodies. I found myself already growing hard again as Tizzy ended up lapping at Kasirah’s nipple, and at the very end, the only thing left for them to do was swap spit with each other, more or less making out in a desperate attempt to steal as much of my semen from the other as they could.

“Well,” I said as I watched the display of lewd desperation die down. “That was interesting.”

The two girls, wrapped up in an accidental embrace, looked up at me from between my legs with heavy-lidded eyes. “It’s—it’s so powerful,” Kasirah panted. “More delicious and satisfying than any mana potion.”

“P-p-please, Big Brother...can we have some more?”

I furrowed my brow. “Why do I feel as if this summer camp is going to be a wash all of a sudden?”

New Spell Entry — Basic Cleaning

Spell: Basic CleaningCasting Time: Short-StandardRange: CloseMana Cost: LowDetails: A utility spell that removes dirt, stains, and minor debris from objects or surfaces. Particularly effective on organic materials and liquids. The spell can be targeted at specific areas or cast over a small region. Does not work on magical stains or curses.


Chapter 11


Actually eating in the cafeteria felt hollow after what had occurred moments before. Even stranger, I could tell that the girls were experiencing an afterglow equal to my own, as if they were the ones who’d had the most intense climaxes of their lives.

They remained naked throughout the meal, occasionally pawing at my crotch only to be swatted away by yours truly. The two of them made me alternate feeding them fruit as they nuzzled into either side of me, and I was simultaneously alarmed and charmed by the unprecedented levels of clinginess I was currently witnessing.

Tizzy and Kasirah wore love-drunk expressions for a while, speaking in softer voices than usual, occasionally panting breathlessly. I had no sense of just how normal or abnormal this behavior was for monster ladies, but the longer it went on, the more I thought I should err on the side of “pretty freaking unusual.”

“Mmm. Big Brother. Do we really have to leave here? Let’s just stay wrapped up together all day. Just you and me,” the jackalope murmured in my ear.

“And me,” the valkyrie chimed in, sounding mildly belligerent.

“...No.”

I forced a friendly smile, trying to get things on track. “Aren’t you curious how potent your spells will be now that you’re topped up on mana in ways you’ve never experienced before?”

The two traded glances behind my back and shrugged. “No,” they said in unison.

“Well, I am,” I declared. “This is turning out to be a great first day and all, but we’re here to learn magic, dammit, and as a human who is pretty new to the concept, I don’t intend to waste my time here. As the great Alexander Hamilton once said, I am not throwing away my shot.”

“Isn’t that what you just did?” Kasirah asked me.

Tizzy’s antler poked my forehead as she tried to mimic the way the other girl was nuzzling me.

It was harder than I’d hoped, but the girls eventually did sort of pull off a reset, particularly once they were dressed and out in public. It wasn’t as if a bucket of water had poured over their heads, but I did get the sense that they were kind of waking up from a happy dream.

“S-so,” Kasirah said as we made our way back out onto the grounds. “Where should we go?”

“I’m just following my Big Brother,” Tizzy declared, proudly posing with her hands on her hips.

“You know, Tizzy, I’ve been thinking. Maybe this ‘Big Bro’ thing isn’t working out if we’re going to be—you know,” I performed the universal hand sign for having sex.

She cocked her head for a moment, apparently not understanding, but then her eyes welled up with tears when she finally grasped my meaning. “You don’t want me to call you—”

“Never mind,” I said, having very little resistance—or maybe just patience—for her tears. “Forget I said anything.”

She wiped her eyes and nodded, brightly smiling all of a sudden. “You got it, Big Bro!”

We started off walking fairly aimlessly. The girls had a way better understanding of the grounds than I did, being on their way to their third year, but for some reason they just appeared content to let me lead them toward nothing in particular.

It was fine by me, in any case. I preferred to be more of an independent type of person when I could be. But I did allow myself to ask a few questions every now and then. After about thirty minutes of wandering, we ended up at the end of a bricked path, staring down at an open field whose grass appeared freshly mowed—or perhaps was just simply not allowed to grow taller than an inch.

“Is this some kind of sport field?” I asked. The question was kind of obvious, admittedly, since there wasn’t much else it could be. The field was rectangular, with a white line down the middle and white borders all around the perimeter. I took it for paint at this distance, but honestly it could have just been grass manipulated to grow white in exactly those spots.

“This is a practice arena. There’s a bigger one near the amphitheater,” Kasirah said. Then, perking up, she asked, “Do you want to play a game?”

The notion obviously intrigued me. “What kinds of games do you like to play as witches?”

“Let’s play HOG!” Tizzy exclaimed.

“Alright,” I said, slipping my hands in my pockets as we made our way toward the rectangular field. “Walk me through the rules.”

“It’s simple!” Tizzy said. “One of us casts a spell. The others have to cast the same spell, with the same flourishes and tweaks. If you fail, you have to tell a Truth or perform a Dare.”

Kasirah giggled an almost nostalgic sounding giggle. “I used to play this when I was a girl.”

Imagining the two of them as children confused me. It felt as though Tizzy at least had only recently been blessed with the ability to take a humanoid form, so she would have been... a baby bunny with little antlers, I guess. That was a dramatic contrast to the almost offensively cute and sexy woman before me now.

“Can I ask you girls a question?” I started.

“Save it for the game,” Kasirah said, jabbing me in the chest with her finger. She then pushed off of my chest with both hands and stepped backwards into the field.

The second she was inside, the white perimeter appeared to light up, though it was hard to tell due to the sun’s position in the sky. Still, I did notice the effect.

Tizzy followed after her seconds later, laughing and skipping into the play area. Tizzy pulled her wand out of the back of her khaki shorts, and with a flick, it expanded from a stubby length to a full size. Kasirah, for her part, clapped her hands, and her wand materialized between them. She licked her lips slightly as she looked my way, perhaps seeing if I reacted to her display.

“Nice moves,” I said, humoring her. “You’ll have to teach me that one later.”

“You shouldn’t admit you don’t know it,” she said. “Now I know one way for you to get your first letter.”

I furrowed my brow. “My first letter?”

“Oh!” Tizzy said, jumping in place. “I forgot! You can only fail three times. Each time you fail, you get a letter: H, O, and then finally, G. Hence the name of the game! After the game is over, the losers become servants for a day to the winner, and they have to obey all her commands.”

“Or his commands,” I corrected her, winking. I used my own little trick, and the wand in my jacket sleeve shot forward. I caught it within my grasp with ease. “Shall we begin?”

We each plucked a handful of grass blades, mixed them together, and took one blade from my closed fist. The longest blade, which Kasirah pulled, got to cast the first spell, which the rest of us had to replicate.

“Umbra Duplexio!” Kasirah shouted, and the unfamiliar words made my brows lift with fascination. I watched the movement of her wand intently, the subtle downward flick as she raised her arm upward on the elbow, followed by a left to right swish in an upside-down V. I barely caught the offhand finger snap at the end.

My heart thudded in my chest as I worried over whether I’d be able to copy the spell or not. But my worries washed away when I saw just what it did.

All our shadows and the shadows of the trees surrounding the field appeared to double or triple in size, stretching out as though they were reaching for Kasirah. The effect lasted only a few seconds, but that was enough. She’d made an impression.

Both girls squealed in delight, with Tizzy saying, “Is it me or was that twice as big as it should have been?!”

“At least,” the valkyrie agreed, eyes practically glowing with need as she looked toward me. “I can’t believe it’s not common knowledge that human warlocks carry so much strength between their legs.”

“The book on sex magic has a section on it,” I pointed out.

“What sex magic book?” both women said in unison.

I started to reply when I saw Tizzy inching closer. Remembering that we were playing a game, I said, “That was an interesting spell. In a combat situation, I guess you could use that to distract your opponent or to make it easier for an ally to hide in the shadows.”

“R-right,” Kasirah muttered. “Sure, that makes sense.”

“She’s not super good with combat summoning but likes dueling,” the jackalope whispered in my ear. I nodded as I remembered Kasirah telling me much the same during our first conversation together. With a sigh, I grabbed Tizzy by the wrist and guided her hand away from my dick, which it had been casually cupping.

“Your turn Tizzy,” Kasirah said, doing some stretches as she strolled over toward me. The two exchanged high fives, then Tizzy strolled into the middle of the field.

Tizzy failed the casting in spectacular fashion, even going so far as to drop her wand at the last bit. There were some sparks flowing until then, but at that failure they fizzled out immediately. “Truth or dare,” Kasirah shouted.

“Uhh—dare!” Tizzy said.

“I dare you to practice your wandwork tonight for an hour,” she said. “That was pathetic.”

I barely contained a laugh, but Tizzy’s eyes welled up with tears and she simply said, “Okay... I guess I got my H.”

Then it was my turn. I strode with borrowed swagger onto the field and talked myself through the steps. “First that downward thing—upside down V—and then snap. Okay. I can do this. Umbra Duplexio!”

To everyone’s surprise, and especially my own, I pulled off the spell, but the result was not quite the same.

The shadows from the trees and my lovely cabinmates extended until they reached me, a much more dramatic outcome than what I saw with Kasirah.

“What the butt! Oh my prairie gods!” Kasirah gasped. “Such power!”

“Is that legal?!”

“I’m going to give him a pass for that one,” Kasirah said. “How did you do that?”

I shrugged, not really sure how to answer. “I don’t know. It’s the first time I saw my spells show that level of unrestrained power.”

The jackalope girl asked the important question. “Well, what changed?”

I shrugged, but I had a pretty good idea just what had changed. “What if—what if the mana exchange wasn’t one-way? What if you empowered me back in the cafeteria even more than I empowered you?”

“When we drank your delicious mana potion?” Tizzy asked.

I nodded. “Exactly.”

The two monster girls in front of me looked at each other, but neither had anything else to add, other than Kasirah saying, “Then it sounds like a win-win, I suppose.”

True enough. I strolled back out of the field, or started to, until the valkyrie corrected me. “Uh—Reggie? It’s your turn to cast a spell for us to copy.”

“Oh, right,” I said, sighing. The wind blew through my hair, and I allowed it to center me to the time and place, digging through my mind palace for any spell that appeared ideal for the present situation.

I settled on a spell with a fairly benign effect—making a flower grow. While the spell appeared simple, it had the most intricate wandwork of anything in my textbooks and took me hours to master.

The spell’s description flashed before my mind’s eye.
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Spell: Grow Specific Plant (Flower)

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Output: Plant Growth

Details: This spell provides the equivalent of (4) weeks worth of growth for a target flower. The alternative form of this spell is less potent but works over an area.
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I said the words, “ Flore Crescite!” and did the intricate pattern, involving swishes, whips, flips, and loops, to say nothing of the complexity of the offhand gestures. At the end of the incantation, I pointed my wand at a flower sticking up in the grass between the two girls’ feet. A stream of fireworks shot from my wand, striking the flower. For a moment, nothing happened, and I felt my stomach turning over with humiliation as I feared I’d failed.

But then, the flower sprang up and grew so violently that it physically displaced both Kasirah and Tizzy, pushing them back and onto their butts. Before I knew it, I was looking at a four foot tall daisy.

“Well, there ya go,” I said, gesturing at my handiwork.

Kasirah’s brow furrowed. “Truth.”

“But you didn’t—”

“I’m not even going to try. Truth. I’ll take my damn H.”

“H and O, with a Dare for me,” Tizzy said. “I dare you show me your penis right now!”

“No, Tizz, he dares you. Not you dare him. Also, remember what he said about names? He doesn’t like the ‘p’ word.”

“WHAT?!” She turned to me, looking somehow offended. “Oh, that’s right! Okay, dare me to let you show me your cock, then!”

“I’m not doing that,” I said. “You already saw it—a lot—today. Pick truth. I want to ask you both some questions about—about everything.”

They appeared to consider it for a moment, but Tizzy ultimately nodded. “Fine. Truth.”

“Good girl,” I chuckled, and she swooned a little to hear me call her that, which was cute. “Now, I want you to tell me more about your world and upbringing—your homes, how your races are connected, if they are at all. Nothing makes any sense to me and I think I need some answers because right now I feel completely lost in your world.”

“Oh,” Kasirah muttered shyly. “Well, we’re both from the same world. Except for the few human students like you there are at the school, the grand majority of us come from the same place—Everafter.”

“Everafter?” I asked. “What is that? A secret country?”

“More of a hidden world. It’s really only about the size of a medium-sized country, and it’s divided up into distinct biomes. Magical creatures and monsters across ancient myth and legend—”

“The ones that used to share the Earth with humans,” Tizzy clarified.

The valkyrie nodded. “Right. Eventually, humans grew too powerful and populous, and our ancestors’ magical natures became too attractive to them. They’d use our bones, hearts, and organs for potions and elixirs—or just trophies.” Kasirah’s face bent in a frown, as if she were recalling painful memories. “It’s not that we hate humans, but we were incompatible. We couldn’t live in the same world back then.”

“So our gods came together and worked with the Creator to make a new home for us. It’s smaller, and it’s a flat, square-shaped world about one hundred fifty miles wide and one hundred fifty miles across. If you go to the edge you can fall right off. But that’s where we’re from.”

I decided to brush right past the revelation of there being a literal Creator deity for now. “How did you get here, then?”

“Well, our gods also left a backdoor to Earth. In between our worlds there is,” Tizzy gestured all around us. “Well, there’s here. Thistlewick, and its grounds, is the world between our worlds.”

“Thistlewick was created for one specific purpose about a thousand years ago,” the valkyrie went on. “In our domains, we started to grow restless. We wanted to return home—to Earth. But we can’t blend in.”

Tizzy gestured to herself. “The gods blessed many of us with these bodies. But they couldn’t make us human. Those of us with magic potential founded Thistlewick as an institution of research, trying to master magic to invent a way to turn monsters into humans—or at least allow them to live disguised as humans.”

“And how’s that going?” I asked, genuinely curious. “Did it ever happen?”

“Yes, and no. Some monsters do live back on Earth, but not all of us are suited to it,” Kasirah explained. “Taking a humanoid form is one thing, but it requires a lot of mana to be able to maintain a glamour that powerful for long. Those who made it back to Earth largely live in self-imposed exile for fear of being discovered.”

“Not much of a life,” I said.

Tizzy shook her head, pouting, her eyes welling up with tears. “Those poor monsters. It makes me so sad to think about. Thistlewick mastered so many secrets of the universe and magic but it still can’t bring us all home.”

“Is that something you want?” I asked, looking at them with sincerity and a bit more understanding. “I mean you personally.”

“Yes,” they both said without much of a pause. The quickness of it halfway broke my heart.

I nodded at them. “Then we’ll make it happen. I’ll find a way to take you back with me someday, if that’s what you truly want.” I couldn’t say just why I was making such a commitment to two girls I barely knew, but it didn’t just feel right in that moment; it felt necessary.

Their eyes widened with surprise. “You shouldn’t promise something like that,” Tizzy whimpered with a pout that was unnervingly cute.

“Well, alright,” I chuckled. “Not a promise, but I will try my best to find a way for you to live your own lives on Earth. If that’s what you want, maybe I can help.”

Kasirah and Tizzy appeared to size me up then in a less sexual way than usual. “Maybe you can,” the valkyrie agreed. “Maybe you actually, really can.”

We finished out the game. In the end, I was glad to have won, because I just knew if Tizzy did I’d end up having to show her my dick for the rest of the day. This also meant that, as per the rules of the game, both Kasirah and Tizzy were bound as my servants until the next day. It was an interesting prospect, but I wouldn’t have time to explore it right away because by the time we started heading back to the campground, it was almost time for the Opening Ceremony.

New Spell Entries (Grow Plant, Shadow Manipulation)

Spell: Grow Specific Plant (Flower)

Incantation: “Flore Crescite!”

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Output: Plant Growth

Details: This spell provides the equivalent of (4) weeks worth of growth for a target flower. The alternative form of this spell is less potent but works over an area.
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Spell: Shadow Manipulation

Incantation: “Umbra Duplexio!”

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Range: Medium

Mana Cost: MediumDetails: This spell allows the caster to manipulate existing shadows, causing them to stretch, move, or change shape dramatically. Common applications include creating distractions in combat, providing concealment for allies, or intimidating opponents. The effect lasts only a few seconds but can be quite impressive when powered by enhanced mana.


Chapter 12


“What’s the Opening Ceremony about?” I asked as we crossed the grounds toward our cabin.

“It’s a big deal,” Kasirah replied from beside me. Even though she’d mostly returned to her previous state, I noticed she gravitated closer than before. “The Dean will be there to make formal announcements about the camp, along with details about placement tests. We’ll also hear the details of the Summer Games.”

“Summer Games?” I asked, intrigued. “Are there awards?”

Tizzy practically exploded with excitement, her lisp coming across so strong it took effort to understand her. “Are there awards?! Prairie of delights, Big Brother! So many! There are three games. The higher you place, the better the rewards. There’s extra tutoring. Bonuses to test scores. And,” she dropped her voice to a whisper, “a chance to enter the annual contest. Graduates who win that get the option to stay on as staff.”

Knowing what they’d told me about their homeland, with its cramped confines, along with their ultimate ambition to develop spells that would allow them to migrate safely to Earth, I understood why that last reward held such temptation.

I didn’t care about becoming faculty. Honestly, I didn’t know what I wanted out of this. I signed up because, well, it was a no-brainer to go to magic school when offered, simple as that. But the rest was certainly attractive. To become top of my class, to show everyone what I was capable of, would mean taking advantage of all opportunities that came my way.

“Do any of the games include flying?”

Tizzy’s fluffy ears flicked back and forth excitedly. “Broom Races. Spellcasting Bee. Dueling.”

“The summoning one is combat-focused,” Kasirah warned. “It’s not for the faint of heart.”

“Sounds perfect for practice. Kassi, I know you’re not trying to emphasize your valkyrie nature, but maybe you and I can pair off to practice that a bit?”

“Kassi?” Kasirah repeated, blushing. “Did you just give me a nickname?”

“Mhm. Is it a problem?”

She shook her head from side to side emphatically. “What? No! Absolutely not. I love it. And practicing with you sounds smart. Honestly, if your...mana potion intensifies magic, there’s no telling what it could do to our summons with time. Maybe this is just what I needed to help pass my class.”

That was precisely why I’d suggested we practice, although I didn’t come out and say it.

“Hey!” Tizzy broke in, nudging me with her elbow. “If you’re going to be practicing combat with her, what about me? Also, if you’re going to be competing in the games, we probably don’t want word to get out about your warlock mana potion powers, right? Folks would get jealous. Maybe even say we’re cheating.”

I’d also thought of that but nodded along as if her idea were entirely novel. “I think keeping things between those of us in the cabin is smart. As far as what we’ll do, I’m sure we’ll come up with activities. Remember, I’m new to all of this. Even if you’re not teaching me about magic, or practicing flying, I’ll still want company exploring the grounds while I collect new summons.”

Her exuberance returned, then redoubled as she blurted, “That means I will get so much penis action! Yes!”

Shaking my head, I resisted the urge to correct her. The fact that she hadn’t called me brother was probably the closest I could come to a win with Tizzy on Day 1—and it was still only Day 1 somehow. “We need to tell the others about this. Do we have time before the Ceremony kicks off for a quick talk?”

Kasirah glanced toward the castle at the center of campus. Flags and streamers flapped in a breeze from the parapets. Someone, or more likely some spell, had added colorful tapestries to the walls framing the grand entrance, which was currently open.

“Probably not time for a long discussion,” she said, “but we can grab our robes and fill them in quickly. We just won’t talk about the private stuff until we’re all alone again.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

As we neared the cabin, Tizzy giggled and moved over, whispering to Kasirah just loudly enough for me to overhear. “Why does it feel so naughty and fun to have Reggie’s coconut surprise in my belly for this?”

“Because it is,” the other girl replied with equal mischief.

I nearly commented about the coconut surprise thing but held back. If she hadn’t delivered it so damn adorably, I might have been annoyed.

Instead, I was both vaguely aroused and amused.

We quickly ducked into the cabin to retrieve our formal robes. There was no sign of the missing duo, and I figured they were already at the ceremony.

The deep blue garments were more elaborate than our regular uniforms, with intricate silver threading that caught the light. I quickly changed into my uniform and pulled my robes over it while the girls did the same, though Tizzy managed to get one antler tangled in her hood and required assistance.

“Oh, what the butt?” she muttered as Kasirah helped untangle her. “These stupid antlers always get in the way of everything!”

Her frustrated little pout was so endearing I had to bite back a smile. The way she huffed and crossed her arms while Kasirah worked to free her reminded me of an indignant cartoon character.

By the time we were properly dressed and made our way toward the castle, students were walking through the doors in an orderly line, with us arriving to form the end of the queue. I saw a towering dark green-skinned woman wearing a brown dress woven with twigs and berries. Her chest, which possessed more in common with a battleship than breasts, heaved as she sighed nearby. Her expression told me she was worried, although I couldn’t guess why.

I spotted a collection of elven males, all in red robes, not far ahead. They looked in my direction. One of them, bald and with knife-shaped ears, narrowed his eyes at me, then at my companions. He said something, earning peals of laughter from the others.

“Who is that?” I asked, not bothering to lower my voice. I’d lived long enough to recognize a bully on sight and knew no amount of subtlety would convey anything but weakness to that kind.

Kasirah said, “That’s Jamathiel and his groupies. His family is rich, and those guys with him are all the children of other important people from back home. When he didn’t pass his elemental classes, they all coincidentally flunked, too.”

“Let me guess, they are assholes?”

“He and rich folk like him have more resources than the rest of us,” Tizzy said, keeping her voice down. “They see people not from their biome as lesser.”

“Got it.” Just like that, I knew with absolute clarity that it was going to be my mission to make that elf’s life as miserable as I could.

Without getting myself expelled, that is.

“Say, where are the others?” I asked.

Tizzy looked around, eyes widening. “I bet they are looking for us! I’ll go get them!” She ran off in an impressive burst of speed, her blue robes fluttering behind her.

Without the exuberant girl to trigger constant conversation, Kasirah and I fell into a cozy silence. I used the time to take in the dozen-or-so other students in line ahead of us, observing their interactions for future reference and use.

By the time Tizzy, Bekkah, and Asenath came rushing back, we were even with the doors. All three wore their formal robes, though Bekkah’s possessed slight wrinkles and Asenath’s was deliberately left partially open to show off her impressive cleavage.

Bekkah, wings fluttering excitedly, smiled at me with a level of intensity that suggested Tizzy might have already spilled the details of our earlier discovery. Her rainbow-colored hair caught the evening light as she practically bounced on her toes. Catching Asenath’s eyes confirmed my fears. No sooner had she come within speaking range than her eyes lit with magic.

“Urgent words of love so true,

A phrase that begs you please to woo.

Three words that mean ‘I cannot wait’—

What am I, before it’s too late?”

I blinked a few times, replaying what she’d said as a tall troll-looking creature in a robe waved us through. “Take me now?”

The sphinx grinned so widely the expression came across less alluring and more frantic. “You have answered your second riddle correctly.”

“Riddles and rewards later,” Kasirah hissed, waving us toward an open bench near the rear of the spacious grand hall.

Following her, I took the room in for the first time.

The place was straight out of high-fantasy, with a domed ceiling draped in colorful tapestries corresponding to the various disciplines taught by the school. Ornate etchings and inlay covered all walls, depicting stories and scenes I expected were about the formation of Everafter and the domain where Thistlewick rested. The dining hall had possessed wooden tables and benches as well, but the grand hall felt more formal, more ceremonial. At the far side, up several stairs, was a raised platform with oversized chairs.

Lady Katherine, Professor Henry, Professor Whitaker, and Professor Applebottom were all already there. The dark green woman I’d noticed earlier joined them as my group found our seats.

“Who is that?” I asked, indicating the giant woman.

Bekkah, who’d taken a seat next to me, answered. “That’s Ms. Hegwen, the groundskeeper. She helps keep the strongest creatures from bothering the students. She’s a dryant. That means her father was a giant and her mother was a dryad.”

Other members of the faculty joined the familiar faces, followed by a grizzled old gnome with a long white beard. Barely three feet tall and moving with the help of a cane, he came to a stop before the central chair. With a gesture of his wooden cane, he floated up to sit on the chair, leaving his slipper-clad feet dangling.

Settling the staff in the crook of his arms, the gnome clapped his hands once. It created a sound that echoed through the full room, drawing silence from the assemblage.

“Welcome, all of you. As you all no doubt know, I am Dean Narklepop. Tonight, we are all here to introduce you to your instructors for the semester, as well as inform you of the policies and procedures vital to your time here. For those of you curious about the Summer Games, or wishing to participate, those announcements will be made in the following days, not tonight.

“However, I must address our academic pathways immediately. For remedial students, you face a choice. The standard path requires attending summer classes and taking final examinations at term’s end. We also offer an Early Testing Option.”

“Starting tomorrow, you will have three days of intensive preparation, you may attempt to test out of required courses immediately. Success will replace your old, failing scores, with the new ones. You will still be required to take the remedial courses, but your final grades will be taken from your early exams, unless you wish to take the end of term finals to try for a higher score after the remedial course. Failure means you must attend the full remedial program AND retake the final examinations at term’s end. We call this ‘double jeopardy’ for good reason.”

No one replied, but I caught a few students frowning at the last bit.

Over the next few minutes, Narklepop introduced the faculty, one at a time. They were a varied group, all looking properly scholastic. I memorized their names but let the proceedings drift through my psyche as I turned most of my attention to the rest of the room. Simply hearing the instructors’ names would not be enough for me to get an advantage; knowing about their reputations, and which of my new peers had strong feelings about them would.

I studied faces, looking for how people reacted to each instructor, making note of frowns or happy smiles.

Tawnee White, an instructor who I assumed was some sort of deer woman as she had antlers reminiscent of Tizzy’s, earned the most ire. She taught rituals, and had an uptight, strait-laced demeanor that I recognized from some of the folks I’d had business dealings with back on Earth.

The Dean left Lady Katherine for the end, waving instead at the dryant. “Ms. Hegwen, if you would please come forward.”

Moving carefully, as if her weight might break the wooden floorboards, the giant woman came to the front of the platform.

“For those of you who are new, Ms. Hegwen is our groundskeeper, and the protector of the peace. It’s not uncommon for students to ignore her words of warning and get hurt, particularly when trying to make up for falling behind. I wish to especially stress this year that it would be most unwise to explore the grounds beyond the third bridge. Our realm has been formed from the mists between worlds. That mist is malleable, and should be expanded or shaped only by the most accomplished wizards. That most certainly does not include any of you. Is that clear?”

A gentle susurrus of voices chimed, “Yes, Dean.”

The giant woman spoke, her throaty voice filling the hall. “My home is open to you students any time, should you need guidance or help with the grounds. Just let me do my job and protect you and everything here and we’ll all get along, okay?”

No one said anything, and with that, the tall woman took her seat.

Finally, Lady Katherine stood.

The Dean gestured at her with one hand. “Lady Katherine has graciously offered to help prepare our tests this year. She comes from an illustrious background, and has proven herself in a variety of trials and has the full approval of every instructor sitting before you today. Lady Katherine, if you’d please introduce yourself and your prefect, along with the testing process?”

Lady Katherine gave the Dean a smile I could have sworn looked just a little aggressive. Then again, she had fangs, so maybe that just went with the whole vampire aesthetic?

“You do not need a second introduction to me, since I am also a camp counselor,” she said, her smile softening. “But let me introduce Peaches, this year’s testing prefect.”

Skitter. Skitter. Skitter.

Heavy scratching on wood sounded as a large, dome-lidded chest crawled onto the stage. The chest’s lid was open, projecting the upper torso of what looked to be an incredibly beautiful, pink-haired, girl with horns. Beneath her, outlining the chest, were a series of sharp-tipped little legs.

When the chest-thing reached the center of the stage, the girl portion cleared her throat, then spoke in a mellifluous, liquid accent. “I am Peaches. As you’ve no doubt noticed, I am a dussubus. That’s right, part demon, part mimic. And before you ask, yes, there is a long, involved story. Of course it involves magic. No, I will not be elaborating.”

Asenath leaned forward with obvious fascination, her cat-like pupils dilating as she studied the unusual creature. I could practically see the gears turning in her head as she no doubt composed a riddle about the mysterious being.

The girl’s top half, with full and rosy lips, turned to look directly at me before flitting around the room to a few others. “Each of you were provided study materials prior to your arrival. For those choosing the Early Testing Option, success replaces your failing grade, though you will still be required to take the remedial courses to make sure the lessons stick. Failure means you receive a strike for each failed course AND must still attend the remedial classes. Those taking the standard path will attend remedial classes and take finals at the end of camp. You have until tomorrow night to declare your choice. Early testing begins in four days. You may approach me at any time for questions, but remember—you get only one chance at early testing.”

When she was done, the Dean cleared his throat and finished explaining about finals.

“Those who successfully test out early will be allowed to skip the final exam for a class. If you fail to test out of a class, you must re-take it through the remedial summer program. After three repeated failures in a given class, I’m afraid you will be expelled. It’s in your best interest to pass the early testing so that remedial study becomes your focus without the worry of expulsion.”

I looked around, seeing several students frowning deeply at that bit. Beside me, Bekkah made a sniffing sound. Turning to her, I saw the pretty girl’s face was ashen.

“I’d forgotten about that part,” she sighed beneath her breath. “Guess I’m in some real heavy trouble, man.”

The reminder that I’d won the HOG game earlier hit me. Technically, both Kasirah and Bekkah were my servants until tomorrow. That might actually be useful for coordinating study sessions, though I had no intention of being heavy-handed about it. Still, as… whatever we were becoming, I needed to make sure none of them failed out.


Chapter 13


The Dean’s closing remarks became white noise as I watched Bekkah’s wings flutter with distress, scattering little bits of scintillating fairy dust. Her earlier playful vibe had vanished, replaced by the kind of anxious fidgeting that made her rainbow-colored pigtails bounce. The three-strike rule had clearly hit a nerve.

“You okay?” I asked under my breath, not sure just how much she wanted to share.

“Huh? Oh. Yeah, sorry. Early testing pressure’s on, I guess!” She emitted a fake giggle and flashed me a quick dimpled smile that was obviously insincere. “Just thinking about double jeopardy if we fail.” Before I could dig any deeper, the scraping of benches filled the hall as students rose to leave, and their chatter drowned out my thoughts for a moment.

“You sure you don’t want to talk about it?” I asked as we started moving, idly brushing away the jackalope’s small hand as it experimentally pinched the bulge in my pants. “Cut that out, Tizz. And pinching like that won’t do anything for me, any more than me just grabbing and yanking on your tits.”

That earned a loud sound from Asenath who not-so-quietly growled, “Yank my tits, you masculine male of masculinity.”

“Of all the things I’ve heard come out of your mouth,” Kasirah began, then trailed off into pure exasperation.

Ignoring their antics, the pixie-petite girl gave me a fragile smile. “ I’ll be fine. Everything will be fine. We got all the time in the world to get ready, right? Three full days to prepare for the placement tests. I’ll just burn all my summer tutor hours up front!”

“Or maybe we can work together,” I suggested, the girl’s clearly distraught state pulling on my heartstrings. When I arrived at the camp just this morning I’d been completely and totally focused on being the best version of myself that I could be. In that short time, I’d learned things that made me want to be more than just the Reggie show.

Maybe, just maybe, I could do something good for these girls too.

Tizzy once mentioned the “tutor effect” to me when she thought she was going to be my study buddy. Research said it was a real thing, though I had no idea how she knew about it. Maybe I could somehow benefit by being a tutor instead.

“We’ve got three days to decide,” Tizzy muttered, her bunny ears flopping left and right as she shook her head. “That’s not much time left for early testing prep, Big Brother!”

I assured her, “We’ll get through this. I’ll make sure all of you are ready to test out successfully, if that’s the path you pick.” But Asenath’s sultry voice cut in with another riddle:

“What’s long and hard,

makes maidens weep,

deprives us of our beauty sleep?

What makes us quake just at the sight,

and keeps us up all through the night?”

“Tests,” I said flatly. “The answer is tests.”

Her tail drooped. “Actually it was supposed to be your cock, but I see now that I was unclear.”

“You’re such a poser,” Kasirah interrupted, flexing her wings in obvious annoyance. “You talk big, but you don’t even have the guts to handle him if he lets you. One opportunity to see what a true man is made of and you’d go running for the hills.”

“Like you could either!” The sphinx’s yellow eyes flashed with indignation.

The valkyrie and I made eye contact for a moment that turned out to be rather telling.

“W-wait?! No way!” Asenath gasped, hand to her chest. “No freaking way! Kasirah?! You?! YOU?! AND HIM?! I could handle Tizzy, but YOU?!”

“And me at the same time!” Tizzy added, kicking her leg up. Hopping on the one, she pointed at her ankle emphatically, ears flopping as she pogo-stick jumped beside the group. “Like I said at the cabin, his penis is—”

Pushing her leg down, I cupped a hand to her mouth and glanced around with wide, paranoid eyes. “Let’s not do this until we’re in private, alright? We do need to discuss that, but not out in the open.”

Everyone appeared to agree, but Asenath’s mood was much worse for wear, and she marched ahead of the rest of us in a show of defiance, huffing and puffing the whole way. “You’ll see. I’ll pleasure you so thoroughly it’ll make your dong explode like…like…the biggest dong ever to dong!”

That sounded less enticing than she probably thought it did, but I appreciated the enthusiasm.

The grand hall emptied onto grounds now lit by floating orbs of blue-white light. I took quick stock of my cabinmates’ moods as we spilled out into the open. Kasirah looked moderately annoyed with Asenath, keeping her pale eyes locked on the back of her head. She hovered even closer to me than before.

Tizzy, by this point, had attached herself to me so completely, I was essentially wearing her as a backpack. I don’t know when that happened or how I didn’t notice, but she was so light and petite it really didn’t bother me either way. At least she’d stopped groping me.

Bekkah didn’t even register what we’d been talking about. She still looked downcast, staring at the ground, barely willing herself to put one foot in front of the other. I decided that helping her out would be my priority for the following day.

“Children!” The word carried across the courtyard in Lady Katherine’s distinct tone. I turned to find her literally gliding toward us, her feet hovering inches above the stone path. “A moment of your time?”

“Of course,” I said, grateful for the interruption before Asenath could compose another sex-based riddle or get into another fight with Kassi.

The vampire’s eyes glowed a deep crimson as she leveled her gaze on us. “I believe my favorite cabin deserves a proper check-in. Shall we head to your quarters? I’m sure you have questions about your first day. I wonder just how well you all... got to know one another.”

“Can I ask questions about Reggie’s likes and dislikes?” Tizzy asked from my back, her lisp somehow even more pronounced than earlier.

Lady Katherine’s lips curled into a bemused smirk. “Uh—okay. Come along now, my sexy little witches and charming warlock.”

As we walked, I caught her studying me with an intensity that went beyond simple curiosity. There was something calculating in her gaze, as if she was piecing together a puzzle whose picture she already knew.

Did she know? Was she...watching? That’d be weird. I didn’t love the idea of being spied on every time I took the train to pleasure town with my cute cabinmates. She did appear the type to snoop, though, that’s for sure.

Night had fully settled by the time we reached the cabin, bringing with it a cool breeze laden with the sweet scent of natural flowers and herbs nearby. We headed inside, and I set Tizzy down on her mattress. Following that, I strolled over to sit on the trunk in front of my bed, moving my backpack aside.

The other girls all sat or lay in their own beds, but Tizzy looked at me as though I’d kicked her puppy as she watched me sit without her, going so far as to tilt her head as her eyebrow twitched at me in disgust. “Why do you hate me, Big Bro?”

“What?”

“Oh, for the love of Twilight, she wants to sit in your lap,” the vampiress said, rolling her eyes.

“Oh,” I muttered. “Maybe later, Tizzy. I have some questions since our very, uh, friendly camp counselor is offering answers.”

“Ahh!” Lady Katherine chuckled. “Is that so? Perfect. I’m happy to answer any inquiries you lot may have.”

Asenath raised her hand. “I’ll ask the first one. Can you leave?”

“Asenath!” Kassi shrieked. “That’s so rude!”

“It’s been a long day,” Lady Katherine sighed, excusing her. “I’ll give her the benefit of the doubt this time, but I’m genuinely here to be of help to you, Asenath, so a bit of respect would be appreciated.”

The sphinx didn’t answer. She just lay on her back and looked up at the ceiling, arms crossed, bottom lip protruding in a pout. Had we been under other circumstances, I might have enjoyed the view of her jutting breasts and lithe legs, or the peek between her thighs, but we were having a serious talk; it wasn’t horny time.

I said, “Well—my first question is about privacy. You weren’t by chance watching us today, were you?”

“Watching you when, exactly?” she asked with a devious smile that didn’t make me feel any better.

I glanced over at Kasirah and found her blushing profusely. “Uhh—how about when we were in the cafeteria?”

“Ah, no. Sorry, I’m afraid not,” she said. “Should I have been?”

“No!” Kasirah and I said in unison, but Tizzy said “Yes!” We looked at her as if she was crazy, and she shrugged. “I had a really good time. It probably would have been fun for her to see!”

“What exactly happened in the cafeteria?” Bekkah asked suspiciously.

“They fucked,” Asenath growled.

Bekkah gasped. “What?! Really? It’s the first day!”

“No—no, that’s not true,” I said, holding up my hands pleadingly. “We didn’t have intercourse.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” Kassi confirmed.

“Then what did happen?” Asenath asked, sitting up straight again. Her eyes were still venomous with jealousy, but at least she was engaging with the conversation, I guess.

Tizzy giggled and clapped her hands as she launched into a much-too-explicit retelling. “We took off all our clothes and gave lots of kisses to his penis until it went BOOM all over our faces! Then we drank up all his juice! He shoots out, like, super-mana! After that, we felt more powerful than before, and totally topped up on magic power!”

So the cat was clearly out of the bag. The girls all launched into name-calling and shouting over each other, save for Tizzy, who was just confused. I locked eyes with Lady Katherine and shrugged.

She just looked as smug as the cat with the canary. “I see,” she said as the girls started to quiet down. “How intriguing.”

“Since that’s all public knowledge in here, now,” I said, looking at Asenath and Bekkah in their beds, “We agreed to keep this a secret from the other cabins.”

“What do you mean—super-mana? What juice? Your cum?”

Kasirah answered quietly. “Yeah. His cum. It’s the densest mana potion imaginable. We almost got...drunk off it.”

“Almost?” I said, chuckling, then realized I was getting carried away with the rest of them. I needed to be practical. “Alright—question one: are all humans this way?”

“No,” Lady Katherine said. “And yes. Not all humans are warlocks, but all warlocks are human. To become one, a human must be either born with the spark or earn it with practice and incredible focus. The rare human who is a warlock does provide a variety of sexual boosts to their partners. The amount of boost and type depends on where it happens, along with quite a few other variables. Your ejaculate has both short term and long-term benefits—but for you, it’s a bit different.”

“How so?” I asked, my brows raising with interest. Everyone else in the room had fallen silent to listen, too.

“Well, to be frank—if I’ve been hovering around your cabin the most, it’s because you’re the most potent warlock I’ve ever encountered. Those of us with magical sensitivity can feel these things. Your potential for magic is likely to rival that of the Dark Lady herself, which is to say nothing for your ambition and aptitude for studying.” She smirked at me as though she was proud to draw the comparison between me and the magic world’s apparent greatest villainess, not that I knew much about her.

“Okay,” I said, taking it all in. “When I got my acceptance letter from the school, one of the listed textbooks to master was a tome about sex magic called the Joy of Sex Magic. Why don’t the other girls know this book? And if Sex Magic is so common, then why are all the women I’ve met virgins?”

“There is no such book in your curriculum,” she said, winking at me in a way that felt incongruous with her words.

I blinked at the matter-of-factness in her tone, saying something that was obviously a lie. “But—I studied it closely. Hell, I have most of the spells memorized. I have the book in my trunk now.”

“Are you sure you do?” she asked smugly. “I think you might be mistaken. There is no book by that name or of that topic in our curriculum, Reggie.”

My brow furrowed. “Yes, there is. And I’ll prove it to you.”

I jumped off my trunk and threw it open with perhaps more force than necessary. The lid banged, making Tizzy’s ears flatten against her head in alarm. “Sorry,” I muttered to her as I began digging inside, pulling out all my textbooks and stacking them one by one with increasing desperation.

My cabinmates gathered around, drawn by the drama. Bekkah’s wings fluttered anxiously—she’d been on edge ever since the Dean’s warning about failing students, and now even my confidence seemed shaky. Asenath leaned forward, her ample cleavage nearly spilling from her loosened robe as she peered into the trunk with feline curiosity. Kasirah stood protectively close, thumbs hooked in her robes.

“I know it’s in here,” I said, my voice getting tighter with each book I removed. “I’m absolutely certain it is.”

“Don’t be so sure,” Lady Katherine chuckled, examining her painted nails with infuriating casualness. “There is no such book in our curriculum, and Sex Magic is not by any means a common domain that our institution would sanction for study.”

I reached the final textbook—a slim volume on basic wand maintenance—and stared at the empty trunk bottom in disbelief. “It’s not in here.”

“As it wouldn’t be,” Lady Katherine said with a theatrical shrug, “since it doesn’t exist.”

Tizzy’s nose twitched as she sniffed the air around the trunk, as if she might somehow smell the missing book. “Maybe it’s invisible?” she suggested helpfully, her bunny ears perked with innocent optimism.

“But it does exist!” I said. “I spent days reading it! This is the weirdest attempt at gaslighting ever! I can cast a spell for you right now! Tizzy! May I?”

Tizzy shot straight up. “You got it, Big Bro! Zap me with your naughty magic!”

My wand shot out through my sleeve, and I caught it in my hand. I uttered the incantation and started the wand gestures but was surprised when a cold hand suddenly grabbed my wrist.

Lady Katherine had blipped from the doorway to just in front of me in a fraction of a second, and now she held my arm stock still. “That’s enough of that nonsense,” she said, though she wore a smile as she did. “Do you really think it’s appropriate to attempt sex magic on a cabinmate in front of your counselor on the first day? Farcical as the notion is, I simply cannot sanction it. Let’s change the topic to other matters for the time being.”

My brows slanted in frustration. “I can cast the spell,” I insisted.

“Perhaps you can. But I will not be here for it. Am I clear?” She spoke the words less as a reprimand and more… rather as if she was trying to tell me something. If this had been an old movie, I’d have expected a wink-wink-nudge-nudge and maybe some mustache twirling at the end.

I stared into her eyes, not sure what I was seeing. What exactly was the game here? If that book didn’t exist, and wasn’t a part of the curriculum, how did I read it and memorize its contents? Who gave it to me? “Crystal clear,” I said through a clenched jaw.

“Wonderful!” she said, clapping her hands together. “Now—any more questions?”

Bekkah raised her hand tentatively, the poor girl still showing all the signs of depression. “How firm is the three strikes policy?”

I looked over at her as she waited for the answer, feeling an unfamiliar wave of pity. Even if they hadn’t been enthusiastic, gorgeous, manic-pixie-dream-girls (of various flavors), I was already confident that I’d have wanted to drag them to the top with me.

The vampire interrupted my thoughts, “I’m afraid it’s quite firm. I suggest you prepare the best you can. I understand you have trouble with conjuring magic in particular. Make sure you get tutored and ask for help from your peers. You’ve taken the test before so you know what to expect.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she whimpered. Her piercing gaze found mine, maybe somehow sensing that I could help, I don’t know. But I nodded back at her.

Kasirah cleared her throat, her pale fingers unconsciously smoothing down her hair—a nervous habit that made her look unexpectedly vulnerable despite her warrior build. “Will you tell the other teachers about Reggie’s powers?” she asked.

“I don’t see why I should,” Lady Katherine said, winking again. “I don’t intend on making our poor boy a celebrity just yet. I’m sure with time people will piece things together just through rumors and their own sense of him. Or when one of you spills the secret—”

“That won’t happen!” the valkyrie said. She furrowed her brow and looked pointedly at Asenath, then Tizzy, then Bekkah. “This is a secret of Cabin 7. Reggie doesn’t need to have that much attention. I say we form a truce and help him keep his secret safe with us. In return, if he’s willing, he can allow us to drink his—uh—cum... every day.” Her cheeks were entirely red for the duration of her impassioned proposal, and they only got worse when she looked at me afterwards. “I mean, if that’s what Reggie wants, of course.”

My erection wriggled in my pants like a pole-vaulter hyped up on pure caffeine. “Sounds good,” I croaked.

“Wonderful!” Lady Katherine said. “Well, if you think of any questions, ask me anytime. I’d better go check on the other cabins under my charge. Good luck to you all—especially you, Bekkah.”

“Huh? Oh. Thanks,” Bekkah muttered. “Bye.”

“Bye,” I said, caught off guard by the abrupt departure.

She turned her back on us and marched out the door.

On the way back to our cabin, I thought about what the options were. My placement tests wouldn’t be a problem; not only had I memorized all of the text, but also a little practice wouldn’t hurt. What I wanted was a way to help my new cabinmates so they wouldn’t be so stressed.

Watching Tizzy bounce around excitedly and seeing Bekkah’s wings drooping as they discussed their testing expectations ahead of me, another thought occurred: if I could help the girls, it would also polish my skills. That’s just how teaching worked.

“Girls,” I said as we entered the cabin. “I have an idea. What if I do my best to work with each of you to make sure you’re ready. We give it a day or two and see our progress. If it all works out the way I think it will, you take the early exams.”

Bekkah didn’t look very excited, but Tizzy was the light in the room. She bounced up and down, boobs bobbing breastfully. “And if we can test out, we’ll have a lighter load, so we can take more of Big Brother’s mana potion load!”

With that decided, I sat on my bed, then reclined until I was lying down.

Tizzy helped herself onto the tiny mattress and snuggled into the crook of my arm, her soft bunny ears tickling my neck. “Can I show it off? I’m sure the other girls want to see, too.” Her voice dropped to a barely audible whisper, “I wonder if they will adore it as much as Kassi and I did? I hope so!”

Her innocent enthusiasm was infectious, and I couldn’t help but notice how Bekkah’s wings began to shimmer with brighter colors at the prospect, while Asenath shifted on her bed in a way that made her curves even more prominent.

I sighed. “Fine.”

Tizzy started working on the zipper of my pants, which led the other girls to sit at the various corners of the mattress and quietly stare.

“What was the spell you were going to use on Tizzy?” Asenath asked.

I smirked at her so deviously it was kind of out of character for me, but I sensed an opportunity to not only test the spell but initiate the other two cabinmates into the arrangement I had with Kasirah and Tizzy.

The jackalope girl started pumping my cock with all the enthusiasm of a well-driller on the verge of a payday as I said, “Wanna find out?”

Asenath’s eyes widened. “Like—as in you’d cast it on me?”

“You’re such a badass slut, right?” I teased her.

“That’s just—I mean... Yeah. I—I am. Super slutty and filthy,” she said about as unconvincingly as a girl could. “It’s just—it’s more theory than practice at this point, you know?”

I chuckled. “Time to apply the theory into practice. You in or not? I promise, it’s not going to mess with free will or anything concerning. It actually has a very simple effect.”

“Do it, Asenath,” Kasirah urged her, eyes locked on Tizzy’s hand motions, licking her lips as if to keep drool from falling. If given a few more seconds, I’d have sworn she was going to start panting. “You won’t regret it. Stop being such a fake and do it for once.”

Bekkah’s eyes widened as she realized things were about to get heated. “Do me, too. Can you cast it on us both?”

“Brave girl,” I noted. I nodded with respect at her and gave her proposal some thought. “I think I have enough power leftover from earlier to attempt a twin cast, but it’ll be my first time. Let’s see what happens. Worst case, it fizzles out.”

The girls both swallowed in unison. “Okay,” Asenath agreed. She started shivering with nerves, closed her eyes, and began chanting her new mantra. “I’m a filthy, filthy whore. I’m a filthy, filthy whore. I’m a filthy, filthy...”

“Vestes cadant!” I announced as I performed the wand motions, offhand gestures, and the twin-casting flourish that would allow me to target both, all from a lying down position with the jackalope leaning in to slather sloppy kisses across the tip of my cock.

The spell’s effect was instantaneous. For a second, Bekkah and Asenath’s clothes became intangible, phasing through their bodies and falling onto the floor, leaving them nude. They gasped, and Asenath rushed to cover herself, her mouth dropping open in shock.

“The spell only works consensually,” I pointed out. “A lot of sex magic operates that way, I think—but I would have asked either way, for the record.”

Kassi gasped. “It actually worked! Your sex magic textbook was real!”

“As if there was any doubt,” I said. “Did you really think I hallucinated memorizing spells for days on end?”

“We don’t really know you that well,” Bekkah chuckled as she checked out her own naked body.

“Time to get to know me,” I said as I inspected the two nude beauties with a keen, appraising eye. I rubbed the jackalope’s ears as she moaned kisses into the underside of my shaft. “Tizzy, honey, make some room.”

New Spell Entry — Remove Clothes

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Incantation: “Vestes cadant"

Mana Cost: Low

Output: Removes a (willing) target’s clothes.

Range: Close

Details: This spell is from a prohibited tome of sex magic. Like the majority of the spells found in the book, it requires strict consent from all parties involved in its casting; including the caster.

New Casting Skill - Twin Cast

Details: Twin casting is a method of spell duplication that requires incredible focus, skill, and plenty of mana. While the twin cast motions can be memorized, they must be subtly adjusted for each spell. This increases the chances of spells failing or misfiring by as much as 50% depending on the practitioner. New students should not attempt twin casting in isolation, without scholarly supervision.

Sticky Note Placed by Reggie: Heh. Fuck off.


Chapter 14


With her clothes off, Asenath looked like I imagined a classical female Egyptian Pharaoh would, albeit even curvier. Her caramel skin gleamed in the soft light, with the barest hints of tan lines across her full, conical breasts and along her panty line. Seeing me looking had her flushing, one hand moving between her legs to conceal a heart-shaped patch of dark pubic hair while her lion-like tail swished nervously behind her.

“D-d-don’t stare so hard,” she whimpered, licking her plush lips with that predatory tongue I’d noticed before.

“Sorry,” I said with a grin, “but you’re absolutely stunning. I’m only human—well, warlock—but still.” The compliment made her ears perk up and her tail do a little pleased wiggle.

Beside her, Bekkah was positively petite compared to Kasirah’s statuesque frame. The fairy’s build wasn’t quite waifish; her small breasts were incredibly perky, with upturned cherry-pink nipples that invited my mouth. Her waist was so small I could probably wrap my hands around it, and the flare to her hips was comparatively delicate next to the other girls. With her thin legs enhancing the gap between her thighs, her aerodynamic build reminded me of a hummingbird—which made sense, given the way that she always seemed to flit about. Rainbow hair cascaded over her shoulders in loose waves, and those iridescent wings fluttered with nervous energy. Just like Kasirah, Bekkah was shaved completely smooth.

Pop!

With a wet sound, Tizzy slurped at my shaft, pressing increasingly needy kisses against the underside. Her bunny ears twitched with concentration while her little antlers caught the light as she waved the other two over, instructing. “See, the trick is to figure out what makes his cock respond. When it gets harder, you’re doing something right. And if it starts to pulse, that means you’re getting close to the goods.” She gave both a narrow-eyed, fierce expression that was utterly adorable on her cute face, her cottontail doing determined little wiggles, “And we share the goods. None of us know how much Big Brother can produce in a day, so we’re not going to waste a single drop!”

That was something I hadn’t considered, though honestly, watching these four incredible women work together was better than any fantasy I could have imagined. The protective instinct that had been growing in me since I’d met them was now mixed with something deeper—genuine affection for each of their unique personalities.

“H...how,” Asenath began, abruptly uncertain despite all her earlier bravado.

“Just follow your instincts,” I encouraged gently. “There’s no wrong way to explore.”

Beside her, Bekkah dove in with the enthusiasm of a bee discovering the world’s sweetest nectar, her thin lips contouring around the tip of my cock with an eagerness that nearly rivaled Tizzy’s initial explorations. She made a greedy, high-pitched sound as her wings flapped. “Mmmmm, better than Royal Jelly.”

Then something really odd happened.

Her wings, which were normally mostly transparent, began to glow. It started soft at first, with just a hint of blue, then shades of pink and emerald, green joined in. She didn’t notice, but the others did. Even Tizzy, who’d been determined to both participate and instruct, sat back to watch the transformation with wide green eyes, her ears practically vibrating with excitement.

“Whoa,” I breathed, genuinely amazed. “Bekkah, your wings—they’re incredible.”

Torn between wanting to study this phenomenon and not wanting to interrupt what was clearly making her happy, I opted to remain quiet as the sounds of Bekkah’s buzzing, joyful exploration rose from between my thighs. Her wings flapped slowly, glowing brighter as she wrapped her mouth around my cock. Cheeks concaving, she slurped loudly, and wet sounds filled the cabin.

Slurrp. Slurrp. Glug. Glug. Unnghhh.

Thrusting her head down, she took me to the back of her throat with such intensity and clamping force, I felt some pre-cum leak out.

As soon as it did, Bekkah’s wings went from changing color to a full-on rainbow. She beat them as happy sounds continued coming from the swallowing girl, glowing dust filling the air around us. It wasn’t ordinary fairy dust, at least I didn’t think it was. This was closer to tiny soap bubbles, each with a little winking light inside—nature’s own light show.

The bubbles floated around, landing on the other girls. When one popped on Asenath, she gasped. “That...that feels absolutely incredible.”

Not to be outdone, Tizzy joined in, grabbing two bubbles with eager little hands, her bottom wiggling with excitement. “Oh my prairie gods! Yeah! This is great. Bekkah, keep that up!”

The petite girl reached up, sliding a hand through her rainbow hair as she looked up at me, finally making eye contact. She blushed, hips moving from side to side in a natural rhythm. “I...uh. I’m feeling something between my legs, man. I kind of want something else. If we can?”

I knew what she needed, and the desire to make each of these amazing women happy warred with my sense of responsibility. No matter how different their views on bodies and sex were, I didn’t want it to be just another tumble.

“That makes two of us,” I admitted with a rueful smile. “But I want to do right by you. By all of you.”

Clearing my throat, I did my best to sound reasonable. “I’d love to have sex with you Bekkah. With all of you. But there are consequences from that. This, uh, oral exploration, has a practical purpose, I guess.” I frowned, knowing those weren’t the right words. “What I’m trying to say is I think we should get to know one another a bit better before we jump straight to sex. Does that make sense?”

Behind the group, so far seeming content to watch the show, Kasirah smiled. “He wants to build a heart bond.” She moved around the gathering between my thighs and to my head. “Is that right, Reggie? To make a special, permanent connection with us? Maybe even form a proper harem?”

This was my first time hearing the term ‘harem’ used so casually, but it felt right. In the context, I took ‘heart bond’ to be their way of describing a deep relationship. I definitely saw a similar term in the textbook mentioning similar bonds before, but it didn’t go too deeply into bonds built on romantic feelings.

I nodded slowly, conscious of what I was confirming. At that moment, the life of a lone-wolf entrepreneur seemed so absurdly alien and wrong to me. I wanted them. I greedily wanted them all to be mine. I didn’t feel entitled, but I wanted it all the same, and I knew somehow I’d be a fool to refuse the implied offer in her tone. “Right. A special bond between me and all of you. Not just an occasional exchange of bodily fluids. It should mean something for girls as amazing as all of you to lose your virginity to someone. That’s all.”

“I think that’s a very noble and generous stance for you to make, given the situation,” the valkyrie murmured, leaning down. She offered me her lips. It was, I realized, the first time any of them had shown direct interest in a more romantic type of intimacy.

I kissed her, rewarding her impulse.

Kasirah’s mouth was warm and pleasant, and her breath fresh and sweet. Feeling her open up to me this way was entirely different than the double blowjob had been back in the cafeteria, but just as exciting for some reason. That hadn’t been without intimacy; it had been a first time, and special, for both the jackalope and the valkyrie.

This was different, though. We were moving in a much more meaningful direction now. It made me even harder, earning a squeal from Tizzy, who dove back in. Her warm, wet mouth found one of my balls as Bekkah curiously flicked her tongue across the underside of my shaft.

“This is all so dirty,” the sphinx whimpered as she watched, shaking slightly. Asenath, who’d folded her arms anxiously beneath her conical, symmetrical breasts, watched wide-eyed until Kasirah came up for air. The valkyrie was practically glowing from our kiss. “She’s kissing him on the lips…and they’re…sucking his cock…”

I wanted to assuage her nerves but found that I was much too distracted when Kasirah started talking again. Perhaps the thing that made it hard to focus was the fact that she playfully dotted my neck and collarbone with kisses while she spoke.

“Forming a heart bond with each of us would be permanent, Reggie. It’s…not something our kind do lightly. We tend to live for untold centuries, so mating for life is a big deal, especially for girls who usually breed with their own kind. Do you…understand?” Kassi asked softly. “Do you get just how important it is to us? And how badly we want you if we are considering it?”

“I mean—you’re the only one talking about it right now,” I pointed out.

Tizzy let my sack fall out of her mouth and pouted up at me, her eyes welling with tears. “Big Bro! How dare you suggest that I don’t wanna heart bond with you!”

Bekkah popped off my dick and tilted her head to one side. “I mean—I’d have to get to know you a bit better before agreeing to something like that, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t getting a pretty good vibe at the moment,” she giggled. “It says a lot that Kasirah and Tizzy are so adamant already, I guess.”

The sphinx shakily came around the pair exploring my cock and reached out, tentatively stroking the skin of my momentarily unattended sack. Her touch was shy, entirely unskilled and, perhaps, a little scared. “I’m a filthy, filthy whore. I’m a filthy, filthy whore. I’m a filthy, filthy whore,” she chanted, trying to convince herself.

I chuckled, reaching out to rub behind her ear, making her moan appreciatively. “What you girls are saying is all the more reason for us to probably not have sex tonight. Call it a harem, a heart bond, whatever you want—if you are committing to me and me to you, then I don’t want to rush into something as big as taking your virginities.” I looked from Bekkah to Tizzy, both of whom seemed eager to jump to the front of that line, “I want a chance to spend at least a few days making sure this is something we all definitely want. Agreed?”

Tizzy bobbed her head around my balls, sucking loudly as she came up for air. “Yes! Please! A heart bond with Big Bro would be so good!” Her lisp, coupled with literally every other word in the sentence simultaneously made me harder and a little worried.

Despite her earlier offer for sex, Bekkah hesitated. “But I really, really am itching to pop my cherry. Still, heart bonds are very permanent. If we’re talking about pursuing that seriously, then I agree with the idea that we should probably slow down a bit.”

“I’m such a horny slut. I’m such a horny slut…” Asenath snapped, finally seeming to overcome her total fear. Leaning down, she stuck her tongue out, pressing it to the opposite side of my shaft. “Whoa,” she said after a single lick. “It’s tasty!”

As she got into it, the sensation of both women lavishing my cock with their attentions while Kasirah kissed me and Tizzy licked my balls was beyond incredible. More pre-cum bubbled from the tip as I tried to maintain my discipline about the situation. I wanted to fuck all of them all night long. There were spells that might help with that, too.

But…

The protective instincts I’d felt toward Bekkah told me playing it nice and slow was the right move. No one in the cabin should get hurt because of a bit of impassioned lust going sour the morning after. If we were going to build something together, as a team, that meant taking things at the proper pace and giving people opportunities to back out if they wanted to.

“Most valkyries go their whole existence without knowing the taste of a cock, let alone an overpowered warlock’s sweet release,” Kasirah said, watching as Asenath licked and sucked her way up my shaft, until she finally tucked the tip between her lips. “I feel like Odin has truly blessed us.”

At my flavor, the sphinx girl growled. It was a pure feline sound, one accompanied by a twitching of her tail to the side, fully exposing her curvy rear. Unable to help myself, I reached over and slid a hand down between the taut valley. Her puckered ass flexed against my fingers, and her pussy was utterly sopping as I caressed her virginal hole.

“Whoa! Look at her face!” Tizzy cried, pointing at Asenath. “Big Brother, you have to touch me like that, too.” Lifting a leg, she damn near did the splits as she presented her pussy to my free hand.

“We’re discussing romance,” I reminded them. Still, as one hand was already busy, I figured it wouldn’t hurt to occupy the other.

Tizzy’s pussy was velvet soft, with delicate pubic hair. Her puffy lips looked ripe with flavor, and at my slightest caress, her head fell back as she began to buck her hips back and forth, sawing herself against my fingers. “Yes! Right there. Yes! Big Brother. Oh. Oh. How does this feel so impossibly good?!”

I chuckled. “Believe it or not, there were a bunch of spells in that sex book to make things feel even better.”

In retrospect, mentioning that was probably a bad idea.

Asenath exhaled sharply, bottoming out on my shaft while Bekkah’s lips hovered close to her face, waiting for her own opening. With Tizzy’s barely-intelligible slurring lisp instructing her, the sphinx found a rhythm that left room right at the base for the others to make their contributions.

Bekkah shifted, bending over my thigh and putting her tiny little ass within easy reach. Her aroma was bright, vaguely smelling of honey and citrus. The bubbles she’d been producing had died down, reduced to a mere fraction of what they had been, but one finally popped against my skin.

When it did, I felt a rush of mental clarity and warmth tingle through me. It wasn’t a purely sexual reaction, as I’d been expecting; this was closer to a cup of coffee. My mind seemed to clear, and even with the almost painful degree of arousal the situation inspired, I found myself able to feel and process everything around me with astonishing clarity.

That more-or-less went out the door when Kasirah bent down to kiss me again. This time, I guided her mouth open with my tongue and explored. She melted against the increased intimacy, firm breasts mashed against my shoulder.

With all those sensations: three women on my cock, fingering two gushing pussies, while a gorgeous valkyrie made out with me, I couldn’t hold back.

The first spurt of my climax slammed into the back of Asenath’s throat, earning a sound that was half gagging, half delight. “Guh-hah!” Lips wrapping tightly around my base, I felt the head of my cock push past her throat for the first time. As she deep throated me, she greedily drank down the second wave of pleasure, her entire body beginning to glow.

“Hey!” Bekkah screeched, slapping the girl on the rump. “Remember the rules!” She pushed Asenath to the side, replacing one mouth with another. In the brief time my cock was free, another blast made it through, striking both women on the chin.

While Bekkah drove her pretty little mouth as far as she could get it—barely halfway—Tizzy leaned over to lick the remnants of my seed from Asenath’s jaw. “Mmmm. That’s little sis’s favorite stuff.”

“You can kiss her,” I directed. “She did break the rules and try to get greedy. Maybe you’ll get some back.”

At my suggestion, Tizzy wrapped a hand around Asenath’s head and did, in fact, kiss the other girl. At first, Asenath stiffened, then she glanced over at me. Then down at my cock.

I was still, somehow, cumming. Bekkah licked off a bit more reward for herself, but surfaced as she started to glow and made some room for Kasirah. The valkyrie half climbed over me, one leg sliding up across my chest to give me an incredible view of her tight bud of an asshole and leaking pussy. After kissing her, the feeling of her mouth on my cock was somehow even more intimate.

“He’s…he’s not getting soft like last time,” Tizzy observed, still sloppily scooping cum out of Asenath’s mouth. The Sphinx kept her mouth obediently agape, but her eyes wide and huge. From a certain perspective, Tizzy seemed less sexual and more frantic.

Part of me really liked that, too.

“He tastes even better than last time,” Kasirah groaned as I slid a hand from between Tizzy’s thighs and adjusted the valkyrie’s hips, angling them higher.

Her smell was clean and just a little fragrant. Maybe spicy was the right word? I leaned down, taking an experimental lick across her pink-flushed slit.

She went still at the contact, frozen around my cock, one hand braced against my thigh. As a tremor floated through the girl, I tried again, licking her pussy with a bit more force. This time, I slid my tongue between the folds, questing for the nub of her clit.

I found it. Small, hot, and throbbing.

“Wha…what? UHGHHHHH! OHHHHHHHH MYYYYYY!” Kasirah went from seeming relatively composed and patient to wild in an instant. Her hips did hula circles against my chest as she rocked toward my mouth, her climax ripping through her as if I’d just stuffed a couple hundred pounds of fireworks inside her pussy.

Vaguely tangy juices gushed across my tongue as her moans vibrated around my shaft.

After a while, she came up for air. Seeing my cock unattended, Tizzy seized her opportunity. Breaking the wartime kissing she’d been giving Asenath, she wiggled her way through the mess of bodies, dove to her knees, and snatched my shaft from Kasirah’s unresponsive grasp.

The next thing I knew, she was gargling my cock with the same intensity she’d been kissing the sphinx. It nearly distracted me from Kasirah’s decadent little pale-and-pink pussy and asshole combination right in my face.

I gave her soaked slit another lick, only for her to buck against my face.

“Se…sen…sensitive,” she gasped, shaking as she stumbled back, making room. “Nyah! Ohhh! Fffffuuuck!” She panted hard, her whole body quaking in several waves. Her dripping cunt vibrated around my tongue as I slipped it inside to further spoil her rotten with pleasure.

When her reaction finally died down, she started gasping for air. “Wh…what was that? Did I just cum?”

“You did,” I said, more than a little smug, licking my lips clean as I drew back from her fragrant snatch. Now it was my turn to experience the direct beneficial effects of being with a monster girl. I felt a subtle, small tingle run down my spine. Along with it came a sense that a portion of my mana had been restored.

It probably wasn’t enough to create an infinite loop of endless mana potions made of my cum, but it took the edge off the physical exertion of juggling four dynamic women all at once.

“I have an idea,” I said. “Why don’t all four of you get down? I’ll give you the rest of what I’ve got in me.”

“And after we’ll start going on dates so you can make sweet, sweet love to my tight little fairy body!” Bekkah said, cheering as she dropped to her knees.

“We’ll see.” I was determined to spend the next three days helping all of my cabinmates with their classes, but especially her.

They were mine now, and I wasn’t going to have any expelled for lack of effort on my part.

All four girls arrayed themselves before me. Kasirah was so woozy and glowing that she had to wedge herself between Asenath and Tizzy before she’d stop nearly falling down. Coming to my feet, I let each, one by one, have a turn, ending with Asenath.

As each went, the free girls gave tips, advice on what they’d discovered already about making my body respond. Kasirah, finally recovered enough to concentrate, leaned forward, the view of her breasts shoved together enough to earn an instant spurt from round two.

They caught on instantly, each girl lifting and squeezing their breasts in offering between taking turns sucking my cock.

When I came, I made sure it was across all of them, the white of my mana-rich seed coating four sets of breasts and eager faces. They took turns, both licking themselves and each other clean. Much to my surprise, Bekkah even took a bit on her hand and rubbed it between her thighs.

Doing so reactivated her wings, showering the room with a burst of revitalizing energy.

That didn’t make ending the sex session easy, but I felt spent. Spent, and ready to make good on my new promises.

“If we’re all still awake, the next thing we’re going to do after we clean up is come up with a plan to help Bekkah. Together. And then I’ll do the same for all of you, help you any way I can.”

“But…Big Brother,” Tizzy said, eyes crossed as she tried to lick my cum off her nose. “You’re just starting. How can you help us?”

I took that as a personal challenge.

Much later, when it was time for us to go to bed, I checked the trunk again. The sex magic book had returned, this time with three new entries at the very back—entries that did not appear in the Table of Contents. One was for an effect called Vila’s Ambrosia, and two were related to warlock lore.

New Magical Discoveries

Pixie’s Wings (Vila’s Ambrosia)

Details: When overcharged with mana and in a happy emotional state, Pixie wings produce an effect commonly called Vila’s Ambrosia. This effect is incredibly rare, as it requires the assistance of a warlock during a moment of extreme emotional and physical intimacy; as such, the effect has been largely forgotten among their community for centuries.

Effect: Vila’s Ambrosia provides heightened focus and mental clarity, increasing mental attributes by 25% for up to 1 hour in its base state. The Ambrosia may be intensified or modified with alchemical potions and spells, or even a variety of emotional and physiological states. Experimentation is recommended.
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Warlock’s Seed

Effect: A warlock’s seed has quite a few effects, all of which must be applied directly. If you were wondering, no, you can’t store it or bottle it up. That was tried ages ago and failed spectacularly. Rancid cum is the worst. Now, the main effects of warlock seed are as follows:

● Touched: Touching a warlock’s mana-rich juices provides a mild euphoric effect that instantly removes any and all mind-influencing spells or monster powers. Yes, this is as useful as it sounds. If a warlock’s lover was cursed or being mentally manipulated, one drop of semen would be enough to break the mental hold.

● Consumed: Consuming warlock seed expands the magic capacity of the recipient, and regenerates a [small] portion of mana. It also provides up to a [100%] boost to the variable effects of the next spell cast by the recipient. This boost will wear off in [1 day] or when the spell is cast, whichever comes first.
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Monster’s Blessings (Warlock)

Details: One reason for the ancient war was the discovery that mortals could gain extreme benefits from consuming portions of monsters. Warlocks are, yet again, special in this regard. There are a litany of benefits that do not require malice or harm.

Tight emotional and physical bonds are the key here. Historic records are missing details about the benefits a true warlock receives from different types of contact from distinct monsters. Experimentation is required.

Note that the more trust, or emotional intimacy, a warlock shares with the recipient the greater the chance to enhance the effects.


Chapter 15


I slept… poorly. Not because of anything that happened the previous night; if anything, I’d been both physically and socially exhausted. It was my mind that wouldn’t stop. Seeing the entries in the sex book about Monster’s Blessings and Warlock’s Seed changed everything. They incentivized my instincts to create deeper connections with the girls and provided me with room to experiment.

It was the best mixture of both halves of my drive: ambition for success, and a growing need to protect and nurture the women who had come into my life so abruptly.

When morning dawned, I rolled out of bed and into the bathroom. I’d showered before going to bed, but given there was seemingly infinite hot water, I felt zero guilt in running another one.

A few seconds into it, Bekkah came wandering in. Seeing me, she yawned and waved. “Mind a little company? Nothing sexy this morning. Just some lovely time together.”

I smiled, “That sounds good, actually.”

Grabbing a wash rag, she joined me.

“Do I need to know anything about your wings? I don’t want to hurt you?”

She peeked over her shoulder at me, killer dimples on display as she met my gaze. “That’s right. You don’t know. Here, I’ll walk you through it.”

Over the next few, laugh-filled seconds, she walked me through how to delicately scrub the base of each wing. They were both magical and biological in nature, and glowed rainbow colors when I brushed them.

“They are self-cleaning, but it’s the area where they meet the back that can itch,” she explained.

For all that Bekkah reminded me of a hippie, she was a great tutor. When I finished, she folded her wings and I took the opportunity to slide my arms around her torso, drawing the soapy rag across her perky, palm-sized breasts. Refusing to give into temptation, especially as she sighed and arched her taut little butt against me, I asked, “Tell me a bit about what you’re struggling with in conjuration?”

From the way her shoulders fell, I was certain she’d been thinking improper (well, maybe in this situation proper was a better term) thoughts. “It’s my, well…my attention span, I guess. Like, take conjuration magic for example. It’s just so damn boring learning all those old human words from a dead empire just to conjure something as stupid as a rock, or a leaf, or whatever.”

“Rocks and leaves?” I frowned, thinking about my practices. “I learned to conjure useful things, like chalk, or even a bicycle one time. Why would you be conjuring rocks and leaves?”

“That’s what we’re taught,” she said with a pout, crossing her arms beneath her breasts distractingly. Face screwing up, she muttered, “Good girls summon things of no consequence. How about some dust, Bekkah? Maybe a little piece of cotton? There you go, that’s nice. That’s what a good girl should conjure. Bah. None of it is fun at all!”

And with that, I got it. Bekkah’s weakness might have been a lack of attention, which her Ambrosia effect could maybe help with, but it was mostly about the curriculum playing it too safe for her. That gave me ideas.

“I know how to fix this,” I said confidently. “Let’s finish up and grab the other girls. I want to go somewhere private where we can try a few things without anyone coming to tell us we’re doing it wrong.”

Turning, her hard nipples brushed across my chest as she leaned close, big eyes looking up at me hopefully. “Doing it wrong? What do you mean?”

“Mhm. One reason I always hated school was teachers thinking they always knew better than I did when they didn’t. I don’t want anyone minding what we do or coming over to try and stop us from getting you through this. Tipping her chin down, she looked up at me through her lashes. “Could you…oh, I don’t know, maybe…give me something if I do well?”

I arched my brow. “What do you mean?”

“Well. I’ve always done better if there was some incentive at the end. You know.” She glanced down. “I thought maybe we could form a deeper bond.”

“Bekkah, I like you. If you want an incentive to do well today, I’ll tell you what. Once we go through the test and you prove you can accomplish every spell, we’ll go on a special date together. Just the two of us. So we can get to know each other as people. Then, if we both decide, we can discuss a deeper bond.”

“With your cock inside me?”

“Maybe.” I still wasn’t sure whether fucking Bekkah first would be a mistake or not. Tizzy had an innocent demeanor most of the time, but beneath that was a fierce side. “We’ll see. Either way, you can have my release all to yourself as a reward at some point. How’s that?”

“Oh! Yes! Perfect!” She bounced a few times, nearly slipping on the floor.

I caught her, her lithe body momentarily pressed against my stomach and already hard cock. Neither of us said anything as we got out, dressed, then walked into the main room of the cabin.

As it turned out, every other girl was awake and watching us with bright, expectant eyes.

“Well,” Kasirah said, all matter-of-fact. “Are we topping off on mana or are we focusing on studies? If we’re doing the former, I want first this time. I was patient last night.”

I shook my head, explaining my plan. “I want all of you to come with us and contribute. What we all learn from each other may help in everything that comes next, especially since we’re a team now. If we finish early, or Bekkah needs a break, we can take turns working on other subjects. Sound good?”

It did. Even Tizzy, who was giving Bekkah a decidedly jealous look, caved to the idea of us using group time to help her friend.

Then Bekkah just had to add, “And he said if I do really good, we’re going to go on a date! And then we’ll have a love-bond. And he’ll give me his entire mana potion as a reward!”

That led to a damn near-riot. The next half an hour was me explaining that each of them could have a turn going on dates. “Bekkah asked for an incentive,” I added at the end. “I doubt each of you wants my cock just for making good grades or learning a new spell, do you?”

“Uh,” Asenath piped up, eyes flashing

“Often sought yet never enough,

Through valleys low and mountains rough.

Some say “stop” when having their fill,

But those who know better climb higher still.

When counting blessings or gathering might, What truth holds steady, day and night?”

That one took me a beat, but context helped. “More is best?”

“More is always better, but yeah. That’s about it.” She gave me a mysterious smile. “That’s three solved, mortal. You’ve earned a prize.”

“Speaking of prizes,” Tizzy shot in, “he beat Kassi and me in HOG yesterday and didn’t do much of anything fun. I mean, last night was…recreational. But he didn’t make us do anything. I want to be bossed around. And naked!”

“True, we do owe you a day of servitude,” Kasirah said with a velvet chuckle. “With the reward Asenath owes you, I guess that makes three of us, possibly.”

“D-d-don’t go signing me up for something like that out of nowhere!” the sphinx shouted. But her tone changed suddenly when she glanced over at me. “I mean—I guess it’s okay. If Reggie likes the idea of me servicing him with the two of you. I’m a f-f-filthy whore after all. Mostly.” She sounded like she was trying to convince herself still, which made me smirk at her.

“Since you all like incentives, how about this? We still have to decide about optional early testing. If everyone does well and decides to take the early exams, and succeeds, we’ll revisit the ‘servants for a day’ concept, and I’ll find a way to make it fun for us all.”

“W-what about me?” Bekkah asked, batting her lashes at me as her butterfly wings fanned out cutely. “If I pass the tests, can I be your servant, too?”

“Why would you—but you didn’t lose—never mind, yeah, sure,” I sighed. “Why the hell would I refuse?”

Now that we were all on the same page, or at least pointed in the same direction, I had Tizzy take the lead. “We need someplace safe and private. Got anywhere like that?”

“Of course I do,” she said, sounding mildly offended. “The grounds are covered in places like that. Sometimes, if you’re lucky, you might find a roaming monster or spirit to bind, too.”

After leaving the cabin, she pranced around, showing off her affinity to nature and the natural enthusiasm I was rapidly becoming quite fond of. The rest of our team remained nearby, with Bekkah choosing to fly, while Asenath and Kasirah each took up flanking positions on either side of me.

Walking at the center of the group was an interesting sensation. It gave me a feeling of place, as if I was precisely where I needed to be. It was also, and I felt a little guilty about thinking this, quite the power trip. Here I was, on the second day of Summer Camp, and surrounded by some of the most gorgeous women that I’d ever seen. What person in their right mind wouldn’t be jealous of me?

Still, I was determined for there to be more. To achieve more.

Tizzy took us through an overgrown hedge maze, one of several on the grounds. Instead of solving it, she pointed to a route that was technically a dead end. It just so happened that the dead end was in a wide, relatively open area. Enterprising students had stuck a couple benches and chairs there years ago, making it one of many similar places for students to sneak off to.

She was all too happy to point out there were plenty of places for us to distract ourselves if we wanted to.

After we arrived, I had everyone go to the nearest table, leaving Bekkah and I standing.

“Bekkah, to get started, why don’t you show us an example of your conjuration technique?” I said, moving a few feet away, just in case something bad happened. According to the texts, the low-level conjuration spells were relatively harmless.

Given the circumstances, I wasn’t about to play around with what might turn into a fireball big enough to burn my face off.

Nodding eagerly, she drew her wand and made a couple experimental flicks to warm her wrist up. Once she’d loosened up, she pointed at the ground and, with a flick-and-swish motion that reminded me of drawing a Q shape, said, “Crustulum est veritas!”

Magic tension rolled through the air in a quick puff as a lumpy, soggy cake-looking thing appeared on the ground.

“The first test is to make something edible,” Asenath explained from nearby, clearly holding back a laugh. “Every time you take the test, they change one or two details.”

Bekkah, looking like a wilted flower, nodded along with the other girl’s words. “They always make it a confection for me, for whatever reason. This class in particular is my third strike, by the way.”

The way she cast the spell, particularly the fluidity of the motion, suggested that she’d had a ton of practice with the gestures. Which told me the problem wasn’t the words or her execution. That left one thing.

Before I went into full mentor mode, however, I needed to test my theory out for myself.

“Hrm. Let me try,” I said, ejecting my wand from its wrist holster. This particular version of the spell would be new to me, but I was confident I got the idea. “You just think about whatever food you like most, as long as it fits in the category, right?”

Asenath replied, “Basically, yeah. It’s a very simple spell. They use it in the kitchens all the time.”

Brow furrowing, I tried finding a food that I particularly enjoyed. It came to me quickly and, with almost no effort, I found myself able to replicate my memory of the taste, texture, and smell of the fruit. When I cast the spell, chanting, “Crustulum est veritas!” an entire stack of fruit slices appeared. It was the same fruit I’d first sampled with Tizzy and Kasirah the previous day.

“He got it on the first try!” Tizzy said, bouncing up and down distractingly. “Oh wow! Oh wow!”

Bekkah continued to look wilted. “See? I’m just awful at this.”

I shook my head, walking over to her. Leaning down, I whispered into her ear. “You remember what you did with me last night? With your mouth on me?”

“Well, yeah.” She blushed a little, although from the way her hips wriggled, I knew it wasn’t from embarrassment. “And?”

“Can you describe how it felt? How it tasted? How swallowing my cum made you feel?”

“Well, sure. Of course.”

“Do it.”

She did, going into far more detail than I’d ever heard anyone go into describing food, let alone someone’s semen. I tuned most of the details out, since hearing about how decadent my own load was wasn’t my thing. When she was done, I said, “Okay. Now, I want you to close your eyes and really feel and smell and taste all of those things. Then try casting the spell again.”

Swallowing hard, she did as I suggested and closed her eyes. I moved behind her, placing one hand on her waist, and the other on her spellcasting arm.

Speaking softly against her ear, I said, “You’ve got this Bekkah. I know you do. You don’t need your eyes. Just focus on what you want, on what made you so happy last night and…”

“Crustulum est veritas!” She shouted the words, her wrist finding the motions automatically.

This time, a small glass appeared in the center of the clearing with a milky white substance inside.

Tizzy didn’t wait to rush over and down the contents, swallowing as greedily as if she’d been famished and seen her favorite meal. “That’s it!” she said after. “No mana, but the flavor and texture are perfect. Bekkah, great job!”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Nope. That’s hardly a confection. We need to do it again. This time, with cake. Or whatever.”

It took her two more tries, but by the third, Bekkah understood. By centering her mind on what gave her the most joy, or pleasure, or whatever, she found a way to give herself the focus to not drift.

With that new principle figured out, the next conjurations fell into place quickly. We summoned confections, then simple tools, then a couple larger practical objects—like a ladder or step-stool.

“And that’s it,” Bekkah said, dismissing a full-sized ottoman. The girl was glowing with a sense of achievement, but looked entirely drained, as if she’d spent all the mana she’d gained from recent activities and more.

I pointed it out to the group, and Kasirah explained, “Most of us only have a moderate amount of mana. Normally we could only cast any of these conjuration spells two or three times. With the boost you gave us, we’re able to do a lot more. The help you just gave Bekkah would normally have taken two of the prep days she had available.”

“Ah,” I said. “That makes total sense. How long will it take for her to naturally regenerate the mana?”

“Most of the day,” Bekkah said, moving to take a seat with the others. “That’s just one reason your mana potions are so important.”

“My cum,” I corrected. “You’re getting it out of my dick. Listen—enough is enough. Just because it replenishes mana doesn’t change the fact that it’s cum.”

All four of them ignored my statement.

New Spell Entry—Simple Meal Item

Spell: Conjure Edible Item Incantation: “Crustulum est veritas!” Casting Time: Short-Standard Range: Close Mana Cost: LowDetails: A basic conjuration spell that creates simple edible items based on the caster’s focused intent and memory of taste, texture, and appearance. The quality and accuracy of the conjured food depends heavily on the caster’s concentration and familiarity with the desired item. It appears in an appropriate container, although that must also be imagined. Commonly used as a placement test for conjuration students.


Chapter 16


We migrated from the hedge maze to the castle, where we could work in our private dining hall. There, with access to refreshments and bathrooms, we spent the rest of the morning practicing as a group, working through one of the challenging classes for each of the girls. Not everyone instantly grasped concepts, as Bekkah seemed to.

Seeing them struggle, particularly with lessons that clearly bored them, I pointed out Bekka’s focusing bubbles.

“Are you saying we should get Bekkah overcharged with mana, so Asenath can get the extra focus benefits?” Kasirah asked, eyes bright as she caught on to my logic.

“I absolutely am,” I said.

The next few minutes were terrible, awful, and no-good at all. Overcharging Bekkah required making out until the girl went into her ‘super bubble’ mode. It also had the benefit of recharging her mana. But it also triggered everyone else to want their slice of Reggie pie, which I had to provide.

It was all I could do to prevent the entire day from washing away in a sea of… Well, fluids.

Her bubbles did the trick. Popping on Kasirah and Asenath, they allowed both the focus it took to produce spells in half the time they would have otherwise.

Asenath, whose weakness was ritual circles, happily shoved her ass at me as she bent over and, in just a few minutes, overcame her previous errors.

“My cum is mana, and Bekkah’s bubbles are Adderall,” I grumbled, “no way this ends poorly, right?”

Hours passed, with pauses long enough to ‘recharge’ Bekkah’s bubbles and the team’s focus. Each time, they progressed a little further.

“I’m especially thirsty,” Tizzy announced, to which Bekkah giggled and waved her wand. Her spell conjured a round of goblets for all the girls filled with a familiar-looking white liquid.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked, watching with mild horror as my cabinmates eagerly grabbed their cups.

“Mhm!” Tizzy exclaimed, taking a generous sip. “It’s Big Brother’s special mana potion!”

“It’s... close,” Kasirah said thoughtfully, swirling the contents of her cup. “But not quite as satisfying as the real thing.” Her pale cheeks flushed as she caught my eye.

Asenath took a delicate sip, pinky out, before adding her own riddle-free assessment. “The flavor and texture are perfect, but it’s missing that special kick of power, obviously.”

“We could bottle and sell this stuff,” Tizzy moaned. “Bex, you’re really onto something with this!”

I blinked a few times, trying to reset the scene in my mind. “Can we maybe focus for a moment?” I cleared my throat, trying desperately to ignore the way the jackalope was making exaggerated slurping sounds. “We need to be serious for a while here. I’d appreciate knowing which classes everyone is taking, and who’s planning to attempt the early placement tests.”

“You first, Big Brother!” Tizzy demanded, twitching her bunny ears.

“Well, I’m supposed to have a full course load,” I explained. “As a new student, that is. But I intend to test out of every single class and move straight to independent study projects. I plan to join you as third-year students next semester without any make-up to do.”

The declaration earned a choral gasp from my audience. Even Asenath’s lioness tail went stock-still with surprise.

“That’s a big goal,” Kasirah noted with wide eyes, though her expression held admiration that made her glow with confidence.

“How did you get so good so fast?” Bekkah asked as her rainbow-colored wings fluttered behind her. “You’ve only known about magic for a few weeks, right?! That’s totally far out!”

I leaned back in my chair, considering how to explain. “When I got the invitation to Thistlewick, I treated it as any other self-improvement opportunity. I’ve always been good at absorbing information quickly—speedreading, memory techniques, that sort of thing. The fact that I’m a warlock with increased mana was just a lucky accident that made it that much easier, I guess.”

All four girls let out dreamy sighs at the mention of my “mana”, making me shift uncomfortably. I decided to wait out the renewed chorus of noisy slurps before continuing.

“So, what about the rest of you?” I asked, pointing at Bekkah. “Let’s start with you, flower child.”

The fairy girl’s wings drooped slightly. “I need to pass Conjuration, obviously. Plus Basic Healing Magic, Elemental Foundations, and Dark Arts.”

POP!

Tizzy popped a giant bubble of the faux mana potion, her expression distant and dreamy. Realizing I was looking at her, she grinned at me, totally unabashed, and lisped, “I’ve got three. Healing Magic, Dark Arts, and Sophomore Transfiguration.”

“Just two for me,” Kasirah offered, straightening with visible pride when I nodded approvingly at her. “Healing Magic and Combat Applications.”

“Two for me as well,” Asenath added, though her sultry tone made even those simple words sound provocative. “Healing Magic and Ritual Construction. Though I’d much rather be studying the anatomy of a certain warlock...”

“Interesting.” I stroked my chin thoughtfully. “The first thing I notice, obviously, is that you all struggle with Healing Magic. Maybe our efforts would be best focused on that, since group practice would benefit everyone. Let’s start there.”

Without warning, I thrust my hand into the magical flames. The girls screamed in unison as I withdrew it, showing a red burn across my palm.

“What the hell?!” Kasirah shouted, half-rising from her seat. “That was insane! And kind of sexy, but mostly just crazy!”

“Who feels most confident in their healing abilities?” I asked calmly, holding my hand flat and waving it side to side to air out the blistering injury. “This is a basic spell, but only if you act fast. Every delayed second makes it harder to mend a fresh burn.”

The girls stared at me in horror until Asenath finally crawled forward on the rug, drawing her wand with trembling fingers. “Sana caro!” she incanted, doing mostly-right gestures and stiff wandwork—nothing happened.

I grabbed her wrist with my unburned hand, staring intently into her yellow eyes. “Your wand motion is too rigid,” I explained. “Think of it as drawing a figure eight, but sideways. Let me show you.” I guided her hand through the proper motion.

“Not everyone has your natural talent,” Kasirah protested from nearby, though her voice carried warmth rather than criticism. “It won’t be that simple. This isn’t fair to her, Reggie!”

“I believe in her,” I said firmly, still holding Asenath’s gaze. “Az, you can do this.”

She nodded, eyes still wide, and gulped hard as she took back her hand from my grasp. “I...I can do this. I’m a capable, sexy witch who can heal her man.”

“Again,” I said. “Try again.”

The sphinx obeyed me, but her second attempt fizzled just as badly as the first.

“Time’s running out,” I warned her. “If we wait much longer, it could scar, and it’ll require more advanced magic than any of you have learned to heal it. But you stepped up because you know you can do this, Asenath. So do it.”

Asenath’s face set with determination. “SANO CARO!” she shouted, putting everything she had into the spell. This time the gestures were spot on, and I half-suspected it was mostly the determination and confidence that made the final result such a roaring success.

Green sparks erupted from her wand tip, washing over my burn. The painful mark faded before our eyes, leaving fresh pink skin behind.

Without hesitation, I pulled her into a tight embrace. “I’m so proud of you,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “That’s my girl.”

The sphinx melted against me with absolutely no resistance. Behind her, the other girls watched jealously.

“Alright then,” I said, pulling back with a shit-eating grin. “Who wants to try next?”

All three other girls’ hands shot into the air so fast it was almost comical. Even Tizzy briefly forgot about her conjured cup of fake cum in her eagerness to earn her own forehead kiss.

At least I’d found an easier way to motivate them.

We spent the next few hours rotating between girls, with each casting their lowest-mana cost spells. Pacing them out with their boosted recharge time gave us opportunities to discuss strategies.

I went over the sorts of tips and tricks I’d taught myself, walking them through the concepts of the mind palace, or even taking naps after long study sessions.

Naturally, they took the idea of a “nap” in an entirely inappropriate direction.

“I bet I could go to sleep with your cock in my mouth,” Bekkah mused, wings fluttering. “Would that make the bubbles bloom out, I wonder? Natural as morning dew on petals...”

Tizzy, at first jealous, picked up on the thread. “And then we’d all get those focus bursts! That could be so...”

“Synergistic?” I suggested.

“That! Oh my prairie gods, Big Brother, you’re so amazing!” And then she was tackling me for impulsive kisses, her antlers carefully angled away from my face in the most adorable display of consideration.

Which led to...

Well, the girls needed more mana, so briefly giving into temptation just made sense.

After their mana was topped off and we were all focused on the important things, I concentrated on Kasirah. Her combat magic indeed needed work, but she was far from a lost cause. Her issue wasn’t her knowledge or spellpower, it was just that she tended to freeze up in critical moments. It took a little digging to ascertain that, but I was confident in my findings.

In reality, the valkyrie had more raw power than she gave herself credit for—she just needed someone to believe in her enough to make her stop overthinking every gesture and trust her instincts. The way her eyes lit up when I complimented her form told me she was already building that confidence. I had a feeling that when we did get a chance to properly duel, she’d see that I was right.

Watching Tizzy attempt transfiguration spells, on the other hand, was initially challenging. The jackalope got the gestures and incantations down easily enough, so it took me a while to figure out what was wrong with her approach.

I actually had to take a quick jaunt back to our cabin to grab a theory book to parse it out. It was all about intent and focus. Something about her mind wasn’t really able to wrap around the concept of one item turning into another, so she couldn’t get in the right headspace for the spell. She would probably be the biggest challenge to help, especially since she occasionally got distracted by my crotch mid-gesture with her wand, blinking those big green eyes and asking “What the butt was I doing again?”

Asenath, who insisted that healing magic was her weakest link, turned out to have something of a knack for it under pressure. I ran through practice after practice with her, each time watching her succeed with more and more confidence until she finally broke down and pouted tearfully at me, begging me to stop inflicting injuries on myself while making sultry comments about wanting to kiss my wounds better.

Fair enough.

Time became fluid as we moved from success to success. Bekkah’s eighth flawless conjuration in a row earned enthusiastic cheers from the group, while Kasirah’s powerful steelskin buff left us all marveling at the silver sheen coating her already stunning form. Between demonstrations, explanations, and the occasional mana top-off, the afternoon melted away until exhaustion finally claimed us all. Eventually, the warmth of the fireplace and the afternoon’s efforts caught up with us, and the next thing I knew, we were all crashed out on the thick rug in front of the hearth.

When I woke up, I had to piss urgently, having downed plenty of water while the girls were enjoying their...alternative beverage. Disentangling myself from what had become a rather intimate pile of sleeping monster girls took some doing, especially if the goal was not to wake them up. Particularly challenging was avoiding getting impaled on jackalope antlers as I peeled Tizzy off of me. It was also something of a task to get the sphinx’s tail that was wrapped around my wrist to release me.

I headed to the bathroom but stopped short when I saw my reflection in the mirror. I almost burst out laughing at what I saw, but felt a surge of affection instead. My face and neck were absolutely covered in lipstick prints of various sizes and colors, as if someone had used me for kissing practice while I slept. Which was almost certainly exactly what happened.

I could guess that this was the lipstick that Lady Katherine had placed in their storage chests. Before long I found myself playing detective with the marks.

The tiny, precise ones along my jaw had to be Bekkah’s work—I’d noticed earlier how delicate her lips were. The fuller, more sensual darker prints decorating my neck screamed Asenath, while the enthusiastic, slightly messy ones could only belong to Tizzy. That left the carefully placed kisses across my forehead to Kasirah.

These girls really needed non-smearing lipstick. Then again, I kind of didn’t hate it.

After taking care of business, I took another minute to grin at my reflection before washing my hands. When I walked back into the main room I found Lady Katherine standing there, staring down at the ladies. The vampire’s eyes narrowed with amusement as she regarded my sleeping harem, and then my kiss-covered face.

“My, my. Quite the productive day, I see,” she said, her fangs catching the firelight.

“I promise, we did get a lot accomplished,” I insisted. I touched one of the marks on my neck self-consciously.

She snickered a little. “I have no doubt. I hate to interrupt, but might I borrow your cute little cabinmates for a while? There’s a rather important reproductive health seminar for female monsters I think they’d benefit from attending, and it appears their mana is mostly spent anyway so they won’t get much more practice in.”

“Sure,” I said, watching as she woke each girl with a gentle wave of her hand. “I’ll catch up with them later.”

We caught the girls up to speed, and they filed out with our counselor, blowing me kisses or offering winks, still yawning and stretching. I found myself grateful for the interruption, even if I did feel a bit of separation anxiety. The raw boost in power I’d gotten from the girls was unlike anything described in the textbooks. I needed time to figure out how to control it before I accidentally blew something—or someone—straight to kingdom come.

“Time to start the real practice,” I said, cracking my knuckles.

New Spell Entry—Minor Healing

Spell: (Minor) Healing

Incantation: “Sana caro!”

Casting Time: Instantaneous

Range: Close

Mana Cost: Low

Details: This spell heals a small amount of damage. It will not regenerate scar tissue.

New Spell Entry—Steelskin

Spell: Steelskin

Incantation: “Cutis ferrea dura!”

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Range: Self or Touch

Mana Cost: Medium

Details: This enhancement spell temporarily hardens the target’s skin to have the protective qualities of steel while maintaining flexibility and sensation. The effect provides significant protection against physical attacks and environmental hazards. When cast by someone with enhanced mana, the spell creates a visible silver sheen across the skin.


Chapter 17


With the girls attending the seminar with Lady Katherine, I took a little time exploring portions of the campus I hadn’t yet seen. After just a few minutes, I came to a marble platform in the middle of a field.

Diagrams carved into the structure corresponded with the fundamental magical elements. On the outer ring were the prime ones: earth, fire, wind, water, aether, spirit, and mind. Each of those was represented in a two-foot-wide embossed emblem.

The next ring had derivatives. Those weren’t always elements per se, as much as the various ways the prime elements could be combined. There were lots of those, and they ranged from things such as life to blood, and so on.

According to my textbooks, the permutations of potential spells was functionally limitless. Practicality limited them to far fewer.

My concern wasn’t the nature of magic, however. It was the amount of output I was getting. I wanted to be the best, but not just because I had a bigger fire hose than everyone else.

Plus, if I got special attention, it might pull me away from the girls. I didn’t want some scholar thinking that giving me a ‘privileged’ position was for my own good.

I’d had enough of that crap in grade school.

Walking across the stone platform, I came to a stop at aether. Closing my eyes, I recalled some of the text I’d read about the topic.

[image: ]

Aether: Aether is the raw essence of magic; it cannot be harnessed by mortals until it is processed into mana. Mana is a combination of aether, mind, and spirit. It is the culmination of a person’s inner self.

Analytics Note: The Analytics spells available to you are representations of your true potential. Treat them as best guesses, as it is currently impossible to measure innate aether or spirit.

[image: ]

I’d become keenly aware that the Analyze Self spell, along with the carefully notated spells or potions lists at the end of my textbooks, while useful, were not the whole story.

My mana hadn’t increased due to being intimate with the monster girls. It also wasn’t as if I felt any specific surge or additional benefit during our moments of intimacy the way they did. Pleasuring Kasirah hadn’t left me giddy or intoxicated the way the girls became. Not that it hadn’t been a nice change from being a snack for the harem, mind you.

At the same time, my output and capabilities had absolutely increased regardless. That meant it was up to me to figure out how to control my capabilities myself, without relying on any documented tips or tricks.

Thinking of Bekkah and her conjuration breakthrough, I wondered whether I might be able to solve my problem in a comparable manner.

Drawing my wand, I walked to the edge of the platform. Aiming at a flower, I tried the plant growth spell. As before, the flower burst into growth far outside what it should have. This wasn’t days, weeks, or months of accelerated size; it was closer to an evolution.

I cast Analyze Self again and saw a listing under Current Mana that said I was down by a small amount. Interestingly, this time when I cast the spell, I found a new entry that I hadn’t noticed before.

[image: ]

Bolstered: You are currently under (4x) bolstering effects. This enhancement will last between 12-24 hours.

[image: ]

The lack of specificity on the enhancement bothered my analytical mind, but it did give me concrete proof that circumstances were different.

“Okay,” I said out loud, using the sound of my own voice as a ground. “Now, we know that the amount of magic I’m using isn’t the variable. If casting these spells was analogous to driving a car, I wouldn’t want to change the steering wheel. That’s working fine. Maybe there’s an issue with the accelerator?”

There were lots of reasons to establish some command over my power: from not wanting to draw undue attention (beyond what I already knew I was), to not wanting to accidentally hurt someone. That meant I needed a way to compensate for the Bolstered buff at will.

What I needed to do, if I was going to sandbag my full potential and remain with the girls, was to somehow make the magic I wielded less efficient to compensate for the Bolstered buff.

“Somehow I need to make my mind, spirit, or aether less concentrated?”

But how?

Frustrated, and with no solutions coming to mind, I wandered away from the platform. Seeing a building in the distance, the giant shape of Ms. Hegwen standing outside, I decided to take the chance to go talk to her.

When I arrived, I found Ms. Hegwen frowning deeply. She shook her head, muttering beneath her breath, then began dry washing her hands anxiously.

“Ms. Hegwen, what’s the problem?” I asked, remembering that she’d appeared unhappy during the commencement as well.

She started, clearly caught off guard. “Oh. It’s you. Reggie. Well. It’s nothing really. Just a small problem with a group of harpies I’m following up on. It appears they’ve run afoul of a local pixie population. It’s causing all sorts of ecological issues—magical ones too. Stable for now, but it could escalate at any moment.” Mopping her brow, she sighed. “It’s just the same as the Dark Lady all over again. Oops. I shouldn’t have said that.” She put her hand over her mouth. “Just pretend I didn’t say that, alright?”

“Uh. Sure.” I made a mental note to investigate further, once I knew a bit more about pixies and harpies. “Ms. Hegwen, I was wondering if I could ask you a rather, uh, strange and hypothetical question?”

“Of course, Reggie.” She smiled at me, losing some of the distractible concern. “You know, you’re the first proper warlock we’ve had here in quite a while. Not since the time of the Dark Lady, I think, if I’m being honest.” She visibly bit her tongue, but didn’t continue.

“You know I’m a warlock?” I asked.

“Of course. Any of us with magical sensitivity can tell. That’ll basically be all the female instructors on campus, and maybe a couple of the men, too. There’s a certain, shall we say, enticing aroma about a warlock.” She hooked a thumb toward a misty forest. “Be on the lookout for the humanoid monsters if you wander alone, too. Their kind can take quite the liking to yours.”

That was an image I definitely did not want to ponder. Pushing on, I said, “I’ve got a bit of an odd problem I’m hoping you won’t tell anyone about.”

She gave me an odd look. Not suspicious, but maybe… calculating? It was hard to imagine guile on a woman of her stature and assets, but there it was. “Sure, Reggie. As long as no one is being harmed or in danger, I’d be glad to keep it to myself.”

I told her about my problem, slightly underselling just how potent my spells had become since engaging with the girls. When I was finished, Ms. Hegwen laughed hard enough to make her watermelon-sized breasts nearly tear through her robe.

“The solution is pretty simple. Here, come with me to my cabin. I have an item that might help,” Ms. Hegwen said, gesturing toward a stone cottage nestled between two ancient oaks.

The groundskeeper’s home was a marvel of magical integration with nature. Vines with luminescent flowers crawled up the walls, their petals shifting colors in the manner of mood rings. Various dried herbs hung from the ceiling rafters, and shelves lined with jars of preserved specimens covered every wall. I spotted what looked to be a miniature dragon sleeping in a terrarium, curled around a crystalline formation.

That was a sort of “what the fuck is my life” moment. A literal dragon. Then again, I was having premarital relations with a jackalope, a sphinx, a valkyrie, and a rainbow fairy, so maybe a mini dragon wasn’t that big of a deal.

“Please, make yourself comfortable,” she said, closing the door behind us. She immediately shed her baggy groundskeeper’s robe, revealing practical ranger’s attire underneath—a fitted green tunic and leather pants that showed off a body that reminded me of Kasirah’s, only larger in every dimension. The woman’s tunic strained at her chest in a way that revealed a mind-boggling expanse of cleavage.

“Now then,” she said, moving to a particularly fascinating shelf filled with labeled containers. “We’ve developed quite a collection of natural modifiers over the centuries. Some enhance, some dampen, some even change the ‘signature’ of one’s magical output.”

She pulled down several jars, explaining the contents of each. “Most of these would just have normal effects on spellcasters. But on you? Well. This,” she wiggled one, “according to the Dark Lady’s texts, would add a minty aftertaste to your seed. Isn’t that interesting? I have an entire catalogue of these sorts of interactions around here somewhere. Highly restricted, of course.”

She paused long enough to wink meaningfully at me.

Seeing my lack of overt response, she reached out to a jar containing silvery leaves. “Ah, yes. Here we go. This is what you need.” She produced a tiny whitish leaf, similar to a maple leaf, and handed it off to me.

“Cool. Uh. What’s this?”

She smiled. “Eat it. It’s called Silverleaf. With it, your conscious control over magic will experience a temporary increase. It allows magic users with unpredictable magical output of any type to regulate their power to appear more normal or standard. However, it also allows you to ‘upcast’ at will to your full potential, or near it. It only lasts a week, so you’ll have to hope I can scrounge up some more for you by then, but it should help you out in the meantime.”

Accepting the offering, I popped it in my mouth and swallowed. It tasted bitter, like sucking on tea leaves. Gulping it down stoically, I patted my belly and said, “Thank you, Ms. Hegwen. This is exactly what I needed.”

“Of course, not a problem at all dearie,” she said, straightening to her full impressive height. “And do come visit if you need any other botanical assistance. I so rarely get to share my knowledge of magical herbs with students who truly appreciate it.”

I nodded my thanks and headed for the door. As solutions went, this one appeared almost too perfect. Now I just had to figure out the proper dosage to keep my magic at an appropriate level for my studies.

“Oh, and Reggie?” she called after me. “Do be careful around those cabinmates of yours. Monster girls can be quite... energetic when they find an item they enjoy, and few have any experience with human men, so I fear they may get a bit out of control.”

I managed not to trip over my own feet at that comment as I made my hasty exit.


Chapter 18


Finding myself with time to spare before the girls returned, I decided that it was time to build up my arsenal of summons.

I was pragmatic enough to know I wasn’t invulnerable; experimentation without supervision, especially in this new world, would be foolish. Part of me contemplated finding others back at the cabins, maybe recruiting another wizard to participate with me.

But I wasn’t ready to mix it up with others. For one: I had a secret, actually several secrets, that I wasn’t ready to let out. For another, what if there was drama? I hated drama. Introducing an outsider into anything I did increased those chances.

That left two options: sit on my ass and do nothing that moved the needle or be a bit rash and go looking for trouble.

Making my way from Ms. Hegwen’s cabin, I retrieved my summoning textbook and ingredient pouch from my trunk in our cabin and settled beneath a large, gnarled tree in preparation for the latter option.

With a few practiced page flips, the textbook graciously fell open to a section about capturing and binding wild magical creatures for future summoning. According to the text, any magical beast could theoretically be bound as a summon through the right combination of ritual circles, incantations, and displays of dominance or negotiation.

It was an interesting system. The back of the textbook contained an index of guides to summoning ready-to-bind monsters. One key feature noted in the lessons was that magically generated creatures weren’t the same as organic ones; I couldn’t think of them the same way.

The common list allowed summoners to conjure members of an entire species, more-or-less. In doing so, we used mana to bring a creature from another place and into our reality. When we defeated or killed these creatures, they didn’t actually die. Rather, their essence merged with wherever they came from, and would naturally “re-spawn” over time.

One key thing to remember was that creatures that weren’t in the index were unique. Each was distinct, had its own personality, and would need to be captured and bound.

Feeling confident I had a good grasp of the metaphysics, I decided now was a perfect time to go find some additional creatures. Not only would they add to my personal power, but they’d also potentially give me an edge over my peers.

I continued my walk around the perimeter of the camp, keeping my wand ready and senses alert for magical signatures.

Halfway through my exploration, I discovered a bridge leading over a wide, rushing river. Intrigued, I made my way across. The rushing water propelled a steady current of air that ruffled my clothes—and which was a little chilly. Following its course, I saw it vanish into a rugged area directly north of where I’d accessed the bridge. Only, when I’d been in that direction, I hadn’t seen the river or the structure.

“Otherworld physics,” I mused to myself, making my way fully across.

A sign greeted me on the other side.

Notice: This area is rich with magic and creature spawns. Most are common or uncommon, but be careful—higher rarities sometimes appear, particularly near areas of concentrated magic!

I couldn’t help but wonder if a warlock would attract random monsters? Maybe that was the downside to all these perks and advantages?

Wandering further, I found several distinct biomes, each side-by-side. The closest was rocky, so I made my way there, following a well-worn path while keeping my head on a swivel for signs of any potential creatures.

It didn’t take too long before I spotted something compelling—a mass of orange scales beneath a rocky outcropping. Steam rose from cracks between the stones, and I could feel the ambient temperature rising with each step forward. I raised my wand and cast Analyze Creature.

The resulting text appeared in my mind’s eye, formatted just as an entry in my Dad’s game books.
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Target Identified: Blast Salamander

Type: Fire Elemental

Beast Threat Level: Medium

Rarity: Uncommon

Details: A proud territorial creature roughly 3 feet in length. Scales shift between orange and deep red. Notable for its crown of hornlike protrusions and ability to breathe concentrated fire hot enough to melt stone.

Recommended Binding Method: Blast Salamanders respond well to displays of confidence and strength. While they can be captured through force, most successful bindings occur through respectful challenge and negotiation. A full containment circle is advised to prevent escape during the binding process.
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Moving away, I quickly consulted my textbook for the proper binding ritual for fire types, though I was pretty sure I had it memorized. The salamander lounged on its sun-warmed rock, occasionally puffing steam from its nostrils as it watched me cautiously, probably not sure what I was up to just yet. I began laying out the components needed for the ritual—pulling volcanic ash and red crystals from my ingredient pouch and retrieving a piece of charcoal from the same source for drawing the circle.

First though, I needed to weaken it, which meant roughing it up a bit. Animal abuse, maybe, but if that’s the way things are done to earn a passing grade, then all I could do was hope that PETA wasn’t hiding in the bushes.

Fighting a tremor of trepidation at my first real combat, I summoned Bitey the Bite Beast, a dog-sized rat, basically. The air warped slightly as hot summer air does, bubbling inward before depositing the oversized rodent next to me. It looked as though someone had taken a normal rat and supersized it, then kicked it in the dick for long enough to fix it with a permanent snarl. That snarl came complete with massive buck teeth that could probably crunch through steel.

“Alright, handsome,” I muttered to my big bad rat, “let’s show this Kentucky Fried lizard what we can do.”

The salamander’s eyes narrowed at our challenge. It rose to its full height, with a crown of horns flaring with heat. My textbooks had done little to prepare me for this—this was a real wild creature with pride and power of its own. I had to dominate it now, not severely wound it, and certainly not kill it.

It would be a nail-biting balancing act.

The actual battle was unlike anything I’d experienced. Extensive practice and training with spells had gotten casting them down to a near-reflex. That ‘near’ part almost cost me my eyebrows as a beam of flame came directly for my face.

Showing no fear, the miniature Godzilla-wannabe dug its claws into the ground and opened its mouth as wide as one of those opossum memes. The fire came before I was ready to launch my spell. Fortunately, my reflexes were just fast enough.

Dodging out of the way, I cast reflexively, sending multiple cone-shaped blasts of water at the creature. At the same time, I commanded, “Flank left!”

My summon obeyed, juking in with just enough agility to avoid a vicious clawing. Bitey provided enough of a distraction for me to cast a Lesser Shield spell on myself.

In the half-second it took me to flick and swish the wand for protection, my creature had nipped a chunk out of the salamander and earned a claw to the muzzle in return.

I cast a healing spell on my summons as he went in for another bite.

The next few minutes were eye-opening, both in terms of how much mana I had to expend to keep both myself and my companion in good shape, and in the sheer physicality of real combat. If I hadn’t prepared so hard for this semester, there was zero doubt in my mind that this “simple” combat would have been over much sooner, and with a crappy outcome.

Getting low on mana, I pushed my body, dodging and weaving to distract the salamander while my summons did the job of whittling our opponent down. Focusing on controlling my breathing, I scoured my mind for any other low-mana spells I could use to help the situation.

Unlike the ideas I’d had about fights in this vein, it wasn’t about raw power. I wasn’t trying to kill the little bastard, after all. Instead, it was about proving I was worthy of commanding such a creature. It wasn’t going to get me anywhere just beating it to a pulp—I had to earn its submission.

Sweat dripped down my back and into the valley of my buttcrack as I balanced offense and defense. As the battle drew out and the spike of adrenaline dipped, I felt a hint of nervousness creep back in. Dodging and ducking, I maneuvered behind the glowing disk of my shield spell, letting it do as much of the work as I could.

With all this movement on my part, I was certain this was not what high-level summoning was supposed to look like, but it’s what I had to do for now.

In retrospect, Bitey wasn’t the best suited monster for this battle. Thinking about his attributes, I realized he had no advantages against fire. A rock, paper, scissors approach to the battle would have been better, with me summoning a water beast that would have been resistant, or even immune to the salamander’s flames. The only problem with that was that there were no beginner water elemental summons in the index that would survive on land.

Then, in a flash of realization, I understood that the salamander was testing us. Its attacks were probing rather than all-out assault.

The salamander wasn’t trying to outright kill us either. Instead, each blast of flame inched a little closer, forcing both myself and Bitey to respond in a specific way. It was toying with us. However, in doing so, it was also revealing its fighting style.

Just as that, the combat changed: it went from a life-or-death struggle to a puzzle. One I could solve.

And if I didn’t, my mana would run out and both me and my nasty rat buddy would be fucked. Not proper fucked, mind.

But fucked all the same.

Bitey took a glancing hit that barely passed through the shield, singeing his fur and causing him to let out a pained squeal. I quickly cast a minor healing spell, watching the burns fade from his hide. The creature gave me a grateful look before diving back into the fray with renewed vigor.

“Now!” I shouted, timing my command with a shield spell that turned to steam on impact with the salamander’s latest fire blast. Bitey darted through the resulting cloud, clamping massive teeth down on the salamander’s tail.

The fire creature let out a surprised hiss and whipped its body around to shake off its attacker.

There! That was the response I’d been looking for.

My left hand traced the final sigils of the binding ritual while my right cast a fire resistance spell on Bitey with my wand. The volcanic ash I’d scattered began to glow, and the containment circle flickered to life.

“Ignis bestia, audite vocem meam!” I chanted, feeling the mana drain as the binding magic took hold. “Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico!”

The salamander’s eyes locked with mine as the ritual neared completion. There was a moment of resistance as the monster’s pride warred against the magical compulsion. Then, surprisingly, it relaxed. A sense of approval radiated from the creature as it accepted my dominance.

Light flared, momentarily blinding me. When my vision cleared, I had another summon under my command. I decided to name him “Ignis.” It appeared fitting.

I dismissed Bitey with a grateful pat, watching him fade back to wherever summoned creatures went when not needed. The entire encounter had taken maybe fifteen minutes, but I felt as though I’d run a goddamn marathon with all the frantic darting around. Still, the exhaustion was worth it. I now had a genuine combat summon in my arsenal, and one that I’d earned myself.

One down, I thought, doing my best self-assessment without casting another spell. I was exuberant at the success, but had cast so many spells, so quickly, that I was beginning to feel a little woozy.

Making my way out of the biome, I wandered back up the trail to the bridge, where the rushing waters had a mild revitalizing effect.

“I need a better grasp of the interaction between magic as a resource and the spells I cast,” I said to the waves. “What if I had some sort of real time tracker? Maybe a tablet, an iPad perhaps, or some sort of magical watch. I feel mostly fine already, but how does that translate into how many more spells I can cast? Hrm.”

Retrieving my textbook, I reviewed the appropriate text.
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Magic Regeneration

Standard magic users recoup their total magical capacity once every 24 hours (around 4% per hour).

Magic Depletion

Depleting magic completely can result in unconsciousness or death.

Spell Costs

Magic costs to cast spells have cost categories associated. For example: negligible, low, standard, high, extreme. There is room for variation in how much magical energy each category requires. However, as a general rule:

	Negligible Spells: These spells can be cast almost infinitely. There are very few spells in this categorization.

	Low: These spells can be cast for around 3-6% of the standard user's magic. Basically, after ~20 castings, a normal practitioner can expect to be drained.

	Standard: Most spells fall into this category, and take between 7-10% of the standard user's magic. They can be cast between 10-14 times.

	High: 11-50%; most practitioners can cast 5-8 of these a day.

	Extreme: 51-95%; expect to cast these once, maybe twice per day.




[image: ]

Not only did I have far more mana, but I regenerated way faster than anyone else. That explained a lot about the benefits of being a warlock, and recontextualized a lot of what I was learning from the girls.

Ultimately, I decided to go with my gut: If I felt fine, I probably was fine.

Feeling a rush of exuberance, I turned my attention across the bridge. This time, I wanted to find an electric, or air-type biome, if I could.

Diversity, I knew, would be key.

New Spell Entries (Analyze Creature, Shield, Fire Resistance, Waterspout, Bind Creature)

Spell: Analyze Creature

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Output: Varies

Range: Medium

Details: This spell provides the caster an objective diagnosis about a target monster’s current state, including any active benefits or maladies impacting them. See also Analyze Other (Willing), Analyze Other (Unwilling; Restricted), and Analyze Self.
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Spell: Shield (Lesser)

Casting Time: Reflex

Mana Cost: Low-Moderate

Output: 1 Shield

Range: 30 feet

Details: This spell provides the target with a mobile shield that will actively defend against a moderate amount of physical damage before vanishing. The lesser version of this spell allows the caster to produce up to 3 such shields.
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Spell: Fire Resistance (Lesser)

Casting Time: Reflex

Mana Cost: Low

Output: Enhanced fire resistance

Range: 15 feet

Duration: 1 minute

Details: This spell provides a small amount of fire resistance to 1 target within range.

***

Spell: Waterspout (Lesser)

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Output: 1 Spout

Range: 15 feet

Details: This spell deals a small amount of water damage, and can douse fires. As an elemental spell, it deals enhanced damage against opposing elemental forces, and reduced damage against complementary ones.
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Spell: Bind Creature (Lesser)

Incantation: Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico

Casting Time: Medium

Mana Cost: Medium

Range: 15 feet

Details: This spell allows the caster to bind a monster, spirit, or other magical creature as a summons. Unlike the creatures in the spellbook index (which have basically been bound as a species), the creature bound will be unique to the caster.

Target Conditions—Unconscious: When this spell is cast, if the target is unconscious, the spellcaster automatically wins.

Target Conditions—Conscious: If the target is conscious, a contest of wills will ensue.

Target Conditions—Willing: If the target is willing (through respect or some other negotiation), the spell works immediately.

Limitation: This low-level version of the spell will work on common and uncommon creatures, and has a chance of failing against higher rarities. This failure chance increases with the uniqueness, rarity, and willpower of the target.

New Summons Entry—Blast Salamander

Name: Blast Salamander

Rarity: Uncommon

Summon Type: Fire Elemental

Hit Points: Medium

Intelligence: Medium

Threat: Medium

Mana Cost: Medium

Difficulty to Summon: Low

Movement Speed (Land): Medium

Movement Speed (Water): N/A

Details: A proud fire elemental in salamander form. Roughly 3 feet in length with scales that shift between orange and deep red. Notable for its crown of hornlike protrusions.

Special Abilities: Fire Breath, Heat Aura, Scale Armor

Summons Entry—Bite Beast

Name: Bite Beast

Summon Type: Beast

Hit Points: Low

Intelligence: Low

Threat: Low-Medium

Mana Cost: Low

Difficulty to Summon: Low

Movement Speed (Land): High

Movement Speed (Water): Medium

Details: A magically enhanced rodent roughly the size of a large dog. While not particularly intelligent, Bite Beasts are loyal and follow commands well. Their oversized incisors can chew through most materials, making them useful for both combat and utility purposes.

Special Abilities: Enhanced Bite Force, Pack Tactics


Interlude (Tizzy POV)


Tizzy thumped her lagomorphic foot on the grass at a rate of approximately twelve times per second, her button-like nose and bunny ears twitching as she tried her best to listen to the professor. It was important stuff, after all–actually very poignant, too, because of a certain new summoner boy who had just entered her life with all the sudden intensity of a crimsonbelly dragonwisp bursting into bloom on the first day of Spring.

Anyone who’d witnessed such a phenomenon would understand the breathtaking swiftness of it all.

But still, all she could really think about was Reggie. Reggie with his strong jaw and the way it flexed when he concentrated on spells. Reggie with his neatly coiffed hair that smelled faintly of pine and something uniquely masculine. Reggie with his well-defined man-muscles that rippled beneath his shirts and his confident smile that made her tummy do little flip-flops. Reggie with his Big Brotherly nature, his endless patience when she got distracted or confused... Also his chunky-wunky sucky-wuckable penis that tasted better than honey-melons fresh from the grove.

The memory of his flavor on her tongue made her nose twitch with longing. She found herself unconsciously licking her lips, savoring the phantom taste while her cottontail wiggled with barely contained excitement.

Sighing dreamily, she realized just how much she wanted to conjure a cup of his sweet mana-potion-flavored Big Brother milk, just to feel close to him again. Her fingers tingled with the urge to practice the spell Bekkah had mastered so beautifully.

And maybe blow more bubbles afterward. Bubble blowing was fun, after all, especially when they tasted like starlight and made everything in the whole world feel betterer.

“As you all know,” Professor Applebottom prattled on, well into hour two or three of what was supposed to be a four-hour lecture dishonestly labeled a seminar, “The dwindling populations of monsters back on Everafter are something of an issue. We here at Thistlewick are concerned about the lack of urgency seen in many monster races for their own survival, and–”

A musically-voiced unicorn girl with rose-colored hair raised her hand suddenly. Tizzy had noticed her before—Summer Shandy always sat in the front row and asked the most obvious questions, usually while flipping her lustrous mane in a way that made other students roll their eyes.

Professor Applebottom cut herself off to call upon her, probably eager to hear anything but her own voice. “Yes, Summer Shandy? You have a question?”

“Uh, yeah. You all keep saying that. That it’s such a big problem that there are so few of us. But most of us have very long lifespans or don’t die of age or sickness naturally at all. Like me, I’m five hundred years old. Why should I hurry up and find a man?”

A red-skinned succubus sitting near the middle snorted with derision. “Because some of us actually want families instead of prancing around being ‘pure’ forever.”

Summer Shandy’s cheeks flushed pink. “I wasn’t–that’s not what I meant!”

“How many other unicorns are left back in Everafter?” Professor Applebottom asked, though Tizzy was certain she knew the answer. The professor’s tone carried that particular weight professors used when they were about to make an uncomfortable point.

Summer Shandy flipped her hair and scoffed, though her voice wavered slightly. “Blueberry Sunrise was eaten by a wyvern a century ago, and he’s missed terribly, but–”

“And there have been no births since then,” the wood elf cut her off as she adjusted her spectacles with sharp precision. “And, most problematically, Blueberry Sunrise was the only male unicorn in existence. Which means that when you all die, gods forbid, that’s it. No more, assuming you stay in Everafter.”

A heavy silence fell over the amphitheater. Tizzy felt her ears droop as the weight of extinction settled over the gathered students.

The unicorn girl crossed one leg over the other and huffed, but her defiance seemed forced now. “I don’t feel much of an urge to mate.”

“And that is actually one of the things that we are here to discuss,” Professor Applebottom declared, her voice brightening as she seized the opening. “As it so happens, Thistlewick is getting close to fulfilling its mission.”

Her lips blossomed into an impish smile as a chorus of gasps rang out. Even Tizzy found herself sitting up straighter, her foot-thumping pausing for the first time in an hour.

A green-scaled naga near the back called out, “You mean the return project? That’s actually happening?”

“More than just happening,” Professor Applebottom confirmed with obvious satisfaction. “We’re on the verge of something big.”

She continued when the excited murmuring died down. “Yes, yes, as you all know, not so long ago one of our most gifted professors made a breakthrough, and since then we have been tirelessly working at solving the problem of the return of Everafter residents to Earth. Everafter is a fine sanctuary, but it is small and crowded and the breeding instincts of our peoples have never really been triggered due to never feeling at home, and when the Barrening struck, things only got worse. And of course we don’t speak of her.”

Tizzy knew she was talking about the Dark Lady. A shiver ran down her spine that had nothing to do with the afternoon breeze. Even thinking the name felt dangerous, though she’d never understood exactly why. The adults always got that same haunted look when the topic came up, as if speaking too freely might somehow summon terrible attention.

The professor leaned forward conspiratorially. “We believe that a return to Earth is necessary to trigger your natural drives. On Earth, there are likely over a million human males with at least a drop of magic in their blood–perhaps not enough to earn a place on the bus and certainly nothing like the concentration required to be classified as warlocks, but enough to help monsters save their species–at least as humanoid variants. If we can locate them–”

Another hand shot out, but the oni girl didn’t wait to be called on. Her voice boomed across the amphitheater with typical oni directness. “No one cares about the breeding shit! What are you talking about, here?! Are you saying you found a way for us to return to Earth safely?”

Several students nodded emphatically, including a cluster of dryads who’d been whispering among themselves throughout the lecture.

“The beginnings of a way,” Applebottom confirmed as she steepled her fingers with academic precision. “I’m afraid I can’t go too far into the details. It’s actually thanks to our newest faculty member, the illustrious Lady Katherine, and her bold new research, that we have made so much progress in the last year. After the war against the Dark Lady, we thought that magic at this level was lost to us forever. A golden age is ahead of us, girls!”

Tizzy’s heart soared at the possibility. Earth! With Reggie! She could picture it now, walking hand in hand through human cities, maybe living in a cozy burrow with him and the rest of the harem.

Asenath elbowed her gently, leaning close enough that her warm breath tickled Tizzy’s sensitive ear. “Psst. Did you hear that?! We might be able to go back to Earth sooner than we thought!”

“With Reggie!” Tizzy sighed so loudly and dreamily at the sound of the name coming out of her own mouth that she drew every eye in their section. The way his name felt on her tongue was almost as satisfying as the taste of his...well, other things.

“I’m sorry, Tizmira, is there something you’d like to share with us?” The professor’s voice carried across the amphitheater with pointed interest.

At this, Tizzy’s eyes narrowed with protective instinct. Her cottontail bristled slightly as she responded, “No. I’m already sharing with three other girls.”

Tizzy noticed the majority of the women around her blink in surprise before turning their heads to look back at the wood elven professor leading the lecture. Several exchanged meaningful glances that made her suddenly nervous about what she’d just revealed.

Bekkah, who was seated on her other side, flicked one of the jackalope’s bunny ears with gentle reproach. “You dumbass! That was way too conspicuous!”

Tizzy smirked and twitched her nose before winking at her friend with unrepentant mischief. “Why, I don’t know the meaning of the word.” It was true. She didn’t. But she suspected from Bekkah’s expression that it meant something like ‘obvious’ or ‘attention-getting,’ which seemed silly to worry about.

Kasirah leaned in slightly, her pale features tight with concern as she looked past Bekkah to address both Tizzy and Asenath. “She’s not wrong, Tizz. Don’t mention Reggie to the other girls. Just because we know doesn’t mean anyone else needs to. Human warlocks are a rare prize. You heard Lady Katherine. They’ll all want a piece, and then where will we be?”

The suggestion that Reggie might drop them just to have more girls sent a spike of indignation through Tizzy’s entire body. Her ears flattened against her head as she bristled with offense. Big Brother would never, ever do something so cold and calculating. He was as invested in them as they were in him, she could feel it in the way he touched them, the careful attention he paid to each of their struggles and triumphs.

“You make it sound like he’s just a tool,” Tizzy said through a snarl that would have been adorable if not for the genuine hurt in her voice. She crossed her arms and puffed her cheeks, feeling her cottontail wiggle with righteous indignation.

“You know she doesn’t mean it like that,” Bekkah hissed as her rainbow wings flapped with agitation. “Don’t say that! She isn’t wrong, either. Don’t put Reggie in a situation where he has to turn down all the other girls all the time.”

The thought of her beloved Big Brother being constantly pestered and propositioned by desperate monster girls made Tizzy’s stomach churn with protective fury. He’d come to Thistlewick to learn, not to be treated like some prize bull at a breeding fair.

Asenath put a hand on Tizzy’s shoulder, her touch warm and steadying. “We all feel something special with him, but we have to be careful, Tizzy. We have to be careful not to wear our hearts on our sleeves in front of the other witches, but also we probably should be careful around Reggie, too.”

“Why?” Kasirah muttered in confusion, her warrior’s straightforwardness showing through. She looked at Bekkah, who also shrugged her delicate shoulders, and then back at Asenath and Tizzy. “What do you mean by that?”

“Compared to Reggie, we’ve lived for a very long time. Not one of us is younger than a century, right?”

The girls all exchanged nods of confirmation. Tizzy was actually closer to two centuries, though she’d stopped counting precisely somewhere around her hundred-and-fiftieth birthday when the numbers became depressing.

Asenath continued with uncharacteristic vulnerability, “Well... I don’t know about you, but I’ve never met anyone who made me feel the way Reggie does, but I get the feeling that he’s not quite as... captivated with us as we are with him. Maybe that’s normal for humans? But...” Her shoulders bounced in an elegant shrug, and her chest rose and fell with a heaving sigh as she looked to the others for someone to finish her thought.

The observation hit Tizzy like a cold splash of water.

Kasirah’s brow furrowed as she processed this uncomfortable possibility. “You might have a point. Do we run the risk of scaring him away if we’re too presumptuous about where our relationship is going?”

“Where can it even go?” Bekkah asked, her flower child optimism cracking to reveal genuine worry. “He’s still human. He’ll die in like a century at most. That’s barely a blink for most of us.”

“Even less than that, I think,” Asenath said, her golden eyes darkening with sorrow. Her lip jutted out in a sad pout. “Shit, I didn’t even think about that.”

The casual mention of Reggie’s mortality hit Tizzy like a physical blow. She felt her world tilt sideways as the reality of time crashed over her. All the dreams she’d been spinning—of adventures together, of building a life—all of it would be cut brutally short by the cruel brevity of human life.

But then her natural stubbornness kicked in, fueled by the fierce protectiveness that had always defined her character. Tizzy shook her head defiantly. “No way, sisters! We can find a way for him to live forever, can’t we? Just feed him the Golden Ambrosia fruit from the Tree of Life in Bekkah’s biome back on Everafter!”

Bekkah’s eyes widened with alarm. “Tizzy, that’s forbidden! The guardians would never–”

Totally unconcerned, Kasirah said, “I don’t really give a shit about how forbidden it is if it’ll work. Will it?”

Bekkah’s rainbow hair flopped over one cheek, brushing across her dimpled chin as she considered the serious question. “I mean, probably. The Golden Ambrosia grants true immortality, not just extended life, but eternal youth and immunity to aging, disease, even most forms of magical death. But the fruit won’t survive the journey to Earth. It dies within hours of being picked, so we’d have to find a way to get it to him here in Thistlewick, or take him there, which is unthinkable. We’d get in massive trouble. We might get expelled.”

Asenath rolled her eyes with irreverence, though her voice carried a note of calculation. “I’ve already finished two of the four years here. Reggie can teach me the rest if we get our hands on the textbooks. You saw how easy it was for him to tutor us earlier.”

Bekkah nodded as she absorbed Asenath’s reasoning, her expression brightening with renewed hope. “That’s true. I’m pretty sure he memorized all our textbooks from our first two years at Thistlewick, and he hasn’t even spent a day in actual class.”

“But if we’re expelled,” Tizzy murmured sadly, her ears drooping as the full implications hit her, “We’ll be sent back to Everafter, and Reggie will be sent back to Earth. We’ll lose access to Thistlewick, and he’ll lose access too.”

The crushing logic of it made her want to curl up in a burrow and hide from the world. Everything seemed stacked against them–the rules, the distances between worlds, even time itself.

Kasirah groaned with frustration, her muscular frame tensing as she grappled with the impossibility of their situation. “Thistlewick is the one crossing between Earth and Everafter. Tizzy has a point. We’d end up separated from him, and he’d have to live for eternity alone on Earth. That sounds bad.”

“Girls of Cabin 7! Will you kindly pay attention?!” Professor Applebottom hissed over the crowd of monster girls, now all glaring at them with varying degrees of irritation and curiosity. “What has gotten into you lot?!”

Kasirah shot straight up and bowed with military precision, submissively folding her wings behind her back in a gesture of respect. “S-sorry, ma’am!” she said, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. “We were just–we uh–we had some questions. About monster girl fertility.”

Applebottom’s expression shifted in an instant, her eyes sparkling with the warmth of an educator who’d found engaged students. “Well, why didn’t you say so, sweetheart? Go on then, ask away.”

Kasirah grimaced, clearly regretting her improvised excuse. “That’s okay. It’s a stupid question.”

“There are no stupid questions, only stupid people who refuse to ask them when given the opportunity,” she sang with academic enthusiasm, waving her fingers like she was conducting an invisible orchestra.

Kasirah stood up straight, furrowed her brow, and appeared to accept her fate with a warrior’s resignation. “I-is it true that only human magic users can breed with any monster girls? Why no other males, except for elves with some types of monsters or whatever?”

The professor rested her hands on her hips and smirked, clearly impressed by Kasirah’s improvised question. “Well! First of all, it’s not entirely true that wizards of monster lineage can’t impregnate monster women outside their race. They certainly can, but there is little attraction or drive for them to do so, and the offspring will be a hybrid and itself infertile.”

She gestured broadly to illustrate her point. “In the human world, this is a common phenomenon. If you mate a horse with a zebra, it can produce a child, but the child will be sterile, unable to produce offspring of its own. In the rare instance that it can, its own children are more likely to suffer unbeneficial mutations. Humans are different in the way they can mate with us.”

A silver-haired elf near the front raised her hand tentatively. “Is that why human males are so… appealing to us? Even when we first meet them?”

“Precisely!” She beamed with professorial pride. “Your instincts recognize genetic compatibility.”

This actually piqued Tizzy’s interest beyond her personal concerns. Her nose twitched as she processed the implications. “Why is that?”

“Some say it’s because the gods of old made humankind in their image. So, monsters in their demihuman forms are compatible with humans due to the divine spark that exists inside us all. But that spark is only fully activated for us when the human in question has at least some mana flowing through them. The more mana potency, the more attractive and compatible that human is likely to be to monsters with a humanoid form.”

There was an unsettling murmur washing over the crowd, and Tizzy could guess why. The gathered students were putting two and two together and reaching the obvious conclusion. Reggie was a human male with exceptional mana potential that everybody found attractive. The first new human male at Thistlewick they’d seen in years, too. Some with strong magical sensitivity had possibly already suspected that he was a warlock, which made him even more valuable.

She felt her protective instincts flare as she noticed several girls whispering and shooting glances in their direction.

Asenath beside her decided to distract them with her own question, though her voice carried its typical sultry undertone. “If there are millions of human men capable of reproducing with monsterkin, why don’t we bring them here? Surely some would be... willing to help with our population crisis.”

The way she said ‘willing’ made it clear she had specific ideas about how such willingness might be encouraged.

Professor Applebottom frowned with academic frustration. “There are many reasons, ones involving magical restrictions, laws, and customs. Besides all that, males require a certain amount of magic in their veins to gracefully cross the veil between our world and Earth. As you know, magic in their world is diminishing. Which means our best hope is to prepare you all for the day when you are able to return to Earth and find someone on your own. Through you all, magic will return to their planet, and through them life will return to our kind.”

More whispers rose up, and Tizzy felt a wave of relief run through her as the crowd seemed momentarily satisfied by that answer. The girls of Cabin 7 exchanged smug smirks with one another, and Tizzy and Asenath sat back down, content to let the lecture continue.

“Anyway, as I was saying earlier, monster menstruation comes in all shapes, sizes, and volumes. No one has given most of you girls ‘the talk’, so now’s the time. Generally speaking, a monster starts menstruating in her demihuman form when she starts to–oh, Summer Shandy. You had another question?”

The unicorn girl stood up and crossed her arms underneath her prodigious breasts, her earlier embarrassment replaced by something sharper and more calculating. “Yeah. Hang on. Cabin 7 has a human wizard.”

Tizzy felt her stomach drop like a stone. This was exactly what they’d been trying to avoid.

“Yes, that’s correct,” Professor Applebottom said quickly, though her tone suggested she sensed dangerous waters ahead. To her credit, she didn’t elaborate, but the damage was already done.

“So. Let’s be real, probably a human warlock, right? You’re telling me that those four bitches get access to a hot, super powerful, once-in-a-hundred-years human warlock with enough mana potency to knock them up with viable babies, right in their cabin?”

The word ‘bitches’ hit Tizzy like a slap. Her ears flattened against her head as anger flared in her chest. How dare this prissy unicorn call them names just because they’d been lucky enough to meet Reggie first!

Their professor nodded reluctantly, blinking and swallowing hard. “Well, yes.”

The whispers in the crowd crescendoed to wails of protest and outright complaints. “That’s so unfair!”

“What?!”

“Who decided that?!”

“Why them and not us?”

The green, elven teacher looked increasingly flummoxed as the crowd’s mood shifted from academic interest to something approaching mob mentality. “Uh–I thought no one cared about breeding?”

“It’s not about breeding! It’s about fairness! It’s about access!” Summer Shandy’s voice rose above the din with royal indignation.

The professor anxiously tapped her foot, clearly out of her depth with the sudden turn toward campus politics. “Uh–well, Lady Katherine suggested that–”

“Why them?!” Summer Shandy shouted, pointing violently at Tizzy in particular with one perfectly manicured finger. “What was the reasoning?! Why not rotate him or something?!”

Tizzy felt her face burn with a mixture of embarrassment and fury. The suggestion that Reggie should be ‘rotated’ like some kind of library book made her want to bare her teeth and show this uppity unicorn what jackalope claws could do.

Professor Applebottom cleared her throat nervously. “He has a summoning affinity, and Cabin 7 had room, and is where our Summoning students went.”

“This is such bullshit!” the oni girl roared from her seat, her red skin darkening with anger.

Several other voices joined in with similar sentiments, and Tizzy watched in growing alarm as the academic lecture transformed into something that felt dangerously close to a riot.

Suddenly the grounds went cold, and a red mist spilled onto the amphitheater stage with supernatural swiftness. The temperature dropped so quickly that Tizzy could see her breath for a moment. The mist coalesced into a frumpy, feminine shape, and eventually the fully-formed figure of Lady Katherine stood before the girls with dramatic flair.

She started by clearing her throat, though it wasn’t necessary. It had already gone so quiet you could hear a squirrel fart in the distance. “Let me take it from here, darling.” She rested a pale hand on the other woman’s shoulder with obvious authority. Though the wood elf was many centuries her senior, at least at the school, Professor Applebottom seemed more than willing to defer to her in this volatile situation.

“Well, this better be fucking good,” Summer Shandy huffed with undiminished royal attitude.

Lady Katherine laughed with genuine amusement, her fangs glinting in the afternoon light. “Oh, believe me. Everything will make sense in just a moment. Cabin 7 ladies, why don’t you excuse yourselves while I have a word with the rest of the camp, hmm?”

Tizzy traded wide-eyed glances with her cabinmates, confusion and worry warring in her expression. They rose in silence, turning their backs on the crowd that had been ready to tear them apart moments before. As they shuffled toward the trail that led back to their cabin, however, they heard an unfamiliar spell being cast behind them.

“Memorias multorum evadere oblivio!”

Tizzy looked back instinctively and caught Lady Katherine’s eye as the vampire winked at her with unmistakable conspiracy. When she looked over the crowd of women, however, they were not only silent, but completely still, their expressions seemingly vacant and distant. For just a moment. And then they all started wiping their eyes as though they’d awoken from heavy slumber.

“What the butt?!” Tizzy whispered to herself, her innocent confusion evident in her wide green eyes. She’d never seen magic like that before–something that could affect so many people at once.

Even Applebottom had succumbed to Lady Katherine’s magic, looking around with obvious disorientation.

“My, my, Professor! You were all so bored by my portion of the lecture it seems that you fell asleep! Do you remember a single word of what I said?”

The older woman’s face screwed up in confusion, her usual academic confidence completely absent. “I–did I really fall asleep?”

“It’s quite alright. I’m afraid I went on for much too long. I’ll turn the floor back over to you, my dear.”

“Th-thank you. Anyway–have we spoken about which species have anuses that only function as sexual organs yet?”

Murmurs from the crowd seemed to confirm that the topic had not yet come up, and the earlier tension was completely absent from their voices.

Tizzy and the other girls of Cabin 7 were a fair distance away by this point and no longer paying attention to the academic proceedings. “Looks like we got out early,” Kasirah sighed with obvious relief. “That took quite a turn.”

“Was that a memory erasing spell?!” Bekkah hissed in a shrill whisper, her wings fluttering with agitation. “On a professor?! Can she do that? Is that even legal?”

The implications were staggering. If Lady Katherine could simply erase memories whenever things became inconvenient, what did that mean for all of them?

Asenath shook her head with practical determination. “Let’s get out of here. Let’s find Reggie and forget about this for now.”

Tizzy held up a small hand, her brows furrowing with sudden academic curiosity. “I kind of want to listen in about the anus thing. I don’t poop, so I think this concerns me.”

The girls nodded their agreement and hid in a convenient bush where they could eavesdrop without being seen. Once they had absorbed all the relevant knowledge, both booty-oriented and otherwise, they set their sights on their cabin in hopes of finding their beloved warlock.

But Reggie wasn’t there.


Chapter 19


Crossing the bridge, I passed down a thin, winding stretch of trail. I found what I was looking for shortly after. The path forked, leading to an area of tall, blue-hued trees with long branches. Clouds floated just a few feet above the treetops, hints of electricity dancing among the canopy.

A nearby sign had bold, blocky text hastily carved into a wooden board.

WARNING: THIS AREA HAS RECENTLY EXPERIENCED AN INFLUX OF HIGH-QUALITY MANA. PROCEED WITH CAUTION!

The warning, so clearly intended for students, nearly made me turn around. Then I realized what it could mean.

More magic meant the chances for more powerful, and therefore more useful, summons. Squaring my shoulders, I stepped on the forked trail, entering the more dangerous biome.

I walked for several minutes, entering an area with rocky soil, towering trees, and little boroughs that resembled gopher holes. A rustling sound from one of the trees with a hollow in the center drew my attention. I raised my wand, sighted for the motion, and cast Analyze Creature. The results flashed through my mind, the letters crisp.
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Target Identified: Electrossum

Type: Thunder Beast

Threat Level: Low-Medium

Rarity: Uncommon

Details: A marsupial-like creature roughly the size of a house cat. Notable for its ability to generate and store electrical charges in specialized organs. Often plays dead to lure prey or avoid predators.

Warning: These beasts may expel electric blasts; be sure to ground yourself when attempting to capture them.

Recommended Capture Method: Ground-based containment. These creatures are notorious tricksters and will often fake surrender only to release powerful electrical discharges when handled or approached for capture.
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“Well, that’s certainly interesting,” I muttered, already reaching for my ingredient pouch. The containment circle for an electrical creature would need rubber, and I happened to have a pencil with an eraser in my pocket from earlier note-taking. My textbook said rubber was the key component, so this would have to do.

The Electrossum chose that moment to fall from its tree branch, landing with a thud at my feet. It lay there, tongue lolling out, looking for all the world like fresh roadkill.

“Really?” I arched an eyebrow at the obvious performance. “You’re going with the classic ‘play dead’ routine?”

One beady eye cracked open, studying me with what looked suspiciously like disappointment that I hadn’t fallen for its act. It rolled onto its back and wiggled its paws in the air, making exaggerated death throes.

“Charming,” I muttered, summoning Ignis. “Let’s see how you handle some actual—”

A small bolt of electricity zipped harmlessly past my ear, close enough to make my hair stand up but clearly aimed to miss. The Electrossum had already scrambled up the nearest tree and was now hanging upside down from a branch, chittering what sounded like laughter.

“Let’s give this oversized pouch-mouse a taste of its own medicine,” I muttered to Ignis. I immediately regretted my phrasing and was certainly pleased no other humanoids had been around to hear it.

As if to prove my point about poor word choices, the creature began juggling tiny sparks between its paws, occasionally tossing one in our general direction—always just wide enough to miss, but close enough to make us duck.

“This is ridiculous,” I said to Ignis. “It’s not even trying to be threatening.”

“Alright, you want to play games?” I called up to the tree. “Let’s play.”

I had Ignis circle left while I approached from the right. The Electrossum watched our flanking maneuver with obvious delight, its tail twitching in anticipation. Just as we closed in, it vanished in a small puff of static and reappeared on a branch twenty feet away, chittering smugly.

The next few minutes devolved into an elaborate game of tag. Every time we got close, the creature would zap away to safety, occasionally pausing to groom itself or scratch behind an ear as if this was the most casual thing in the world. At one point, it actually yawned.

That’s when I realized what I was dealing with. This wasn’t a territorial battle or a hunt. This was a bored magical creature that had found new playmates.

“You want attention,” I said, stopping my chase and smoothing down my static-frizzed hair. “That’s what this is about.”

The Electrossum’s ears perked up. It tilted its head curiously.

“Fine. But if we’re going to do this, we do it properly.” I began sketching a binding circle in the dirt with my boot, making no attempt to hide what I was doing. “Ignis, give our friend something to watch.”

My salamander, catching on to the plan, began breathing fire in slow, graceful patterns. The Electrossum was immediately transfixed, creeping closer along the branches to get a better view of the light show.

While it was distracted by Ignis’s performance, I scattered the rubber pieces from my eraser around the binding circle’s perimeter. The creature was so focused on the flames that it didn’t notice when it had crept close enough to be within the circle’s range.

“Fulmen bestia, audite vocem meam!” I called out. “Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico!”

The binding magic flowed through the prepared circle. The Electrossum looked around in confusion as the ritual took hold, then sat back on its haunches and gave what I could only interpret as an approving nod.

Looking at its playful nature and obvious intelligence, I decided to call it “Sparks.”

I dismissed Ignis with another grateful pat, watching the proud salamander fade away in a puff of steam. The entire encounter had left me feeling simultaneously drained and yet profoundly energized, like I’d drunk a gallon of cocaine-laced coffee right after getting the messiest blowjob of my life.

“Two down,” I muttered, brushing some char off my sleeve. “That should be good for today.”

No sooner had I said that than I heard a distinctive snuffling sound coming from a patch of brambles, followed by the rattling of what sounded like hundreds of porcupine quills...

The piggish snuffling grew louder. It was accompanied by the distinctive sound of something large shouldering its way through the underbrush just beyond.

Raising my wand reflexively, I cast Analyze Creature at the new arrival. What appeared in my mind’s eye nearly made me curse my own arrogance.
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Target Identified: Spine Hog

Type: Earth Beast

Threat Level: High

Rarity: Rare

Details: A heavily armored creature combining aspects of warthog and porcupine. Roughly the size of a small car, covered in foot-long retractable quills. Notable for territorial aggression and surprising speed despite its bulk.

Recommended Capture Method: Extreme caution advised. Spine Hogs cannot be reasoned with or tricked. Direct confrontation required. Physical submission must be achieved before the binding ritual can commence.

Warning: Highly dangerous for new and practiced summoners alike.
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I should have walked away. The warning was clear enough, and I’d already secured two useful summons and used a ton of mana. But something about the way the creature emerged from the brambles caught my attention. It moved with a predator’s poise despite its hulking bulk. Intelligence burned in its eyes as it sized me up. This was a prize.

“Ignis,” I whispered softly, summoning the salamander. “Sparks.” The Electrossum appeared next to its fire-breathing companion, for once not playing any tricks. “Two’s grand, but call me butter, boys.”

The pair of them looked up at me in bewilderment.

“Because I’m on a roll, I mean.”

The Spinehog let out a terrible sound somewhere between an oink and a roar so loud it shook the leaves and grass around us. Its quills extended outward with a sound like hundreds of rapiers being drawn at once. Each spine was easily as thick as my pinky at least and shone with a nearly metallic sheen.

What happened next was pure chaotic fuckery.

The creature charged with shocking speed. I dove right while my summons split left, barely avoiding the initial rush. There was no time to issue commands; I had to rely on my monsters’ instincts alone.

Quills launched from our foe’s hide like artillery fire, forcing me to conjure a hasty shield. Several spines punched clean through my magical barrier, one hitting my shoulder and passing right through the muscle. The searing pain nearly made me stumble, but I gritted my teeth and kept moving.

“Containment pattern alpha!” I shouted, saying some bullshit and hoping that my summons would improvise something clever. Ignis predictably responded with a fountain of flame while Sparks launched electrical bursts, trying to herd the beast into a more favorable position. I wasn’t surprised by their interpretation, but I wasn’t disappointed either.

The Spinehog didn’t seem particularly concerned. Part of me hoped the electricity of Sparks’s abilities would conduct through the metallic quills in a painful way, but it simply lowered its head and charged through Ignis’s flames and mostly seemed to ignore the Electrossum entirely. My salamander barely dodged those wicked tusks as its scales smoked from proximity to the creature’s armored hide.

I had to adapt fast. “Shit. Shit shit shit. Sparks, target the eyes! Ignis, heat the ground! Maybe its little hoof things are sensitive!”

My badass summons coordinated beautifully, but it wasn’t enough. The Spinehog’s next charge caught me mid-spell. Its armored shoulder clipped me hard where I’d already been wounded, sending me sprawling back. Pain exploded through my chest as I hit the ground, and I felt ribs crack from the impact. My wand went flying, which was about as bad as things could get.

An image flashed through my mind—but not what I’d expected. They say your entire past runs through your head when you’re on the verge of death, but I saw something else. I saw a possible future: Tizzy’s bright eyes looking up at me as she worshiped my cock with a hundred sweet little kisses and sucks, Kasirah’s adoring smile as she tried to weasel herself in there, Asenath and Bekkah naked on either side of me, embracing me as they fought over my lips and tongue.

These girls needed me, and I wanted the lifestyle that I had recently previewed with them. It wasn’t about sex, not to me—it was about companionship, friendship, and—okay it was a little bit about sex, too. But I had promised to help them all, and I wasn’t going to accept any other outcome than seeing their smiling faces on the days they each achieved their wildest dreams. With me.

Pain lanced through my chest with each breath, but I forced myself to focus and let the adrenaline take over. The Spinehog wheeled around for another charge while my summons tried desperately to protect me. I could see Ignis’s scales dulling from exhaustion, and Sparks’s electrical discharges were growing weaker. I needed to get back in the fight. Now.

I looked to my right. My wand lay just out of reach. The binding components I needed were scattered across the ground, crushed under the beast’s massive hooves. But I still had one advantage—my own enhanced mana regeneration from my earlier activities with the girls. I could feel it thrumming through me, accelerating my natural healing and replenishing my reserves faster than normal.

“Worth a shot,” I growled, then rolled to avoid another spray of quills. Several buried themselves in the ground where I’d been lying, sure to have killed me had I been just a bit more sluggish. “Ignis, full power! Sparks, chain lightning!” I was just making things up at this point, but fake it till you make it, right?

My summons gave everything they had left. Ignis’s flame struck the Spinehog’s left flank while Sparks’s electricity hit its right. The creature squealed—not in pain, but rage. It shook off the attacks like they were nothing more than mild annoyances.

But that moment of distraction was all I needed. I lunged for my wand, ignoring the stabbing protest from my broken ribs. My fingers closed around the handle just as the Spinehog’s tusks caught me in the thigh, tearing through flesh and muscle.

White-hot agony exploded through my leg, but I had my wand. Through the haze of pain, I began the binding ritual. No circle, no components—just pure will and more mana than any one man deserves from a mere sloppy toppy.

“TERRA BESTIA, AUDITE VOCEM MEAM!” I roared, pushing everything I had into the spell. Blood ran down my leg, but I kept my wand steady. “PER VIRTUTEM ET—” A quill punctured my shoulder again, making me stumble over the words, “—ET HONOREM, EGO TE VINDICO!”

Power rushed out of me like a breaking dam. My vision blurred at the edges as I forced the binding magic to work without its usual framework. The Spinehog fought back, its own considerable will clashing against mine. It hadn’t even been whittled down all that much, but I had to rely on my will, my mana, my potential against its own.

For a moment, I thought I’d made a terrible mistake. Then I felt something extraordinary—the remnants of Bekkah’s ambrosia effect activating, clearing my mind. I swore Kasirah’s valkyrie blessing surged through my muscles, lending me some strength. Maybe even Asenath’s sphinx magic somehow sharpened my thoughts. And definitely, the tingle in my balls where Tizzy’s jackalope tongue had been buzzed with latent strength. I had this. It was in the bag.

The Spinehog must have felt it too. Its struggles weakened, then ceased. The binding took hold. Looking at its raw power and unstoppable nature, I decided to name it “Tank.”

I tried to stand, but my leg gave out. Blood loss and mana drain were taking their toll. Through dimming vision, I saw Ignis and Sparks hovering near me protectively. The salamander was trying to cauterize my leg wound while the Electrossum generated small sparks, presumably attempting to attract attention.

That’s when I heard familiar voices crying out in distress, calling my name. Just before I passed out, I caught a glimpse of Tizzy’s antlers and twitching bunny ears. I felt her small hands cradling my head as she positioned herself sideways beside me, leaning over to check on my groin with obvious concern.

“Big Brother!” she sobbed, her lisp thick with worry. “What did you do to yourself?!”

Everything went black.

Summons Entry—Electrossum

Name: Electrossum

Rarity: Uncommon

Summon Type: Thunder Beast

Hit Points: Low

Intelligence: Medium-High

Threat: Medium

Mana Cost: Low

Difficulty to Summon: Low

Movement Speed (Land): High

Movement Speed (Aquatic): Low

Details: A thunder-aspected marsupial roughly the size of a house cat. Notable for its ability to generate and store electrical charges. Has a trickster personality and enjoys playing dead.

Special Abilities: Electrical Discharge, Static Field, Playing Dead

Summons Entry—Spine Hog

Name: Spine Hog

Rarity: Rare

Summon Type: Earth Beast

Hit Points: High

Intelligence: Medium

Threat: High

Mana Cost: High

Difficulty to Summon: Medium

Movement Speed (Land): High

Movement Speed (Aquatic): Low

Details: A heavily armored creature combining aspects of warthog and porcupine. Roughly the size of a small car, covered in foot-long retractable quills. Has extreme territorial instincts and surprising speed.

Special Abilities: Quill Barrage, Armored Charge, Iron Hide


Chapter 20


I woke to the sound of concerned murmurs, followed by a sultry voice next to my ear whispering, “Lady Katherine, the warlock stirs.”

Eyes opening, I saw Peaches leaning out of her chest above me. The view was incredible. Well, half the view was. The upper torso of the “young woman” part was all pink and shining and Aphrodite-adjacent. Beneath, the chest half stood atop spiky teeth-legs that seemed to dance with apprehension.

Beside the dussubus, Lady Katherine, looking as dumpy as ever, was smiling wide enough for her fangs to show. My cabinmates, all of them, were crowded near, expressions of mixed concern and relief on their faces.

“I may have overdone it a bit,” I admitted, reaching down and feeling the familiar sensation of my own mattress beneath me. “We’re back in our cabin?”

“That you are, you lucky scamp you,” Lady Katherine said, waggling her finger from one side to the other. “Had your ladies not been smart enough to come get me, instead of one of the other people on staff, you’d probably be in the infirmary or worse. Thankfully, your lovely Tizzy here has a good head on her shoulders.”

At Lady Katherine’s praise, Tizzy turned bright pink. “I just called for help because I couldn’t help him myself.”

“Well, that’s neither here nor there. The good news is that you did, and that I had Peaches at hand to perform those restoration spells.” Lady Katherine reached over, patting Peaches on the shoulder, then again on the hinged lid. The gesture made me wonder how the mimic worked, precisely. Was the human body part separate, or was there one mind or...

“What happened?” Kasirah demanded, cutting through Lady Katherine’s absent-minded banter. “We went to the seminar and came back to the cabin with no sign of you. It’s a good thing Az decided to cast that location spell, or you might not have survived.”

I glanced over at Asenath, seeing her dark eyes filled with concern. She straightened and jutted her chin out, “It was just because we’re supposed to fuck soon. You owe me that cock.”

The girl’s words were clearly bluster, yet Lady Katherine seemed to perk up instantly. Turning, the vampire purred out, “I cannot condone anything, naturally, but I’m sure Peaches would point out that it is customary for someone whose life is saved to owe the rescuer a favor.”

Peaches nodded solemnly as Tizzy blurted out, “I found him! Bekkah and me, that is. She was flying and spotted him. We found him together!”

Groaning, I shook my head. “Fine. We can work something out. But not right this second.” Sitting up, I accepted a cup of steaming tea from Bekkah, who gave me a friendly wink.

At Lady Katherine’s insistence, I went over what happened and why, explaining my logic. In the end, I finished with, “The Spine Hog was listed as Rare to my Analytics spell, and I wouldn’t have tried to capture it, but there wasn’t much of a choice. It had a speed advantage, so I figured running would have been a very bad idea.”

“You stood up to a significantly more difficult opponent and succeeded. More than that, you captured a rare beast before taking your first class.” Lady Katherine’s eyes glowed with satisfaction. It wasn’t sexual; I’d never once gotten the feeling that the woman was coming on to me. Rather, there was something vaguely possessive about it, like I was her prize pupil.

Peaches spoke in that too-sexy voice of hers. “Rare beasts would give even third year students an advantage, Reggie. With that in your arsenal, you’ll find all sorts of combat challenges and summoning-related classes far easier.” She seemed about to say more, then stopped, lips pursed on the edge of a thought.

She glanced over at Lady Katherine. The two exchanged a look that transmitted unspoken sentences.

“That’s enough,” Lady Katherine announced. “Reggie, you’re fine. With Peaches’ help, on top of your natural regenerative properties, you should be as good as new. We won’t be reporting this incident, since technically you didn’t sustain any permanent damage, nor were any rules broken that I’d care to report. Unless someone in this room lets word out, no one will know you’ve got three new summons at your disposal. Now, if you’ll excuse us, Peaches and I will give you all some privacy.”

Before they could go, I cleared my throat. “Lady Katherine, you also still owe me my special summons.”

“I do,” she said, turning to eye me with another toothy smile. “Do you have thoughts about what sort you’d like?”

“Yeah. It would be good if I got something good for more than just combat. Something really smart, like an animal companion, or maybe something that would make a real statement when it’s out.” I let some of the determination and fire I’d felt during the final confrontation enter my voice. “If the Hog would impress people for a new student, I want something that will impress everyone.”

If Kasirah hadn’t still been close from handing me the tea, I wouldn’t have noticed her response to my words. Her pupils dilated instantly, and her mouth dropped open, tongue darting across her lips. She shifted from one thigh to the other, the tips of her breasts straining against her t-shirt.

“Well then,” Lady Katherine said, following my gaze. “It’s entirely possible we could manage that.”

I nodded eagerly. “Yeah. I’m sure I can get some help from my team here. I’ll talk with them. It’s not something I’d normally ask...”

“I volunteer as tribute!” Bekkah said, bouncing in place, hand raised. “If Reggie has to fuck me senseless to gain maximum power, I’m totally down.”

Tizzy elbowed the rainbow-colored butterfly girl gently in the ribs. “Did you miss the part about the entire team, silly?”

“Oh.” Bekkah flushed with embarrassment. “Wait—that could be even better, though!”

“Don’t rush things unless you truly want them, ladies,” Lady Katherine said. “The path to power for power’s sake is dangerous. The path to power with genuine emotional connections, now… that is a thing of legends.”

Having experienced the bump in power that had helped overcome the monster, on top of what the texts said about emotional bonds, I understood what she was getting at. I spoke up, “There’s no rush for the summons. I just got three. We can space things out and let things take a natural course.”

Every single one of my cabinmates seemed positively let down by that statement. If I’d been less than certain about their enthusiastic willingness to lose their virginity to me before, I was certain now.

After Tizzy, Asenath, Bekkah, and Kasirah let Peaches know that they intended to take the early exam, Lady Katherine and Peaches left the cabin. With the door open, I saw it was night.

“How long was I out?”

“It’s just a couple hours after dark,” Tizzy said, moving to a table in the corner to grab a plate. She walked it over, removing a cloth to reveal a pair of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, beside a stack of that juicy fruit I’d enjoyed during lunch.

Accepting the plate and taking a few grateful bites, I shook my head. “Damn. All those lost hours.” On the positive side, Lady Katherine had been correct; I felt completely rejuvenated from my involuntary rest. “How did your reproductive health seminar go?”

“A lot of it was about safety and hygiene,” Asenath said, wrinkling her nose. “For whatever reason, they kept pointing out our access to contraceptives as optional. Like, why would we all come to school just to get pregnant? It makes no sense.”

“Who would we even get pregnant with for that matter?” Tizzy pointed out, moving to sit on an adjacent bed. Perched there, her knees spread, I became acutely aware of the fact that she’d changed into a skirt at some point. The peek of bright pink panties, the kind with a cute bow at the top, was absolutely distracting. “Well, aside from my Big Bro here, of course, but I doubt anyone expects him to have such fertile balls as he turned out to have.”

Bekkah moved to sit next to her friend, nearly mirroring her posture. She’d changed into gym shorts, which didn’t show any hint of panties, but were just tight enough to show a hint of the cleft between her thighs.

“Right?” The winged girl said. “There’s all sorts of species limitations for most of us.”

I determinedly took a bite of my sandwich. “My sex magic book says something about that, actually.”

“Oh?” Kasirah said, gesturing next to me. I nodded and she took a seat, one muscular thigh pressed warmly to mine. “How so?”

We spent a while talking about reproductive theory and safety, with everyone chiming in their anecdotal thoughts and observations. They shared what they learned about sex with humans in their reproductive health seminar, which was extremely topical these days, and I shared what I knew from the sex magic book that technically didn’t exist.

During the discussion, I found out that most of the girls in the school had access to magical contraceptives. The condoms and other prophylactics left around campus were to prevent STIs or for last-minute emergencies. They provided them out of tradition, it seemed, but they were actively trying to make sure the women on campus all got pregnant. There were fifty students at Summer camp, and with the heavy gender imbalance—maybe a handful of males total among the students—it made sense they’d be encouraging any reproductive opportunities that arose.

Not long after that chat, Bekkah yawned. “Hate to say it, but all the spellcasting today has left me pretty tired. If we’re going through another day tomorrow like today, I’d like to be well rested.”

To my surprise, both Tizzy and Asenath echoed the girl’s sentiment.

Kasirah held a hand up. “If you’re all going to sleep, I’d like to ask Reggie to take a walk with me. It won’t hurt anyone’s feelings if we do, will it?”

“Hurt feelings? Heck no.” Tizzy grinned. “Make it a date. Just be sure not to do penis stuff without me there.” There was a bit of an intense undercurrent there.

“No fucking without you,” Kasirah said, crossing her chest in a very human gesture. “I just want to spend a little one on one time. We’ll probably talk about battle tactics. You know how it goes.” She paused, looking over at me. “Assuming you’d want to go on a walk with...just me, that is?”

Her hesitation was enough for me to read just how important it would be for her to spend time alone with me. “Absolutely,” I said with a grin. “Let me find my shoes and we’ll go.”

As it turned out, I needed more than my shoes. Someone had cleaned me up and put me to bed naked.


Chapter 21


The night was crisp, but not cold, and the sky was full of light. Stars I’d never seen wheeled and spun above, backlighting dark shapes that seemed to sweep and shimmer as they moved between worlds. Watching the stellar display, I felt a moment of extreme peace and celebration. Part of me, not a small part, couldn’t help but wonder how I’d go about capturing the creatures that flew so high. What could I do with a dragon as a summons? Was that even possible?

Kasirah walked next to me, glancing to the stars, but with most of her attention on my face. After several moments of amiable silence, she said, “You took three summons today. By yourself.”

“The last was by accident,” I said, aiming for clarification, not humility. “And it was a close one. If I didn’t have my fast mana regeneration, I doubt I would have survived it.” The fact that death could happen at the school was just one way this place was different from my Dad’s fantasies about magic and gaming. In his world, the heroes always seemed vaguely suicidal.

Which was why I was determined not to be a hero. Well, not a typical hero.

“Reggie,” she said, breaking into my thoughts. “I need to ask you a very serious question.”

I looked over at her, studying the beautiful lines of her face and body, outlined by starlight. She was stunning, elegant and strong, with a glow about her that had everything to do with her heritage. It added an exotic air, a sense of uniqueness, although it was not the main reason I found her attractive. Just one.

“Yes?”

“We…well, I, I’m wondering whether you actually care about any of us. It’s been fast, we all know that. But, you know. Things are progressing, and I want them to progress, but I don’t want…” She trailed off, shoulders hunching, velvet white wings unfurling to coil around her shoulders. Her vulnerability was so apparent, so on display, that I could not help but feel a tinge of guilt.

What had I done to make her, or the others for that matter, feel that way?

“You don’t want what?” I prompted.

“I don’t want what we’re building, between us, to be one-sided.”

Oh. Now I understood. My relatively limited relationships on Earth had given me enough understanding of things to navigate human women’s emotions with at least moderate certainty. Most of the time. But this was my first time building a relationship with a monster girl.

With four monster women, I corrected mentally.

“Are you worried I’ll leave?” I asked.

She nodded weakly. “Leave. Or try to, you know.” She waved at the campus in general. “Add everyone who wants you to the harem. It’s not that I don’t like to share. But there’s only so much Reggie to go around, you know.”

I tried to see it from her perspective. When that immediately failed, I went with a list of things that I knew about their culture.

For one, the girls were all comfortable with the idea of a harem. Hell, they’d suggested it.

Moreover, they were incredibly comfortable with intimacy. That was, as they’d explained to me, a function of who I was more than their innate nature. It wasn’t like all monster girls were sex-crazed semen garglers. This group of girls liked me, but they’d also been exposed to their first human warlock. My innate appeal to them was powerful.

To be fair, they appealed to me at least as strongly. I received the same pleasure and magical benefits from our time together.

Returning to my list, I remembered that each of the girls had some reason they were single. In Kasirah’s case, she wanted a man she could feel womanly and vulnerable with, and her species didn’t even have men, which had implications I hadn’t even fully addressed yet.

With that realization, my naturally analytical mind found a path forward.

“Kassi?”

“Yes, Reggie?”

“You’re one of the most sweet and beautiful women I’ve ever met.” Stepping closer to her, I ran my fingertips against her smooth cheek and met her eyes. “You light up the room, literally and figuratively whenever you’re there. I intend, fully and completely, to have you at my side no matter what. Even if a hundred sexy magic girls came up begging to join the harem, it wouldn’t change our relationship.”

Starshine reflected moisture in her eyes. “Really? I mean, I wouldn’t be jealous if you slept with other women. It’s the…”

“It’s the emotion that means more to you,” I finished for her.

“Emotion and time.”

“There’s a reason I told everyone we had to wait a bit longer before we start having sex. This is why.” I slid a hand around her hips, drawing her against me. Our embrace was sensual, with the muscular angelic warrior reflexively arching against my cock.

Doing my best to ignore the undertone to her action, I went on. “I need all of you to understand my commitment to us. To the harem. If easy sex was all I wanted, I could have had it. But I want to put the time and work in to make us all closer than we could ever be with just the physical. Does that make sense?”

If I made this about results, magic, and growing in power, it wouldn’t be real. To make this work, I had to put my ambition aside enough to be both a perfectionist and a lover.

She nodded again, dipping down to kiss my mouth softly. There was a questing sense to the intimacy, a gentility that belied the fact that she’d spent so much time with my dick in her mouth, or my cum on her skin. Somehow, the vulnerability of our embrace, in this moment, was more of a gesture of the warrior lowering her armor than anything previous had been.

My fingers found the taut curves of her ass, and I drew her against me, earning a moan.

“Reggie,” she gasped against my mouth.

“Careful,” I warned playfully. “If we go too far before Tizzy has her chance, she’ll never let us live it down.”

She laughed at that, flushing bright pink. It contrasted with her hair beautifully. “You’re right.”

Taking her hand, I pulled her beside me further down the walking path. “How do you feel about dresses?”

“Dresses? I don’t really own any, why?”

“Well, when we’re not practicing your combat skills tomorrow, I think maybe we should look into how we’d get you some. You’d look gorgeous in a low-cut dress, maybe with a flirty hemline. Or a split skirt with just a peek of upper thigh?”

She laughed. It was a throaty, rich sound, unlike anything I’d heard from her before. “And if I were to wear some cute panties to go with it, all the better?”

“Mhm, that too. Or maybe none at all.”

“Valkyries have battle dresses we often wear into combat,” she admitted. “They aren’t designed for what you have in mind, I think.”

“If you don’t like the idea…”

She swatted my arm. “Like the idea? I love the idea. Wearing something that makes you see me that way, as a woman you want. It’s just perfect.”

“To be fair, I want you as a woman and whatever you want to be. Warrior. Summoner. Healer. As long as you’re being you, that’s what matters to me.”

She leaned over, putting her head on my shoulder and squeezing my hand tightly again. “I’ll tell the girls. I don’t think any of them realized why you were delaying things. It probably had them nervous, thinking you were waiting for something better, or some other crazy idea.”

I snorted and shook my head, resisting the urge to comment. This was, in my opinion, precisely why logic was far superior to emotion.

Emotions were just too messy. But they could be beautiful too, I suppose.

“Kassi?” I said.

“Yes?”

“You’re not getting cold are you?” I slid my arm around her shoulders, feeling pebbled flesh. “I need to start bringing a jacket for these walks if you’re going to forget yours.”

“I’m warmer in your arms.” She pointed. “There is a little camp spot over there, with a fire pit, if you want?”

Holding her, we walked together to a ring of seats, around a stone circle. Flicking my wand out of my sleeve, I murmured the words to a simple fire charm.

The spell was powerful, far more than I’d intended. Instead of sparking the old coals into flame, there was a brief burst of flame bright enough to be mistaken as a bonfire. Coals shredded, flying into an abrupt updraft, and began to spiral above us.

Kasirah and I took seats close enough to hold hands as she bit back a laugh.

“Reggie, you haven’t had a recharge in a while. How’d you make that Spark spell so potent?”

It took me a second to figure it out, but it wasn’t difficult. “Sex is just part of the boost we get from our bond, Kassi. The trust and emotions, those are where the real boost comes from.”

“Really?”

“Really. The mana boosts are nice, but the more I discover about how this sex magic stuff works, the more I realize the deep truth—it’s not all about sex.”

She studied my face, realization dawning in her eyes. Our words and touching earlier, plus my explanation about my intentions, had put her at ease. With this dawning revelation about how we could all benefit from our connection, she seemed to truly understand.

Grinning, she said, “And that’s why you wouldn’t add a bunch of girls to the harem. Time and emotions can only go so far.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “That’s just part of it, but sure. Yes.”

“It doesn’t matter why the emotions are there, only that they are. Only knowing you won’t go away and leave us for some better girls or something.”

“Better girls.” I snorted, waving at the sky. “Less talk about ground we’ve already covered. More about whatever that is.”

Above us, where the sparks continued to spin and dance, a group of rainbow colored, twinkling stars seemed to have descended. The newcomers, vaguely like fireflies, danced and floated among the sparks, riding air currents with an eagerness that felt almost frantic.

“Mana sprites,” Kasirah said. “They usually live high in the sky, and only come out at night. It’s supposed to be good luck for anyone who sees them. I’ve never seen so many at once.” She sounded awed, rapt at the display.

“Then I guess we should consider our date blessed by the stars, shouldn’t we?”

At my words, she leaned over and tugged me close. We kissed again. After a few seconds, she broke the kiss to stand and slide over into my lap. She felt both strong and fragile, her feathery wings silken when they slid across my face as she settled herself.

Her ass on my crotch was extremely distracting.

But our evening together wasn’t about the physical, not yet, anyway. It was deepening our connection.

Tomorrow, we’d return to training. Tomorrow, I had no doubt, there’d be calls for fresh mana potions and plenty of reasons to acquiesce to those requests.

That was an adventure for future me to enjoy.

New Spell Entry—Spark

Spell: Spark (Lesser)

Casting Time: Reflex

Mana Cost: Low

Range: 45 feet

Details: This spell creates a small fire on a flammable, non-magical target within range.


Chapter 22


Kasirah and I returned to the cabin together, hand-in-hand, which was honestly more of an affectionate gesture than I’d given any girlfriends in recent memory. A part of me wondered why that was, even now, even so fresh after a conversation as intimate as ours had just been.

Something about these girls was melting my heart. I was seeing more than numbers and paths to personal progress for the first time since my mother’s death. I was seeing what a life of companionship, affection, and commitment might actually look like. So far, I liked what I saw, as embarrassingly soft as it made me feel.

“You alright?” Kasirah asked when she realized we’d been standing in front of the cabin for a few seconds, and I hadn’t reached out to open the door.

I shook my head and chuckled. “I’m fine. I’m sorry, just thinking.”

“You need a minute?” she asked, smirking at me knowingly. I was absolutely sure she had no idea what was going on in my head, but that confident little smirk like she did enamored her to me even more.

I kissed her forehead. It was a move that I learned earlier that they all appreciated, then nodded. “Yeah. You go on ahead. I’m fine, really, but I do think I could benefit from taking a second alone to process things. God knows what’s waiting for us behind this door.”

Kasirah giggled impishly and spun on her heel. She opened up the door and disappeared inside. The door slammed shut just as I heard Tizzy puff up with excitement, and then immediately deflate. “Big Broth—oh. It’s you.”

Chuckling, I put my hands in my pockets and kicked a casting circle into the earth at my feet. It was a lazy one, not at all usable, but it was something of a habit I developed when I was deep in thought in the weeks leading up to coming here. It was half-assed practice. The habit, almost a tic, made me stop and examine myself.

“What am I doing?” I muttered aloud. “Why am I still like this?” I won, after all. I saved my father from poverty. I secured our futures with multiple successful enterprises. I even got whisked away to a magic school teetering on the edge of two dimensions, and now I was seemingly unconditionally adored by four of the cutest, most affectionate chicks I’d ever seen in my life. Even still, I was always planning, practicing, preparing. Why?

The truth was I still felt a bit… on edge. Like it wasn’t over. Like there was still more for me to do.

And there was. I had to complete this summer camp. I had to become a skilled wizard strong and capable enough to deserve the love and respect of these monster girl witches.

There was always someone. When my mother was sick, I was focused on her. When my father was depressed, I took care of him. Now that I had Tizzy, Kasirah, Asenath, and Bekkah—they were set to be my world. And they would always need me.

And that’s what I needed. People who needed me. Who wanted me close. Who would never die as long as I lived.

I looked up at the sky and caught a shadow of some monster flying across the moon. It wasn’t even my moon—not Earth’s moon, I mean. It looked a lot like it at a glance, but the pock marks on its surface weren’t the same, and it was much too big. It was another reminder that things were different now.

Turning around, I faced the cabin door, took a deep breath, and let it out. I opened the door and took a single step inside. “Girls, I—”

I stopped. No one was there. Well, that wasn’t quite right. No one was in the main room, the sleeping quarters of our crowded, humble cabin. But the bathroom door was slightly ajar, and after a short pause I heard giggles. And running water.

They were… showering?

My dick flailed in my pants two times—once like the jerking arm of an aggressive panhandler, the second time more like a salmon leaping upstream to escape a starving grizzly. Even after that, the tenting in my trousers remained a universal constant and didn’t seem ready to go anywhere.

My lip curled at one corner, smirking deviously as I undid the buttons on my shirt. “Ladies, hope you don’t mind if I—”

I never got to finish that statement. I was cut off as three of the four filed out of the bathroom one at a time—first Tizzy, then Asenath, then Bekkah. Since the water was still running, I figured Kasirah was in the shower.

“Uh—hi,” I grunted as I scanned them from head to toe. All three were nude except for towels tied around their bodies—small towels, too, scarcely able to cover them in a modest way. In fact, the tops of Asenath’s nipples peeked out of hers. She was the only one who didn’t readily meet my gaze. “What’s up?”

“Kasirah is rinsing off, Big Bro.” Tizzy said, hands proudly on hips. “Now—I’m not one hundred percent positive I know what sex is, but I know for sure we’re gonna do it!”

“Should I shower first?” I asked as my dick pummeled the zipper lip of my pants.

Bekkah turned her head and looked back inside the bathroom. “You almost done, Kassi?”

Kasirah appeared at the doorframe sopping wet and entirely nude, holding a bucket with a washcloth dangling over the side. “We’ll wash you,” she explained. “You seem so determined to spoil us and make us feel taken care of—let us take care of you.”

“Yes!” Tizzy said, punching her opposite palm. “But also sex! I wanna figure this sex thing out with my favorite Big Bro in the whole world!”

Kasirah grabbed Bekkah’s towel and tugged, exposing the fairy girl completely. She snickered as she used the towel to dry herself. Bekkah didn’t seem to mind.

Asenath was blushing furiously and suddenly gripping her own towel tightly. “W-w-we don’t have to get naked so fast,” she murmured. “Give me a minute, okay?”

Holding my hands up, I tried a token protest. “I thought we were all going to be spending more time together? One on one? I mean Tizzy, do you even understand—”

Tizzy, hip cocked, gave me a look so exasperated, so utterly put out that it went all the way around from intense to adorable. She lisped, “I may not know precisely what a sex is, per se, but I certainly know putting your penis in various places is part of it, and I’m fine with it. I really, really like you. Like. A lot. All of us do.”

Wings fluttering, Kasirah added, “You’ve made it clear you want something deeper with us. Right?”

“Well, yes.”

“And we want this,” Bekkah added, sliding her hands beneath her perky breasts. “If we want it, and you want it, and we’re all on the same page, do we really need to debate about exactly how and when you’re going to make us feel super good with your love tube? We’re all ready for it now.”

“Love tube? All four of you? Now?” I asked a little weakly, my resolve having crumbled in the wake of my pelvis-shattering erection. Glancing down, I was quite confident that I couldn’t have gotten any harder if someone used a Viagrus Maximus spell on me.

“You said you liked euphemisms,” the Valkyrie pointed out with a playful grin. “Granted, love tube isn’t the most creative.”

The banter was all well and good, as it eased a lot of my concern about any of the girls doing something they weren’t ready for. But one glance at Asenath made me hesitate. She had her head down, and was muttering beneath her breath, her knees locked together.

“Azzy, all seriousness, you don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to.” I paused, clearing my throat. “I want to be with all of you, but it doesn’t need to be all of you at once, or tonight, or even ever. Just say the word, and we can make other…”

I caught sight of the other girls shooting daggers at the sphinx, but she interrupted before anyone could say anything else. Lion ears folded back, she shook her head. “No—I do want to do it but… I’m just so nervous.”

Tizzy turned to her and put two hands on her shoulders. “Hey. It’s okay. Breathe. Say your mantra.”

Asenath nodded, lips compressed into a determined line. “I’m a filthy, filthy whore. I’m a filthy, filthy whore. I was born to…” She paused, hesitating a beat to give me a shy look, “born to suck and fuck. I was born to fuck and suck Reggie’s cock.”

Once again, I was at a loss. Part of me wanted to chuckle and the rest of me was ready to ignore every inch of restraint that remained. It only worsened when Tizzy dropped her towel, too.

Eyes big and soulful, she lisped, “Big Bro, I don’t know what’s going on exactly, but I know my pussy has only gotten wetter since drying off, and that doesn’t seem to make a lot of sense, so I’m going to bet we need to start our investigation there.”

“Not just yet,” Kassi said. “We had a plan.” She looked at me and licked her lips. “Baby, take off your clothes. All of them. And lie on your back on your bed. We’re going to spoil you rotten.”

“Okay,” I croaked, quickly following their instructions. I tore off my clothes in a hurry, heedless of the hungry gazes they raked me with as I did so. Next thing I knew, I was down on my back and facing the ceiling.

My cock wasn’t unoccupied for more than a few seconds. Tizzy almost materialized there, grabbing it with both hands and rubbing her face all over it before peppering it with a hundred tiny kisses. “Muah! Muah! Muah! I love this gorgeous schlong-thing so much! Muah! Muah!”

Bekkah took a place on my other side and jiggled my balls a little. “Make some of that delicious cum for us, Reggie,” she said, her voice going positively dreamy. “I’ve been thinking about the taste all day. It’s creamy and sweet and…”

“At this rate I’ll be shooting blanks by morning, so drink your fill while you can,” I muttered.

Kasirah and Asenath moved to either side of me. Kasirah was all confidence compared to her sphinx counterpart. Both girl’s wings flapped a little as they settled onto their sides. Kasirah began by kissing my neck as she reached into the bucket and handed a warm damp cloth to Asenath.

Asenath started washing my chest, shivering every so often as she nuzzled my shoulder, planting delicate and shy kisses every five seconds or so.

Kasirah, before long, had retrieved her own warm wash cloth and was mopping my brow, my neck, my chest. She was thorough and much more daring, going for my underarms and hips, but she couldn’t go much further than that for now.

“Get that thing out of here,” Tizzy huffed indignantly. “Can’t you see I’m trying to worship this penis?” Muah! Muah! I love it so much OH MY GODS.”

Schrrrrrrlloooop! MMhmmm! Scchhluuup.

The sounds of her enthusiastic feasting, which came right on the heels of her lisping ‘worship’ as ‘worthip’ nearly made me burst with laughter.

Glrrruglrr! GLUG GLUG GLUG UGHMMMHMMM UGHHHREGGGIEEEEYUMMMMMY!

So much for laughter.

The petite jackalope had practically dislocated her jaw to choke me down to the base and was moaning like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted. Trying to sound my name out, her mouth and throat were like a velvet glove, as if she somehow had a second pussy.

Indeed, as I looked down at her I saw her eyes roll back and cross as she bobbed on it over and over again, making loud, almost performative slurps.

“Look at that!” Bekkah gasped, eyes wide as she studied Tizzy’s technique, occasionally looking from the frantic jackalope to my face. “Now that is how you pollinate.” At the strange announcement, she resumed sucking and licking my sack, occasionally letting her tongue flirt with the base of my cock whenever Tizzy went up for air.

For several seconds, the sounds the two made seemed to vie for which could be hotter.

Tizzy’s “GlorkglorkguzzleRegggieeeeyummm” was diabolical, but Bekkah’s much softer “Siip Siiiip Liiick Oooooohs” were equally potent.

It was the hottest scene I’d ever seen, much less been a part of.

“Mmm. I’m jealous of them,” Kasirah whined playfully as she nibbled my ear. “I can’t wait to taste you again.” She ran her hand down my stomach. “You’re so perfect, Reggie. I love the feeling of you. I can’t wait for my turn. I want to see you make that same face while you’re on top of me, saying those sweet things you know how to say.”

The girl’s urging in my ear was enough to damn near set me off.

“N-n-not today,” Asenath muttered defiantly. “We agreed. Today is about…” She bit her lip fiercely and looked away. “I mean—if it’s okay with Reggie.”

I struggled to get the words out. “If what is okay?” I asked. “What are we talking about now?”

Kasirah made a sound that was part reluctant agreement and part genuine delight as she reached down to grab Tizzy’s antler. The fit girl’s forearm flexed, forcing Tizzy to take me deeper.

“Ohhhbythegodsyesyesyeshelpmeyes.” I wasn’t sure how I understood a word the jackalope said, particularly with her throat visibly stretched around my cock, but it came out all the same.

Speaking over Tizzy’s increasing vocalizations, the Valkyrie explained, “Once Tizzy gets you good and primed, we each get a turn with you. But just a short one. Tizzy is the only one who gets your entire mana potion inside her today.”

“My cum,” I corrected reflexively, then, eyes widening, asked, “And you’re all okay with that?”

The girls all nodded, with Tizzy nodding so enthusiastically she nearly speared me with her dainty antlers.

Bekkah momentarily abandoned my balls with a wet pop from her lips. “The idea is that we’ll all get to experience it plenty of times over the break—but Tizzy found you first, so fair is fair.”

The logic might not have made the best sense, but as long as they’d made clear-headed decisions and there’d be no drama, I was far beyond any argument.

Reaching down, I moved Kassi’s hands away from Tizzy’s head, then tried to guide the jackalope up, but she frowned at me and started sucking harder and faster as if in protest. “W-whoa—hold on. If you keep going like that, I’ll burst in your mouth, and it might ruin your first time with it inside you,” I forced out, panting hard.

Tizzy was instantly convinced by that and pulled off me like she’d been eager to do so all along. She impatiently turned to Bekkah and snapped her fingers. “Now! Now! Now! Do it! Go go go!”

“You’re kind of ruining the romance of the moment, Tizz,” Kasirah chuckled dryly.

One of Tizzy’s feet thumped impatiently on the bed as I sat up, guiding Bekkah to where I’d been laying moments before. Sliding between her glistening thighs, I reached down to feel her pussy. She was velvet soft and soaking wet, her sweet aroma a perfect compliment to her pixie-like features.

As I slid my tip against her entrance, she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and leaned up, kissing me. She was gentle, questing, her body trembling beneath mine as she arched into me. Breaking the kiss, she whispered, “Please, Reggie. I want you to take it. You’re the sun and I’m your flower.”

She spoke the words with such earnestness that I was certain it must be part of a ceremony. Not overthinking things, I pressed forward, slowly and gently pushing into her body’s taut grip. There was intense resistance, then a flood of warmth.

“Ughhhhh, Reggie!” Bekkah moaned, eyes rolling as she tipped her head back, exposing the column of her throat.

“How is it?” Asenath begged, mouth half open with a strand of drool down her bottom lip. “Tell me! Please!”

“Stings a bit,” the butterfly fairy said as she moved gently against me. “But...but...”

“But?” This time from Kasirah.

“Oh it’s the sun! It’s the sun inside of me!” Words nearly running together, Bekkah pushed down against me, willingly taking more of my shaft inside her taut little body. “It’s the best...oh yes! That! Oh, Reggie, it’s yours. I’m yours!”

Any doubts I’d had about Bekkah performing some sort of ceremony vanished as Kassi leaned over, whispering in my ear, “You’d better be good to all of us like that.” Then I felt her exploring across my neck while my fairy lover’s hips bucked and undulated. Her rainbow wings fluttered as her legs drew behind my hips, urging me to move.

I rocked downward, answering Bekkah’s need, Kassi on one side and Asenath gyrating on the other. The sphinx looked as if she was in a trance, her pupils fully dilated as she whispered her mantra over and over beneath her breath. “I’m Reggie’s dirty slut, he’s going to own all my holes. Oh my...that’s...” Looking between my body and Bekkah’s, she seemed to lose her focus long enough to blurt out, “He’s stretching her so good!”

“So good,” Bekkah agreed, biting her bottom lip. Her eyes found mine and she leaned up, kissing me again, whispering, “This was worth the wait.”

Tizzy, who’d been quiet for a solid minute or two, leaned in. Expression fixed, she reached between us, sliding her hands across my chest and lower, until I felt her fingertips teasing across where my shaft joined with Bekkah. “How is it? How is Big Brother’s cock? Tell me!”

Gasping as I began moving faster, Bekkah stammered, “F..f....fucking good. Oh fuckkkkkk. So good! I think I’m going to....oh, yes! I’m giving you my honey!”

It wasn’t what I expected, but the sensation of Bekkah’s incredibly tight walls seizing up on me didn’t quite catch me unprepared. Knowing I had more work ahead of me, I adjusted my thrusts, going deep and rocking my hips to keep the sensation from pushing me over the edge.

I managed. But only barely.

Bekkah came for nearly a solid minute before Kasirah cut in, “That’s enough.”

Panting, not from exertion but from sheer effort of will, I withdrew from Bekkah’s gripping pussy. The plop sound of my pulling out was ludicrously loud, as was the gush of wetness as she crawled out of the way to make room.

Laying on my back, I closed my eyes. “One second. That had me...”

Kasirah, who I’d assumed was the patient one, proved to be anything but. Eyes still closed, I felt her crawling up my body, her full, pert breasts running across my thighs and brushing my cum-covered shaft. “My turn,” the Valkyrie declared in a silken voice.

I opened my eyes in time to see her piercing blue gaze on mine. There was steel there, a want that was utterly unmistakable. Yet vulnerability too. Knowing what she needed, I leaned up to whisper in her ear, “You’re beautiful. You’re gorgeous. I don’t need you to fight. I just need you to be mine. In a sexy little dress if you want.”

At my words, Kassi exhaled, the last of whatever doubt she had visibly fading. “I want to be beautiful for you.” She slid up my torso, a hand moving between us to stroke my cock. I was still so wet from Bekkah that the sound of her stroking practically filled the room.

Beside me, I glimpsed Bekkah’s pert ass as she crawled off the bed to lay face down on the floor. “Is she okay?” Asenath asked. “That’s not doing anything for my nerves.”

“I’m the okayest I’ve ever been,” Bekkah gasped, panting breathlessly. “My honey is just really stirred up.”

That did seem to calm Asenath down, but before I could offer another soothing word or two, Kasirah had me lined up with her smooth folds. She balanced me there, right on the brink, as she studied my face.

I nodded and she sat back, thighs flexing as she impaled herself in a single, smooth motion.

“UUuughhhhhhhhhhhohhhhh YESSSSSSSSSSS!” Her voice went from sultry to surprisingly high pitched as she took me in all at once. “Ohh, Hela, yes, that’s the ticket!”

Looking down, I saw the fit woman’s abs flexing and churning as her pussy tackled me. I shouldn’t have been surprised, but nothing could have prepared me for just how capable her muscles were at milking my already well-worked cock.

Thankfully, she gravitated more toward the grinding move than the bouncing one, which was frankly good luck on my part. When women do that sexy rolling motion back and forth with their hips, like she was doing now, it felt better for them than for men, so it gave me some time to center myself.

Still, her insides were pretty fucking nice.

“Mmm. I adore you, Reggie. Thank you for choosing us,” she huffed as she squirmed on top of me. Her full, upturned breasts swayed and jiggled delicately in front of my face. Reaching out, I cupped them, running my thumbs across her pale nipples. But for all the sensations and textures, it was her face that was the real show.

God, the faces she was making were straight out of the hottest porno I’d ever imagined. No, better.

Way better.

She didn’t last long. “Nyah! Gughhh--hoo fuck! This is it, baby! Mmm fuck, Reggie! Ahhhh!”

Her climax was beyond intense; as she rocked, her pussy clamped so hard that my well-lubricated cock popped out before she could push down again. She was so damn wet that her juices dribbled down my shaft and sack, momentarily throwing me off course. It was probably a good thing, as when she rolled off of me, I caught sight of her entire lower body flexing and squeezing in an orgasm that didn’t seem to want to quit.

If I’d been inside her the entire time, there was zero chance I could have held back.

Two down, two to go.

Bekkah was still on the floor, and Kassi was still busy moaning about how good I’d felt. Tizzy’s feverish gaze fell on Asenath. I could tell the jackalope was not going to wait much longer.

“Are you ready for this Az?” I asked. “It’s okay if you want to back down. I promise, I don’t mind.”

Asenath swallowed hard, then suddenly forced a cocky look onto her face. “Hell yeah, I’m ready, dude. I’m a filthy fucking whore. Let’s do this.”

Beside us, Kasirah slid out of the bed to join Bekkah on the floor. She’d begun muttering something in a language I had to guess was Old Norse. Beside her, Bekkah tried to laugh. It came out as a groan of pleasure.

Coming to her feet, Asenath looked me over, then Tizzy. “Uh. How should we?”

“I got this,” I said, coming to my feet and to the edge of the bed. Gripping her wide hips, I gently urged Az onto the bed. Leaning down, I kissed her mouth, then pushed her onto her back and bent to capture her ankles. After a few seconds of adjustment for our heights, I had myself lined up with the plum-colored folds of her pussy.

“It’s poking my pussy!” she murmured. “It’s so fucking chunky! It’s not going to fit!”

“It fits in Bekkah,” Kasirah breathed from the floor. “It’ll fit in you. Tizzy’s the only one I’d say we need to be concerned about.”

More on that later.

Asenath chewed the inside of her cheek, closed her eyes, then reached down to tug me closer. I obliged, adding even, gentle pressure.

“Holeeeeeey shit!” she squealed, tossing her head from one side to the other, ears flickering atop her head. “The hottest guy I’ve ever seen is putting his cock in my fucking pussy! I’m his filthy fucking whore!”

I entered her, the warmth and wetness of that first time engulfing me for the third time that night. With every inch I buried, she found more of her confidence, though I kind of wish she didn’t. She threw strings of dirty talk at me that, while admittedly were kind of sexy, were disorienting with how they kept coming.

“Yeah, you like that, Reggie? You like that big guy? You like how my wet, slutty cunt milks your fucking dick like it was made for you? Yeah? YEAH? I bet you fucking love how my—nyah!—how my insides are so hot and ready for you. All yours, baby. Fucking rip my clothes off and bend me over anytime, anywhere. I’m your personal cumdump, baby. Your private slut. Fucking say it!”

“Say what exactly?” I grunted, trying to find a rhythm, focus on not coming, and juggle her machinegun spray of words all at once. It was honestly harder than casting most spells.

“Say you own my pussy. Say it! I’m your slut!”

I blinked. “I don’t know if I’m—”

“Say it, baby, or I’ll cry!”

“OKAY YOU’RE MY SLUT!” I fired back. “Jesus.”

That was apparently the trigger she needed, because she came immediately. “FFFfuck yeah, baby! Gahhh yes! Yes! Yes! Ooohhhh gawd yes!”

Her climax, compared to the other two, was fairly short and sharp. When she peeled off the bed, her ears were flattened as she moved to lay with the other two on the floor. She actually lay on top of them, face down, forming a sort of pyramid. I heard her muttering, “I’m his whore. Reggie’s cumdump. Well, not yet. But soon!”

I caught sight of Kasirah and Bekkah both reaching up to give her a supportive pat on the back.

Then I turned to Tizzy. Her eyes had gone feral, for lack of a better word. “I’ve been waiting in silence this whole time. And now it’s my turn.”

“Hell yeah,” I said, reaching out and grabbing her hand. But as I did, I got a close look at what I was working with. The girl’s ratio of hips to thigh gap was utterly ridiculous. “Hang on. I could probably wrap my dick around your waist. You’re too small. It’s not going to fit.”

“It’ll fit, Big Brother,” she growled. “If it doesn’t, I’ll burn this cabin down.”

“Well, don’t do that,” I muttered, letting her guide me onto my back so she could control the pace.

She started to lower herself onto me but it wasn’t working. Her pussy was too small and tight. She’d be lucky to fit a Double A battery, let alone my chonker.

But she didn’t give up. She kept trying, fingering herself to orgasm three times in an attempt to loosen herself up. I promised to stay with her and keep trying until she was ready to call it quits, but Kasirah, Asenath, and Bekkah had moved to the showers.

“We’ll figure this out next time,” I told her, squeezing her hand. “I promise, we’ll make it work.”

But then, just like that, it did. After what had to be twenty minutes of solid effort, the jackalope managed to squeeze me inside. Her eyes instantly crossed, and she let out a yelp of mixed pain and pleasure. But then her brows furrowed and she locked eyes with me.

“I’m gonna do a fuck so hard on you,” she growled. “Get ready!”

I chuckled. “Absolutely. Give me your best—”

Aaaaand I came. Once Tizzy started going, her hips were slamming into me at a rate of roughly six times per second. It wasn’t unlike being jerked off by a pussy. A very tight, very wet, very warm pussy, attached to one of the tightest, prettiest bodies I ever saw.

“Yes, Big Bro! I feel something gooping up inside my tummy! Gimme your potion gimme your potion GIMME YOUR POTION!”

Plap, plap, plap.

I was already done, but she wasn’t. I didn’t even have the chance to soften. She just kept going, milking me like our lives depended on her draining every ounce of seed from my wizardly sack.

“Yeah, Big Bro! Ohhh yeah! I like it so much! I like to do sex with you, Big Bro! Nyah! Ohhh! AHHHH!”

She didn’t stop when she started coming—she sped up. My eyes closed and I could feel tears streaming down my face. I wanted to groan or moan or something but I could scarcely breathe. She yanked another climax out of me.

But then... she stopped.

“Wow!” she gasped. “That was even better than I thought!”

I chuckled, patting her on the butt, trying to play it cool and catch my breath. “Great. I’m glad you enjoyed your first—”

PLAP PLAP PLAP.

“Let’s do it ten more times, Big Bro!”

Dear God.
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My brain should have been the consistency of moldy porridge the next morning. After all, Tizzy had treated my dick like a trampoline until she’d finally collapsed against my chest making little mewling sounds that were both adorable and worrying. The kind of workout she’d put me through should’ve left me comatose for a week minimum.

Thank God for warlock physiology, I guess.

I woke to the distinct sensation of multiple hands exploring my morning wood. Four hands, to be precise, plus corresponding mouths eagerly alternating dick duty. After just a couple days, I was already getting pretty good at identifying my lovers by touch alone—which probably said more about how often they’d been sampling the goods than it did about my observational prowess.

“Ladies,” I croaked, fighting every instinct screaming at me to just lie back and enjoy it, “we really can’t do this right now.”

Let the record show that I did say that. I really did. It went mostly unheeded, though, and I promptly backtracked and shut the hell up until the whole thing wrapped. When I opened my eyes properly, four faces peered at me from between my thighs. Each girl literally glowed like she’d swallowed a nightlight.

Bekkah licked her lips before explaining. “We were hungry for a little pre-breakfast breakfast. Hope you don’t mind.” Rainbow prisms from her wings shone across the walls as she shared a naughty look with Tizzy.

My eyebrow climbed toward my hairline. “I really need to make sure that consuming jizz as frequently as you girls have been is actually medically chill. You all must be sore, too. Especially Tizzy.”

Tizzy shook her head so hard her antlers blurred. “No, I swear! I feel just fine, Big Bro, thanks to your mana potion!” Without an ounce of shame, she spun around on the bed and spread her legs wide. “See for yourself!”

I blinked at the unexpected sight. “Jesus, Tizzy. First off, it’s called cum. Or semen.” I rubbed my face with both hands. “Second, what exactly are you trying to show me here?”

She beamed back at me with pure sugar in her smile. “My hole! See? All better! No more soreness!”

Kasirah chimed in a bit more bashfully, but spoke directly in any case. “None of us are sore, actually. Or tired at all. We… kind of think it’s another boon of being with you sexually.”

“Or,” I suggested, “maybe it’s about our emotional bond?” I felt a little silly suggesting it, but I promise I was going somewhere with it. “It’s just that I read in some of the theory books that emotional connections between magic users can have therapeutic properties when they’re on the same wavelength. We kind of talked about this, Kass, remember?”

They exchanged looks. Asenath cocked her head at me. “Babe, Reggie—we’re not talking about our periods synchronizing or something—”

“Obviously, since I have my period twice a week,” Tizzy giggled, batting her hand. “That’d be so crazy!”

The sphinx girl continued like she hadn’t just been interrupted in a very alarming way. “Look—I know it might be a little awkward for us to go right out there and say it, but Kassi’s right. Fucking you like the filthy, dirty sluts we want to be for you—”

“I didn’t put it like that,” Kassi muttered, frowning.

“It has magical properties much more powerful than anything I’ve ever come across. Which means…”

I held up a hand to stop her. “Believe me, please, no one person is more pumped to push my penis to its limits more than me—”

“Except Tizzy,” Asenath corrected me, wagging a finger and earning a nod from the jackalope girl in question.

“Granted,” I agreed. “But the fact remains that this is a big day. Let’s make sure you girls are all practiced and poised to pass those exams.”

“Can you stop alliterating with the letter P?” Bekkah asked. “It’s not sexy.”

I frowned. “I wasn’t trying to.”

Before Bekkah could say anything else, I rolled myself off of the bed full of naked monster girls. Several pouty faces followed my retreat, but someone had to be the responsible one here, and I had the feeling it was going to usually be me.

It would definitely never be Tizzy, I noted.

It was hard, though—pun only half-intended. The sight of those women alone damn near broke my resolve. Four gorgeous chicks, all naked, all literally begging for more, willing to suck me and fuck me all day if I let them, even at a time like this when placement tests were just around the corner. But with Bekkah’s academic future on the line, horny time would have to wait.

“Alright ladies, Listen up,” I announced with my hands on my hips and puffing out my chest. Before I could keep going, I had a moment of insecurity as I became suddenly very aware that lecturing a naked audience while sporting an erection that could choke a kodiak bear probably undermined my authority. “Sure, sex is great and all. No argument there. But right now that needs to take a backseat to actual work. Bekkah could fail out if we don’t focus, and I’m not losing any of you to bad grades.”

Bekkah’s face fell as reality crashed back in. The playful mood evaporated pretty much instantly. I felt a little guilty for the mood shift, but it needed to be said. In the end, it did have the desired effect.

“We won’t let that happen,” Tizzy declared with sudden fierceness. She wrapped an arm around her friend, inadvertently pressing their nipples together in a way that threatened to derail my entire responsibility speech. My penis jerked upward once and fell, like a New York native impassionately trying to hail a cab that he realized half a second later was already taken. The girls took note but mercifully let the moment pass.

I cleared my throat and pointed toward the bathroom. “Right. So I’m showering. Alone. Then we’re all getting dressed and pretending to be responsible adults for a few hours.”

After the world’s quickest shower—during which I successfully dodged three separate attempts to “help”—we got ready for the day.

Kasirah had poured herself into athletic shorts that might as well have been painted on, paired with a sporty midriff-baring tank top engaged in open warfare with titty physics. Bekkah’s khaki skirt was short enough to pull double duty as a belt for someone even shorter than her, and her crop top wasn’t much more modest. Asenath’s jeggings and very tight T-Shirt achieved the remarkable feat of being both completely opaque and yet leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. And Tizzy... well, Tizzy had somehow found shorts that made Daisy Dukes look like a burka. One of these days I’d ask why Everafter girls were so hip to modern Earth attire, but for now I was content to let it be a harmless mystery.

For the morning assembly, at least, though, the robes had to go on, so we donned the blues of our affinity together. As we headed out, I checked my watch, stunned at how I felt like a million bucks even given the early hour. “Didn’t we do our thing until like three in the morning?”

Asenath’s voice dripped with jealousy as she side-eyed the jackalope girl. “You and Tizzy did. Some of us had to listen.” She shuddered dramatically. “All. Night. Long.”

“It’s gotta be that warlock mojo Lady Katherine was talking about,” Kasirah suggested. “We’re all supercharged this morning. Apparently it goes both ways.”

Bekkah bounced on her toes, wings shimmering. “I feel incredibly focused too.”

We stepped outside our cabin and joined the other students, who were already filed in for assembly—mostly.

Word about my Spine Hog capture had clearly made the rounds already, despite the fact that no one was supposed to talk about it. Spine Hogs, so I gathered, weren’t exactly top level beasts, but they were on the stronger side of summons you could just find wandering around, it seemed, and that a brand new student, and a human male no less, managed to pull that off without training appeared to be a very big deal. Groups of monster girls whispered and giggled as we lined up, pointing at me, while the very few male students in attendance looked like they’d been sucking on lemons dipped in rancid ass.

The assembly area was as crowded with students arranged by cabin as it had been during the first assembly. Counselors floated overhead on their brooms—notably minus Lady Katherine. Professor Whitaker had claimed center stage instead, channeling the energy of a stern librarian who’d just discovered the sheer audacity of someone’s overdue fees.

“Good morning, students.” Yep. That was a teacher voice. “We have several announcements before you begin your day. First, a reminder regarding restricted areas—they remain restricted for good reason.” Her eyes locked onto mine pretty fucking pointedly. “Solo exploration of dangerous territories is strongly discouraged.”

Kasirah elbowed me. Asenath playfully kicked my shin. Tizzy pinched my ass, but I was pretty sure that was an unrelated phenomenon. I, for one, was curious who blabbed about it. My guess? Peaches.

Yeah, okay. Getting half-murdered by a monster yesterday was as stupid as it was badass. I got it.

“Second matter,” Professor Whitaker continued, “the harpy situation we mentioned at orientation has escalated. They’ve begun raiding pixie nests and stealing eggs. Ms. Hegwen will organize a group of students to help deal with this issue by tonight at the latest.”

The milf-like groundskeeper wore the expression of someone who’d rather be literally anywhere else. “Yes, quite right. The balance must be maintained.”

Professor Henry cleared his throat as his gnomish features quirked into the most serious look he could manage with his goofy face. “Regarding placement tests—little time remains. A third failure results in immediate expulsion. Use your time wisely. Teachers are at your disposal if you need help, but so are your fellow students. Don’t be afraid to reach across cabins if you must.”

I looked back. Bekkah tensed behind me, shrinking under my gaze. Despite her progress, she was still self-doubting, which I supposed was to be expected. The morning assembly wrapped up pretty quickly after that, with teachers flying off in different directions, but some of them headed back up to Thistlewick at its place on top of the tallest mountain overlooking the campgrounds.

Next thing I knew, a voice drifted through the air, dripping with aristocratic disdain. “Look at the nervous little fairy. Ready to fail out permanently this time?” It took me a second to realize who was speaking and the fact that the individual was talking about Bekkah.

It was an elf—Jamathiel, if I remembered correctly—surrounded by other elves, standing at the center with the most insufferably self-important posture and face you could imagine. He wasn’t even that good-looking for an elf. He had a bald head polished to a near mirror finish, sharp ears that were even longer than the other elves’ ears, and red robes that were well fitted and clearly customized with magic, but they only showed off how skinny he was. Everything about the douchebag would have screamed that he peaked in middle school if he was human.

Tizzy’s lisp thickened with instant rage, and I wasn’t far behind. “Shut it, Jamathiel, or I’ll—”

Kasirah’s elbow found the jackalope’s ribs, cutting her off. Her threat died mid-formation.

“—be really disappointed in your lack of school spirit!” Kassi offered instead. I didn’t know how I felt about that. On the one hand, I appreciated Kassi trying to keep Tizzy out of trouble, but I was more on Tizzy’s page with this particular issue.

Jamathiel’s sculpted eyebrows performed an elaborate dance of condescension and disgust. “How... quaint.” He walked toward us but pivoted to face me at the last second. “And you are, of course, the humie everyone’s discussing. Jamathiel Moonweaver. Perhaps you’ve already heard of me.”

He extended a hand. I examined it like it might give me feline AIDS. After a deliberately awkward pause, he withdrew it.

“Reggie Hickson,” I said, flat as one of my dad’s many four year old 2 liters of RC Cola. “Charmed, I’m sure.” That’s a thing people say, right?

Something ugly crept into his voice after that. “Fascinating to see one of your kind here. Humans so rarely manifest meaningful magical potential.”

“Wow,” I replied. “I’ll keep that in mind when my girls and I are smoking your ass in the placement tests, you bald bitch.”

Kasirah gasped at the unexpected escalation. “Reggie!” Bekkah and Asenath giggled and snorted under their breath, though. I wasn’t sure Tizzy was aware of anything going on because I could feel her hand massaging my butt.

Jamathiel’s plastic smile endured despite my crassness, to his credit. “Anyway… your accelerated program is certainly ambitious. I heard the teachers mention it, but I notice you’ve surrounded yourself with rather... subpar academic partners.” His gaze swept over my cabinmates with the exact opposite expression I typically leveled on them. “I’d hate to see potential limited by unfortunate associations.”

My instincts kicked in hard. This wasn’t about magic—this was pure status anxiety. Jamathiel saw me as a threat to his carefully ordered sandbox, and he was trying to reassert dominance through social pressure.

Time to shut that shit down.

“Here’s the thing, Jambo,” I said, deliberately mangling his name. “As far as I know, everyone at this camp is here for remedial studies. Including your shiny ass. So before you start throwing sass at my friends, maybe work on whatever deficiency got you sent to summer school in the first place. In other words, mind your own business, you bald cunt.”

His mask shattered completely. “My business?” The words came out like he was choking on them. “You’re a tourist here, humie. A mortal child playing at being a wizard. You don’t belong in our world.”

I smiled the way I did when clients tried to lowball me on contracts. I opened my mouth to offer a retort, but Kassi covered it.

“What he means is thanks for the warm welcome, Jamathiel,” the Valkyrie said, but at the last second she, too, lost patience. “I’d tell you to suck a dick but the best one in camp is already extremely taken.”

He ignored the girls as they started posturing and possessively reaching out to grab different parts of me. “Watch yourself, humie. You and your little sluts should stay in your cabin where you belong. Just flunk out with grace and let the rest of us proceed as usual, hmm?”

My fist clenched in preparation for a meet-and-greet with his face when Professor Whitaker’s voice shot through the air like a whip, having made an unexpected return.

“Is there a problem, gentlemen?”

Jamathiel’s fake smile snapped back into place. “Not at all, Counselor. Simply welcoming our new colleague to camp.”

The elves slithered away like snakes. Replacing them came a sauntering succubus whose every step looked pre-ordained by Everafter’s patron goddess of stripper poles.

“Is it true?” The words poured from her lips like honey. “A Spine Hog on your first day? Alone? No formal training?”

Tizzy materialized between us so fast she left afterimages. Arms spread wide, she planted herself like a goalkeeper. “Damn right he did! And he’s taken! Super taken! Maximum taken! Back off, sulfur-crotch!”

Musical laughter spilled from the succubus. “Such fire from such a tiny thing. Tell me, little rabbit—do you truly believe you can satisfy a man like this all by yourself?”

“She doesn’t have to,” Kasirah stated firmly, flanking Tizzy’s left side. “He has all of us.”

“Is that so? Then what’s one more?” The succubus circled our group with predatory grace, her tail brushing along my arm as she passed. “Sultria Brimstone. Do remember that name, human. You’ll be screaming it soon enough.”

After she’d sashayed away, Asenath let out a growl that belonged on Animal Planet. “I hate her. Who the hell does she think she is?”

“Top of our year in power rankings,” Bekkah supplied quietly. “She’s failed healing, though, which I guess is why she’s here.”

Kasirah’s knuckles had gone white as she fired a possessive look in my direction. “I suddenly can’t stand her.”

“You were lab partners all last year,” Bekkah pointed out. “She was your best friend. You bought each other Winter Solstice gifts. She named her cat after you.”

“Things change.”

Tizzy’s otherwise human nose twitched in angry little bunny spasms. “I hate her too. Succubi need perfume to cover up their nasty sulfur stink. Bet her pussy tastes foul, Big Bro. Don’t eat it, mmkay?”

I patted her head patiently. “Duly noted. Now can we please focus? We’ve got actual work to do.”

Thankfully, the girls did follow my guidance, and we got to work. Back in our private dining room, the air felt charged. Until now, this had been a study space. Kind of. True, horny stuff typically did happen here, but today the air was practically distorted by pent-up sexual energy. Four sets of eyes tracked my every movement like starving cats watching a can opener.

“Ground rules,” I announced before anyone could pounce. “No sex. No blowjobs. No licking, sucking, stroking, or fondling of erogenous areas until we make real academic progress. Clear?”

A chorus of disappointed groans filled the room. Except from Tizzy, who just looked puzzled.

“I don’t know what erogenous means,” she declared proudly, hands planted on her hips. “So your stupid rules can’t stop me!”

“It means our sexy parts,” Bekkah translated.

“Oh.” Tizzy’s ears drooped. “Well that’s just hateful and mean, Big Brother.”

Against all odds, we managed to get some work done. Bekkah practiced conjuration, and Kasirah worked combat forms with me. Both made steady progress, not much else to say.

Asenath bent over her ritual circles in ways that definitely were meant to tempt me, but I had self-imposed a new rule that every time I got erect I would flick the head of my penis through my jeans, so I kept myself under control. But credit where due—she nailed every inscription while providing the show.

Even Tizzy took things seriously. Her transfiguration attempts were growing more and more adept with each casting, and soon she was even capable of reliably transforming things into objects that weren’t necessarily copies of my dong. It felt not only like an improvement in her skills, but also maybe even a bit of personal growth.

The morning and afternoon went by too fast, however. The whole time, my mind kept drifting to other problems—Jamathiel’s yapping, for one, then there was the escalating harpy situation that I somehow just knew I’d get roped into, and also that special summonable monster Lady Katherine had promised me and still hadn’t made good on.

Too many plates spinning at once, to put it simply. And somehow I still had to guide four formerly virginal monster girls through their placement exams. After that, and after dealing with those other items on my agenda, things would be a bit more open, I realized, and that did give my humie heart some relief.


Chapter 23


The afternoon study session had stretched into evening, and I could feel the tension building in our private dining room like too many mentos in the coke (cool, maybe hilarious, but also explosive). Bekkah’s wings had dimmed to muted pastels as she struggled through another conjuration exercise. Kasirah sat rigid in her chair, jaw clenched as she reviewed combat theory for what had to be the fifteenth time. Even Tizzy had stopped bouncing, her cottontail doing only the occasional listless twitch.

But it was Asenath who caught my attention. The sphinx sat hunched over her ritual diagrams, golden eyes darting between her textbook and her work with increasing frustration. Her lion tail lashed back and forth like an angry whip, and I could hear her muttering under her breath.

“Stupid riddle. Why can’t I just say what I mean? Why does everything have to be mysterious and clever and...” She trailed off when she noticed me watching, quickly straightening and attempting her sultry smile. “Everything’s fine, stud. Just working on some... enigmatic enchantments.”

The forced confidence in her voice did the opposite of her intention: it felt like a clear plea for help.

“Alright, everyone,” I announced, closing my own textbook with a decisive snap. “We’re taking a break. Fresh air, clear heads, then we’ll come back and tackle this properly.”

“But we haven’t finished—” Kasirah started.

“And we won’t finish if we burn ourselves out,” I interrupted gently. “Thirty minutes of rest will do more good than another hour of frustrated studying.”

I caught Asenath’s eye and tilted my head toward the door. Her attempt at a mysterious smile faltered for just a moment before she nodded.

“Asenath and I are going for a walk. You three figure out what you want to do, but no more studying until we get back.”

Tizzy’s ears perked up slightly as she licked her lips. “Bubble time?”

“Yeah!” Bekkah’s wings glowed hopefully. “A recharge would be perfect!”

“No bubbles, and no recharging. We’re staying on task. And this time, it’s just me and Asenath,” I said, already moving toward the door.

I felt the pouts strike my back like the fists of chocolate milk (only it was my cum) addicts, but remained resolute.

The evening air was cooler than I’d expected, carrying the scent of flowers from Ms. Hegwen’s gardens. Asenath walked beside me in unusual silence, her typical swagger replaced by something more uncertain. Her tail still twitched with agitation, and she kept glancing at me like she was trying to solve a puzzle.

“So,” she said finally, attempting her usual purr. “Where are you taking me? Somewhere you can show me new positions all by ourselves?”

The words felt rehearsed, like she was reciting lines from a play. I stopped walking and turned to face her, studying the tension in her shoulders and the way her hands kept fidgeting with her hair.

“Az, what’s really going on?”

Her confident mask slipped for a split second before snapping back into place. “I don’t know what you mean. I’m just... you know, being my mysterious sphinx self. Riddling and seducing and all that good stuff.”

“Right.” I started walking again, taking the path that led toward the astronomy tower. “And how’s that working out for you?”

She was quiet for several steps, tail doing increasingly agitated flicks. “Fine. Great. Perfectly enigmatic, just like I’m supposed to be.”

“Want to hear a riddle?” I asked, surprising her.

Her ears perked up with genuine interest. “You have a riddle?”

“What’s long and hard in the morning, soft and wet by evening, and leaves everyone satisfied when properly worked?”

Asenath stopped walking entirely, eyes going wide. “Reggie! That’s... that’s completely inappropriate and I love it! Is it your—”

“A day of honest labor,” I said with a completely straight face.

“That was terrible!” giggled as we resumed walking. “I was about to guess something totally different.”

“I noticed. Which brings me back to my original question: how’s the vamp thing really working out for you?”

The astronomy tower’s base had a small garden area with stone benches arranged around a central fountain. During the day it was probably pleasant, but as the evening drew long it became something magical. Watercolor hues reflected off the water while flowers filled the air with sweet fragrance. I settled onto one of the benches and patted the space beside me.

Asenath sat down carefully, maintaining perfect posture like she was posing for a portrait. “So, if we’re not trying new positions, what are we going to do?” She sounded vulnerable, on edge as if uncertain how to talk if the words weren’t buried beneath a mile of sexual innuendo.

“How about we just talk?” I suggested. “You know, like regular friends for once?”

Her golden eyes widened slightly. “Like…friends?” Her ears twitched. “I thought this was supposed to be a quickie date. You should be seduced by my wiles by now.” Emphasizing the word ‘wiles’, she reached down to cup her perfectly perky breasts through her top.

I couldn’t help but smile at that. “Your wiles, huh? Not gonna lie, your tits are nice, but you’re more than your boobs.”

“Don’t laugh at me!” The words burst out with more emotion than I’d ever heard from her. She immediately looked mortified, clapping a hand over her mouth. “I mean... uh... riddle me this: what sounds like desperation but is actually... actually...”

She trailed off, shoulders slumping in defeat. “I can’t even finish that one.”

I couldn’t help but grin at her frustration. “Want to see a terrible riddle?”

She looked up hopefully. “You’ll make one?”

“What’s thick and white, shoots out fast, and makes girls open wide for more?”

Asenath’s eyes went huge and her tail went completely still. “Reggie! That’s so dirty and I love it but I thought…”

“A milk fountain in the cafeteria,” I finished innocently.

She stared at me for a beat, then threw her head back and laughed. It wasn’t a sultry low chuckle like I’d normally expect from her, but genuine surprised laughter that transformed her whole face.

“You absolute bastard! That was awful! I was thinking of your…” She caught herself, blushing furiously. It pinked her tan cheeks, taking her from the normal ‘uber sexy fae girl’ and more into Bekkah or Tizzy’s ‘adorable’ territory. I liked it, especially for the honesty it conveyed.

“I’m no expert, but I don’t think riddles should be only about being clever. What about connecting people? Making them think, or laugh, or feel something?”

Her laughter died down but her smile remained, softer now and more real. “What are you trying to say?”

“I’m saying your riddles aren’t the problem.”

My words seemed to crack something inside the girl’s façade. She shook her head. “Riddles are part of what a sphinx is. The same as being mysterious and clever and wise. It’s what I’m supposed to be. How else do I get to be with someone like…” She trailed off, one ear flicking in my direction.

The fountain bubbled quietly between us as I processed her words. This wasn’t about academic pressure or test anxiety. This was about something much deeper.

“Az, who told you that’s what you’re supposed to be?”

She blinked at the question. “What do you mean? I’m a sphinx. Everyone knows what we’re all about.”

“Says who?”

“Says...” She paused, frowning. “Says everyone? Says the stories? Says what sphinxes are supposed to be like?”

I leaned back against the bench, looking up as the deepening evening spun bright orange flares across a flock of mysterious crystalline birds. “You know, back on Earth, we have stories about sphinxes too. Ancient riddles, devouring travelers who get the answers wrong, that whole thing.”

Asenath winced. “Great. So even humans think we’re supposed to be perfect at this stuff.”

“Actually, the thing that always struck me about those stories wasn’t how clever the sphinxes were. It was how lonely they sounded.” I glanced over at her. “Sitting by themselves on mountaintops or at crossroads, only interacting with people through riddles and tests. Never just... talking to anyone.”

Her tail had gone still, ears pricked forward with attention.

“The riddles weren’t about showing off how smart they were,” I continued. “They were a way to connect with people without being vulnerable. A wall made of words.”

“That’s...” She opened her mouth, then closed it again. “That’s actually kind of sad.”

“Yeah, it is. Which is why I’m more interested in talking to Asenath than I am in getting riddled by a sphinx.”

She stared at me for a long moment, something shifting in her expression. “But what if Asenath isn’t as interesting as the sphinx? What if she’s just... ordinary?”

“Why don’t we find out?”

The question hung in the air between us. Asenath’s carefully maintained posture finally relaxed, her shoulders dropping as she let out a long breath.

“I’ve been reading human poetry,” she said quietly.

“Yeah? What kind?”

“All kinds. I found this whole collection in the library.” She tucked a strand of dark hair behind one ear, the gesture more natural than anything I’d seen from her all evening. “There’s this one poet, Emily Dickinson. She wrote about feeling like nobody, about wanting to be somebody but being afraid of what that meant.”

I knew the poem she was talking about. “I’m Nobody! Who are you?”

“That’s the one.” Her voice got softer. “Are you Nobody too? Then there’s a pair of us—don’t tell! They’d banish us, you know.”

She recited the lines with genuine feeling, none of the forced mystery she usually layered into her voice. It was beautiful.

“I never thought about it like that,” I said. “But yeah, there’s something appealing about being nobody sometimes. No expectations, no performance required.”

“Exactly!” She turned on the bench to face me fully, eyes lighting up with enthusiasm. “And she writes about hope being a thing with feathers, and how pain can be so sharp it feels like actual freezing. It’s not riddles, exactly, but it’s still... layered. Like there’s meaning under the meaning.”

This was what I’d been hoping for. Not the sultry sphinx act, but the real person underneath. Smart, curious, genuinely thoughtful.

“What else have you been reading?”

“Oh, all sorts of things. There’s this philosopher named Thoreau who wrote about living deliberately, about not wanting to discover at the end of his life that he had never really lived.” She paused, looking down at her hands. “That one hit kind of hard.”

“How so?”

“Because I realized I’ve been doing exactly that. Living as what I thought a sphinx should be instead of figuring out what I actually am.” Her laugh was rueful. “Turns out the riddle I couldn’t solve was myself.”

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, listening to the fountain and the distant sounds of campus life. Asenath had relaxed completely now, sitting normally instead of trying to arrange herself into seductive poses.

“Can I ask you something?” she said eventually.

“Of course.”

“Do you actually like my riddles? Be honest.”

I considered the question carefully. “I like what they’re trying to do. And I like that they matter to you. But I’d also like conversations without riddles, too.”

She nodded slowly. “I kind of figured. Most of them are pretty terrible.”

“They’re not terrible. They’re just... not all of who you are.”

“So who is the rest of me?”

That was the real question, wasn’t it? I studied her face, noting the genuine curiosity there, the intelligence that didn’t need to hide behind wordplay.

“You’re thoughtful. You notice things about people that others miss. You’re kind, even when you’re trying to be tough. You’re curious about the world in a way that makes you interesting to talk to.” I paused. “And you’re brave enough to admit when something isn’t working and try something new.”

Her eyes had gotten suspiciously bright during my little speech. “That’s... that’s not very sphinx-like.”

“Maybe that’s okay.”

She leaned over, her shoulder against mine, one hand questing over. I took her hand, lacing the fingers together, and squeezed comfortingly as she spoke. “The other girls all have their things, you know? Bekkah’s got her flower child wisdom. Kasirah’s the noble warrior. Tizzy’s the sweet innocent. And I’m supposed to be the mysterious seductress, but I’m terrible at it.”

“You’re not terrible at seduction,” I said, earning a skeptical look. “You’re terrible at performing seduction. There’s a difference.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that right now, sitting here talking about poetry and philosophy and being genuinely yourself, you’re just as attractive as when you’re trying to be a total sexy slut.”

She blushed at that, the color visible even in the dim light. “Just as attractive?”

“Mhm. Don’t get me wrong. All of you is great. Sphinx. Slut. But this Asenath? This version of you? This is who I want to get to know better.”

“That might be difficult.” She swallowed. “Being with you makes me feel things. Need things. The things I say in the bedroom aren’t lies. They are me. Even if there’s more. Being all of that, letting it all out…I don’t know if I can do it.”

“You can. We’ll figure it out together.”

She smiled as I leaned down to kiss her forehead.

A comfortable quiet settled between us again as we remained close, just touching and holding. It was a nice change of pace from all the frantic pushing we’d collectively done since my arrival.

“Can I tell you something embarrassing?” she asked as the moments warmed between us.

“Sure.”

“I’ve been practicing riddles in the mirror. Standing there trying to look mysterious while I recite terrible wordplay.” She covered her face with her hands. “It’s so embarrassing.”

I laughed, not at her but at the mental image. “I bet you looked adorable though.”

“I looked ridiculous.” But I could hear the smile in her voice when she said it.

“We all do ridiculous things when we’re trying to figure ourselves out. At least you were trying.”

She dropped her hands from her face and looked at me seriously. “What ridiculous things have you done?”

The question caught me off guard. I’d been so focused on helping her that I hadn’t expected the conversation to turn around.

“Well, before I came here, I spent about six months trying to convince myself I was an introvert who didn’t need anyone else. Threw myself into work, avoided social situations, told myself I was better off alone.”

“What changed?”

“I met four incredible women who made me realize that being strong doesn’t mean being isolated.” I bumped her shoulder gently with mine. “Turns out I’m much better with a team.”

“Even when we’re disasters?”

“Especially when you’re disasters. Perfect people are boring.”

She laughed at that, the sound warm and genuine. “Good thing we’re all thoroughly imperfect then.”

“Very good thing.”

A distant chime told us our time was up. Standing together, we made our way back to the dining hall. As we went, I noted that Asenath’s demeanor had subtly changed. She moved with natural grace instead of only forced sensuality, her shoulders relaxed instead of held in perfect posture. She looked lighter, like she’d set down a burden she’d been carrying for too long.

“So what happens now?” she asked as we approached the building.

“Now we go back to studying, knowing we’ve taken a good first step.”

“A first step to what?”

“Being a proper couple. Being proper friends. All of it.”

She smiled, tail twitching. “As long as I can still be your wanton cumslut, too.”

I laughed. “Yes. That’s obviously on the table. Just not all that’s on the table.”

When we walked back into the dining hall, the other three looked up expectantly. But instead of launching into some elaborate riddle about our evening, Asenath just smiled and said, “We had a really good talk.”

“That’s it?” Tizzy asked, clearly expecting more drama.

“That’s it,” Asenath confirmed, settling back into her chair with visible contentment. “Now, can someone help me with these ritual diagrams? I’ve been overthinking them and making them way more complicated than they need to be.”

I caught Kasirah and Bekkah exchanging glances over Asenath’s head, noting the change in her demeanor. But they didn’t comment, just shifted their chairs to help with the studying.

As the evening resumed its rhythm, I reflected on how backwards things had gone between myself and the girls: we’d started with sexuality and were discovering what it meant to be lovers.

Anywhere else, and it would have felt ass backwards. Here? Well, it was more authentic than any relationship I’d ever had on Earth.


Chapter 24


After a day of studying, the walk back from dinner should’ve been a victory parade, but my mind kept pondering the logistics of what we’d promised ourselves. Three hours of “naked reward time,” as Tizzy had announced to half the dining hall, with four enthusiastic monster girls who’d been edging themselves in anticipation all day. My beautiful mind tried to project manage the situation—fifteen minutes here, twenty there—before I told it to shut up and enjoy the moment.

Tizzy bounced backward in front of our group, miraculously managing not to trip even though she never looked where she was going. “Three whole hours, Big Brother! That’s like—” Her face scrunched in concentration. “—one hundred and eighty minutes of your penis!”

The way she lisped ‘penis’ as ‘penith’ was always charming.

Asenath’s tail coiled around my leg as she walked beside me. I caught her eyeing the twilight calculatingly. “Riddle me this,” she purred as her yellow eyes shone bright. “What starts hard, ends harder, and leaves four women satisfied?”

“A pop quiz?” I suggested, earning myself a hip check that nearly sent me into a bush.

Kasirah squeezed my hand. Despite having some calluses from weapon training, her palms were smooth and warm in the best ways a woman’s skin could be. The valkyrie had been quieter than usual during dinner, but there was a tension in her shoulders that had nothing to do with tomorrow’s tests as we made our march back. “You sure you’re recovered from last night? That was pretty intense.”

Images flashed in my mind as vivid as that time my father cooked pizza with the wrong kind of mushrooms. I imagined, of course, Tizzy riding me to the point of madness, and the other girls taking turns, the frankly concerning amount of bodily fluids exchanged. I get that we were magic and all, but were we hydrated enough for a repeat of all that? Still, a can-do attitude was what I promised these hotties, so I set my jaw and nodded with determination. “I’ll manage. Probably.”

Bekkah’s wings fanned and shimmered excitedly, dropping sparkling dust onto the ground as we walked. “Not to brag, bitches, but I mastered twelve conjurations today. Twelve! That deserves first dibs, I’d say.” Her voice dropped to an attempt at seduction that was actually just plain cute. “Naked celebration. With your dick. In case that wasn’t clear, Reggie.”

“Yeah, no, I got it,” I said.

The evening air carried the usual sounds of camp—distant spell practice, something that might’ve been a dragon but was probably just Marcus from Cabin 3 attempting his transformation homework again. Normal shit that I was getting way too comfortable with way too fast. My life had gone from spreadsheets and Zoom meetings to calculating monster girl orgasm ratios in less than a week.

That’s when I spotted the problem looming by our cabin door.

“Damn,” I muttered as my steps slowed.

Ms. Hegwen stood there waiting, anxiously wringing her hands hard enough to juice blood from a stone. Her bark-like skin had gone pale, and her expression seemed serious. I tried to match the look on her face and slip into academia mode as we approached, already guessing what this was about.

Tizzy followed my gaze and let out a distressed squeak. “Oh no. Oh no no no. She better not be here to—”

“Mr. Hickson!” Ms. Hegwen’s voice cracked—unnerving from someone who could bench press a truck. “Thank the ancient trees you’re here. I need your immediate assistance with an emergency.”

Four sets of eyes bored into my back. I started thinking about how this bit of teacher-student diplomacy was going to play out: What’s the ask, what’s the angle, how do I get out of this? The logical thing to do was to start by voicing my disapproval. “Evening, Professor. Whatever this is about, respectfully, can’t it wait until morning? We have placement tests tomorrow and—”

“The harpies have stolen the entire pixie egg clutch from the eastern sanctuary.” The words spilled out fast. I noticed her hands trembling, and I felt bad for her immediately, knowing that she was in over her head for whatever reason. “If we don’t retrieve them within the next two hours, I’m afraid it’ll have disastrous consequences that I can’t and won’t go into right now.”

I felt my cabinmates tense behind me, sensing imminent danger threatening their naked time. I cleared my throat. “Sounds like a job for literally anyone else. Where’s the rest of the faculty? You’re a teacher, we’re students—can’t you handle this?”

Her face crumpled. “This was a task meant to go to students, and it’ll reflect badly on me if I’m forced to handle it myself. I can’t even seek approval from my peers because they’ve all been summoned to Thistlewick Castle for an emergency meeting. I also intend to assign Mister Moonweaver and Miss Peaches to this task, then I’ll join the other teachers immediately afterward.” She clenched her large hands into fists and furrowed her brow. “That’s why I need you all to handle this.”

“Jamathiel should be enough. He seems like he loves showing off, and his family probably has some ancient treaty with harpies or whatever. Let him do his thing.”

“Mister Moonweaver is skilled and connected, but...” She glanced around nervously. “The harpies are particularly aggressive right now. There is some kind of territorial crisis about. I need someone who can think creatively, who knows the textbooks like the back of his hand and can adapt on the fly. From what I’ve heard and seen—that’s you.”

I was already shaking my head when she played her trump card.

“Don’t be so quick to refuse. The placement test committee has authorized me to award bonus points for emergency assistance. Five points each per test. If you agree to help, I will extend the benefit to your entire cabin.” She immediately caught the look of weakness in my eyes. “I’ve got you now, haven’t I?”

The sharp intake of breath behind me was probably Bekkah. Five points each would be…

“It’s not worth the sexy time,” Bekkah’s whisper carried a desperate plea. “Reggie, babe, we’re ready. Don’t put yourself at risk for us.”

Tizzy’s face cycled through several wildly different emotions before landing on indignation. Her bunny ears drooped as she lisped, “Big Brother, please don’t go. It sounds serious.”

Kasirah and Asenath tried to stop me as well as each offered her own heartfelt plea not to play the hero just to award them with bonus points they may or may not need. It was already decided in my head, though—I couldn’t refuse this chance. I had to take the bait for one deceptively selfish reason.

I looked between them, these four women who stared into my eyes with looks that ran the gamut from worried—Asenath—to obscenely horny for some reason—Tizzy. These precious, beautiful girls who I’d fallen for like a stone into a deep ocean so quickly, and who I was becoming more invested in by the second. “I’m doing this for you,” I said. And it was true. I wanted them to know that I would always think of them and their well-being even when they didn’t want me to. They had to know that they were my priority, and I wouldn’t risk leaving the test tomorrow in fate’s hands alone when I couldn’t be there with them.

It was selfish. It almost felt like I was saying I didn’t trust them to handle it on their own, but that wasn’t the point, and I could tell by the looks in their eyes that they knew.

“Go,” Asenath said finally. Her tail had gone still. “But you owe us big time. With interest.”

“Compound interest,” Bekkah added anxiously. “And we owe you for this too, so that means things are gonna get reeeeal juicy when you’re back.”

“Can I just come with you?” Tizzy murmured, her face looking devastated, but her butt wiggling constantly for some fucking reason or another.

“I’m afraid this is invitation only, and I already made my selection,” Professor Hegwen said with a deep sigh of relief as she realized that I was going to agree to her terms. “W-what did she mean about things getting juicy?”

After some sloppy goodbye smooches that I shouldn’t have partaken in right in front of a member of the school faculty, I turned my attention to Ms. Hegwen.

“Two hours,” I told the groundskeeper, still tasting Tizzy’s lips. “Three tops. That’s all you get.”

“More than sufficient,” she assured me. She turned toward the forest hurriedly. “I’ll gather the others and meet you at the edge of the eastern grounds, then I must leave for the castle immediately.”

The meeting point at the eastern edge was a small clearing I’d passed during my exploration the other day. Magical lanterns floated at cardinal points. Jamathiel stood under one of their lights like he was posing for a portrait. His bald head looked fucking ridiculous. It wasn’t that bald wasn’t a good look on some dudes—I knew plenty of guys back in the human world that could pull the look off.

This motherfucker needed a wig.

His polished scalp caught the glare of a lantern as he turned to face me, the bald light nearly blinding me. He looked about as thrilled to see me as I was to see him. “How unfortunate. And here I thought this might be a worthwhile expedition.”

“Nice to see you too, Krillin.” The insult was reflexive at this point, but I was sure that one went over his head.

“What is a Kril—never mind,” he noted dryly. “Tell me, do they teach you to be an asshole in the human world, or is it a natural talent?”

“It is taught, but I’m something of a prodigy,” I replied. Then, movement from behind a massive oak caught my attention. Peaches emerged gracefully—assuming we could all agree that grace involved tentacles dragging a massive wooden treasure chest and scandalous curves feminine curves dotted with nightmare fuel here and there. The dussubus’s pink hair looked shiny as a shampoo commercial as she navigated her bulk between the trees underneath the lanterns’ glow.

She brushed a strand of hair from her face and eyed me up and down. “Boys, boys, save your pissing contest for later. Unless you’d prefer to wrestle it out in the nude? I’d watch that.”

“I find the notion disgusting,” the elf remarked with disdain.

I shook my head. “I’m afraid my penis’s bulk would make for too big a target.”

The groundskeeper walked out next and cleared her throat to announce her arrival—and probably put a stop to comments like the one I just made. “Miss Peaches has volunteered her expertise after only light prodding,” Ms. Hegwen explained. She still looked more eager to be anywhere else than the rabbit from Alice in Wonderland, but she seemed a bit more relaxed now that this ragtag team of gifted/held-back students had assembled. “Her unique physiology allows her to sense magical disturbances more acutely than most, so make good use of her.”

“Use me well, Reggie,” Peaches said as she winked at me, and I tried not to consider the fineries of how her shirt was definitely two sizes too small. She was more monstrous than many of the monster girls I’d met so far, but the more I looked at her, the more I realized that wasn’t a problem for the ol’ dickaroo. “I was bored anyway,” she continued, “I stopped helping my friends cram for their tests hours ago.”

I didn’t really say anything back to her, nor did I feel the need or want to flirt. I was already a taken man as far as I was concerned and didn’t want to go behind my ladies’ sexy backs to cozy up with another woman. I just nodded and grunted, which probably made me seem awkward or minorly autistic or something. Honestly, I was probably somewhere on the spectrum.

When Hegwen excused herself and took off on a huge broom, I turned and watched as Jamathiel the Bald Bitch produced a crystalline compass from his robes. The thing spun wonkily before pointing northeast. “The ley lines show minor distortions in the mana field. We should move quickly but carefully to restore balance or it’ll be a more serious crisis requiring teacher intervention.”

My eyes caught something in a nearby bush as I turned my head—golden feathers the size of my forearm snagged on the branches. “Or we could just follow the giant golden feathers.” I pointed at my find.

“A clear trail,” Peaches noted thoughtfully. “Either they’re in distress or they want to be found.”

“Likely both,” Jamathiel said, saying the words I was going to say right before I got to it. Apparently that large, shiny dome of his wasn’t all for show if we were coming to the same conclusions. He provided more insight than I could give, though, when he spoke next. “Harpies don’t steal without reason. Something has driven them to this.”

The forest got odd real fast. Branches twisted into spirals. Leaves warped and distorted soundlessly. The air itself felt physically heavier, harder to breathe in.

“This wild magic is the weave connecting Thistlewick’s demiplane to Everafter responding to the missing eggs,” Jamathiel explained quietly. “Pixie eggs are powerful magical anchors. Their absence creates instability.”

“If that’s the case, what happens when they hatch?” I asked.

Jamathiel shook his head. “Anchors are… seasonal, I suppose is one way to put it. This time of year it’s pixies that do the heavy-lifting. Next it’ll be dragonets. After that it’ll be kobolds. Professors and even sometimes students use ritual magic to hold things together when there are moments of weakness and instability, but it’s a great burden and sometimes classes have to be canceled for days or even weeks at a time as the deficiencies are dealt with. Losing a whole clutch of Pixie eggs, however, would be disastrous and set Thistlewick back months.”

“High stakes adventuring,” I noted. “Feels pretty crazy to throw a new student and a student with failed classes at a task like this.”

The dussubus shrugged. “I sometimes question Ms. Hegwen’s decision-making paradigms, but, y’know, free points on tomorrow’s exams for my whole cabin if we do this, so who am I to complain?”

I nodded grimly, more or less coming to the same conclusion. It did raise questions though. What did they know about us—about me—that led them to put that kind of faith in the three of us? Was this another test of a sort?

More feathers marked our path, along with claw marks on trees and disturbed undergrowth.

“I’m sensing significant distress ahead,” Peaches said, narrowing her eyes and pressing a finger to her temple. Her chest-mounted eyes darkened to black. “Whatever drove them to this, they’re not happy about it.”

Jamathiel raised a hand as we approached a larger clearing. Through the trees, I could see two harpies perched on thick branches. Golden wings folded tight against their naked bodies. They clutched a leather satchel between them and passed it back and forth nervously.

“Let me handle the initial contact,” Jamathiel said softly. “Harpies respond well to formal protocols.”

“Alright. Let it be said that I have no faith in you,” I remarked.

He entered the clearing smoothly enough. His hands remained visible and his posture non-threatening. I had to give him some credit—he was handling himself about as well as I’d have hoped. “Greetings, daughters of the sky. I am Lord Jamathiel Moonweaver, and I come seeking understanding, not conflict.”

The harpies’ heads snapped toward him in perfect synchronization. They were stunning up close—human torsos flowing into powerful eagle legs, feathers that captured light. But their eyes were full of desperation.

“Moonweaver,” one said. Her accent made the name lilt in an almost musical way. “We know your kin. Your family’s treaties are honored. But you cannot have the eggs.”

“I don’t seek to take them by force,” Jamathiel said calmly. “But their absence threatens the weave that binds your very home to this reality. Surely we can find a solution that serves all.”

The second harpy let out a bitter laugh. “Solution? Our roost-tree is gone. Devoured by the spreading hunger. Where else can we lay our own clutch?”

“Devoured?” I moved closer. Jamathiel frowned but didn’t stop me. “By what?”

Both harpies focused on me. “The earth bleeds sweetness,” the first one said. “Trees grow heavy with unnatural fruit that throbs when touched. The corruption spreads, and all who see it yearn to eat its fruit, and those who do...” She shuddered. “They change. Become slaves to pleasure.”

Peaches inhaled sharply. “Oh shit. That sounds like—”

“The Dark Lady’s lustfruit,” Jamathiel finished grimly. “But the last seeds were supposedly destroyed decades ago.”

“Tell that to our nest-sisters,” the second harpy spat. “They breathe the pink mist, and now they couple endlessly, ignoring food, ignoring young. They waste away in pleasure’s grip.”

My mind tried to understand the implications. A magical aphrodisiac fruit spreading through the forest, the harpies’ home destroyed, desperate theft born of necessity. I’d read about things like this in my textbooks. “You need the pixie eggs to establish a new roost,” I said. “The magic from their eggs, if you managed to establish a makeshift pixie nest of your own, would cleanse the ground, create a safe zone, maybe neutralizing the corruption of the fruit. Am I right?”

Both harpies stared at me. “You... understand?”

“He’s more clever than he looks, apparently,” Jamathiel said dryly. “But understanding doesn’t solve our problem. We need those eggs returned or it’ll create an untenable burden on our faculty.”

“Then our kind is doomed,” the first harpy said flatly.

The standoff went on. I could see Jamathiel working over our options, probably ready to attempt retrieval by force if necessary, but I don’t think any of us wanted that.

“What if we found you a different nesting ground?” I asked. “Somewhere already cleansed, defensible, with good sight lines?”

“No such place exists on Thistlewick’s controlled lands that isn’t already claimed,” the second harpy said. Something flickered in her eyes though at our eagerness for a compromise. That told me that there was some hope.

I thought back to my explorations, mapping the local terrain. “Actually... Jamathiel, I walked by a rocky grove near the practice fields on the first day.”

The elf nodded in understanding. “The old elemental gathering ground? But it’s completely uninhabitable for harpies—” He paused. “Unless... with proper earth magic reinforcement...”

“And, thanks to Peaches’ big mouth I suppose you also know I happen to have a Spine Hog who could do some landscaping,” I added. “My only question is what might we be displacing if we did that?”

Peaches smirked at me, but Jamathiel shook his head. “Not much. Nothing that the harpies couldn’t defend themselves from, I’m sure, or which couldn’t move to an adjacent zone. I think it’s workable, but it will be a downgrade from here.”

“Consider it temporary then,” I said, nodding at him, then at the harpies. “We can do this much for you tonight. When the professors have a better solution in mind, you can return here once things have stabilized and they deal with the… horny tree thingy.”

Peaches clapped her hands delightedly. “Oh, you boys are brilliant! I didn’t have to think of shit!”

The harpies exchanged rapid looks, communicating silently. “You would do this? Create a new roost for us?”

“If you return the eggs immediately,” Jamathiel said firmly. “We stabilize the forest first, then build your new home.”

“Swear it,” the first harpy demanded. “By soil and stone, by blood and bone.”

Jamathiel raised his hand formally. “By soil and stone, by blood and bone, I swear we will create a suitable roost in exchange for the eggs’ return.”

The tension evaporated into thin air at last. The harpies carefully descended, carrying the satchel between them like the precious cargo it was. As they handed it to Jamathiel, I noticed tears in their golden eyes.

“Thank you,” the second one whispered. “We had no choice, but the theft burned our hearts.”

“You were protecting your own future young,” I said. “I can understand why you did what you did, but in the future, maybe reach out to the witches and wizards of Thistlewick if things reach a boiling point.”

They muttered something bitterly about that but seemed to agree. I could guess what they were saying—Hegwen had been made aware, but Thistlewick sat on its hands until it became an issue and then dropped the job on students. Seeing as how most of the professors seemed composed and intelligent, I wondered just how they managed to drop the ball so spectacularly with this one.

The trip to the practice fields was smooth and easy. We didn’t run into any threats, though I did see a bunny monster in the distance I wished I could take a moment to capture. The harpies flew overhead and called out observations about wind patterns and defensive positions, mostly to each other. They seemed less than excited about their new prospective home but cautiously optimistic, which was about as good as we were going to get. Jamathiel carefully cradled the egg satchel while mansplaining harpy culture to Peaches, who pretended to listen attentively.

When we reached the rocky grove, I understood why it was off-limits. The ground was a maze of jagged stones and unstable drops. Ley line energy crackled randomly through the air. It was a magical disaster waiting to happen.

“Tank,” I called as I drew my wand. “Time to earn your keep.”

The summoning flowed smoothly. Tank materialized in an earth-shaking arrival and immediately surveyed the terrain like a contractor.

“Right,” I said, patting his flank. “We need harpy roosts. Let’s get to work, buddy.”

The next hour went on for way too long, seeming all the more laborious as I tried to avoid the harpies’ watchful glares as they whispered and watched our every move. Tank’s Armored Charge pulverized problematic rock formations while his Iron Hide let him shape cliff faces through sheer force. His quills, fired precisely, created anchoring points for Peaches to weave structural supports.

Jamathiel surprised me by working well with Tank, using elemental magic of his own to fuse stone and redirect water flow from a nearby stream. He even deferred to the harpies’ suggestions without argument, adjusting designs to accommodate their specific needs. It wasn’t perfect, certainly not something they would design for themselves, but in the end it turned out serviceable.

By the time we finished, we’d transformed a small, empty portion of an unstable wasteland into a new home for our feathered friends. It included multiple nesting platforms at different heights, natural windbreaks that would channel favorable currents, pooling areas for rainwater, and even small caves for weather protection.

“It’s acceptable,” the first harpy breathed with relief. “It... is home for now.”

The second harpy suddenly plucked a feather from her wing—clearly a painful gesture. “For you,” she said, offering it to me. “Burn in your greatest need. We come. Always.”

Jamathiel received a similar feather, and Peaches was gifted one as well.

As the harpies began exploring their new roost joyously, Jamathiel studied me carefully. “That was... well handled overall.”

“Thanks, cue ball,” I said, but I didn’t put any oomph in the insult this time. “You also didn’t fuck it up, so nice work with that.”

He almost smiled. “Your beast is remarkably well-trained. How long have you had him?”

“A little more than a day,” I admitted.

His composure cracked. “A day? That’s impossible—”

Peaches laughed warmly and cut him off. “It’s true. He got it all by himself. Remember, he’s never been on campus before summer camp started.”

The walk back felt shorter. Jamathiel carried the eggs carefully and checked them periodically for damage. The crisis was over, the harpies were safe, and I’d even managed to avoid violence. My brain filed it away as a success.

We parted ways cordially, even though I still hated Jamathiel for how he talked to my girls. Still, he wasn’t a liability tonight, so I let him go without additional sass to return the eggs, and Peaches went off to do whatever dussubae did in their free time. I nearly sprinted back to my cabin where hopefully four naked monster girls were still waiting.

The door opened to reveal exactly that. They hadn’t moved from Tizzy’s bed, though someone had lit candles that danced shadows across an array of bare feminine skin. It was a feast for the eyes—and soon for my mouth.

“Just a couple of hours,” Kasirah noted approvingly. “How efficient. Assuming it was a success?”

“We saved the school or whatever, helped some bird ladies, and I resisted the urge to give Jambo a noogie,” I reported. “Plus those bonus points are in the bag.”

“Our hero,” Bekkah sighed as her wings fluttered.

“Less talking,” Asenath commanded. “More gratuitous nudity.”

Tizzy just drooled and made grabby hands at me, which was honestly a more charming response than I expected out of her.

As I crossed to them and shed more clothes with each step, I reflected on how surreal my life had become. And somehow, this felt more real than anything I’d done before.

Four sets of hands pulled me onto the bed. Tomorrow was the big day, but tonight was for celebration, for connection, for romance, for some real, hardcore, dick and pussy stuff.

My last coherent thought, as Tizzy’s mouth found its favorite toy and the others began their dedicated exploration of my body, was that I should probably review some stamina charms.

I was going to need them in the long term.


Chapter 25


The funny thing about falling asleep with four monster girls is that I’d started envying my future self every night. Morning me now got something new to go cross-eyed over, whether it was creative sexual wake-up techniques or just different, bizarre 4-on-1 cuddle configurations. I never knew what I’d get, but it was always damn good. True, it was all still very new, but it seemed like it was going to be the trend for a while now.

This time I woke to the sensation of soft lips pressing kisses across my chest, neck, and face. Four distinct patterns were immediately obvious to me. Let’s see—there were Tizzy’s enthusiastic pecks along my jawline, Kasirah’s firm but tender kisses on my shoulder, Bekkah’s delicate nuzzles on my cheek, and Asenath’s slightly more aggressive nibbles at my collarbone.

“Morning, Big Brother!” Tizzy chirped affectionately, her lisp adding sweet warmth to the words. “Time to wake up! It’s test day!”

“No one should be that chipper about test day,” I chuckled.

Just a bit of light poked through our closed curtains, but it was enough to tell me we’d gotten up right on schedule. The marathon session of late night sex had stretched well past the promised three hours, leaving us just a few hours to sleep, yet all four girls looked remarkably refreshed. Their skin had a healthy glow to it, and their eyes held the kind of eager vitality that made me suspect my warlock powers were working overtime for their benefit.

“How are you all so awake?” I groaned. I had to smile at their enthusiasm, though, even if I hadn’t caught up to them in energy just yet.

“Your so-called mana potion works wonders,” Bekkah giggled. Her rainbow wings shimmered as she stretched. “I feel like I could conjure a whole feast right now!”

“Save it for the test,” Kasirah advised sternly. She looked equally energized. “We need to get moving. Testing starts in two hours.”

The speed at which four naked monster girls transformed into properly dressed witchy schoolgirls was genuinely worth a comment or two. Within ten minutes, we were all in our uniforms and formal robes, as ready for the day as we’d ever be.

Breakfast felt like eating in a funeral parlor. “Remember,” I said as we finished our rapid consumption of eggs and toast, “you know this material. Trust your instincts. Don’t overthink it.”

Bekkah pushed a piece of toast around her plate. “Easy for you to say,” she muttered. “You memorized every textbook cover to cover.”

“And you’ve been successfully casting spells straight from the test for days now,” I countered. “That’s real progress. Plus, you got those bonus points.”

They seemed more confident for sure, but there were still understandable jitters. After breakfast, we went outside and reported to Thistlewick Castle. We eventually reached the intersection where different testing rooms branched off by subject and year. Saying goodbye to the girls as they disappeared into their appointments felt a little like saying goodbye to a lover at the airport.

Tizzy tackled me first and assaulted me with wet smooches, leaving lipgloss imprints all over my face. “See you on the other side, Big Brother,” she whimpered. “I’ll miss you so much.”

I gave her butt a little swat. “Knock ‘em dead, Tizz.”

Bekkah’s embrace trembled slightly. “What if I freeze up?”

“Picture me naked.”

Her laugh was watery but genuine. “I love—I mean, thank you. Fuck, I’m nervous, babe.”

I squeezed her shoulders reassuringly and stared right into her eyes. “You’ve got this.”

Kasirah’s goodbye started with a firm handshake that turned into a firmer kiss as she pulled me into a hug. “Don’t get cocky in there,” she warned.

“Me? Cocky? Pshaw!”

Asenath lingered last. “Riddle me this: What goes in hard, comes out quick, and leaves all parties deeply impressed?”

I rested my hands on her hips as she spoke. “Your test performance?”

She traced a pattern on my chest. “Let’s hope so.” She winked. “Save some energy for later. I can’t wait to be your filthy fucking whore.”

Someone overheard and gasped, but Asenath only seemed prouder for the fact. It was the sort of character development that I wasn’t certain I was proud of, but hey, she seemed happy.

One by one my girls disappeared through different doors. The silence felt weird, tinnitus-inducing, after so much warmth. I was still adjusting when an older wizard materialized beside me.

“Mr. Hickson? This way, please. Your comprehensive placement examination awaits.”

He led me through underground passages that rearranged themselves behind us, bricks and stones flipping over and stacking in whole new ways. We stopped before a door covered in runic inscriptions.

“Through here. The examination board is ready.”

The room beyond was dark and somber. Seven faculty members sat behind an elevated crescent desk like they were about to judge my mortal soul rather than my academic progress. In front of each of them, a candle of a different color was lit, illuminating chests and chins. I recognized the green face of Ms. Applebottom and one that looked a lot like Hollywood actor Willem DaFoe from Boondock Saints and The Lighthouse fame. The others were new faces to me, wearing expressions that ranged from excited to constipated.

“Welcome, Mr. Hickson,” said a woman with steel-gray hair and spectacles that shimmered into existence as she spoke. “I am Professor Millicent Thorngage, Chair of Theoretical Magic. We’re here to determine whether your accelerated studies qualify you to bypass the first two years of our curriculum.”

“Thank you for the opportunity,” I replied, slipping into my serious voice.

“Let’s begin with theoretical foundations. Please explain the Three Laws of Magical Conservation.”

Softball question. I rattled off the textbook answer while my mind wandered to more interesting topics—like whether Tizzy had managed to avoid transfiguring a bag of coins into a duplicate of my ballsack.

The questions progressed from insultingly basic to genuinely engaging. They covered everything from the ecological impact of summoning to theoretical mana manipulation limits. My steel trap memory made recall effortless. Information flowed from my lips like I was reading from an internal teleprompter.

After an hour of verbal examination, Professor Thorngage set down her notes. “Impressive breadth of knowledge. Now for practical demonstrations.”

The room expanded dramatically. Walls pulled back to reveal a space large enough to host a gladiatorial combat event. Various targets and measurement devices materialized throughout the room.

“Basic elemental manipulation first,” instructed a professor whose mustache was shaped like lightning bolts.

I drew my wand and ran through the elemental transformation sequence. Fire became water became air became earth became pure energy. Each transition was smooth as silk, which apparently wasn’t normal, given the looks on their faces.

The professor stroked his mustache. “Your mana efficiency is unusual,” he noted. “Most students show significant mana leakage during transitions. Wizards typically require immense training with focus and willpower to be able to manage such feats.”

I quietly reflected on how I’d recently trained my focus and willpower by trying not to immediately cum the second Tizzy started jackhammering my dick every night. “I have a personal evening ritual that helps me hone these skills,” I offered.

“Indeed. Defensive magic next.”

My shield manifested as interlocking hexagonal plates of solid blue energy. They tested it with everything from energy bolts to small lightning strikes. The hexagons flickered but held.

“Remarkable adaptive properties,” the testing professor murmured. “Now summoning—your specialty.”

Time for the show. I started simple with a light sprite, then called Ignis. My fire salamander preened while the examiners took notes. But they wanted more.

“Terra bestia magna, ad me veni!”

Tank materialized imposingly. Several examiners actually gasped. He was even more impressive in the formal setting.

“A Spine Hog,” Professor Thorngage breathed. “Captured through combat?”

“It took some work, but we reached an understanding.”

More questions followed about summoning theory and bond formation. Tank remained perfectly behaved throughout, bless his piggy heart.

The demonstration ended. Tank faded contentedly. Twenty minutes later, I’d passed all the other basic practical tests with flying colors.

“Well, Mr. Hickson,” Thorngage began. She shuffled papers with a performative grace. “Your theoretical knowledge is comprehensive. Your practical skills exceed expectations. Your mana capacity and efficiency are, I dare say, anomalous.”

She paused for dramatic effect. Academics loved their dramatic pauses.

“It is the unanimous decision of this board that you have successfully demonstrated mastery of all first and second-year magical curricula. You are hereby certified as having completed these requirements and will start as a third-year student—a first for Thistlewick. Congratulations.”

Relief flooded through me, my shoulders dropping and my heart pounding hard. “Thank you, professors.” I barely got the words out.

“We look forward to seeing your continued progress, Mr. Hickson. You’re dismissed. Please wait for your results to arrive tonight or tomorrow in your cabin for the details of our findings, but suffice it to say, you have little to worry about.”

I bowed slightly and headed for the door. My mind was already racing ahead to check on my girls. As I reached for the handle, it swung open on its own. A stairway appeared, no long corridor whatsoever resembling what I’d walked to get here. I took the stairs three at a time. I reached the courtyard and Tizzy spotted me before I saw her, launching her petite body hard against my chest.

“Big Brother! I did it! I didn’t turn anything into your penis! Except for one cucumber!”


Chapter 26


True to the recent pattern, I woke in the middle of the night to tangled limbs across my chest. The celebration after yesterday’s placement tests had gotten enthusiastic to say the least. Then very enthusiastic. Then “thank God for my magical superpowers” enthusiastic. Now all four girls were passed out in wild positions all around me, pussies still dripping with the proof of our unwholesome activities.

Tizzy had claimed my left arm as a body pillow. Her antlers pressed uncomfortably into my cheek while she drooled on my shoulder. Kasirah lay draped across my legs with one wing extended over Bekkah, who’d somehow wedged herself under my right arm. Asenath stretched perpendicular across my stomach with her tail wrapped around my thigh in a grip that nearly cut off circulation twenty minutes ago.

Something had changed in the room though. My eyes adjusted to the darkness and caught the outline of envelopes sitting on each storage trunk. Test results, apparently magically delivered in the dead of night.

I already knew I passed, but the urge to check the specifics competed with my desire to not wake anyone. These girls had earned their rest after all. They’d pushed through their fears yesterday and celebrated like champions afterward. But curiosity won. It always did. I had to know the details.

Getting free took patience and strategy. First I slid my numb arm out from under Bekkah, freezing when she mumbled something about my abs. Next came pulling my legs from Kasirah’s weight without waking her up. The real challenge was Asenath’s tail. Every time I moved it, her grip tightened. It was a lion tail, right? Were these things supposed to be prehensile? I missed that lesson on National Geographic.

“Sorry Az,” I whispered, then tickled behind her ear.

She released me instantly and rolled away with a sleepy grumble.

Almost there. Now came the boss battle. Tizzy clung even harder when I tried to reclaim my other arm from her clingy clutches. I ended up having to substitute a pillow Temple of Doom style, which she immediately started making out with. At least she looked happy.

Free at last, I padded naked across the cold floor to my trunk, dick slapping my lower thighs as it swayed to and fro with every step. The envelope felt heavier than paper should. Official. Important. I cracked the wax seal and unfolded the results, peeling a curtain open slightly to read under the moonlight.

My eyes scanned the formal script three times before the words sank in.

Mr. Hickson,

The Examination Board is pleased to formally inform you of your exceptional performance on all placement examinations. Your scores exceeded not merely passing grades but demonstrated mastery typically associated with advanced third-year students.

You are hereby certified as having completed all requirements for:

	First Year General Magical Studies (All Courses)

	Second Year General Magical Studies (All Courses)

	Summoning Specialization Years 1 & 2 (With Highest Distinction), and all other core classes.




Furthermore, your theoretical knowledge and practical application suggest readiness for independent advanced study. The Board recommends pursuit of specialized research projects under faculty supervision beginning immediately.

Welcome to the ranks of Thistlewick’s accelerated scholars. Your achievements reflect a great credit upon yourself.

Academic Board of Thistlewick School of Wizardcraft and Witchery

Satisfaction settled in my chest. Then relief. I’d known I passed, but seeing it in writing was always when I considered it to be real. No remedial classes. No playing catch-up. I could focus on what really mattered—getting stronger and helping my girls succeed.

Speaking of which...

Four more envelopes waited on their trunks. The temptation to peek was strong. These were my girls. Their futures mattered to me. But they deserved to open their own results. To have that moment of discovery without me hovering. They all suspected they passed from what they’d said, but since their tests were different in nature than my own, they hadn’t gotten any verbal confirmation. There was still an element of suspense at play.

I set my letter back down and headed for the bathroom. A hot shower would clear my head and give me time to plan my day. Passing tests was just the first step. Now came the real work.

The shower helped wash away the lingering fatigue. By the time I toweled off and dressed in casual clothes, my mind was already jumping ahead. Summer Games prep, whenever they started giving us details about that. Collecting more summons. Then there was that summon Lady Katherine promised. Even the lustfruit corruption spreading through the forest.

Too many plates spinning. I decided I needed some air.

I buttoned my shirt and snuck through the sleeping area, heading toward the exit. The cabin door opened silently. Cool mist clung to the ground. It was clear from the darkened sky and my mostly soundless surroundings that the world hadn’t quite woken up yet.

I didn’t expect to see the bonfire burning in the central pit. Or Lady Katherine sitting beside it staring into the flames with an expression I’d never seen on her face. Wistful wasn’t the right word. Neither was sad. She looked like someone watching home movies of people who’d been gone too long. Nostalgic, maybe, but in a gloomy way.

She noticed me and smiled. Not her usual predatory vampire grin, but something softer. “Can’t sleep either, Reggie? I can’t blame you after acing your placement exams. Come sit. The fire’s particularly warm this morning.”

I settled onto the log bench beside her. Close enough for conversation but not so close it felt intimate. “Rough night?”

“Just remembering things.” She kept watching the flames dance. “A warm fire has a way of bringing back old memories. The ones that keep you warm and the ones that burn when you touch them.”

“You alright?”

She nodded slowly. “Nothing to worry about, dear boy. Ancient history.”

We sat in silence for a minute. The fire crackled and sparked, flickering shifting patterns across her plain features. Without the girls around to create chaos, this felt like a rare opportunity. Lady Katherine knew things. Things everyone else danced around mentioning.

“Can I ask you something?”

Her fingers stilled where they’d been tracing patterns in the air. “You may ask anything. Whether I answer depends entirely on the question.”

“I feel like I’m missing huge chunks of history. Everyone knows about this Dark Lady situation except me. The way people react when she’s mentioned makes it clear that she’s a big deal, but nobody wants to actually explain what happened.”

Sparks from the fire followed her hand movements as she resumed her idle gestures. “The Dark Lady. Yes. I suppose you would feel rather left out of that particular loop.”

I leaned forward, pressing my elbows on my knees. “It’s more than feeling left out. I’m trying to understand this world. Your world. How can I help fix problems when I don’t know what caused them?”

She turned to face me properly. Her red eyes held depths that reminded me that vampires measured age in centuries, not years. “You really want to know? The full truth is... complicated. Painful for many.”

“I’m good with complicated things.”

A sad smile crossed her face. “Very well. Though I should warn you—this isn’t a story with heroes and villains painted in clear colors. History rarely is that simple.”

She shifted to face the fire again. When she spoke, her voice sounded like she was recalling a personal memory. “The Dark Lady rose to power here at Thistlewick just a few decades ago. Brilliant witch, of course, as you’d expect. She came out of nowhere, a native to mortal Earth like you, but within five years she’d claimed a seat on the Everafter High Council itself.”

“That’s the condensed version everyone gives me. Rise to power, fall from power, banishment. But that’s not a story. That’s a summary.”

“No, it’s not even that.” She pulled her frumpy cardigan tighter. The fire’s warmth didn’t reach her. “What do you know about Everafter’s current situation?”

I thought back to everything the girls had shared. “It’s small. About the size of a medium-sized country. Different biomes for different species, organized like patchwork across its surface. There’s a population crisis because monster folk tend to only mate with their own kind but there aren’t enough of each species left.”

“That’s accurate but incomplete. The population crisis didn’t happen naturally. Three hundred years ago, the Barrening swept through Everafter, origins unknown. It was a magical disease that targeted reproductive systems and turned immortal creatures mortal. Fertility rates plummeted overnight. Some species lost the ability to conceive entirely. Others could only produce offspring every few centuries. Those directly affected ultimately died of old age—something that would have been impossible before.”

“Jesus.”

“The gods were notably absent during that particular catastrophe.” Bitterness crept into her tone. “Everafter’s population has been declining ever since. Oh, various councils and committees formed to address it. There were lots of meetings. Lots of moaning and complaining…. but very little actual progress.”

The fire popped and sent sparks spiraling upward. We both watched them fade.

Lady Katherine picked up a stick and began poking at the embers. “Then came the Dark Lady. Beautiful. Brilliant. Absolutely unwilling to accept that the world all her friends hailed from was slowly dying, and indignant at the failures of others to address it. She made fixing the crisis her life’s work.”

“Using sex magic?” I guessed, thinking of the book that had appeared on my list of textbooks and no one else’s. I still didn’t understand how or why that happened, but I was starting to suspect that Lady Katherine—or whoever—had designs for me, and that they were linked to this Dark Lady.

Her laugh held no humor. “Among other things. Sex magic was her most successful avenue of research. She developed spells to enhance fertility, increase libido, break down the biological barriers between species, even. For a while, it looked like she might actually save Everafter.”

I shifted on the log as a knot dug into my leg. “What went wrong?”

A log shifted in the fire with a shower of embers. Lady Katherine waited for them to settle before speaking again. “Then came the human experiments. She knew human males, especially those with any magical potential, could successfully breed with monster women. So she developed transformation magic. She disguised human men as various monster folk and introduced them to communities desperate for mates.”

“That... actually sounds like it could work. Maybe with a bit of workshopping anyway.”

“It did work. Briefly. Until people realized their new husbands couldn’t shapeshift properly, and that they were mortal. Nor did they possess racial abilities they were supposed to. The betrayal felt devastating to communities already struggling with trust.”

I nodded. “Thank you for telling me.”

“Oh, I’m far from done.” She rubbed her temples. “The High Council supported her even through that experiment. They funded her research. They gave her resources and authority, too. But other witches and wizards were jealous, maybe, or fearful of her power. They discovered she had learned to hypnotize crowds and could make anyone lust for anyone else with ease. Then came her research with the lustfruit trees.”

I nodded and narrowed my eyes. “Funny you mention those,” I said, thinking of my recent adventure.

The stick in her hand snapped. She tossed both halves into the fire before continuing. “Most refused to try the fruit, so she made it a corrupting essence out of foolish desperation, making it irresistible but also tainted with a twinge of evil. Those who ate the fruit were turned into savage beasts of lust and—even worse—most who happened upon the trees hadn’t been treated with fertility magic, so it was all wasted. Scandalous couplings happened—siblings with siblings, parents with children. That is why her name is spoken in a hush. The shame that it conjures up is immense.”

My stomach turned.

Tears formed in her eyes. “It wasn’t her intent. The Council deemed her worse than a rapist, perhaps deservedly so. Things only escalated from there. They confronted her together, attempting to banish her, but she was too strong by then, capable of controlling them all. According to the eyewitness accounts that exist, she defeated them all in battle and ran—self-exiling, never to return.” Lady Katherine’s voice stayed carefully neutral, like she was reciting facts from a textbook, but her knuckles were white where she gripped her knees and her eyes were leaking tears down her cheeks.

I watched her profile in the firelight. “Where is she now?”

Katherine’s expression went carefully blank. “Utterly lost, I’m afraid.”

We sat with that for a moment. The fire had burned lower now with more ember than flame. Around us, the camp started showing signs of life. A few early risers stumbled out of their cabins and ignored us as they went wherever they were headed.

“Why tell me all this?” I asked eventually.

Katherine rose and brushed ash from her skirt. “Because you asked, and because...” She looked down at me with hope in her eyes. “I believe you might succeed where she failed.”

“Me? I’ve been here less than a week.”

“Exactly. Fresh perspective. No baggage from old wounds. And you have something she never did—willing partners who trust you completely, who are more than eager to bear your children the moment you desire it.” She gestured toward my cabin where the girls still slept. “The Dark Lady tried to force connections. You’re building them with ease. I hope that you spread your love to every woman that you can.”

“I’m pretty content with just four,” I said. “I don’t need a supersized harem.”

“The one who rejects the crown is often best suited to rule.” She stretched, her joints popping audibly. “Come. I owe you a summon, and dawn is the perfect time for what I have in mind. I’m thinking something dragon-adjacent. How about a nice drake?”

My pulse jumped. A drake. “Now?”

She was already walking away. “Unless you’d prefer to wait? I’m sure there are plenty of other students who’d appreciate—”

“Now’s good. Now’s great.” I scrambled to follow.

Her fanged smile returned. “I thought you might say that.”

We walked in silence through the sleeping camp. Lady Katherine led me past familiar paths into areas I hadn’t explored yet. The forest grew denser. Older. Magic practically dripped from the trees like dew. I was growing more sensitive to these things with time, I realized suddenly.

After maybe two miles, we emerged into a plain that stretched toward distant mountains. The grass here grew in perfect spirals. Ley lines were visible as actual golden threads in the ground.

“This is one of the conjunction points,” Lady Katherine explained. “Where Everafter touches Earth, and where Earth touches this space between. Powerful creatures are drawn here.”

“Like drakes?”

“Like drakes.” She put two fingers to her lips and whistled. The sound carried and echoed off mountains that looked much closer than they really were given their enormous size.

At first, nothing occurred. Then a shadow passed overhead. Another. On the third pass, I caught a glimpse of wings that could’ve sheltered a house. The drake landed fifty feet away with a ground-shaking impact.

“Mother of God.”

Fifteen feet of muscle, scale, and barely contained elemental fury. Its scales shifted between deep blue and electric purple. Eyes like molten gold tracked our movement with intelligence that transcended animal instinct. When it breathed, frost formed on the grass.

“This one has an ice aspect,” Lady Katherine noted casually. “Young adult. He’s old enough to have developed a personality but young enough to consider bonding. His name is Frygiatus, though he’ll tell you himself if he deems you worthy.”

The drake—Frygiatus, I guess—lowered his head to our level. An icy breath washed over me and cold blue eyes stared into mine. I felt a shiver run down my back that I was pretty sure wasn’t related to his frigid aura.

“What are you waiting for?” Lady Katherine asked, gesturing to the ground. “Do the ritual already.”

I blinked in disbelief. “Just like that?” I asked. There had to be a catch. There was no way she was just going to hand a fucking dragon-adjacent summon over to a new student nobody.

But… she just nodded. “Just like that.”

With a gulp, I met the gaze of the drake and took in a deep breath. “Welp, if you say so. Here goes nothing.”


Chapter 27


The binding ritual was nearly complete. Frygiatus’s massive form loomed before me in fifteen feet of muscle and scale that shifted between deep blue and electric purple. His molten gold eyes bore into mine as frost still crystallized on the grass around us from his breath. I could feel the magical tension building, ready to snap into place.

“Draco glacialis, audite vocem meam!” I called out, my voice carrying across the plain with more authority than I felt inside. “Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico!”

Power rushed through me like ice water in my veins. Frygiatus rumbled in approval in a sound like distant thunder crossed with a pleased cat’s purr. The binding settled into place with an almost audible click that resonated in my chest.

The drake lowered his great head in acknowledgment, then faded into whatever pocket dimension my summons hung out in when they weren’t needed. Looking at the space where he’d been, I realized I’d just bound a creature that most young wizards probably only dreamed of commanding.

I turned to Lady Katherine, ready to thank her properly, but she was already backing away. She wore that innocent-yet-guilty expression people get when they’re about to bail on an awkward conversation.

“Well! That went splendidly,” she chirped, brushing imaginary dust off her frumpy cardigan. “You two will make quite the pair. Best of luck with your future endeavors!”

I stepped between her and the broom that had conveniently materialized near her reaching hand. “Hold up. We need to talk about what just happened here.”

Her smile didn’t falter, but her red eyes took on a mischievous look that probably meant she was about to bullshit me once again. “Whatever do you mean? A promised summon was delivered. Transaction complete.”

“Come on. We both know this isn’t normal.” I gestured at the space where Frygiatus had been standing moments ago. “New students don’t get drakes. Hell, most graduates probably don’t get drakes. So why me?”

Katherine studied me for a long moment, then sighed. “Your suspicion is certainly understandable, Reggie. You’re too clever not to notice when you’re being given special treatment.”

“Special treatment that includes sex magic textbooks that supposedly don’t exist?”

Her lips quirked. “I couldn’t possibly comment on curriculum materials outside my purview.”

“But you could slip one into a recruitment package and manipulate the reading list on a single welcome letter. Hypothetically.”

“Hypothetically, one might do many things if one believed they served a greater purpose.” She summoned her broom around me with a casual gesture, and it floated beside her. “But speculation without evidence is just paranoia, don’t you think?”

I crossed my arms. “You’re connected to the Dark Lady somehow. That’s why you told me her story. That’s why you’re setting me up as some kind of—what, savior inseminator? Someone to breed the next generation of Everafter?”

For the first time since I’d met her, Lady Katherine looked genuinely surprised. Then she laughed—not her theatrical laugh, but something almost maternal.

“Oh, Reggie. You’re so close yet so far.” She mounted her broom, hovering just out of reach. “I believe you’ll come to see the truth when you see your own destiny. Until then, consider that perhaps you’re not being used—perhaps you’re being prepared.”

“Prepared for what?”

She was already rising higher, her dumpy figure somehow managing to look mysterious against the dawn sky. “For whatever you choose to become. There is no fate except that which we make for ourselves.”

And with that line blatantly stolen from Terminator, an IP over which the authors of this work claim no rights, she zoomed off toward the castle, leaving me standing in a field with more questions than I’d started with.

Well, fuck.

I trudged back toward camp, turning her words over in my mind. The Dark Lady connection seemed not only obvious but undeniable. Between the sex magic, the breeding focus, the mysterious support—there were too many things lining up for it to sit as a possible coincidence. The brazenness of it all made me sensitive to the fact that other teachers might be in on the conspiracy too.

But Lady Katherine had seemed genuinely tickled when I’d laid out my theory. What was I missing? What was so funny about my straightforward guess?

So close and yet so far…

My internal detective work got interrupted when something popped into place right in front of me. One second I was walking, the next Wimbledip Honeybunches materialized directly in my path, causing me to stumble back with a very manly yelp.

“Fucking hell!” I gasped, hand over my racing heart. “Warning next time? I almost stepped on you!”

The tiny ground sprite crossed her arms, then hovered upward to meet me at eye level. “Oh, poor baby. Did the big scary sprite startle you?” She fluttered her eyelashes mockingly. “Honestly, humies are so jumpy. Besides, if you stepped on me, I would’ve returned the favor, y’know.”

I ignored that. “It’s been a while,” I said, recovering my composure. “How’ve you been? Any news?”

“A while?” She scoffed. “It’s been like five days. What did you expect, that I’d check in twice daily? Humies are so needy.” Despite her words, there was warmth in her white eyes. “But since you asked in such a gentlemanly way, I’ll cut to the chase. I did visit your father as promised.”

My attention sharpened. “And?”

She produced a large envelope from her incompatibly small pocket. “He wanted me to give you this.”

I took the letter carefully, unfolding it to read my dad’s shitty Gen-Xer chicken scratch:

Son,

I hope this letter finds you well and that magic school is everything you dreamed it would be. The house feels empty without you, but I’m managing fine. Business is good. I’ve been keeping busy with the shop and even picked up that meal service you ordered (it’s not terrible).

I’m proud of you, kid. Your mom would be too. I know I don’t say it enough, but watching you chase this opportunity reminds me why I fell in love with her—she never let anything stop her from being extraordinary either. You’re just like her in that way, and I wish I drew the connection more often when you were still here.

Anyway! The real reason I’m writing is because I forgot your Netflix password. It’s been driving me fucking crazy for two days. This tiny sprite girl is waiting, so please send it back with her. Also, put in a good word for me. She’s smaller than my penis, so we have some obstacles ahead to deal with, but I feel good about my chances.

Love, Dad

P.S. - If you’ve got any magical girlfriends up there, tell them your old man says hi. And send pictures.

I snorted, shaking my head. If only he knew.

“Did he ask about me, by the way?” Wimbledip said, cutting through my inner amusement.

I blinked a few times, then narrowed my eyes. “Uh…”

“Oh, too bad. I kind of thought maybe he was interested. Password?” She grabbed a tiny pen and a scrap of paper from her pocket and waited for me.

“Sure, yeah. It’s six-nine...six-nine…”

“Is that 69 two times?” she asked.

“Well, hang on. Let me start over,” I said. “Six-nine, six-nine, six-nine, four-twenty, L-O-L.”

She arched a brow and looked up at me. “Seriously? Your Netflix password is 696969420LOL?”

“Yeah, all caps,” I clarified. “And there might be an exclamation point at the end, too. He’ll have to experiment with that.”

“I don’t know what to say.” She tucked the paper away gently. “I used to have the same password on my luggage—well the numbers. No LOL or exclamation point. I’ll get this to him soon.”

“Wait,” I said before she could disappear. She paused, eyebrow raised expectantly. I almost asked about Lady Katherine, about the preferential treatment, about whether other faculty knew what was happening. But something held me back. I didn’t want to be a snitch until I understood the full picture.

“What?” she prompted.

“Just... thanks. For checking on him. Tell him I’m doing well, and I’ll have a proper letter for him next time you’re able to check in. Also, he is interested in you…”

Her expression softened fractionally. “He’s a good humie. And he seems to be doing well, but I can tell he misses you.” She started to fade. “Try not to die before you get to visit him again, yeah? I heard about your recent dangerous exploits. Be careful.”

And then she was gone, leaving me with a scattering of fairy dust.

I made it back to the cabin and found it suspiciously quiet. I expected assault by jackalope, but there was none of that. Nor was there any sultry sphinx, no valkyrie, no fairy meeting me in the doorway. Just the sound of running water and muffled laughter from the bathroom.

Right. They didn’t hear me because they were in the shower. That made sense.

Why did I feel a little disappointed? I was getting as clingy as them.

I collapsed onto my bed, my mind spinning so early in the morning. I had bound a drake, gotten a lore drop from Lady Katherine, and received a letter from home all before breakfast. It had already been a productive day. Maybe I could take the morning off before launching into the next phase of summer camp? I closed my eyes, just for a second...

Well, it wasn’t just a second. After a while, though, soft lips pressed against my forehead. Then my cheek. My jaw. My neck. I cracked an eye open to find four slightly damp faces hovering over me, with hair still wrapped in towels.

“Morning, handsome,” Kasirah murmured, her lips finding a spot below my ear that made me close my eyes tight.

“We got our results!” Tizzy announced. She was bouncing so enthusiastically that her towel situation was becoming delightfully precarious. “But we waited for big brother before opening them!”

Guilt hit like one of Tizzy’s antlers to the ribs during snuggle time. They’d waited while I’d already opened mine in the dead of night like an impatient jackass.

“You didn’t have to—”

“We wanted to,” Bekkah interrupted, clutching her envelope. “It felt right to do it together.”

Asenath nodded, unusually subdued. “Plus if anyone failed, we wanted group support for the breakdown.”

“Nobody failed,” I said firmly, smiling. “Go on, then. Open them up.”

They looked at each other. There was some silent girl-communication happening there which I didn’t comment on. But then they all tore into their envelopes simultaneously. The silence stretched as they read, and I found myself holding my breath even given my already stated confidence.

“I passed!” Bekkah shrieked, wings erupting in rainbow sparkles. “All four classes! Though...” Her expression dimmed slightly. “Conjuration was saved by the bonus points. Anyway, we all still need to take our summer classes.”

“Same with my Transfiguration,” Tizzy admitted, but she was grinning too wide to look upset. “Ms. Starfall wrote a note saying my penis cucumber showed a creative interpretation of form whatever that means!”

Kasirah’s smile was quieter but no less genuine. “Passed everything. Combat Applications even wants me to try out for advanced classes at the end of summer.” Her eyes found mine. “Guess our practice really helped.”

“All passes.” Asenath’s tail swished as she confirmed. “Though Healing was close. But not so close I needed the bonus points.” She paused, scanning further. “Looks like we all still have a lot of summer classes scheduled.”

“Except for me,” I sighed.

They compared schedules while I processed the good news. Each girl had a couple of remedial sessions to shore up weak areas, but nicely arranged so they overlapped—meaning each day, three would be in class while one was free.

“This is perfect,” I said, sitting up properly. “One-on-one time with each of you. We moved so fast these past few days, it’ll be nice to actually talk without an audience.”

Tizzy’s whole body started vibrating. Not metaphorically—actually vibrating like she’d swallowed a paint mixer. “I’m first! Today! Me and big brother all morning!” Her hips began swaying in an extremely unnerving way, but it was kind of cute, too, in the way it seemed to unbalance her against her own will.

Sweet merciful fuck, what had I signed up for?

We dressed and headed to breakfast, the mood light, even with the upcoming classes set to make my ladies busy once again. The public area of the dining hall was rife with post-test vibes, too. Some students celebrated while others nursed their disappointment with extra helpings of food.

Jamathiel and his elf squad were walking to their own private room. As we passed him by, he looked up and gave me a neutral nod.

I nodded back, matching his energy for now. The girls seemed surprised by the lack of verbal warfare, but I had bigger things on my mind than antagonizing baldy.

“So,” I said as we headed to our private room, eschewing the crowds, “everyone good with the schedule?”

They confirmed around mouthfuls of breakfast. In twenty minutes, Kasirah, Bekkah, and Asenath would head to their morning sessions while Tizzy and I had the morning free. The little jackalope bounced in her seat like her ass was spring-loaded.

But as I watched her buzzing in her seat, a different idea formed in my head that I hoped she’d be alright with. Maybe it was time to try something new with Tizzy. Maybe something that didn’t involve her cowgirling me until I got a taste of Valhalla.

The question was whether I could redirect her energy into actual bonding, or if I’d just end up with a horny, frustrated jackalope on my hands.

Guess we’ll see.


Chapter 28


“Finally alone!” Tizzy said.

“Yep,” I agreed with a smirk.

In fact, the exact moment the other girls left for their morning classes, Tizzy attached herself to my arm with both hands. Beneath the exuberant innocently horny cheer, though, she seemed a little... fidgety. In a different way than usual. She wasn’t idly grinding her crotch against whatever part of my body was in her vaginal reach. She was squirming in a different way, and her bunny ears kept twitching. Her eyes even darted around the room a few times before settling on me.

I supported her as she tried to wrap her legs around my waist and decided to broach the slight change of mood before allowing her to take it any further. “Hey, you okay? You seem a little off.”

Her green eyes darted away from mine. “I’m fine, Big Bro! Why do you ask?” Even as she said it, her hands were shaking as she wreathed them around my neck.

“Tizzy.” I kept my voice gentle but firm. “What’s really going on? One second you were your usual self, but the second we got left alone, something’s different. Did I do something?”

“No, you didn’t, really!” Her lower lip trembled. For the first time since I’d met her, she went completely still. Well, no. She was still wriggling in my grip in a way that likely burned two calories per second, but comparatively still.

“I had a dream about home last night. About my Mom.” Her voice was so small I had to pull her closer to hear her.

I carried her and sat on my bed, settling her in my lap. The trembling was getting worse now that the topic had been broached. “Want to talk about it?” I asked.

She played with the hem of her tank top. Her bunny ears turned, twisted, folded, and straightened a few times before she managed to force out a spoken answer. “She was telling me to come home. That I was wasting my time here.” Her voice got even smaller.

“Is that something she’s said to you before?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yeah. A bunch of times. She doesn’t see the point in me studying since—well. Since it’s all just going to end someday. For my kind, I mean.”

The pieces started clicking into place, albeit some were still missing.

“How long has your species been declining?” I asked softly.

Her foot started that nervous thump against the floor, creating a rapid staccato beat. “Already been a while since the last male jackalope died. All male jackalopes were born mortal since the Barrening, and they’re all gone now.” She looked up at me with her big green eyes, and for the first time I really felt the true age gap between us. There was at least a century of pain and loneliness in there. “There’s twelve of us left, Big Brother. Twelve. All girls. All related, too, without much hope for the future. Thistlewick is a distraction from how desperate things are. That’s what my mom says. She says I should go home and spend what time I have left with my sisters and cousins.”

“Jesus, Tizzy. I’m sorry. But you’re still ageless, right? It’s not like you’re all about to die.”

Tizzy nodded. “No, you’re right. But disease comes sometimes. Predators and accidents happen, too. Jackalopes do die. ”

That made some sense, but it just made me wonder more about the state of Everafter. I imagined it to be a safe place free of predators and disease, but maybe it wasn’t so simple. After all, the Barrening came, so why couldn’t the flu or tuberculosis—or the magical equivalent?

“Anyway, Mom says we should just accept it. She says we should enjoy our time and let nature take its course.” Her voice cracked. “We live our lives, have our fun, and when the last of us dies, that’ll be that. The end of jackalopes forever. Most people in Everafter are going that route, they say.”

She was trembling in my arms now.

“But I can’t—” she continued. The words tumbled out faster now. “I can’t just sit in the warren in monster form and pretend it doesn’t matter that we’re the last generation. I came to Thistlewick to find a way out—for my family, but, if not for them, then for me. I can’t stand the thought of living a meaningless life, Big Bro. I wanted to make something of myself. It wasn’t enough to eat grass and dodge dire wolves all day, every day.”

“So when you found out you had a humanoid form and could use magic—”

“I took the chance right away!” she confirmed.

Her whole body was vibrating as she tried to contain energy and tears.

“So, that’s why you are drawn to me, maybe,” I proposed.

She cocked her head, looking up at me with globby tears pooling in the corners of her eyelids. “What do you mean?”

“I might be reading into this too much, or looking for patterns that don’t exist,” I quickly clarified. “But I wonder if when you first made some kind of connection with me, you realized that I was able to provide you with some kind of ‘meaning’ to your life that you never felt before? Or maybe there’s a biological drive inside you to reproduce now that you know it’s possible?”

She nodded as tears started to flow down her cheeks. “My body knows more than my brain, I think. It knows you could save us, and maybe it knew before I even found out for sure.” She whimpered. “It’s not like I’m a slave to my urges. But I just feel so much peace when your penis is doing brutal stuff to my throat or my guts.”

I pulled her into my arms and ignored the weirdness of the last bit she said at the end there. She shook against my chest. She was so small and so fragile for all her energy and magical potential—and for someone who could turn me into a dried husk of a man after one night of frantic bunny intercourse.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered into my shirt. “I don’t know why I’m still worried about this now that I have you. Things are better now. With you, I have a chance to have babies someday. I know I’m being too much.”

“You’re not being too much,” I said firmly, running my fingers through her hair carefully around her antlers. “You’re just scared. Probably because you feel some new happiness now and you’re afraid it’ll be taken away. But I’m not going anywhere, I promise.”

The change in her was immediately obvious once I’d said that. The desperate edge to her energy softened. The trembling slowed, though it didn’t stop entirely, only to be replaced by the renewed circular grinding of her hips. Progress, maybe.

When she kissed me, it wasn’t desperate or sad. It was grateful, tender, and secure.

“I want to show you something,” she said, pulling back and wiping her eyes. “Something that might help you understand what we’re trying to save.”

She stood and drew her wand with more grace than I’d ever seen from her. Her scattered energy focused into a sharpened point of light at the top of her wand. “Lepus magna, veni ad me!”

A crack of silver light split the air, depositing the largest, fluffiest rabbit I’d ever seen onto the floor of our cabin. It was easily the size of a golden retriever, with fur that looked like sheep’s wool if the sheep in question got a perm and then blow-dried it.

“This is Mr. Fluffbottom,” she said. Her voice was full of pride and pain in equal measure. “He’s a Cotton Hopper. They used to fill the plains around our warren.”

The massive rabbit hopped over to her. She threw her arms around its rounded body and buried her face in its soft fur. When she looked up, her eyes were bright but tearful, though she did smile.

“Mom says when she was young, you could see hundreds of them during the spring migration. The whole horizon would be silver and white and moving.” Her voice grew wistful. “Now there’s maybe a hundred left. Everything’s like that now. Just fading away, bit by bit. The Barrening affected all monsters—not just the ones that are as smart as people. So when we die out, so will everything else. So even if you can save the jackalopes, the Sphinxes, or whatever, just by giving us lots of children, there will be lots of monsters that will just vanish someday. Nothing you can do about it.”

I reached out tentatively to pet the creature, feeling remarkably depressed by what Tizzy just helped me understand. Its fur felt like touching a cloud. “He’s beautiful. But never say never. We don’t know the limits of magic.”

“You sound like her. The Dark Lady,” Tizzy muttered, but she didn’t seem disgusted by the comparison. “Everything in Everafter is dying, Big Brother. I don’t think we have the time to change that. But maybe you do.”

“You think that’s what I’m supposed to do? Take over where she left off?”

Tizzy’s hand found mine where it rested on Mr. Fluffbottom’s fur. “I think I don’t know much of anything. But I do know that if anyone can save Everafter, it’s probably my Big Bro.”

“That’s... a lot of pressure,” I admitted. My voice came out rougher than I intended.

She dismissed Mr. Fluffbottom with a wave of her wand, then tucked said wand away. The great rabbit faded back to wherever summons went when not needed. Then she moved closer to me, bringing her small hands to my face.

“I know.” Her hips gave a little involuntary wiggle, and she blushed. “By the way, I’m really horny right now.”

I choked out a strangled laugh of surprise at the abrupt change of topic, but in truth I was grateful for it.

This time when she kissed me, it was more passionate than hungry. She took her time with it, even as her lower body wiggled and squirmed and gyrated unconsciously in my lap.

“I want to try something different,” she said, breaking the kiss to gaze at me with lidded eyes. “I want to go slow so I can feel every second of your big cock inside my tight little pussy. Well, slow for me, which is probably still pretty fast for normal people, but—”

“Tizzy,” I interrupted gently. “However you want to do this is fine. We have all morning.”

She beamed at me. “Really? Is it okay if I cry during? I’m not saying I’m gonna, but I might.”

I blinked. “I mean, if you can avoid it, that’d be great.”

“Okay.” She took a shaky breath, then started working on the buttons of my shirt with a slow and steady pace I hadn’t seen from her before. “I want to see all of you. Really look, I mean. Take a good, long, five second look before I start riding you.”

“Five seconds isn’t that long but I guess it’s an improvement,” I chuckled.

She took her time undressing me, comparatively, running her hands over each bit of exposed skin like she was memorizing it. When she got to my chest, she pressed her ear against it and listened to my heartbeat for a long moment.

“It’s fast for what I imagine a human heartbeat should sound like,” she observed. “My heart beats at ten beats per second, but I heard human hearts are much slower.”

“You make me nervous,” I admitted.

“Good nervous or bad nervous?”

“The best kind of nervous.”

She giggled at that. The sound was lighter than I’d heard from her all morning. When she started working on her own clothes, I stopped her.

“Let me,” I said. “There are few things I enjoy more than undressing you.”

Her breath caught as I slowly peeled away her layers, taking the same care she’d shown me. Her skin was incredibly soft, pale except for a faint golden tan across her shoulders and arms. When I traced the line where human skin gave way to rabbit fur on her lower legs, she shivered.

“Does that tickle?” I asked.

“No, it feels...” She struggled for words for a moment, but settled on a simple one: “Nice.”

Once we were both naked, she positioned herself over me, maintaining eye contact as she slowly took me inside her tight, wet pussy.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed, her eyes rolling back. “I’m swallowing it up. Your cock is so big, Big Brother. I can feel the whole shape, the way you stretch my pussy open.”

She started moving with a deliberation I’d never seen from her before. Instead of her furious pace from the other night, she rolled her hips in slow, deep movements that had us both gasping for air soon enough.

“Ohhh, Big Brother,” she moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “Your cock feels so different this way. I can feel every inch stretching me.”

“Fuck, Tizzy,” I groaned. “Keep talking like that and I won’t last long.”

“Mmm, but I want you to last,” she purred, grinding down on me in tight circles that were getting faster and faster by the second. “I want to ride your perfect dick until there are no thoughts left in my head.”

“I’m already there,” I grunted.

She leaned down to whisper in my ear as her cunt milked me, her breath hot against my skin. “This is what making love feels like, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I managed, my hands gripping her hips as she continued her now torturously rapid pace. The slow speed didn’t last long at all, but I wasn’t necessarily complaining. “This is it.”

We moved together like that for what felt like hours, though it was probably only minutes. Every time she got close to reverting to her full breakneck speed, she’d catch herself and slow down a little, biting her lip in concentration.

To be clear, she was still basically fucking me faster than I could move my own hand when I jerk myself off. The girl is a fucking demon in the sack.

“I love you, Big Brother,” she gasped suddenly, her pussy clenching around me as she drove into another orgasm, maybe her second or third. “I love—oh fuck, right there! I’m cumming soon! I’m gonna cum for you, Big Bro!”

Wide-eyed and practically catatonic, I offered a thumbs up with glazed over eyes.

That’s when she came apart. Her climax ripped through her in waves that went on for minutes. “YES! OH GODS YES! BIG BROTHER! YOUR COCK IS SO PERFECT! I’M CUMMING SO HARD!”

Her pussy clenched around me rhythmically, milking my shaft as she screamed her pleasure. The sound she made was half sob, half pornographic moan, entirely overwhelming.

“Fuck, Tizzy, I’m gonna—”

“Cum! Do it!” she sobbed. “Gimme gimme gimme!”

I erupted with more intensity than I’d ever experienced, flooding her tight pussy with pulse after pulse of my warlock seed.

We stayed connected as we caught our breath. Tizzy occasionally shivered through aftershocks. She traced lazy patterns on my chest but stayed quiet in a way that was rare for her.

“Hey,” I said eventually. “You okay?”

She nodded against my shoulder. “Better than okay. For the first time in my life, I feel like maybe everything’s going to work out.” She lifted her head to look at me.

“Me too. We should probably get dressed before the others come back,” I suggested.

Tizzy sighed dramatically. “Fine. But only because I want to tell everyone about our breakthrough. They’re gonna flip when I explain that emotional bonding makes the orgasms like fifty percent better.”

“Maybe cool it on the detailed analysis until I can not be present for it?”

Summons Entry-Cotton Hopper

Name: Cotton Hopper

Rarity: Common

Summon Type: Beast (Magical Rabbit)

Hit Points: Low

Intelligence: Low

Threat: Negligible

Mana Cost: Low

Difficulty to Summon: Low

Movement Speed (Land): High

Movement Speed (Water): Low

Details: A massive rabbit roughly the size of a golden retriever, with extraordinarily fluffy fur that resembles sheep's wool after professional styling. Cotton Hoppers were once abundant across the plains of Everafter during spring migrations, but their numbers have dwindled to critical levels due to the Barrening's effects on magical ecosystems.

Special Abilities: Enhanced Jumping, Soft Landing, Comfort Aura

Cultural Significance: These creatures represent the broader ecological collapse affecting Everafter. Their declining population serves as a visible reminder of how the Barrening affected not just humanoid monsters, but the entire magical ecosystem. Cotton Hoppers are often summoned by jackalopes and other rabbit-folk as emotional companions, providing comfort through their naturally soothing presence.


Chapter 29


Walking to lunch with just Tizzy felt different after that. While it wouldn’t be academically honest to claim that she was mellow or calm by any stretch of either word, at least by comparison it kind of felt that way. As we strode together, hand-in-hand for most of the walk, she only spontaneously groped me a few times. Though it was hard to be sure, when I touched her, I also felt as though she was vibrating at a lower frequency, which I figured meant that she felt calmer and more serene than usual.

The morning had been good for both of us, though. She’d gotten some reassurance about our relationship, and I’d learned more about what was driving her. I also came, like, five times. My whole groin area was still a little numb, but no matter.

Tizzy squeezed my hand as we approached the dining hall. “That was really nice, Big Brother.”

I squeezed back. “Yeah, it was. And thank you for opening up to me like that.”

“What’s family for?” she giggled.

“...Don’t say that.”

The other girls caught up with us outside the entrance. Kasirah fell into step beside us, immediately studying our faces with that analytical look I was starting to find somewhat familiar. Her eyebrows rose slightly. “You both look different. Good morning?”

Tizzy beamed and opened her mouth, probably to launch into explicit detail. I jumped in before she could traumatize any passing students, of which there were several.

“We had a productive conversation,” I said quickly.

Too late. Tizzy was already bouncing with excitement. “So productive! And at one point I was bouncing so fast on Big Bro that it accidentally slipped into my booty once or twice, so I guess we tried something new!”

Kasirah raised an eyebrow but smiled as though the mortifying detail was wholesome in nature. At least she wasn’t asking for a play-by-play.

The cafeteria had its normal lunchtime business going. The public area was in use by more students than usual. On the way to our cabin’s private dining area, which we really preferred for obvious reasons, I heard a voice call out to me.

“Well, look at these Summoners. Isn’t this cozy?”

I looked up to see a unicorn girl I didn’t really know, though I obviously recognized her. It was hard to forget an appearance like hers. She was beautiful, with milk-white skin, a rose-colored mane of long hair, and a unicorn horn on her forehead. That wasn’t the end of it. Though most of her body was decidedly human, with wide hips, a slender waist, and an imposing bust, she also had horse hooves instead of feet and a long, very brushable horse tail cascading down her legs. As she studied our group, I recognized irritation in her expression.

Asenath’s lioness tail started its warning twitch. “Can we help you, Summer Shandy?”

Summer’s gaze settled on me like a hawk eyeing a field mouse. “Just wondering about the big shot human everyone’s whispering about. We’ve had a few other human males in our school, but there’s something very different about you isn’t there?”

I wondered how much of this was coming from rumors or her own senses. I decided to keep things light rather than get drawn into a long discussion. “If you’re looking for an autograph, you’ll have to supply a pen.”

She laughed bitterly. “Wanna sign my tits? Professor DaFoe says that’s what girls do in your world do when they meet demigods, right?”

My eyes flicked downward to the prodigious amount of cleavage on display for half a second. My penis twitched in my pants, just once, like a wounded bird awaiting the jaws of a slithering serpent.

She glanced around our group once more, then seemed to make some internal decision. “Enjoy your lunch, I guess.” Then she looked at me and winked. “Bye, Reggie.”

As she clip-clopped away, Bekkah let out a breath I didn’t realize she’d been holding.

“That could have gone worse,” she said. “Guess people are starting to figure things out.”

“Well, we knew that already,” Kasirah muttered, shaking her head. “For a second I thought it was going to be a replay of the disaster that almost unfolded at the assembly the other day.”

I cocked my head. “Huh? What disaster?”

“Long story,” Asenath murmured. “Cutting it short—Summer Shandy figured out that you were a Warlock, but Lady Katherine popped in, excused us, and… I think she wiped everyone’s memories of the epiphany?”

My eyes widened. That sounded like some Dark Lady shit, even going by Lady Katherine’s own words. “What?” I croaked. “That’s insane. Are you sure?”

“Pretty sure,” Bekkah said, frowning as Tizzy stuck her hand down the back of my pants and cupped my ass.

I watched the unicorn’s retreating form and felt a stab of sympathy. “What’s her deal? That Summer girl.”

“Summer Shandy?” Kasirah clarified. “She’s alright. Kind of bossy, but she’s not bad. She’s one of the last unicorns in Everafter.”

Hearing that, and coming fresh off of my conversation with Tizzy, I was starting to feel like a hammer that was beginning to see all these ladies as nails. My first thought was, “Well, I can fix that!” Of course I didn’t say it aloud.

But it was kind of starting to feel unethical to ignore the fact. Had I really stepped into more than I could handle? If I did that for her, then where would it end? How would my own girls take it? I was falling in love with them, or at least on the path to do so quite handily, but what would happen if I expanded our arrangement to include every other girl in Everafter who wanted a child? These were questions I’d ruminated on before, but heavy was the crown. The more I learned, the less I could avoid the thoughts.

“So what’s everyone’s afternoon looking like?” I asked as we headed into our own dining room.

The girls ran through their class schedules. Combat theory for Kasirah, ritual construction for Asenath, and transfiguration for Tizzy, where she’d hopefully avoid creating any more anatomically correct sculptures.

When they all looked expectantly at Bekkah, she just shrugged.

“Free period. I should use it while I can because I’m pretty booked for the rest of the week since I, you know, failed a bunch of classes.”

The way she said it, trying for lightness but not quite managing it, made my chest tighten for her. Time to fix that mood.

“Perfect. That means you can help me with something I’ve been putting off.”

Her rainbow eyes widened. “Help you? With what?”

“Flying practice. I’ve barely touched my brooms since getting here. And besides, I owe you a date for passing your exam, right?”

The change in her expression came immediately. Her wings fluttered and tiny sparkles drifted from them onto the floor behind her chair.

“Really? You want me to teach you? That sounds like so much fun!”

I chuckled. “Who else should I ask? Kasirah has wings but she doesn’t seem to use them much. Asenath’s seem more decorational than anything, but you’re always flitting about. You probably have a few more aerodynamic instincts than anyone else.”

She straightened in her chair, and for the first time today she looked genuinely excited. “You’re not wrong. Flying is kind of my thing. Ask Asenath!”

Asenath rotated her hand in a so-so gesture as she chewed some sausage. “She’s alright.”

So it was decided. After lunch, the others headed off to their classes. Tizzy hugged me tightly, employing the use of her pelvis much more than was strictly necessary, while Kasirah and Asenath exchanged impish looks.

Walking back to the cabin with just Bekkah was nice in the same way it had been to walk with Tizzy. Without the others bouncing around, she moved differently. More herself, I thought. I wasn’t sure she seemed more confident, though. If anything, maybe she was a bit shyer than before.

We collected my brooms from storage, and Bekkah absently stroked the black one while I readied the other.

“You really want me to teach you?” she asked. “There’s still time to back out.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

She sat on her bed, still holding the black broom. “It’s just... everyone else gets to share something they’re good at with you. Tizzy is the queen of stealing your attention, Kasirah is solid with duels, and Asenath can make up slutty riddles off the top of her head like it’s nothing. But me?”

She shrugged and looked down at her hands. “I fail at everything. I haven’t really found anything I’m that great at yet. I wish I could share that with you but—it doesn’t exist.”

I set the red trainer broom down and sat beside her. This kind of thing was familiar territory by now. All four girls had their insecurities, and they all needed different kinds of reassurance.

“That’s not true.”

Her laugh was bitter. “Isn’t it? I’m here for the second summer in a row because I can barely manage basic spells. My conjuration professor literally wrote ‘creative interpretation of the instructions’ on my last assignment. ‘Creative’ was underlined three times.”

I bit back a smile. “What were you supposed to conjure?”

She held her hands about eight inches apart. “A spoon. It looked more like fox dung.”

This time I couldn’t hold back the laugh. The mental image was too much.

“Please tell me you threw it out.”

Her cheeks flushed pink. “It’s in my schoolbag back home.”

I shook my head. “None of that matters to me. I don’t think that being someone worthy of love comes with the prerequisite to have marketable skills. It’s more about the person you are, and as far as I can tell, you’re sweet, charming, funny, good-natured—and your pussy feels pretty fucking good if you’re alright with me not beating around the bush.”

She blushed and raised her hands to her cheeks to hide the redness. “Reggie! But thanks, fairy sex is supposed to be pretty great, so I guess I got that going for me.”

I stood and grabbed both brooms, tired of watching her beat herself up. “Come on. Show me what you can really do. Let’s see if all your self-sassing is justified when it comes to broom-riding.”

It didn’t take long to walk to the practice field. It stretched empty except for a few students working spell formations in the distance, none of whom I knew by name. They waved at me all the same—all female. All cute. Go figure.

Bekkah had me start with the red trainer to warm up. It was a smart choice, considering my limited experience. She hovered beside me on those iridescent wings. “Show me what you learned at home.”

I mounted the broom and kicked off, rising about ten feet. The familiar sensation returned quickly. The odd balance of weightlessness and control was a little like driving a beat up car that could ignore gravity. I ran through my extremely basic repertoire: forward flight, turns, stops, and the trajectory-altering spell I’d mastered. When I attempted backward acceleration… well, I failed.

So there was at least one thing I wasn’t instantly good at. Too bad it had to be one of the coolest parts about using magic.

Bekkah circled me slowly, studying my technique with diligent focus as I performed each move. When had she gotten so serious? I appreciated the studious look on her face more than she probably knew, but this was a side of her I hadn’t seen before. After a few minutes of observation, she stopped in front of me.

“Uh huh. I see your problem.”

I managed a turn that felt more like a controlled crash. “Do tell.”

“It’s a common newbie thing. You can’t really commit much. You’re riding like you’re afraid it’ll throw you. Your body is too tense and rigid.” She floated closer, her wings beating steadily. “Flying isn’t about controlling the broom. It’s a little like a relationship with a good summon—a partnership. The broom wants to work with you. They’ve got a little bit of their own personality once you get to know them.”

That sounded like hippie bullshit, but I’d learned not to dismiss advice from people who actually knew what they were doing. “The manual said to maintain firm control at all times.”

She cocked her head. “Which manual?”

I felt my cheeks heat slightly. “‘Broom Riding Isn’t Gay, Actually: A Guide for Male Magic Users.’ That’s the title of the guide for men.”

Bekkah snorted so hard she nearly fell out of the air. “Oh god, that thing? A wizard in one of my first year classes told me that most of that book is just reassuring wizards that they won’t look feminine if they slouch a little and furrow their brows while riding. The other half is obsessing over testicular safety.”

She wasn’t wrong. I shifted slightly on the trainer broom’s curved seat, appreciating how the indentation actually did make a difference for male anatomy. It was like a sweet, supple nest for my balls to roost in. “To be fair, the testicular safety part was actually extremely valuable.”

Her grin widened, and she rolled her eyes. “The girls’ book is mostly about technique by comparison, so we usually end up coaching what few boys are in our classes. Alright, back on track—Close your eyes.”

The suggestion made my stomach lurch. “While in the air? That seems a little dangerous.”

“Trust me.”

I closed my eyes. Immediately, I felt vulnerable, suspended in midair with nothing but faith keeping me aloft.

Bekkah’s voice came from somewhere to my left, soft and encouraging. “Feel the wind. It’s not fighting you, Reggie. Feel it out.”

Without sight, every other sensation sharpened just a little. The breeze against my face carried scents of grass and flowers. The subtle vibrations through the handle told me things about air pressure I’d never noticed. My body naturally wanted to lean into the currents.

Her voice was closer now, almost a whisper. “Now move with it. Don’t steer. Flow. There’s nothing to run into. Just fly, baby. Just get to know the wind and the broom, and it’ll get easier after that—I promise.”

I really wanted to believe it would be that easy. Following her guidance, maybe mostly because I just wanted to make her happy, I relaxed my death grip on the handle and let instinct take over the best I could. I started moving forward, slowly at first, then a bit faster. Then faster still. I focused on the wind and willed myself on, feeling the air blowing into my face with more and more ferocity as the broom buzzed gently against my soft scrotum while magic power coursed through it, guiding me through the air. By the time I opened my eyes, I was weaving through the air in lazy spirals like it was no problem.

Bekkah clapped a little too enthusiastically for such a minor feat, but her misplaced pride made me grin anyway. “Perfect! Great job, baby! Ready for the real thing?”

We landed and I grabbed the black broom. It looked identical to the trainer except for color, but the moment I gripped it, magic thrummed through my hands. When I mounted it, the curved seat molded perfectly to accommodate my supple sack—definitely an improvement over the basic trainer design.

Bekkah floated beside me, suddenly serious again. “Fair warning. This one’s way more responsive. Don’t fight it or you’ll spin out. Take it slow early on and go from there.”

I mounted carefully and kicked off. The black broom shot upward like I’d lit a rocket under it. My stomach dropped as we climbed past fifty feet in seconds.

Bekkah appeared beside me, keeping pace effortlessly. “Relax! You’re tensing up!”

Easy for her to say. The broom wanted speed—much more than my cautious practice had prepared me for. Every tiny movement sent me veering wildly through the air. This was not safe.

She giggled, doing graceful loops around my erratic path. “Stop thinking! Feel what it wants and then meet it in the middle!”

That sounded like nonsense on the surface, but something in her voice made me listen. I forced myself to relax, to trust the idea of a partnership like she’d described. The change happened instantly, like the flip of a switch. Once I had relinquished control, I gained it. Instead of fighting me, the broom settled into smooth, controlled flight. Fast, yes, but manageable.

Her whoop of approval made my chest warm. “Now you’ve got it, Reggie! Follow me!”

We flew for nearly an hour. Bekkah taught me maneuvers I’d only thus far read about. She showed me how to read wind patterns and make the broom feel more like an extension of my will. She was a natural teacher, I realized. Patient but challenging, encouraging without being condescending.

Maybe that was her hidden talent.

After I successfully pulled off a diving spiral, she beamed at me. “You’re getting it. Want to see something special?”

“Sure.”

She led me up through layers of clouds until the school looked tiny below. The air was thin here, sharp and clean in my lungs.

She pointed to a formation of clouds that looked almost solid. “Race you!”

We shot forward together through the afternoon sky. Her wings left rainbow trails behind her that made me smile at the sheer, surreal beauty of the whole experience. I’d never felt so free, so unbound from the weight of everything that usually pressed down on me.

And my nuts were so, so comfy. Was this thing specifically sized for my balls? If so, when did they get my measurements? It must have been when they got my ID.

The clouds parted to reveal a hidden platform of solid cloudstuff that somehow supported our weight as we landed.

Bekkah spread her arms wide, gesturing at the view. “I found this place during my first year. I still come here when I need to think during lunch breaks.”

“During the school year?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Now I have you, so… that’s better. But I thought it’d be nice to share this place with you.”

She was right. It was nice. The vista stretched for miles in every direction. We sat at the edge, legs dangling over nothing but sky.

“Thank you,” I said. “For teaching me. You’re pretty good at it, you know.”

She bumped my shoulder, and I noted that at least some of her melancholy from earlier had completely evaporated. “Thank you for letting me. I had a lot of fun with it, actually.”

“Maybe there’s something to that,” I suggested gently.

She smiled off into the distance and cocked her head thoughtfully. “Maybe.”

We sat in comfortable silence and watched the clouds in the distance part from the wind. Without the pressure of group dynamics, Bekkah looked more at ease. In her state of relaxation, she looked even more beautiful than I’d ever seen her.

Eventually she turned to me with a curious expression. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

She struggled for words for a moment. “Why aren’t you like other humans? The few I’ve met at the school were pretty average students at best, kind of awkward, or slightly assholish. You’re nothing like them.”

The question caught me off guard. I’d been so focused on adapting to their world that I hadn’t really considered how strange adapting to me was.

“I’ve suffered enough to know the value of hard work,” I said. “And I know the importance of family. In a way, you girls are like a new family for me, so I embraced you completely, maybe quicker than was probably wise.”

“I’m glad you did,” she giggled.

“Me too,” I said.

She absorbed that quietly, picking at a wisp of cloud between her fingers. “I know that feeling. The suffering. The value of hard work. But I still just can’t bring myself to work as hard as you, Reggie.”

I studied her profile. “Would you mind telling me about your family?”

“Not much family to speak of. Just my mom and my aunts and one cousin. But fairies don’t trust each other, so I rarely see them, and when I do, it doesn’t feel familial in the same way Tizzy is with her family, or how I imagine Asenath and Kasirah with theirs.”

I nodded. “Sounds lonely for sure.”

She sighed and kept playing with the cloud matter. “The thing is, all my aunts and my mom still found a place in Everafter’s Elven Woods Biome where they’re respected as equals by the high elves. I didn’t even have the courage to visit there. I think I’ve got the defective fairy genes in the family.”

“You know what I think?”

She looked up expectantly. “What?”

“I think you’re just a bit lost because the path you’re on isn’t one that many have walked before you—at least not in your family. You’ll figure it out. And if you can’t do it alone, we’ll figure it out together.”

She turned to study me with those bright rainbow eyes. There was something searching in her expression, like she was looking for evidence I really meant the things I was saying.

“You really believe that?”

“I really do.”

She leaned over and kissed me. Her lips, and her approach, was the softest I’d felt since coming here. Her eyes fluttered closed and she breathed against my lips, cupping my face between her hands as she seemed to absorb the existence of me as a tear slid down her cheek.

“Are you alright?” I asked cautiously as I gently touched her face.

Bekkah pushed me down onto a cloud and lay on top of my chest, hugging me horizontally as her petite body used me like a mattress. “Never better.”


Chapter 30


Bekkah’s iridescent wings draped over us like the most ineffective blanket imaginable as we lay tangled on my narrow bed. It was nice spending the afternoon with just her, and I looked forward to getting to do the same with all the others.

Speaking of them, the other girls wouldn’t be back from afternoon classes for another few minutes, which gave us rare alone time to just enjoy each other’s company. So after our ‘broom date’, which is a phrase never before uttered in the English language, we just basked in the quiet cabin’s ambience, cuddling and chatting for as long as we could.

“I’m actually a little excited about tomorrow’s class,” she said, tracing lazy patterns on my chest. “The professor is supposed to show us some alternative conjuration wand gestures I never really learned correctly before. After today, I think maybe I can follow along.”

I kissed the top of her head. “You’ll do great. Your wand work was never the problem anyway. Now that you’ve gotten the basics down, that stuff should fall into place with very little stress. With as good a broom riding teacher as you turned out to be, I have even more faith in your potential as a student.”

She snorted against my shoulder. “I’m only a good teacher because you’re a good student. Anyone could teach you.”

“Bullshit. You hit on things the boys’ textbook didn’t mention. Those were some good tips, so don’t sell yourself short.”

“I’d sell myself for one particularly good tip right about now,” she cooed against my neck as she squeezed my dick through my pants.

The cabin door burst open before I could dick her down. Tizzy bounded in first, no surprise there, followed by Kasirah and Asenath at a more reasonable pace.

“Ooohhh. Did you give him your mana potion?” Tizzy asked immediately, her nose twitching as she studied Bekkah’s glowing expression. “You’re all shiny!”

Bekkah laughed and sat up, her wings folding neatly behind her. “If you came like two minutes later, I think the answer would be different. We just practiced his flying skills and talked.”

“Talking is nice too,” Tizzy conceded thoughtfully, thumping a foot on the floor. “As long as it’s with Big Brother, anything is nice!”

Kasirah dropped her bag by her trunk and stretched. “Combat practice went better for me than I thought. I really owe you big time for your help, Reggie.”

“That’s awesome,” I said, genuinely pleased to hear that. The work we’d been doing together was clearly paying off, but that was never a surprise to me. Kasirah wasn’t even bad with Combat Applications, she just had trouble connecting combat magic to her practical combat skills.

Asenath flopped onto her own bed like a starfish. “I got through an entire ritual inscription without fucking up once. Professor White only rolled her eyes twice instead of the usual five times.”

“That’s definitely progress,” Bekkah said cheerfully.

Asenath stretched lazily beside me. “You know, technically three of us still owe you that ‘Servitude for a Day’ thing from our bet,” she mentioned casually, glancing at the others with a mischievous grin.

“I totally forgot about that,” I chuckled. “I guess we’ve been busy, huh?”

While they chatted about their classes, comparing notes and gradually all migrating to my increasingly crowded bed, my mind wandered to something I’d been putting off. I’d recently bound Frygiatus, a truly epic summons, but with how busy everything has been, I never actually analyzed him properly. The whole thing with Lady Katherine had thrown me off, and then Tizzy needed attention, and then there was the flying lesson...

I yawned and stood up, peeling myself out of the tangle of limbs besetting me on all sides. “Ladies, I need a second alone to analyze something in private regarding something Lady Katherine gave me,” I said. “Tell you all about it later. Give me five minutes?”

Tizzy’s ears drooped. “But we just got back!”

“Five minutes. Promise.”

I headed into the bathroom alone and pulled out my wand. The Analyze Creature spell came easily now, with my muscle memory taking over as I focused on my mental memory of the massive drake now under my command.

As the magic flowed through me, I noticed something odd—there was more power than necessary coursing through the spell, an excess that felt almost eager to be used. I had one suspicion about what that meant. I'd need to talk to Ms. Hegwen about stocking up on Silverleaf again in a couple of days at most if this kept up.

The information flooded into my mind in that familiar format:

New Summons – Frygiatus

Name: Frygiatus the Eternal FrostRarity: LegendarySummon Type: Ancient Ice DrakeHit Points: ExtremeIntelligence: Ancient/SupernaturalThreat: LegendaryMana Cost: Extreme (but willing bond reduces cost significantly)Difficulty to Summon: Impossible (requires voluntary acceptance)Movement Speed (Land): HighMovement Speed (Aquatic): HighMovement Speed (Aerial): Extreme

Physical Description: Fifteen feet of magnificent draconic power. Scales shift between deep blue and purple, creating an aurora effect. Ice crystals continuously form and melt around his massive frame, leaving frost patterns wherever he moves. His golden eyes burn with centuries of accumulated wisdom and power.

Special Abilities:

	Frost Breath: Devastating area-effect ice attack that can freeze entire battlefields

	Ice Dominion: Control over all ice and cold within a mile radius

	Ancient Wisdom: Access to magical knowledge spanning millennia

	Telepathic Bond: Direct mind-to-mind communication with summoner

	Legendary Presence: Magical aura that commands respect from other creatures

	Temporal Sight: Can perceive echoes of past and future events

	Dimensional Phase: Can briefly exist in multiple planes simultaneously




Combat Capabilities:

	Breath Weapon: Can flash-freeze armies or create tactical ice barriers

	Physical Power: Claws and tail capable of shattering stone fortifications

	Magical Immunity: Resistant to most magical attacks below legendary tier

	Flight Mastery: Aerial combat veteran with centuries of experience




Magical Properties:

	Mana Font: Provides significant mana regeneration boost to bonded summoner

	Spell Amplification: Enhances ice/cold-based magic by 150%

	Protective Barrier: Can shield summoner from magical detection or scrying

	Weather Control: Limited ability to influence local weather patterns




Significance:Former companion to the Dark Lady during her student years. Witnessed her transformation from idealistic student to dangerous obsessive. Carries knowledge of ancient magical techniques and the true history of the war that supposedly ended her threat.

That notation at the bottom really made my blood turn ice cold. I read it three times to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating. Frygiatus had been the Dark Lady’s companion. Lady Katherine had given me the Dark Lady’s personal drake as casually as someone might lend a pencil. Why? And she hadn’t even taken some kind of measures to hide its origins and history from me, either, which only made her motives more bizarre to guess at.

The puzzle pieces I’d been trying to ignore suddenly formed a picture I couldn’t unsee. Lady Katherine’s intimate knowledge of the Dark Lady’s story came back to me. I could still smell the campfire smoke and hear her voice going on about the history of the Barrening and the Dark Lady’s sordid past. The way she’d talked about her with such personal investment was also front and center in my head. Then there was that memory spell she’d apparently cast at the reproductive health seminar with the girls to make everyone forget about me being a warlock—which was exactly the kind of spell the Dark Lady was known for.

That led me to two possible conclusions. Either Katherine was the Dark Lady herself, or she was so close to her that the distinction barely mattered.

My mind tried to work through the implications as someone who was still very much an outsider. It was hard for me to care about the Dark Lady one way or another after having only heard the story. If I believed what I heard, she didn’t even sound all that evil.

If Katherine was the Dark Lady, did it even change a damn thing? I’d known from pretty much the beginning that she was giving me special treatment because, as far as I could tell, she believed I could breed Everafter back to life. I had no reason to doubt that that story was true for the moment, so what did it matter who she was?

But of course it mattered. It mattered to someone. If I told my girls, and I definitely would sooner rather than later, they would likely react much more strongly than me. And their perception of the Dark Lady’s tale might be pretty different from the yarn Lady Katherine told me to make herself, or whoever, look like a misunderstood hero cast as the villain.

But that was a conversation for dinner. Or after dinner. Not right this moment. The girls just got back from classes, and they needed some attention before we got around to any of that.

I walked out of the bathroom with a grin on my face. Four naked women lay across my bed, having apparently decided that five minutes was four minutes too many. My penis jerked like a chubby electric eel that’d been zapped with an alarming dose of its own medicine.

“No more studying tonight, Big Brother!” Tizzy declared, pulling me onto the mattress as I approached. Her small body rolled onto my chest forcefully, and I could feel the slick, wet lips of her cunt dragging across my thigh as she moved to straddle me.

“We took a vote,” Kasirah explained. She was already working on the buttons of my shirt, which was very industrious of her. “After classes all day, we could all use a bit of a mana recharge.”

Asenath crawled onto the bed from the other side. “Yeah. We’ve been working too hard. Time to relax.”

I wanted to protest, to explain what I’d just discovered, but Bekkah was already pulling my shoes off and Tizzy had moved from tackling to grinding in that distinctive way of hers.

The last coherent thought I managed before the situation devolved completely was that I really needed to find time to summon Frygiatus properly. If the drake had been with the Dark Lady for years, he might have answers to questions I didn’t even know to ask yet.

But that thought evaporated into the air like a puddle on a hot day when Tizzy started making those little gasping noises she always made when she—

Just as we were getting to the good part, a magical chime rang through campus, loud enough to rattle the windows. We all froze in what would’ve been a comical tableau if it wasn’t so frustrating to my balls of blue.

Professor Applebottom’s voice boomed across the grounds, magically amplified: “Congratulations on your first finished day of classes! All students, please report outside your cabins immediately for a mandatory assembly.”

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I groaned.

Tizzy’s head popped up from between my legs, her hair adorably mussed. “But we just started! This is cruel and unkind!”

“Mandatory means mandatory,” Kasirah said, though she looked and sounded just as annoyed. She climbed off the bed and started hunting for her clothes. “They’ll pound on our cabin door or burst inside if we try to skip.”

We dressed in record time, though not without significant grumbling. A few minutes later, we were standing single file in front of our cabins, me at the front of my pack of beautiful babes.

“Something’s wrong,” Bekkah whispered, her wings dimming to muted pastels.

She wasn’t wrong. I caught glimpses of familiar faces in the crowd—Jamathiel and his crew of bootlickers looking uncharacteristically concerned, Summer Shandy, and Peaches dragging her chest-body behind Professor Applebottom as she stepped on a broomstick and raised herself into the air so that we could all see her.

Dean Narklepop hovered on his own broom over the firepit, wearing the alternative broom design common for men. The entire faculty lined up in the air behind him and Applebottom like they were posing for an awkward graduation photo. Ms. Hegwen looked ready to cry, her massive hands clasped so tightly her knuckles had gone white. Lady Katherine stood slightly apart from the others, and when our eyes met across the distance, she gave me the tiniest nod.

Yeah. She knew that I knew. And now I know that she knows that I know. Does she know that I know that she knows that I know? That was the question.

Dean Narklepop cleared his throat, and the courtyard fell silent instantly. “Students, after much deliberation, we have important announcements regarding this summer’s session.”

Murmurs rippled through the crowd. Tizzy grabbed my butt, perhaps for the comfort provided by a security blanket, but more likely just because she was consistently horny like that.

Professor Applebottom stepped forward, wearing a very serious face. “The Summer Games, traditionally held at session’s end, will begin in one week.”

The murmurs exploded into shocked exclamations. Summer Games at the end would’ve been another three weeks away. Why move them up?

Narklepop raised one gnarled hand and silence fell again. “This year’s games will be different. Everafter itself is facing a stability crisis, which means that it is time for us to explore new avenues never before considered for the futures of our students. The stakes are higher than ever before.”

I felt all four of my girls tense beside me. Whatever was coming, it was big.

“The winning team will receive something unprecedented in Thistlewick’s thousand-year history...”

The pause stretched out uncomfortably long, and it almost looked like the Dean and Professor Applebottom were having regrets in real time. Every student leaned forward. It was so quiet you could probably hear a squirrel jerk off in a nearby tree.

“The winners will receive permanent access to an experimental portal spell… connecting Everafter and Earth.”

[END OF BOOK ONE]


Bonus Short: The Cake Catastrophe (Multi-POV)


Author Note : This bonus short takes place during the brief break between placement testing and the start of remedial classes.

Early in the morning, golden rays of sunlight peeked through the cabin windows as Reggie gathered his summoning materials and headed for the door. He paused at the threshold and looked back at the four girls sprawled across their beds in various states of post-breakfast contentment.

“I’ll be back before dinner,” he said, shouldering his pack. “Ms. Hegwen sent word asking for help cataloguing new magical creatures. Apparently having a Spine Hog gives me credibility with the aggressive beasties.”

Tizzy hung upside down from his bed, cottontail wiggling as her antlers nearly touched the floor. “Can’t we come with you, Big Brother? I promise I won’t try to pet anything that might eat me!”

“And I don’t believe you.” he chuckled and moved to press a quick kiss to her forehead. “Besides, you girls deserve a break after acing those placement tests. Relax, enjoy yourselves.”

After Reggie left, Bekkah found herself watching from the window as his figure disappeared down the forest path. Her rainbow wings drooped slightly. That familiar pang always hit whenever their little group split up, even temporarily.

Kasirah looked up from her bed, where she’d been reviewing a packet of materials for her Combat Applications class. “Think he’ll be gone long?”

“Knowing our ambitious warlock, he’ll probably try to dominate every dangerous creature in a fifty-mile radius,” Asenath observed. Her lion tail performed lazy figure-eights as she filed her claws.

Tizzy flipped right-side up as gracefully as a ballerina on amphetamines. “So what do we do now? I’m too excited to just sit on my pert little bottom!”

The easy banter filled their cozy cabin, but Bekkah found herself only half-listening. Something was blooming in her chest—an idea taking root like a seed finding perfect soil. The placement tests were behind them, and Reggie had accomplished so much since arriving at Thistlewick. More than that, he’d changed all of them in ways she was still struggling to understand.

She turned from the window suddenly, her wings fluttering excitedly. “You know what? We should do something special for him. To celebrate everything—passing our tests, his advancement, surviving our first week together!”

Tizzy’s ears perked up immediately. “Ooh! Like what? Should we plan a surprise naked welcome home party?”

“What if we get a little pool and fill it with magical Reggie mana potion, and he walks in with us all bathing in it?” Asenath added. “I bet he’d love seeing his little sluts like that!”

Kasirah fought back a smile. “Whatever we do, we all know we’ll end up naked anyway.” The valkyrie had been more relaxed lately and more willing to show her softer side. Once again, that was Reggie’s influence. He made them all feel safe enough and strong enough to be vulnerable.

“How about we bake him a cake?” Bekkah suggested.

The sphinx raised one dark eyebrow. “Can’t you just conjure one? You’ve gotten pretty good at the food creation spells.”

Bekkah waved her hands emphatically, her wings beating fast enough to scatter glittering dust around the room. “No, no, no! Not a magical cake. A human cake! Made the way his people do it, with our own hands and actual ingredients!”

The other three exchanged quick glances that ran the gamut from confused to intrigued.

Tizzy tilted her head and filled her oversized eyes with open curiosity. “What the butt is the difference? Cake is cake, right?”

“The difference is intention.” Bekkah settled cross-legged on the floor. “When humans make food with their hands, they put part of their spirit into it. It’s like how a garden grows better when you tend it yourself instead of just magicking it into existence.”

Kasirah nodded thoughtfully. “Also, there is something a bit more satisfying about eating the real thing. Which would you rather drink right now—Reggie’s genuine semen, or a conjured cup of it?”

“I don’t know what semen is,” Tizzy said.

“His mana potion,” Asenath clarified.

Tizzy slapped her forehead. “Duh. Obviously the real thing is better, then. Okay, I get it.”

A moment passed where Tizzy thought about all the small gestures Reggie made. She remembered the way he listened when they talked about their fears, how he remembered little details about their preferences, the patience he showed when explaining concepts. He put intention into everything he did for them. And he was so selfless.

Bekkah’s voice grew more passionate. “He’s always taking care of us. He helps us study, makes sure we feel confident... He believes in us when we don’t believe in ourselves. This could be one way of taking care of him for once.”

Kasirah’s brow furrowed as she processed the suggestion and everything that came with it. “That works for me. The Valkyries believe that weapons forged by hand carry the smith’s strength. Food prepared with care might work similarly.”

“Exactly!” Bekkah’s voice rose in pitch and volume as she squealed her excitement out into the world. “It’s about growing something beautiful together, nurturing it from simple ingredients into something that feeds both body and soul! I have no idea how to cook, but we can figure it out, right?!”

Asenath sat up, her lioness tail doing interested little flicks. “So we’re talking about actual cooking? Like, mixing things and using fire and following directions?”

“The most romantic, caring cooking ever attempted!” Bekkah confirmed, glowing with conviction.

Tizzy’s cottontail wiggled so hard that it made her shake her butt. “Oh my prairie gods! Yes! Let’s make Big Brother the most amazingest cake ever! Then he’ll definitely let me drink down a whole lot of his mana potion!”

But practical concerns quickly surfaced.

Kasirah frowned. “There’s one small problem. We don’t have a kitchen. Or an oven. Or really any cooking equipment that doesn’t involve magic.”

Bekkah’s face fell for a moment before brightening again. “What about Lady Katherine?! She’s always saying we should come to her with any needs or concerns. I bet she’d help us!”

It didn’t take long to track her down. They headed to the castle and found Lady Katherine in her private quarters. The dumpy vampire answered their knock wearing a casual robe that somehow managed to look both practical and glamorous.

“Well, well,” she said, her fangs glinting as she smiled. “My favorites. What brings you to my door on this lovely morning? Are you coming to tell me you’re all suddenly pregnant?”

That last question most decidedly did not sound upset. If anything, it was a little eager.

Bekkah blurted out their plan. “We want to bake Reggie a cake. A real human cake, not a magical one. We thought maybe you could help us find a kitchen?”

Lady Katherine’s eyebrows rose with obvious interest. “How delightfully domestic. And why abandon the convenience of magical cooking for such a hands-on approach?”

Bekkah launched into another passionate explanation about intention and connecting with human traditions. As she spoke, she found herself opening up about deeper motivations—how Reggie had changed them, how he’d shown them new ways to think about themselves.

“He makes us better.” She finished breathlessly. “Not through magic or force, but by believing in us. We want to show him that we understand the value of putting real effort into something, the way he does for us every day.”

The vampire listened with growing amusement. “I see. You wish to honor your warlock by embracing his people’s traditions. How wonderfully sweet. And educational.”

She gestured them inside. “As it happens, I have access to a faculty kitchen. Let me change and I’ll show you to it.”

Minutes later, she led them across campus to a smaller building attached to the main kitchens. The private space was fully equipped with non-magical equipment—copper pots that gleamed like mirrors, wooden utensils worn smooth by use, and a stone oven that radiated gentle warmth.

Lady Katherine took a seat away from the workspace. “Now then, do you have a recipe?”

Bekkah produced a battered cookbook. “For some reason this cookbook was sitting in my trunk. Maybe it was left behind by another student last summer and got mixed up with my things when they moved the trunks out into the cabins.’”

The vampire’s smile turned knowing. “Ah yes, how handy.”

They opened to the marked page—Classic Vanilla Birthday Cake—and spread it where they could all see. The recipe looked intimidating with its long ingredient list and detailed instructions.

“The pantry has some basics,” Lady Katherine said, gesturing to a well-stocked storage area, “but you’ll need to venture out for the fresher ingredients. Might I suggest the main kitchens for eggs and milk? The herb garden for vanilla? The grain stores for proper flour?”

She stood gracefully. “I’ll leave you to your preparations. Do try not to burn anything down while I’m gone.”

After Lady Katherine left, they split up for maximum efficiency. Bekkah consulted her ingredient list and divided responsibilities based on each girl’s strengths.

“Tizzy, you’re on flour duty. The grain storage should be in that big building with the silos.”

The jackalope saluted adorably. “Roger that, Flower General!”

“Kasirah, can you handle the eggs? Fresh ones from the coop.”

“Affirmative. How many do we need?”

“Six large eggs. The book says to choose ones that feel heavy and don’t rattle when shaken.”

She turned to the sphinx. “Asenath, you’re on sugar acquisition duty. The sweetener stores should be in the main kitchen complex.”

“Leave it to me. I’ll charm them out of their finest crystalline sweetness.”

“And I’ll handle vanilla and butter.”
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The storage building loomed before Tizzy like a cathedral dedicated to carbohydrates. A pleasantly round gnome with flour-dusted overalls answered her knock, his beard braided with small wheat stalks.

“Well, hello there, little miss! What can I do for you?”

Tizzy’s most charming smile bloomed across her face. “Hi! I’m Tizzy Cottontail from Cabin 7, and I need some flour for a super special project!”

“Conjuration practice?”

“Oh no, nothing magical! We’re making a real human cake for our Big Brother! With our actual hands and everything!”

The gnome’s eyebrows shot up. “A human cake? Now that’s something you don’t hear every day.”

He led her into the storage area, where enormous sacks of different flours lined the walls. “How much were you thinking?”

Tizzy consulted her paper. “Two cups! Wait—” She looked around confused. “What the butt is a cup? Like, a drinking cup?”

The gnome laughed warmly. “Measuring cups, little miss.” He produced a set of nested metal cups from a shelf. “Here, let me show you.”

Tizzy examined them intensely. “Oh my prairie gods! They’re like little metal bowls with handles! Humans think of everything!”

By the time they’d measured properly, Tizzy had somehow managed to get flour in her hair, on her clothes, and dusting her antlers like snow. She looked like she’d been caught in a very localized blizzard.

“Thank you so much!” She clutched the bag against her chest. “Big Brother’s gonna treasure this cake so much!”

“Oh, he’s your brother?”

“Yep! And his semen is the best!”
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The coop was organized well in a way that immediately appealed to Kasirah’s sensibilities. A stern-looking dwarf woman with steel-gray braids emerged from the office.

“Valkyrie,” she said with a respectful nod. “I am Brunhild Ironfeather, quartermaster of poultry operations. How may I serve you?”

Kasirah straightened. “I require six eggs for a strategic baking operation. The freshest available, intended for human consumption.”

“Human baking? Unusual request.”

“This is a mission of critical importance to cabin morale,” Kasirah replied firmly.

Something in her tone must have conveyed her seriousness, because Brunhild nodded. “In that case, let me show you our premium selection.”

She led Kasirah to gleaming nesting boxes. “We have standard chicken eggs, duck eggs for richer flavor, or dragon hen eggs for exceptionally fluffy cakes.”

“Dragon hen eggs, then.”

Brunhild showed her eggs that were notably larger than normal, with shells that had an almost pearlescent quality. Kasirah tested each one methodically—checking weight, listening for weird noises, examining for cracks.

“These will do excellently,” she decided.

“Might I ask what manner of human has inspired such dedication?”

Kasirah’s expression softened. “A very special kind.”
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The main kitchen was intimidating to navigate. Asenath sauntered through it carefully, her lioness tail swaying hypnotically as she navigated between staff and bubbling cauldrons, feeling woefully out of place.

Twin gnome brothers in white chef’s coats stood behind a counter lined with glass jars of various sugars.

“Well, well,” one said, tracking her approach appreciatively. “What brings such a lovely sphinx to our humble kitchen?”

Asenath deployed her most sultry smile. “I’m seeking the finest sugar.”

“Do tell.”

“We’re baking a celebration cake for the most important man in our lives. It must be perfect.”

Both gnomes straightened with interest. “Then perfect it shall be.”

Asenath leaned against the counter as her tail flicked absently. “Riddle me this—what advances through knowledge, commands through respect, and deserves sweetness beyond compare?”

The gnomes exchanged confused glances. “Uh... a scholar?”

Her confident expression faltered. “It’s... it’s the human in my cabin. He just passed his advancement exams and is starting as a third year. He’s… super cool.”

“Ah! Good for him.”

They showed her crystallized starflower nectar and pure cane sugar. “Let’s see… For standard human-style baking? The cane sugar. Starflower can be overpowering and make things a bit thicker than it needs to be.”

“Then cane sugar it is. Two cups, measured precisely.”
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Ms. Hegwen’s herb garden was a riot of colors and scents that made Bekkah feel immediately at home. The massive woman was elbow-deep in soil, transplanting singing daisies when she found her.

“Ah! You’re Bekkah, right? What brings you to my garden all by yourself?”

Bekka’s eyes narrowed with purpose. “I’m on a mission from the gods. You know Reggie.”

“I do.”

“He’s the best. We’re making Reggie a celebration cake to thank him for helping us with our exams—and it’s gotta be a real human cake, no magic. And, long story short, I need vanilla extract.”

Ms. Hegwen sat back on her heels but was still looking down at the fey girl. “A human cake, hmm? You could conjure vanilla easily enough with the gains I heard you’ve made lately.”

Bekkah settled on a garden stool. “Not the same. Because it needs to mean something. Reggie has been taking care of all of us, so we don’t want to take shortcuts. This cake needs to be our way to show him how much we love—I mean, care for him.”

Ms. Hegwen’s eyes widened. “I see.”

The fairy girl’s voice grew passionate. “It’s like how a wildflower that grows naturally is more beautiful than one conjured by magic. The natural one has a spirit, a story, roots that connect it to everything around it.”

Ms. Hegwen’s expression shifted to something akin to maternal fondness. “That’s one of the most beautiful things I’ve heard a student say in ages. Alright. I’ll help you. But please practice safe sex.”

“If that’s a dealbreaker, I should be going,” Bekka sighed.

“No, wait,” Ms. Hegwen said, raising her hand and standing to her full height. “I was only joking.”

She led Bekkah to a greenhouse filled with glowing plants. “Here we are! True vanilla orchids. These take three years to mature properly.”

She showed Bekkah how to identify the best pods, explaining grades and processing methods. “For your special cake, we’ll want the boldest flavor.”

As she prepared a small bottle of hand-extracted vanilla, she shared stories of traditional cooking. “Some of the most powerful magic I’ve witnessed has been in humble kitchens. There’s something profound about creating nourishment with your own hands.”

“That’s the idea,” Bekkah giggled.

What should have been the simplest task nearly derailed everything. Bekkah found the dairy storage easily enough but was confronted by overwhelming choices.

“Butter,” she told the elderly elf managing the stores. “For human baking.”

“Certainly. We have cow butter, goat butter, magical beast butter, cream butter, cultured butter, salted, unsalted...”

Twenty minutes later, Bekkah emerged with three different types. She’d decided variety was better than guessing wrong. In retrospect, she would question that wisdom in quiet moments, but at the time it seemed logical enough.

They reconvened in the kitchen an hour and a half later, each carrying their acquisitions with varying degrees of triumph.

Tizzy arrived still dusted with flour from head to toe. “I got the flour! And it doesn’t taste good! I ate a lot!” She coughed, and the cloud that came out of her mouth instantly proved the veracity of her words.

Kasirah appeared with her egg basket, not a single crack in sight. “Mission accomplished. Six premium dragon hen eggs.”

Asenath sauntered in with sugar and a smug smile. “Obtained the finest crystallized sweetness in the land.”

Bekkah took it all in, looking frazzled herself but carrying vanilla like it contained liquid sunshine. “Got the vanilla! And three types of butter because apparently butter is complicated.”

They spread their acquisitions across the counter and studied them with the intensity they’d most recently reserved for exam preparation.

Kasirah opened up the cookbook. “So, what’s our next move?”

They started with careful attention to every instruction. Bekkah read each step twice, Kasirah measured as precisely as possible, and Asenath arranged everything aesthetically.

Tizzy mostly just wiggled her butt. “Okay! Step one! Cream the butter and sugar until light and fluffy!”

“What does that even mean?” Asenath wondered, poking the solid butter.

The creaming process proved more challenging than expected. Kasirah attacked it with the brutality of a warrior maiden, spreading her pale wings spreading for balance as she channeled her combat conditioning into domestic labor. The wooden spoon became a blur, and slowly the mixture began to change.

Bekkah peered into the bowl. “I think it’s working!” The mixture had transformed into something pale and somewhat fluffy, though it resembled construction material more than anything else.

“My arms are getting tired,” Kasirah admitted. “This is harder than sword training. What the fuck.”

“Let me see that.” Asenath took over, making the spoon dance through the mixture. By the time they achieved what could charitably be called “creamed” butter and sugar, all four had taken turns.

The egg incorporation went smoothly. Each successfully added egg felt like a small victory. They were actually doing it—making a real cake with their own hands.

Then came the flour.

Bekkah read the instructions carefully. “Add dry ingredients alternately with wet ingredients.”

What happened next would be discussed in Cabin 7 for years.

Kasirah focused on measuring flour accurately. That was the right move. She didn’t notice Tizzy reaching for vanilla at the same moment Asenath grabbed for milk. The jackalope’s enthusiasm combined with the sphinx’s confident reach created a perfectly choreographed disaster.

Tizzy’s elbow hit the flour bag. Asenath’s tail knocked over the milk jug. Kasirah’s carefully measured cup launched into the air like a white geyser.

For a moment, time suspended as flour filled the air in a pale cloud. Then gravity reasserted itself.

“INCOMING!” Kasirah shouted, trying to shield their bowl.

Too late.

Flour rained down on everything—counter, floor, hair, clothes, and most catastrophically, their precious batter. Milk splashed across the counter, and somehow Tizzy managed to knock over the sugar in her attempt to help.

When the floury storm settled, they stood frozen like survivors of a very specific natural disaster. Tizzy was coated head to toe, looking like a small antlered ghost with bunny ears. Kasirah had flour in her hair and wings, resembling a stern snow angel. Asenath’s dark skin was streaked with white handprints, and her perfect hair looked windswept.

Bekkah sorrowfully surveyed the destruction. “Oh no, oh no, oh no...”

Their meticulously prepared batter now looked like a science experiment gone wrong.

But Tizzy broke the stunned silence optimistically. “Well, that was exciting! We know what not to do now!”

Her unwavering enthusiasm cut through despair like sunshine. One by one, the others straightened with renewed determination.

“She’s right.” Bekkah said as flour puffed from her hair. “The batter’s a bit weird now, but it’s not too messed up. We can fix it. We can do this. We have the ingredients.”

Kasirah moved toward cleanup supplies. “Yeah. We can do it. Let’s get back to work, ladies.”

The cleanup revealed that flour mixed with milk created paste with the adhesive properties of magical cement. Tizzy got stuck to the floor twice, requiring careful extraction that left her giggling.

Lady Katherine chose that moment to check in. She surveyed the mess with a wide grin that turned into a throaty laugh. “Well, it looks like I missed some excitement. Are we surrendering, or shall we regroup, girls?”

“Regrouping!” Bekkah declared. “We already came so far!”

“And we’re gonna make Reggie cum so hard!” Tizzy added unhelpfully. After a pause, she frowned at all the confused faces looking at her. “I got confused again.”

Their second attempt benefited from hard-won wisdom and significantly more caution.

“Flour going in,” Kasirah called out.

“Milk ready,” Asenath confirmed. “Standing by, bitches.”

“Standing clear of the splash zone,” Tizzy announced. “Unless anyone wants to splash me!”

They successfully alternated dry and wet ingredients without explosions this time. Things were going well. Great, even. They could do this!

Kasirah’s voice filled with wonder as their mixture transformed into something resembling cake batter. “We’re actually doing it!”

“It’s working!” Bekkah’s wings shimmered with rainbow joy.

But then they faced down the oven. How were they going to conquer fire without using any magic?

But they had a mentor. Lady Katherine was there, and she provided step-by-step guidance about temperature control and how the various knobs and trays in an oven functioned. “Cooking without magic requires patience. The anticipation builds appreciation for the result,” she added.

“What? So we aren’t almost done?” Tizzy asked.

“Oh, you are. But the cake isn’t.”

“What?!”

When they finally slid their batter into the oven, the sense of accomplishment was overwhelming. All four girls were absolutely soaked in sweat from the unusual labor.

“We did it, I think!” Tizzy cheered, doing a victory dance that made her cottontail and booty wiggle enthusiastically.

The waiting period tested everyone’s patience differently. Bekkah fluttered nervously and checked every few minutes. Kasirah stood guard like she was protecting something precious. Asenath sprawled in a chair, though her flicking tail betrayed her anxiety. Tizzy, however, pressed her face to the oven door, watching like it was entertainment.

“My face feels hot,” she whined.

“So move it away from the fucking oven,” Asenath groaned.

She did not.

Bekkah fretted, pressing her fingertips together. “What if it doesn’t work? What if we mixed something wrong?”

“Then we try again,” Kasirah said firmly. “We don’t give up on showing Reggie how much he means to us.”

“Agreed!” the others sounded out. Lady Katherine just chuckled at their enthusiasm and shook her head.

When the timer finally went off, they gathered like expectant parents. What emerged was definitely cake-shaped, though lopsided with interesting crater patterns. One side was more golden than the other, and the surface had a few cracks.

But it smelled like a cake. It smelled good!

“It’s...” Bekkah began.

“Quaint,” Kasirah supplied.

“Unique,” Asenath added.

“Perfect!” Tizzy declared. “Perfectly imperfect, just like us!”

Lady Katherine examined their creation like a connoisseur. “Actually quite impressive for a first attempt. You should be proud.”

The frosting proved its own adventure. The recipe called for butter, powdered sugar, vanilla, and “elbow grease”—hard work applied with determination.

By the time they achieved the right consistency, the kitchen looked like it had endured a blizzard. Powdered sugar coated everything in a five foot radius, adding yet another coat of white powder to Tizzy’s antlers.

Decorating was a group effort, too. Each girl approached it differently, creating a patchwork of styles that somehow worked well enough together.

Bekkah spread frosting with gentle, caring strokes. She treated each swirl like a delicate flower petal. Kasirah insisted on geometric precision and created perfectly straight edges. Asenath went for dramatic flair, adding swooping patterns that looked vaguely sensual. Tizzy just wanted to help, but her contribution mostly turned out to be her fingerprints left in various spots on the cake.

“Stop finger-painting the cake!” Bekkah laughed.

“But I’m making sure it’s perfect for Big Brother!”

The finished product defied an easy description. It was lopsided but charming, with frosting applied in four distinct styles that created an oddly appealing mosaic. The crater formations had been filled with extra frosting, creating a landscape of peaks and valleys. It did not look much like the cakes they could conjure, but they tried their best going from just a simple recipe in an old cookbook.

Bekkah breathed out, her wings shimmering with pride. “It’s beautiful. We did it.”

Lady Katherine moved in closer to survey their sugar-dusted monster amusedly. “Certainly unique. Reggie will taste each of your personalities in every bite.”

“And then we’ll taste his mana potion!” Tizzy added, hopping up and down.

After a quick cleanup, they packed their creation carefully and headed back to the cabin. They formed a protective formation around their precious cargo. The transport required a little coordination. Kasirah scouted for obstacles, while Asenath and Bekkah flanked the carrier. Tizzy started by bringing up the rear but eventually forgot what they were doing and starting hopping circles around the rest of the group.

“Walk slowly,” Bekkah warned. “No sudden movements. It’s not too late to fuck this up.”

They made it back with minutes to spare. They set up their surprise and attempted to brush flour from their hair as there was no time for a proper shower.

“Do we look obvious?” Kasirah asked.

Asenath replied honestly. “Tizzy looks like she was facefucked by a bakery.”

The sound of approaching footsteps made them freeze and look at each other with eyes full of eager panic. After hours of anticipation, the moment had arrived.
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I stepped through the doorway, my mind still going over a productive morning. I learned a lot about magical creatures, and I wouldn’t mind doing this activity again, especially if I could bring the girls along if they were free. Ms. Hegwen’s cataloging project had been fascinating. Though I didn’t get any new summons today, I did know some cool new spots to look for future ones.

But when I stepped inside, I stopped dead in my tracks.

Four monster girls stood frozen in front of me like they’d been caught summoning some kind of dessert-based demon. My bed was coated in white powder. The air smelled like vanilla.

And in the center of it all sat what might charitably be called a cake.

Bekkah offered weakly, “Surprise?” Her rainbow wings drooped with embarrassment. Flour had turned her normally vibrant hair into something resembling cotton candy, and her face was streaked with various baking ingredients.

Next, Tizzy bounced forward excitedly. She was coated so thoroughly in flour she looked kind of spooky. “Big Brother! We made you a celebration cake! A real human cake! With our hands and everything!”

My gaze moved slowly around the girls, taking in every detail of the scene. Kasirah stood at a nervous attention. Asenath was attempting to maintain a sultry posture while powdered sugar dusted her bronze skin in abstract patterns.

“You made me a cake?” I said slowly, my voice carrying wonder that made all four girls perk up hopefully.

Bekkah’s words tumbled over each other rapidly. “We tried to make it the human way! No magic at all! We wanted to understand your traditions, to connect with your world, to show you that we care about where you come from and—”

She gestured helplessly at their wonky fuggin’ creation. “It’s not perfect. Actually, it’s kind of shit. But we put all our hearts into it.”

I moved closer to examine their handiwork. The cake was definitely unique—one side higher than the other, with frosting applied in ways that I could only assume came from each of the girls’ hands. It looked extremely edible, at least.

“Tell me how you did it,” I said, surprising them with my serious tone.

Tizzy immediately launched into an enthusiastic recap. Her lisp thickened with excitement as she gestured wildly. “First Bekkah read us the recipe and it was super complicated with weird human words! Then we went ingredient hunting! Then we mixed everything but there were explosions! Flour went everywhere, as you can see! Then we looked like snow bunnies and the batter looked like wall spackling!”

She paused for breath, green eyes sparkling. “But we didn’t give up! Even when everything exploded, we kept going because Big Brother deserves the most amazingest cake ever.”

I schooled my expression to not give any emotions away. I studied their creation. Then, without warning, I grabbed a fork and cut myself a generous piece.

“Reggie, wait!” Bekkah protested. “You don’t have to—”

I took a bite.

Silence fell as four monster girls held their breath, watching my face for any hint of reaction.

The cake was... well, it was definitely cake. The texture was irregular—parts fluffy, parts dense, with pockets where ingredients hadn’t quite mixed evenly. The flavor was sweet and vanilla-tinged, though there were surprising bursts of intensity where extra extract had pooled during their chaotic mixing process.

It was imperfect, irregular, and absolutely delicious in a way that had nothing to do with skill and everything to do with the care that had gone into every step.

“It’s perfect,” I said finally, my voice thick with unexpected emotion. “Best cake of my life.”

Bekkah whispered, her wings shimmering with barely contained hope. “Really?”

“Really.” I took another bite, savoring not just the flavor but the feeling. “This is the most thoughtful thing anyone has ever done for me. And for no real reason. You really care for me, and I can feel it.”

Tizzy launched herself at me in a flying tackle that sent up a cloud of flour dust. Her antlers were carefully angled away from my face in the most considerate aerial assault ever attempted. “You really like it?! Even though it looks like drunk dwarves made it?!”

“Tizzy, that’s racially insensitive,” Kasirah whispered in shock.

I caught her mid-bounce and spun her around. Both of us were now thoroughly coated in her accumulated flour. “I adore it. I cherish that you wanted to understand something from my world. I treasure that you worked together. I appreciate that you didn’t give up when everything went wrong.”

I set Tizzy down and moved to embrace each of the others in turn. Cake ingredients transferred between us in sweet, sticky layers, but laundry spells were easy, so I wasn’t worried.

“I adore that Bekkah had this idea and convinced everyone else to try it.” I pressed a kiss to the fairy’s flour-dusted forehead. Her wings shimmered with colors that painted rainbow patterns across our cabin walls.

“I bet that Kasirah approached baking as seriously as she did our practice together.” I kissed the valkyrie’s sugar-coated cheek.

“I just know that Asenath tried to make even frosting sexy.” I gave the sphinx a gentle kiss on her powdered nose.

“And I’m sure that Tizzy kept everyone’s spirits up even when everything exploded.” I gave the jackalope another squeeze that made her cottontail wiggle so hard it was practically vibrating.

Bekkah suggested that they should probably clean up, though she was glowing with satisfaction at my reaction.

I grinned mischievously in a way that made all four girls’ hearts skip. “Actually, I have a better idea.”

I scooped up a handful of leftover flour from the counter and looked at my beautiful, disaster-covered harem with obvious intent.

Kasirah recognized the look in my eyes. “Reggie... What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking that if we’re all going to be covered in cake ingredients anyway...” I took aim at the cleanest spot on Asenath’s bronze skin.

The flour hit its target perfectly, adding another white poof to the sphinx’s already interesting coating.

Asenath’s golden eyes sparkled with fire as she grabbed a handful of cake. “Oh, it’s war now.”

Cake, powdered sugar, and ingredient clumps flew through the air like snow. By the time we collapsed in an exhausted heap on the coated floor, we were all so thoroughly covered in baking ingredients that we looked like we’d been dipped in cake batter and rolled in sugar.

“Best celebration ever,” Tizzy declared from where she lay sprawled across my chest. Her antlers made her look like the world’s most adorable flour-covered reindeer.

“Definitely beats conjured cake,” Asenath agreed..

“Though maybe next time we consider magic for cleanup,” Kasirah suggested.

Bekkah giggled. “Next time?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, pulling them all closer regardless of the sticky, floury mess we were covered in. “We’re definitely doing this again. Maybe cookies next time?”

Tizzy crinkled her nose in confusion. “What the butt are cookies?”


Links to Follow


Please review the book and follow Adam Lance and Virgil Knightley's Amazon Author pages! For more Harem Lit, LitRPG, and Monster Girl content check out the following:

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit
https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlitaudiobooks

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlitbooks/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/monstergirllovers

https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem

https://www.facebook.com/groups/MonsterGirlFiction/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052

https://www.facebook.com/groups/404822691240858https://www.facebook.com/groups/2561978977185003
https://www.facebook.com/groups/LitRPG.books
https://www.facebook.com/groups/litrpgforum 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/LitRPGReleases 
 https://www.reddit.com/r/litrpg/ 
 https://www.facebook.com/groups/LitRPGsociety 
https://www.royalguardpublishing.com
https://www.facebook.com/RoyalGuard2020

https://www.royalguardpublishing.com
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