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Prologue: Letters Home (Book One Summary)


Hey Dad,

So. Magic school. It’s real. I’m here.

First things first: I’m a warlock, which probably sounds unsurprising from your perspective since last you heard I could do magic and that’s really all there was to it from your point of view. To give context, we already knew I was a wizard, but I’m an even more special boy than that implied.

Apparently being a warlock is a bit like hitting the genetic lottery for male magic users, except instead of winning money, you become some kind of supernatural catnip for monster women. The universe has a weird sense of humor, but I’m not complaining.

Which brings me to the part of this letter where you’re going to give me shit for the rest of my life. I have a harem now. Four girls. They initiated it, not me, before you ask. There’s actual magical theory behind it, something about emotional bonds amplifying power between a warlock and his partners. I’ve been reading the textbooks. Well, memorizing them. My photographic memory is finally paying off in whole new ways.

Let me tell you about the girls. They all have humanoid forms that are much more human than monster, to be absolutely clear… I guess I’d call them on the “safe” side of “furry”. Deviantart would like them, not love them, if that makes sense. They’d fit right in on an episode of Monster Musume.

Kasirah is a valkyrie, like from Norse myth. She could probably benchpress a Suzuki Samurai, but what she actually wanted was someone to make her feel pretty instead of intimidating all the time. She’s sweet when she lets herself be, driven as hell, and takes combat practice way too seriously. I respect it. I can relate to some of the pressure she puts on herself.

Bekkah is a fairy with rainbow wings. Not a pixie, mind you—she’s human-sized so everything fits where it should. She started out thinking she was a failure at everything, which couldn’t be further from the truth. It turns out she’s pretty talented and actually an incredible teacher when she gives herself a chance. She just needed someone to believe in her first. I think you’ll like her a lot whenever you get a chance to meet her.

Asenath is a sphinx. She’s great, but she’s still figuring out the balance between playing a sexy seductress and just being herself. She likes to ask riddles that usually lead to frisky activities. I guess it’s a sphinx thing, I dunno. She’s also something of a poetry aficionado, which I love.

And then… there’s Tizzy.

So, Dad… Tizzy is a jackalope. If you don’t know what that is, she has bunny ears and antlers and the energy of a toddler on PCP. Her default state is madness, but she’s adorable in a way that’s hard not to fall head over heels for. But she’s hard to keep up with. Whenever she looks at me too intensely while wiggling her butt I get PTSD flashbacks.

The point is, they’re all great in their own ways. True—my brain is fried from excessive naked time, but I’m actually falling for them. All of them, too. Which is strange to write down, but there it is.

Onto the academic update. You’ll be happy to know I tested out of the first two years of magical education in one exam. The examination board practically fell over themselves when I finished. I’m the equivalent of a third-year student now, which means I get to do independent research and study whatever I want for the rest of summer while everyone else takes make-up classes. It’s weird, almost nonsensical how that worked out, but it is what it is and I’m not complaining.

So I decided to use my talents and time to help the girls shore up their weak spots, collect more summons to build up my arsenal, (I’m a summoner by the way) and figure out what the hell Lady Katherine is actually planning for me.

Right. I should explain that part.

There’s this vampire professor named Lady Katherine who dresses like a frumpy librarian but is definitely playing some kind of long game with my entire life. She, or someone linked to her, gave me a sex magic textbook that supposedly doesn’t exist. She fast-tracked my enrollment, too, I’m almost sure of it. Most recently, she just casually handed me a legendary ice drake that used to belong to an infamous witch everyone’s too scared to name out loud.

I’m a regular teacher’s pet, I guess.

The witch everyone is afraid of is called the Dark Lady. She tried to save the dying magical world all these monsterkin people live in through breeding programs and spicy magic, but she went too far. She even created these cursed aphrodisiac trees that made people very horny and very stupid, and got herself exiled or vanished or something. The history is unclear, not least of which because everyone is really careful about what they tell me. What is clear is that Lady Katherine is either the Dark Lady herself in disguise or her biggest fan.

Honestly? I’m not sure I care which one it is. Here’s why.

Everafter, the magical world where monster girls come from, is actually dying. Not in just a “the economy is bad” kind of way, either. There was this magical plague called the Barrening that made immortal beings mortal and tanked fertility rates across the board. Some species are down to double digits. Tizzy’s people? Twelve jackalopes left in existence. All female and all closely related. That’s the whole species.

So yeah, there’s some pressure to become the magical Johnny Applejizz for an entire dimension. I’m trying not to think about it in those terms right now. I’m focusing on the four girls I care about, taking things one step at a time, and doing my best not to have an existential crisis about being potentially responsible for preventing multiple extinctions.

The summoning thing is going better than expected, at least. I’ve got Ignis, a blast salamander who’s basically a scaly flamethrower. Sparks is an electric marsupial that plays dead as a combat tactic, which is kind of funny to watch if dubiously effective. Bitey is a giant rat the size of a large dog with teeth that could chew through steel. Tank is a Spine Hog that nearly killed me when I bound it, basically a weaponized porcupine the size of a small car. And Frygiatus is the legendary ancient ice drake I mentioned.

That last one came from Lady Katherine and is definitely part of whatever master plan she’s cooking up. The drake used to be the Dark Lady’s companion, which means he probably knows things. Important things.

Classes are going well for everyone so far, but they’re just starting. The girls all passed their placement tests with some help from yours truly. Bekkah nearly failed conjuration but pulled through. Tizzy passed transfiguration by turning a cucumber into an anatomically correct sculpture of my junk. Kasirah’s moving into advanced combat classes. And Asenath got through ritual magic without much fuss. While each of the girls had other subjects to review as well, they all came together and helped each other through it.

We’ve been doing one-on-one bonding time, which is good for both magic and our relationships. I want to collect more summons since diversity of creatures means more tactical options, even if I’m not sure what I’m going to actually use them for post-graduation.

There’s apparently some “lustfruit corruption” situation in the forest with those cursed aphrodisiac trees spreading around, and I have a sinking feeling I’m going to get roped into fixing that. I need to figure out what Lady Katherine actually wants from me before I accidentally become a pawn in some grand magical scheme. And I need to prepare for the Summer Games, which just got moved up by three weeks because apparently there’s a crisis.

For a bit more information, the Summer Games were supposed to be at the end of summer, but they just announced they’re happening in one week. The prize is a permanent portal connecting Earth and Everafter. That’s huge, and definitely has some appeal even to me.

But honestly, I’m just trying to keep my head above water. Between studying, helping the girls, collecting summons, and trying not to die from either magical exhaustion or exhaustion of the other kind, I’m staying busy.

The other students are a mixed bag. There’s this bald elf named Jamathiel who is not my biggest fan. We had to work together on a harpy rescue mission involving stolen eggs and horny trees. Long story. He was less terrible than expected, but still kind of a dick. There’s also a unicorn girl named Summer Shandy who’s figured out I’m a warlock and is probably going to be a problem. And Peaches, who’s a dussubus, which means she’s half demon-girl, half treasure chest mimic. Yes, really. She helps out around campus, something of a TA for the summer camp I think.

The campus itself is insane, but I won’t go into it now because it’d take ages to describe in detail. My cabin is cramped since I’m sharing it with four women, which seemed like a weird idea since day one, but I guess with monster girl fertility as bad as it is, it was probably a deliberate choice.

I hope you’re doing well. I miss the house. I miss normal life where my biggest concern was doing our taxes and not life and death situations on the daily. And that’s not even thinking about the girls. More than once I thought Tizzy’s hips were going to be the death of me. The first time she rode me, I saw my life flash before my eyes.

Of course I realize that complaining about having a harem of supernaturally hot women that look like college girls is not something people will sympathize with me over, so I’ll cut it out for now.

Also, I got your letter via Wimbledip, the tiny sprite you’re apparently flirting with. Good for you, Dad. She seems fun and I’m genuinely happy for you. Just be careful. I’m not sure about the logistics there, but I believe in you.

After the Summer Games, assuming we survive whatever fresh insanity that brings, I’ll have a better idea of what my role here actually is. Whether I’m supposed to be some kind of magical savior, just a really gifted student, or something in between, for now, I’m taking it one day at a time and trying not to overthink the fact that I might be responsible for repopulating an entire magical dimension.

Take care of yourself. Keep the business running. Try not to break the tiny sprite woman. I’ll write again after the Games.

Your son, Reggie


Chapter 1: That’s a LOT!


Dean Narklepop’s wizened old hand hovered in the air, silencing the crowd. The assembled students went quiet in waves, whispers dying out from front to back until even the fidgeting stopped. When the gasps of shock finally settled, his voice rang out and filled the air with an impossible announcement.

“The winners will receive permanent access to an experimental portal spell connecting Everafter and Earth!”

I felt my glutes flex with instant purpose while the rest of Cabin 7 reacted all around me.

Tizzy squeaked and grabbed Kasirah’s muscular arms, trying to shake the Valkyrie with zero success. The jackalope’s cotton-ball tail was vibrating so fast it blurred. “That’s not possible. I thought it wasn’t possible? Is it? What does this mean?!”

“Nothing good,” the valkyrie replied. Her pale eyes seemed filled with hope, though, which was completely at odds with her words. A soft breeze locked my eyes on her more firmly as it ruffled the pristine white feathers of her wings.

Blinking, I glanced over at Asenath. The dark-skinned lion-eared sphinx girl had gone introspective. Her golden eyes looked distant as she bit her bottom lip and puzzled through everything. One hand absently twisted a lock of her dark hair while her tail swished through the grass behind her.

Bekkah’s bright eyes glittered as much as her wings. The adorable fairy girl bounced back and forth on her feet, looking nervous but delighted. She caught me looking and gave a tiny, uncertain smile, then stared me up and down like the announcement somehow had everything to do with me.

I opened my mouth to say something, but the Dean wasn’t finished.

“We know this is quite the departure from expectations,” he said, bringing his hand down calmly. The old wizard’s robes rustled as he shifted his weight. “As I’ve said, things are accelerating and not in a good way.” He cleared his throat and looked directly at Cabin 7.

No, not at Cabin 7. At me.

“Ms. Hegwen has reported that the issue with the Harpies has been dealt with by two of our own. Jamathiel Moonweaver and Reggie Hickson helped recover the precious pixie egg clutch that set them off, with some aid from Peaches. However, the root cause behind it remains. Lustfruit has been rapidly encroaching on the school’s borders and must be stopped before its corruption can spread. This needs to happen before the games.”

He nodded and gestured to indicate Lady Katherine should take over.

The dumpy-looking vampire was dressed in all black with a wide-brimmed hat that shadowed most of her face. “I can see you all wondering how lustfruit, pixie eggs, and the tournament are all tied together. Well, it all comes down to instability. The fruit are consuming large amounts of mana and endangering the equilibrium of our little pocket universe. I will be working with Ms. Hegwen and our transfer student Reggie, to contain this.” She paused for effect and let the murmur ripple through the crowd. “Reggie will be naturally immune to the effects of the fruit, you see, which makes him the only person on campus safe to combat the spread directly.”

“What about the games?” Tizzy blurted, bouncing up and down. Her furry legs gave her a solid ten feet of clearance with each hop, and several students had to duck out of her trajectory. “He’s going to want to participate! We all are!”

A chorus of questions threatened to join her interjection. One of the elven males near Jamathiel called out, “And what are the rules? Are we still doing races, bees, and dueling?”

I furrowed my brows. “What is ‘doing bees’?” I whispered, but no one heard.

Katherine waved her pale hands, indicating for everyone to settle down. The gesture was almost dismissive, like she was shooing away gnats. “We’re still finalizing adjusted conditions for the games. Once we’ve come to an agreement, someone from the faculty will come to your individual cabins to provide those details. Expect that in the next few hours.”

She cleared her throat and pointed at me again. “We will absolutely make certain that our only Warlock on campus has every possible chance to practice and participate in the games.”

A collective gasp rippled through the assembled students. Clusters of whispers erupted like soft explosions, spreading from the front rows to the back in seconds. I heard my name repeated a dozen times, with each utterance accompanied by wide eyes and open mouths.

What the hell was she doing? Just days ago, Katherine had apparently used her own powerful magic to make the entire student body forget I was a warlock. She’d been adamant about keeping it secret, about protecting me from exactly this kind of attention. And now she was announcing it to everyone like it was just another bullet point on the morning announcements?

I could feel the weight of every pair of eyes in the crowd shifting my direction. Katherine continued as if she hadn’t just upended my entire social situation. “He will also need to prioritize helping us with the fruit. As such, I would ask that all students here do their absolute best to support him over the next few days. He will certainly need it.”

I frowned and glanced around to find everyone was staring at me, and they weren’t letting up. There were a few males scattered in the crowd, but most of what I saw was a sea of beautiful fairytale women studying me with intense interest. A succubus with crimson skin licked her lips. A pair of dryads with bark-textured skin and leaves for hair leaned into each other and whispered.

Even the unicorn girl, Summer Shandy, was giving me the good ole up-down.

“But what makes a Warlock special about this?” called a voice from the crowd. I was certain it was Peaches, the half-mimic dussubus. I couldn’t see her from where I stood, but her voice had that distinctive cheerful quality.

Katherine laughed as if the answer should be self-evident. “Suffice to say, as our only male, human Warlock, Reggie has quite a few special properties. Ones every woman here is, no doubt, considering.” She very pointedly let that hang in the air for a moment. I watched several of the monster girls exchange knowing glances. “I will remind you all, however intriguing these developments are: Reggie and his cabin-mates must be allowed to participate in the games, their research, and their classes. No disturbances will be tolerated.”

With that, she waved to indicate we should return to our cabins. Both the Dean and Professor Applebottom backed the vampire up, although I noticed the green-skinned woman was also giving me a thoughtful once-over. Her face was harder to read than the others, more clinical than lustful, but no less intense.

The crowd dispersed, with conversations erupting everywhere as students processed the announcement. I caught fragments as they passed. “Did you hear...” and “A real Warlock...” and “The portal spell alone...”

“Reggie, get between us,” Tizzy said urgently, shoving me a few feet over so the rest of my girlfriends could form a sexy phalanx. The others closed ranks around me without a word. Kasirah took point with her wings half-spread to block the view, and Asenath and Bekkah flanked me on either side.

They kept me out of view as they escorted me toward our cabin, using their bodies to form a wall between me and the curious and impure stares of the dispersing crowd. Tizzy T-posed.

“Why would they announce that so casually?” I muttered, feeling I was missing something important. Just days ago she’d wiped their memories, and now this. Katherine was playing some kind of game I couldn’t see the edges of.

“I wish I knew,” Kasirah said. “This is one riddle I can’t puzzle out.”

Asenath cocked her head. “Well, I mean, riddles are kind of my thing. But yeah.”

A pair of elf girls wearing matching fishnet attire and black lipstick and eyeliner came sauntering over from our left. Both were, as usual, beautiful in the exotic way of the fae, with sharp cheekbones and piercing, perfect eyes and slender but shapely feminine bodies. Then again, I was not exactly in short supply of feminine bodies these days.

“We want you to know we’re excited for your progress, Reggie,” the gothic beauty in the lead said. Her voice had a husky quality that made Tizzy’s bunny ears stand straight up. “When you’re ready to discuss the secret dark arts of the goths, let us know. We’re experts.”

The girls gave a little shimmy and strolled away before any of my harem had a chance to get a word in that wasn’t four letters or less. I watched them go in confusion.

“What the butt?!” Tizzy exclaimed. Her cotton tail bottom shook frantically as she stared after the retreating duo. “Where did those two even come from? Spank me, Reggie. There’s a lot going on right now.”

“Is that a new catchphrase?” I mused aloud, brows narrowing in confusion. “Spank you? Huh?”

Asenath started to respond, and her lips parted to form what I was certain would be a dry observation about our situation. “And what should be going on is our man treating us the way—”

Lady Katherine burst into view, appearing from thin air. One moment the path ahead was empty, the next she was standing there with her dark robes settling at her sides like they’d just finished billowing. She smiled and gestured at us.

“Come now, my favorite lovelies. Things have gone awry, and I have much to explain, with little time. Hurry.”


Chapter 2: Love Won’t Wait


For what felt like the sixth or seventh time we’d met this way, Lady Katherine escorted us into our cabin. With every interaction, I grew more convinced that she might be the Dark Lady herself. First of all, there were the mysterious comments. The convenient appearances. There was also the way she always knew what was happening before anyone else.

Then again I guess teachers usually did know that kind of thing back during my school days. Meh.

The interior of Cabin 7 was pentagon shaped, with polished hardwood floors that reflected the soft magical lighting from the sconces on each wall. Four beds lined the walls, with mine in the center, and each bed was customized to its occupant. The fifth wall taken up by the entrance. Kasirah’s had reinforced posts to handle her weight and wingspan. Tizzy’s was lower to the ground with extra pillows piled high. Asenath’s featured dark silk sheets, while Bekkah’s had a delicate canopy that her wings wouldn’t catch on. Mine sat at the center of the room, larger than the others and suspiciously well-positioned. Where it almost seemed like my bed should have been, was the entrance and exit door.

Another door on the far side of the room, between two beds, sat ajar. It led to the spacious and oddly opulent bathroom. The sound of dripping water echoed faintly from within even then.

After we’d piled in, Tizzy planted her hands on her hips and walked right up to the vampire. The jackalope radiated indignation. “You have a lot of explaining to do.” I didn’t snicker at how cute her lisp sounded in that moment out of respect for the seriousness of the situation, but it was a close call.

“You’re quite right, my cutie. The rapid spread of the lustfruit—and the vines that bear it—is deliberate,” Lady Katherine said, jumping right to the heart of the matter. She moved to the center of the room, and we arranged ourselves around her like students at a lecture. “And it could make things far worse than you’ve been led to believe. Whoever is behind this isn’t trying to help repopulate our dying people. They are actively working to erode the arcane foundations of Thistlewick itself. If this person manages to do so, the Everafter may lose access to Earth permanently.”

Nobody spoke. Bekkah’s wings went still, their constant subtle movement freezing as the implications sank in. Kasirah’s hands clenched into fists at her sides.

Her phrasing helped me put the pieces together. “Moving the Games forward is about creating an alternative path to Earth, isn’t it?”

“Something similar to that,” she hedged, tilting her head in acknowledgment. “We need a way to keep the students occupied while we work together to stop this catastrophe before it spreads.”

Kasirah’s pale eyes blazed. “Is that why you told them all about Reggie so blatantly? Are you trying to give them another distraction?”

“Perhaps a distraction. Perhaps hope.” Katherine’s face gave nothing away, still as a porcelain mask. “Regardless, your job for the next week is to prepare for the Games and support your beloved Warlock. He’s going to need every bit of your help to overcome what’s ahead of him.”

Asenath’s ears pulled back against her skull, and her tail lashed behind her. “And how are we supposed to do well in the Games with only a week? You’re asking us to do the impossible.”

“Your competition will be your peers, not the larger community,” Katherine clarified, holding up an elegant finger. Her nail was painted a deep burgundy that was almost black. “Also, I’m sure if you search your thoughts, you’ll find a way around the temporal limitation.”

Asenath went from outraged to thoughtful, her eyes narrowing as she worked through the possibilities. She appeared about to say something else, but the vampire interjected first.

Katherine reached into the folds of her dark, oversized outfit and withdrew two sheets of parchment. The paper looked old, the edges slightly yellowed, but the ink was fresh and sharp.

“Here.” She passed them to me. “The official rules. This will be what passes the vote. Beneath that, you’ll find details about the fruit. You’ll want to avoid bringing anyone besides your Summons to inspect it, as only you will be immune to its influence. Consult with Ms. Hegwen if you need to, otherwise this is on you. Good luck, Reggie.”

A thought struck me. “Aren’t you immune?” If she was the true Dark Lady and a human, she would share my advantages. It was a leading question, and from the slight twitch at the corner of her mouth, she knew it.

Katherine hesitated at the doorway with her hand on the frame. She glanced over her shoulder, met my eyes, and gave me a sad smile that transformed her plain features into something almost elegant. “Vampires aren’t. Good luck. We’ll talk again soon, I’m sure.”

And then she was gone. She didn’t seem to walk away. She was just gone—vanished between one blink and the next.

Cabin 7 erupted all around me.

I briefly considered reaching out to Frygiatus through our telepathic bond—the ancient drake had witnessed the Dark Lady’s rise and fall, after all. But he’d been oddly withdrawn since the assembly, responding to my mental queries with the psychic equivalent of a patient silence. Whatever he knew, he wanted me to figure it out myself first.

“We barely passed our remedials!” Kasirah’s wings fluttered with irritation as she spoke, causing little gusts of air to ruffle the papers on my dresser. “There’s no way we can do this. I don’t care what she says.”

Tizzy pressed closer to me, her soft warmth against my side, and her antlers caught on my pants with a gentle tug. “We have Big Bro. His Warlock mana potion will make the difference. You’ll see.” Her eyes were huge and earnest, looking up at me with complete faith.

“Even with the mana potion, there’s still an experience gap,” the Valkyrie pressed. She rubbed her hands against her eyes in pure frustration, her feathers drooping behind her. “Unless the Games are all a one-person show and not a team effort, we can’t rely on Reggie doing it all for us.”

Bekkah’s wings fluttered vibrantly as she rose into the air and waved for our attention. The motion lifted her skirt just enough to reveal a glimpse of lilac-colored panties beneath. The fact that we’d been on the cusp of having a lovely, pleasure-filled evening before we’d been interrupted made both my heart and my dong sadder than an otter missing its favorite ball.

“Let’s look at the rules before we get ahead of ourselves,” she suggested, giving me a playful wink that acknowledged she’d caught me looking. A faint blush colored her cheeks, somehow making her even cuter. “I think if we know what’s ahead of us, we’ll be able to plan a lot better.”

I nodded, forcing my attention back to the matter at hand. “She’s right. The best way to deal with anxiety is with knowledge and certainty.”

“Who said that?” Tizzy asked, tipping her head up at me. The short jackalope barely came up to my stomach, and the view of her perky cleavage from above made my already gloomy dick perk up with interest. Her ears twitched, waiting for my answer.

“I forget,” I said, eyeing the insatiable girl as her hand began sliding toward the aforementioned member. Long ago (barely a week), I’d told them all that calling body parts by their clinical names was less romantic. Given their stubborn insistence to avoid c-words unless explicitly told to use them, I’d reluctantly ceded that fight. The compromise had resulted in some creative terminology.

Kasirah cleared her throat. “Ahem.” She stepped closer, her impressive physique filling my peripheral vision. The Valkyrie’s body was a study in controlled power, all lean muscle and feminine curves that she usually downplayed. Right now, she wasn’t downplaying anything. “It’s late, and we need a recharge. Would it be okay if we got to the mana potion before we went through pages of rules?”

“Oh! That’s such a good idea,” Tizzy said, wiggling enthusiastically. Her whole body got into the motion, from her twitching ears to her vibrating tail. “I know I’d feel much better with Big Bro’s mana potion all up in my tingly places.” She stuck her tongue out and opened her mouth wide enough to display her uvula. Pointing at it, then at her vagina, she added, “Yum yum yummy all in my tum tum tummy!”

I gave her a look. “Never say that again.”

She grinned impishly, relying on the power of dimples to make me forget. It almost worked.

I looked around the room with a reluctant sigh. Asenath had draped herself across her bed, her dark tail curling around one of the posts as she watched me with half-lidded golden eyes. Bekkah had descended to perch on the edge of my bed, wings tucked, legs crossed, trying to look casual and failing. Sure enough, the harem was all in alignment about wanting their recharge prior to diving into infodump hell.

Personally, I preferred to go to sleep with all the details of a problem in mind. It was simple science. Don’t believe me? Try it. Study for forty-five minutes, then take a thirty-minute nap. Recall is massively increased, as is problem-solving. It’s a trick I used constantly and to great success.

Not that explaining basic brain chemistry would have changed their minds. They had that look. The one that said the decision had already been made and my input was purely ceremonial.

It was late, and they’d already been in classes all day prior to the announcement. Casting spells took mana and energy, and it could be exhausting if we weren’t careful. Most magical beings in the Everafter only regenerated around four percent of their mana per hour. I was different. More importantly, because I was a Warlock, my bodily fluids (and a growing emotional connection) had proven to be something of a cheat code.

Intimacy had a vast number of benefits for all involved, including helping the girls regain their mana with absurd speed. It was one way we’d been able to help them pass their tests, as they’d been capable of training almost without pause for several days.

I put the parchment on the chest at the foot of my bed, which was at the center of the room. “Showers first?”

“By the closed fists of the prairie gods, I say no!” Tizzy declared. She practically shoved me toward the bed, her small hands surprisingly strong against my chest as she yanked at my pants with desperate urgency. “If I don’t get your yummy gummy penis in my mouth right now, I’m going to wither and die!”

By now I knew better than to look at any of the others for level-headed replies to Tizzy’s madness. Although none of them were so overt about it, each had the same heavy-lidded expression of cheese addicts about to see their first slice of the day. Kasirah was already unbuttoning her blouse, revealing the sports bra beneath that struggled to contain her assets. Asenath stretched languidly on her bed, her claws making tiny tears in the silk as she extended them. Bekkah’s wings had started to glow faintly, a sign of her arousal I’d learned to recognize.

The next two hours passed in sweat and sex. I’d go into details, but there are strict guidelines about being too explicit so early in the story. Something about the Kindle Look Inside feature, whatever, I dunno. I don’t make the rules. Suffice to say, each of my lovers made the sorts of sounds best listened to on the audio version.

In the end, I was left with a pleasant magical charge and a solid case of the yawns. The girls were pepped up enough to be clear-eyed and focused for what Kasirah called a “pre-combat meeting of variables” and Asenath labeled “the riddle which we must solve.”

I padded out of a fresh shower, steam trailing behind me as I toweled off my hair. The girls had arranged themselves in a loose semicircle on and around my bed, each of them looking refreshed in ways that had nothing to do with the post-coital glow. Kasirah’s wings were held high and proud. Tizzy’s ears stood at attention. Asenath’s eyes were sharp and calculating. Bekkah practically glowed with renewed magical energy.

I addressed them. “Ladies, let’s call it what it is.”

They all looked at me.

“An infodump.”


Chapter 3: Rules A Dumpin’


I padded to my chest and retrieved the papers Katherine had given me. Both had the same magical black seal on the surface, a spell to protect against the wrong person opening them. I opened the top one, labeled ‘Game Rules’. A sulfurous smell rose as the detection cantrip ensured the right person had accessed the note.

Illuminated by the glowing, bubbly emanations of Bekkah’s post-coital wings, we crowded in to read the walls of text together.
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Summer Games Rules

The games will be held in one week (starting tomorrow). This gives all teams six days to prepare. Competitions will be Broom Races, Spellcasting Bees, and Dueling.

Participation: Everyone in a Cabin may participate and is encouraged to do so. Points will be granted for both individual successes and total Cabin scores (math details below).

Ultimate Victory: The winner will be the Cabin with the highest total average points.
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The rainbow fairy blew out a sigh of relief. “I can’t imagine going into this alone.” She fluttered closer, and one glowing wing brushed the back of my head. “We’re a harem now. I don’t want to lose that, no matter what.”

“No doubt Lady Katherine had that in mind when she advised on these rules,” I said, a bit wryly.

We resumed reading.
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Broom Race Details

Broom Races will have two parts, both over a single obstacle course designed by the faculty: Timed Contest and Grand Prix

Timed Contest: This is precisely what it sounds like—solo flights over challenging terrain, with various objectives to earn a score based on time. Some objectives will reduce the overall time clocked, and some obstacles may increase it.

Contestants will have three days to practice before they engage the course.

Grand Prix: This will put every contestant back on the course, only with some changes, for a head-to-head race. We will add a variety of magical elements. These elements will provide a selection of buffs and debuffs to participants (added speed, slow an opponent, swap places with an opponent or an entire Cabin, etc.).

Points Awarded

For both contests, placement will grant points as follows:

	First Place (Personal): 10 points

	Second Place (Personal): 7 points

	Third Place (Personal): 3 points

	Best Overall Performance (for a Cabin): 15 points

	Second-Best Overall Performance (for a Cabin): 8 points

	Third-Best Overall Performance (for a Cabin): 4 points




Again, the points listed above apply to both contests; therefore, if you win first place in both the Time Contest and Grand Prix, you’ll earn 20 points.

You’ve probably noted: the weight for overall Cabin performance means more than individual. This is deliberate.

Magical Restrictions: No combat magic will be allowed during either race. Summons may not be invoked either. Participants may use non-offensive spells to aid their teammates or to interact with the obstacle course, but not to harm or directly hinder their competition.
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Asenath’s ears flicked anxiously. “Three days of practice? On top of classes?” She bit her bottom lip and inhaled through her nose. “That’s not enough. We need more time. A lot more.”

“It’ll be the same for our competition,” I pointed out firmly. I refused to let despair drag anyone down. “There’s no reason we can’t use the same techniques we developed preparing for your tests here.”

She gave me an uncertain smile. “What about the Bee?”
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Spellcasting Bee Details

Professors will name a spell that is part of the core curriculum. The competing team will choose which member casts the corresponding spell. This will continue, with each being increasingly difficult and advanced, until the student fails to cast the spell. The team that achieves the most successes will win first place.

Restrictions: Cabins will participate as a unit; with no one person being allowed to cast more than one spell at a time. Furthermore, each person in a team must cast a spell before a previous contestant can go again.

Points Awarded

As this is a Cabin-based contest, no individual rewards are given.

	First Place: 15 points

	Second Place: 8 points

	Third Place: 4 points
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Kasirah mused over the text. “Now that’s very interesting. I appreciate that there’s no solo aspect to the Bee, so we can work together.”

She pointed at the Restrictions paragraph. “This is going to require strategy. We can’t rely on Reggie, and we can’t guarantee that the spells selected will vary in a way that’s beneficial to all of us. That means we all need to be as well-rounded as possible.” She sighed, her pale eyes darkening with worry. “I hate to say it, but Summer Shandy’s Cabin, not to mention Jamathiel’s, will do excellent at this one.”

I reached over and squeezed her bare shoulder. The contact reminded me that the girls were all still naked. No, not simply naked: buoyantly nude. Honestly, with tits this perky, you could start a revolution. I privately wondered just how many meaningful moments in history were inspired by a perfect pair of tiddies.

I cleared my throat. “Don’t undersell or undervalue yourselves. You’re all equally as capable as any of the other students.”

That earned me warm smiles from the harem. Even Asenath, who’d adopted a pout so intense that it looked like she might break into tears any second, managed to turn that frown a few degrees counterclockwise, if not upside down.

“Okay, what about the last?” Tizzy bounced up and down and pointed at the page. “Oh, this is going to be tough!”
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Dueling Details

Duels will pit students against opponents from their own specialization in one-on-one contests, with random selections between rival Cabins of up to one year difference (Year 3s can duel Year 2s, and Year 4s, not Year 1s). This contest is single elimination, meaning you are eliminated from participating after only one defeat. First place in a specialization is granted the student with the most overall victories and fewest losses.

Terms for the Summoner Cabin Duels: Participants will begin each combat with a summoned creature. This is the only creature allowed for the duration of the duel (there is no ‘hot swapping’ or trickery). As these contests are non-lethal, only incapacity spells are allowed except against summoned creatures. Victory is declared when a mage is unable to cast further spells for six seconds.

Points Awarded

Points will be awarded for overall victories achieved and average Cabin scores.

	First Place (within a given specialization): 7 points

	Second Place: 5 points

	Third Place: 3 points

	Best Overall Performance (for any cabin across specializations): 15 points

	Second-Best Overall Performance for a Cabin: 8 points

	Third-Best Overall Performance for a Cabin: 4 points
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I frowned as I reread the rules. “This changes things.”

“How so?” Asenath asked, nervously pawing at her own tail.

“My plan had been to collect more summons for myself. But now that I’ve got Frygiatus, that’s not a concern.” I gestured to the team. “If we’re wanting to be serious about the duels as a cabin, this means we need to somehow find time to get each one of you a proper battle summons too. Unless you’ve had ones I didn’t know about?”

They each returned my look with embarrassment and frank doubt.

Kasirah was a valkyrie, and she was expected to be an incredible warrior. She had the potential too. But in her heart of hearts, she wanted to be feminine and soft as well. Her preferred approach wasn’t direct combat. Asenath had... well, complex issues. And both Bekkah and Tizzy were essentially forest creatures, with the Vila (fairy) having been raised among the equivalent of hippies.

Bekkah admitted, “We have the basics.”

She was talking about the common, non-specific summons anyone could conjure. Those would be things such as “Big Beaver” and “Acid Slime” but not the named or rare versions such as my drake, and certainly nothing that would fare well in a duel.

In a fight of equals, a summoning contest would be an elaborate form of paper-rock-scissors, with each side trying to bring a creature that would counter the strengths of the other. One thing I’d learned the hard way, early on: don’t go into a contest without stacking the deck in your favor first.

You don’t get to the top by being lazy or letting fate change the outcome.

I let out a slow breath. “We’re going to need to get each of you a special summons.”

Cold realization dawned as I did the math. Even if I was utterly perfect and scored first place in everything, without the team placing well, we couldn’t expect to win.

And I wanted to win very badly, for a variety of reasons.

“This is going to be one hell of a challenge.” I was determined not to let my lovers down, so I put on my best confident voice. “We’ll have to skip mana potion time, or narrow it down to what’s strictly necessary. Every other minute is going to be hunting summons and practicing spells. There’s no other way.”

“And you’ll want to practice on your broom more,” Bekkah pointed out.

She was right, and I wasn’t too proud to acknowledge that either. “True,” I said, reaching out to run my fingers through her silken hair and across her cheek. “Good point.”

Tizzy howled in dismay. “But, but, I neeeeeeeeeed your penis inside my love cave all the time Big Bro! Don’t deny me!”

I gave her a stern look. “It’s only for a week. And since when have you started calling your vagina a ‘love cave’?”

She fluttered her eyelashes at me and leaned close. Her time-freezingly perfect tits smashed against my forearm. “I’m trying new things. In fact, I was thinking, maybe the next time we’re together, we should try putting your yummy thing in my back—”

Before she could finish the sentence, Asenath burst out. “I know a way!” Asenath’s eyes gleamed, and her voice dropped into that familiar rhythmic cadence. “What gives you tomorrow before today has passed, yet costs you nothing but leaves you spent at last?” She paused, tail swishing. “Time that isn’t time. A dream that remembers. There’s a solution—it’s dangerous, and we’ll need help. But there is a way we can get the practice and time we need.”

Every head swiveled toward the sphinx. “Go on,” I said, reaching down to gently pry Tizzy’s hand from my dick.

It took me a solid shocked second to realize there wasn’t one hand on it, but two.

Bekkah had joined the comfort-holding club.


Chapter 4: Legally Distinct


Asenath’s ears lowered with fear and embarrassment. She looked anywhere but at me as she admitted, “There’s a type of dream magic that might help out here. I should have mentioned it sooner, but—I lost access to it. You take it and the next few hours, or however long, feels normal. But then when it ends, you wake up right where you started, with only you knowing what happened.”

“That sounds similar to a version of time travel,” I observed dryly. “And if that was an option, why didn’t we use it earlier?”

She mumbled, “It’s not a good option. And there are limits and such. Plus, getting it back will be difficult, since...”

She trailed off with an embarrassed sort-of kittenish whimper. She was clearly unwilling to admit more without prompting.

Kasirah leaned over and squeezed Asenath’s bare shoulder gently. “It’s okay. You can tell us. What happened?”

“Sultria Brimstone is what happened,” she replied in a gush.

“What the butt? That witch?” Tizzy’s ears flattened.

Asenath nodded miserably. “She found out I had it. After that, I haven’t been able to find it since.”

The valkyrie’s face had gone hard as stone. “That red-skinned, sulfur-smelling harlot. If she stole from you, I’ll...”

I cut in before things could get worse. “Find what, Asenath? What’s it called?”

“It’s called the Sands of Osiris. I was given it as a gift to help pass school this year, with the idea that I’d use it to prepare for all my classes.”

“And then you lost it?”

She whimpered dejectedly. “I’m certain that Sultria has it. The day before Reggie arrived, she walked in right when I was going to use it for the very first time. She got all interested and started asking questions, and well... I told her. And if we ask her about it, she’ll definitely say no, even if she doesn’t have the proper bloodline to activate it.” She turned to me, and her eyes were blazing. “If we ask, she’ll definitely demand a taste of Reggie’s mana potion, maybe more. We can’t let that happen!”

Thud!

Kasirah punched my bed. “I’ll teach that two-timing, manipulative, back-stabbing demon. Wait and see. This time I’ll give her a proper beating.”

Tizzy’s grip on my dick tightened as she gasped. “That flat-chested witch is a succubus. If we ask her, she’ll definitely ask for a gargle of Reggie’s mana potion, maybe more. We can’t let that happen! I’m not sharing him with anyone else!”

To my surprise, it was Bekkah who spoke up next. “We’ve talked about this, remember? If Reggie’s mana potion can help repopulate our world, it’s his duty to share it. And ours to support him.”

That was a whole other conversation. I debated about what to say and, more importantly, how to approach it. The last thing I wanted to do was endanger my unique relationship with the girls. However, Bekkah had a point. Ages ago, the curse of the Barrening had left their population largely sterile and stolen their immortality. If my spunk could bypass that awful curse and help an entire civilization stabilize, did I not have a calling to provide it as frequently, and to as many needy women, as possible?

That thought replayed a few times before I realized how ridiculous it sounded.

But hey, this is real life, and such were my circumstances. It wasn’t as if I could explain how silly or porny the problem sounded and it would vanish. Lives were on the line. Real ones.

Unless...

The reward for the Games was a portal that would allow us access to and from the Earth. Perhaps that was the key. If I wanted to avoid hooking my dick up to a twenty-four seven milking machine and becoming the Genghis Khan of Everafter in terms of population impact, I’d have to find a way to offload some of the responsibility.

I had to remind myself that we’d need to cure the Barrening and investigate its origins too, at some point.

Not now though.

While I’d been thinking, the girls had continued their debate.

Tizzy crossed her arms and gave me a wet-eyed look. “Fine. Big brother can share his potion. But only if one of us is there to make sure it’s done right. No being overly clingy. No claiming our man. Got it?”

I held up a hand.

“And if she tries to go for seconds after he pumps it into her dirty, demon-filled private parts, we’ll step RIGHT IN and stop it.”

I waved.

Bekkah chimed in, “And if she brings a friend and they try to put his penis in their mouths and roll it around to get him to give the friend a dose too, we say NO WAY!”

“No way!” Tizzy and Bekkah chanted together. “NO MORE BIG BRO POTION!”

Fortunately, Bekkah didn’t say the ‘big bro’ part.

I still didn’t precisely like that Tizzy had adopted that name for me, even though I now knew it was cultural. As with many things involving the enthusiastic jackalope, it was difficult to get her to change her ways once she’d gotten set in them.

“Ladies,” I interjected. When they kept chanting anyway, I tried again louder. “Ladies!”

That did it. All four looked at me, with Bekkah blushing in embarrassment.

“While I appreciate clear terms and conditions for sharing my mana potion, we still don’t know if Sultria has this mystical Time T—” I hesitated, a feeling of doom settling about my shoulders, and corrected myself. “Sands of Osiris. That means the very first thing we need to do is find her, identify whether she has it or not, and go from there. And we should do that before we make any other plans. Okay?”

Tizzy gave Bekkah a long look. “You know, he has a point.”

“What, we’re going now?” Asenath paled, her tan skin flushing cherry. “Isn’t it getting late?”

The valkyrie rubbed her flat, athletic stomach with a palm. I couldn't help but trace the line of fine white hair leading between her gloriously strong thighs. “I got a solid gush or two of, er, mana potion in me, so I’m good for a few more hours. We don’t want to let this languish, do we? I certainly don’t.”

“I suppose not...”

Our dressing process was distracting. Since my (magically cleaned and made) bed was in the center of the room, everywhere I looked was rewarded with a flash of nubile, taut buttock, breast, or thoughtful expression.

Tizzy pulled on her tights with her tongue half-sticking out. Opposite her, Bekkah danced around, drawing on mesh leggings and a rainbow skirt. Kasirah went for athletic wear: a simple taut top and pants that reminded me of our discussion about dresses. Asenath went a different direction, skipping the Earth-modern looks for a simple A-frame dress that highlighted her perfectly symmetrical cleavage.

I went for pants and a t-shirt.

It was an hour after dark and still two or three hours before most would be in bed by the time we set off to cabin four to confront Sultria about the missing Sands.

The walk toward Cabin 4 took us past the central gathering area, where the massive fire pit crackled with orange flames. Several students were scattered around the color-coded picnic tables, enjoying the cool evening air and the warmth of the blaze.

“There she is,” Asenath hissed with disgust. She stopped so abruptly that Bekkah nearly flew into her back.

I followed her gaze to one of the red tables (healing and blessing magic, ironically) where a striking figure sat alone. Sultria Brimstone was impossible to miss. Her skin was the deep crimson of fresh-drawn blood, and two elegant black horns curved back from her forehead. She wore a crop top and shorts, both black leather, both barely there.

“Well,” I said, “at least we don’t have to knock on her cabin door.”

Kasirah’s jaw was clenched so tight I worried about her teeth. “I’ll handle this.”

I put a firm hand on her shoulder. “No. Let me take point. You two have history, and that’s going to make this harder.”

“But—”

“Kassi, trust me. I’ve negotiated with difficult people before.” I squeezed her shoulder. “Business YouTube wasn’t completely useless.”

Tizzy wrapped both hands around my arm in a grip tight enough to cut off circulation. “If she tries anything...”

“She won’t,” I said, hoping I was right. “Everyone, stay calm. We’re here to ask about the Sands.”

As we approached, Sultria looked up from the book she’d been reading (Advanced Succubus Theory, because of course it was). Her eyes, solid black with no visible iris or pupil, tracked our group with obvious amusement.

“Well, well.” Her voice was honey mixed with smoke. “If it isn’t Cabin 7. To what do I owe this... coordinated visit?”

I stepped forward before anyone else could speak. “Sultria Brimstone? I’m Reggie. We need to talk about something you may have acquired recently.”

She closed her book slowly, deliberately. Her gaze traveled up and down my body like I was meat at a butcher's counter. “Oh, I know who you are, Warlock. Everyone knows who you are now.” She smiled, revealing perfectly white teeth with slightly too-sharp canines. “And yes, we definitely need to talk. But first...” She glanced past me to Kasirah. “Hello, Kas. Been a while.”

“Not long enough,” Kasirah growled.

“Still so sensitive.” Sultria tsked and shifted her attention back to me. “And Asenath! I’ve been wondering when you’d come looking for your little... toy.”

Asenath’s ears flattened against her skull. “It wasn’t a toy. It was a gift.”

“Mmm, yes. The Sands of Osiris.” Sultria stretched—absolutely calculated to draw attention. “Funny thing I discovered about that little artifact. It requires bloodline magic to work.” Her black eyes glittered. “You never told me that.”

Bekkah’s voice was surprisingly firm when she spoke up. “Then give it back if you can’t use it anyway.”

“Oh, but there’s value in the act of possession, little pixie.” She emphasized the wrong word deliberately—everyone knew fairies hated being called pixies. “Value in... leverage.” Sultria’s gaze returned to me. “Especially now that our campus celebrity needs something from me.”

I could feel Tizzy shaking with rage beside me. I could sense Kasirah’s urge to transform this into a combat situation. Time to negotiate.

“What do you want?” I asked directly.

The demon’s smile widened. “Now that’s a dangerous question to ask a succubus, Warlock. What do I want? Where should I begin?” She stood, and I realized she was nearly as tall as Kasirah. Her curved horns added another few inches. “I want to bathe in that famous Warlock seed everyone’s whispering about. I want to feel what these four are hoarding all to themselves. I want...”

“NO!” Tizzy went into full pink-eyed fury mode, apparently forgetting any notion of sharing. She stomped closer to the other woman. “Absolutely not! Not happening! Never!”

I spoke quietly. “Tizzy.”

“Big Brother, she’s trying to steal all of you! We discussed a little. But a full bathtub? That could take WEEKS to fill!”

Sultria laughed, and the sound was like sexy broken glass. “Steal? Honey, I don’t want to keep your man. But I am curious what all the fuss is about.” She moved ever closer, and firelight danced across her crimson skin. “How about this instead? We settle for a taste. Right now. Right here. And the Sands are yours.”

“Over my dead body,” Kasirah snarled. “You stole what was not yours. That does not entitle you to anything other than a broken nose.”

“Your dead body can be arranged,” Sultria shot back. Her playful demeanor cracked slightly.

“Ladies.” I stepped between them before this escalated into violence. “Everyone take a breath.”

I looked at Sultria directly, trying to read her. She was clearly enjoying this power dynamic, but there was something else there too. Genuine curiosity, maybe even desperation. The Barrening affected everyone, including succubi.

“Here’s my counter-offer,” I said. “After the Summer Games are over, I’ll provide you with a sample. One time. With one of them present.” I gestured to my harem. “No strings, no claims, no expectations beyond that.”

“Big Brother!” Tizzy wailed.

Sultria arched an eyebrow. “A sample? From a cup, I assume?”

“Yeah, that sounds right,” I said carefully. I was surprised she’d offer such an elegant solution. “But that’s the deal. After the Games. Take it or leave it.”

She studied me for a long moment with those unreadable black eyes. Then she smiled, and this time it was a genuine smile, not the predatory one.

“You know what? I respect that. Very mature, especially compared to the company you keep.”

She murmured, “I’ll be right back,” and jogged away to enter a cabin. When she returned a few minutes later, she was carrying an object wrapped in black silk.

“The Sands of Osiris,” she announced, unfolding the cloth to reveal an elaborate hourglass. The frame was gold, worked with intricate hieroglyphics and tiny scarab beetles. Inside, bright blue sand waited to be turned.

She handed it to me rather than Asenath. Her fingers brushed mine deliberately. “After the Games, Warlock. Don’t forget.”

“I won’t,” I said, accepting the object.

As we turned to leave, Sultria called out. “Oh, and Kasirah? Next time you want to blame someone for your problems, look in a mirror. I didn’t steal your friendship. You threw it away the moment he arrived.”

Kasirah stopped, and her whole body went rigid. I’d have to ask her later what history those two shared—something from the regular school year before I’d arrived that I needed the full story on. But now wasn’t the time.

I put a hand on her arm. “Let’s go,” I said quietly. “We got what we came for.”

As we walked back toward our cabin, Tizzy clutched my other arm possessively. “I don’t like her.”

“Nobody likes her,” Asenath muttered.

I held up the artifact. The blue sand pulsed with its own hidden light source. “I have the hourglass. That’s what matters.”

“And you promised her a sample,” Bekkah said softly. “Was that wise?”

I shrugged. “Probably not. But it got us what we need for the Games, and that’s the priority right now.”


Chapter 5: Timey-Wimey Dream Stuff


Once again within the confines of our cabin, the girls grabbed cushions and blankets and we all sat on the floor. Asenath held her reclaimed hourglass and waited for everyone to get comfortable.

Kasirah had taken up Tizzy’s normal position on one side, while Bekkah remained on the other. I’d overheard mumbled conversations and assumed the Valkyrie had finally spoken up about wanting proximity time.

That was fine.

The last thing I wanted was to manage, much less micromanage, the harem. Since they’d come to me with the proposal, I’d grown increasingly convinced the key to happily juggling four constantly aroused magical women was to stay out of anything that vaguely resembled drama or relationship politics.

As a sane man, I was firmly against both and at all costs.

Instead of going for my lap, Kasirah’s hand found mine. Bekkah leaned over, inhaled deeply, and rested her hand on my shoulder. The affection earned a ‘determined to suck the gumdrop through the straw’ look from Tizzy, but she didn’t say anything.

“If we’re ready?” Asenath prompted.

“Go on,” I said.

“The Sands of Osiris,” she hefted the hourglass, “are a gift passed down through generations of sphinxes. They were made to help us see into the future. There was a side benefit of being excellent for allowing us to apparently come up with complex riddles.”

That earned a snort from Tizzy.

Asenath flashed the jackalope a small smile. “Anyway, the way it works is simple. I spend a bunch of mana and willing people touching the hourglass will fall into a gentle slumber. You’ll wake up and live the next 24 hours normally. But when you go back to sleep, or that 24 hours passes, you’ll wake back up the very moment you first went to sleep.”

“On the first day?” I asked.

She flexed a wing in a gesture of agreement. “Just so. It’s prophetic dreamwalking, basically. When you return, you and anyone you entered the dream with will remember what happened. But no one else will.”

“That means we won’t be able to get summons from it,” Kasirah pointed out.

I was ready. Having seen plenty of modern time travel movies, I got the theory instantly. “True. But we can get all the knowledge and practice of locating and earning them ahead of time, right?”

“Precisely,” the sphinx said. She held up three fingers. “There are limitations we should be aware of. Three of them, to be precise.”

She lowered one finger. “First, anything involving chance or free will is highly likely to change when you experience it in the flesh. For example, if we were going to take a test and the teacher hadn’t made it before we did the dreamwalk, any information we got would be subject to change. This is why you don’t hear of sphinxes gambling in the old stories. We might be able to use the Sands to scout the layout of the course, but unless the lists for the Spelling Bee have already been generated, they are highly likely to change on the day.”

I furrowed my brow and thought about the implications. The key words here were Chance and Free Will. I appreciated the restrictions, since they provided simultaneously clear and flexible guidance on the Sands. We couldn’t simply abuse them to auto-win at life, as one with a true and unlimited version of the object most certainly would. Likewise, the 24-hour limitation provided bounds as to how far we could go.

For a brief moment, I found myself day dreaming about what I’d have done with a version that could go back to any time, with unlimited access to re-dos and infinite knowledge.

Yeah. I’d become a god, like in that book my dad liked so much. Time of the Twins, I think?

“What about facts?” I said, catching back up to the moment. “If we dreamwalk and we learn things that are already established facts, will they change?”

“Nope.” Asenath gave me an encouraging look that was only half desperate for more mana potion. “Personalities, people, and spiritual beings will remain consistent, and facts won’t stop being facts. The Sand is excellent for educational purposes.”

“That’ll make it easier to find and learn about any summons we identify,” Tizzy observed. “If their personalities don’t change, we may not need to fight at all.”

She was absolutely right. Getting a summons involved either consent or conflict, or maybe both. With knowledge of what was important to a great magical creature, forming a consenting bond would be far easier.

I pointed at the still lifted hand. “Let me guess? Limitation number two is why you haven’t already used this to win at all things scholastic?”

Asenath lowered another finger. “Well, besides not having access to it, yes. The sands will cost me a lot of mana. They will also cost you both energy and mana too. When you wake up, it’ll be as if you’d truly lived that 24 hours. You can mitigate exhaustion by sleeping, but it’s not a perfect 1-for-1. It’s likely even with Reggie’s mana potion that any of us will only be able to dreamwalk three, maybe four, times a night and still function the next day. And that’s with careful planning and functionally unlimited mana.”

I ran through the math. That meant her magical item would only be giving us an extra three weeks to prepare, at best. Still, it was time no one else would have. I didn’t mind that. Having an advantage that gave my team and me an edge was fine. But my pride wouldn’t have enjoyed winning as much if we cheated the entire way.

Before I could finish the thought, Kasirah added, “I know this may not be ideal, given we can’t peek at every test or game every outcome, but I am a valkyrie. Bending the rules is fine. Shattering them is not. Having a month to catch up to our more advanced peers strikes me as fair.”

The other girls, including Tizzy, murmured their agreement.

“Alright then.” Asenath made a circular gesture, then paused. Her expression darkened. “Oh, and I should mention—death in the dreamwalk is permanent. If you die in there, you die for real. The Sands show you a true future, not a simulation. So we need to be careful when we’re hunting summons.”

“Fair enough,” I murmured. I didn’t plan on entering any stupidly dangerous situations, but that certainly added a tiny bit more risk.

She shook off the grim thought and continued. “Anyway, we’re essentially forging two timelines... One that we live in here and now, where we have to go to class, bond the summoned creatures, and do all the things expected of us for a week. The other will be repeating days, with limitations on how far we can see and what we can accomplish. We will need to balance nutrition, sleep, and our mental states. Living in the future for too long can lead to bad outcomes.”

I gestured at the hourglass. “And this thing can work unlimited times?”

“Eh, there is a theoretical limit for such artifacts. This one hasn’t been used much, so it should withstand the week, at least. Also, as I’ve said, there’s the mana factor. It’ll drain nearly a third of my magic to apply it to all of us. Normally, it would take two days to recharge. With your potion, we can address that.”

Tizzy held a hand up and waited for us all to look at her. Then she jumped to her furry jackalope feet and began to pace.

“If I’m getting this right, we’re going to need Reggie to replenish Asenath once or twice per night. And when we’re doing these timey-jumpy things, we may need him to do it inside there, right? And then he’ll need to help us here too? All while we’re memorizing new spells, finding summons, and practicing flying? And while we’re trying to remain functional during actual, for real, days?” She threw up her hands. “Spank me, that’s a lot!”

Bekkah cleared her throat. “You mean ‘by the prairie gods, that’s a lot’, right?”

“That too,” Tizzy acknowledged. “But Reggie can give me a good swattin’ if he wants.” She paused long enough to wiggle her scrumptiously petite bottom at me.

Kasirah squeezed my hand. “She has a point. Reggie, you’ll need to help carry all of us if we’re going to make this work. Do you have it in you to produce that much potion?”

I almost blew the question off out-of-hand, then reconsidered. Having eight or nine sessions per subjective night might be a bit much, even for me. Then again, there was the sex magic book to consider. I remembered spells that should help with recovery, although none felt like the perfect fit of fluid rejuvenation and energy replenishment.

Which reminded me.

“Maybe the lustfruit can be a material component to help with that,” I said. “Perhaps while we’re learning and researching spells, that can be something else we try and figure out.”

Tizzy was still wiggling. “Besides the whole ‘stopping them’ and finding out who’s behind their spread?”

“Right.” I reached over and grabbed the second parchment. “Are we ready to look at this?” I could only hope it wasn’t another full page of complex, detailed text.

They were.

And it wasn’t.

The page just had a map of the areas where the fruit had been spotted, along with a list of properties we already knew. It also came with a sentence that felt eerily precognitive on the part of Lady Katherine.

Plant Properties: Magical aphrodisiac of unlimited potency; potentially a reagent for the development of new sex magic spells, if one is willing to put the time and risk in. For example, heightened fertility, or birthing enchantments could finally be realized, if a brilliant wizard happened to show an interest in that direction.

Ah, yes. That made sense. Not prophecy, just more of the vampire’s attempt to have me get everyone possible pregnant, as soon as possible.

“We won’t be able to stick together all the time,” I pointed out, passing the note around. “I need to do this research on my own. And each of you will want to talk with Hegwen or other professors to identify summons that best suit you. I’m happy to be there for the summoning, but it’s not like we can all be together the entire time we’re—”

Knock Knock.
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Item Entry: Sands of Osiris

Name: Sands of Osiris

Type: Legendary Bloodline Relic (Sphinx)

Item Description: An elaborate hourglass with a gold frame worked with intricate hieroglyphics and tiny scarab beetles. The frame contains bright blue sand that glows with inner light. This ancient artifact was created for sphinx bloodlines and passed down through generations as a tool for prophecy and foresight.

Usage: Using this device costs considerable mana. When activated by a sphinx, it will transport the target individuals into a dreamwalking state that allows them to experience the next 24 hours as if it were real. At the end of 24 hours, or whenever they go to sleep in the dreamwalk, they wake at the starting time. Only memories may be retained.

Death in the dreamwalking state is permanent.

Limitations

Chance and Free Will: Anything involving chance or free will is highly likely to change when experienced in reality. Events not yet determined (like test questions not yet written, or outcomes dependent on others’ choices) cannot be reliably predicted. Only established facts, consistent personalities, and existing information remain stable between dreamwalk and reality.

Resource Cost: Dreamwalkers experience the full physical and mental drain of living those 24 hours—requiring sleep and sustenance within the dreamwalk. Even with mana restoration, users can typically only manage 4-5 dreamwalks per night before exhaustion makes further use dangerous.

Psychological Strain: Users must maintain two parallel timelines—the dreamwalked future and the present reality. Extended use can blur the lines between prophecy and present, leading to confusion, dissociation, and mental instability. Proper management of nutrition, sleep schedules, and mental health across both timelines is essential for safe operation.


Chapter 6: Stable Mistress


I was still holding the second parchment, studying Katherine’s note about lustfruit properties, when the knock came. Sharp and imperious, three precise raps that demanded immediate attention.

“Cabin 7, I know what you’re up to, and I want to talk. Now.”

Summer Shandy’s voice carried the weight of a royal decree somehow wrapped in a very modern accent. Hearing her speak was interesting, but… jarring.

I glanced at the Sands of Osiris sitting openly on the floor, then at my girls. None of them looked inclined to have a conversation, much less a confrontation, with an outsider. Asenath’s lion tail was swishing back and forth, and Kasirah was on her feet with her fingers curling like she was considering punching the interloper.

Tizzy whispered, “Should I tell her to go away? Because I will totally tell her to go away.”

“Let’s not turn a situation that might be bad into a guaranteed worse one,” I said. “We need to know what she knows. Someone grab the Sands and we’ll talk to her.”

Asenath scooped up the hourglass and tucked it behind a pillow. When it was out of sight, Kasirah crossed to the door and opened it.

Summer Shandy swept in with a confident entrance with her rose-colored mane positioned just so. Up close, she was more intense than I remembered. Milk-white skin practically glowed, and her rose-colored hair fell in waves I wanted to touch. The distinctive horn was the final proof of her pedigree.

Her bipedal body was decidedly human where it mattered. The sort of breasts that could distract drivers during rush hour strained against a neckline cut so low I was shocked her areolae weren’t visible. Her hip-to-waist ratio was equally unlikely. Like Tizzy, her lower body belied her Everafter nature. Horse hooves clicked on the hardwood floor as a long, brushable tail swished behind her.

“Thank you for seeing me,” she said, flipping her mane. The movement sent her scent washing through the room. It smelled like cotton candy by way of roses.

Asenath’s eyes narrowed. “Oh, this should be good.”

Summer’s gaze swept over us and lingered on me with calculation mixed with hunger. Her pupils dilated, and a pink tongue darted out to wet her lips. “It’s clear what your true plan is. All of you. You’re in this together to form your own breeding dynasty.”

I blinked a few times as silence stretched.

She went on. “It’s just simple, common sense to hoard him. If your children are the only ones who reproduce and thrive while the rest die, you guarantee your ascension.”

Tizzy exploded. “We are NOT hoarding Big Brother for breeding!” Her foot thumped hard enough to rattle the floorboards. “We love him and it’s not just about his mana potion or his yummy gummy penis, either!”

“Isn’t it though?” Summer’s voice wavered underneath forced confidence. Her chest heaved. With each second, I was increasingly confident she'd taped her nipples in place to keep them from popping out. “We’ve seen the signs. All of us with eyes, anyway. There’s the way you glow, the way you prance about, with your hips all wiggling like you’re saddle sore. This isn’t romance. It’s manipulation! Why, I bet you’re all pregnant already!”

Kasirah stepped forward with her wings fluttering and her eyes narrowed. “You’re making assumptions about things you don’t understand. Our bond with Reggie is built on genuine connection. We did not form a harem with him just to get pregnant.”

“Not that it wouldn’t be a good idea,” Tizzy added in a spiteful whisper. When Bekkah looked over to shush her, the jackalope had her hands in front of her stomach, pantomiming a pregnant belly. “I wonder if we’d lay eggs or live young? I forget how humies do it.”

Ignoring the jackalope’s non sequitur, Kasirah and Summer continued to glare at one another.

I cleared my throat and waved for Summer’s attention. “What is it you want? I’ll go ahead and say this right now: I’m new to this world, and I have zero interest in becoming the baby daddy to an entire world of magical creatures.” Well, probably not. The idea was fun, but if keeping up with my four lovers was any indication, the execution would be daunting.

The unicorn thrust her shoulders backwards, which caused her chest to bounce breastaliciously.

I nearly gawked, convinced the woman had cast a spell on herself to augment her appearance or something. That reminded me of the sex magic book, and several spells I’d skimmed that could alter local time. Was it even possible to create the magical equivalent of a slow-mo camera just for breasts?

She interrupted my scholastic contemplations. “I want to make an offer. A mutually beneficial offer.”

“Go on,” I said.

Summer sidled from one hoof to the other, showing signs of nervousness. “I can help you. First of all, I’m well-read and have mastered the most advanced spells you’re likely to encounter in the Spelling Bee. Without my support, there’s no way your little group will win at that challenge.”

That had us all exchanging thoughtful looks. Asenath frowned, and I could see the wheels turning. With the Sands of Osiris and the right schedule, it might be possible to properly master these new spells.

Shandy went on. “Plus, if you’re determined to win the Games, I can help with that too. I know details about everyone here, even Jamathiel and his cronies. I can give you detailed intelligence you won’t easily get anywhere else.”

“How will that help with anything?” Bekkah demanded, her expression confused.

I replied for the unicorn. “If we know what our enemies think like, and what they have access to, it’ll help us plan to counter them in the duels.”

“Precisely,” Summer said, giving me a smile that was 51% promise and 49% demand. “Now, in exchange, I want to join your little harem, but not as just another girl. If you’re going to have a herd, you’ll be making me Stable Mistress. I’ll oversee logistics, timing, and breeding schedules. When one girl is pregnant, she’ll obviously have to rotate out to make room for others. Oh, and I’ll handle negotiations with outsiders who want access to Reggie’s seed. That is clearly something none of you have thought enough about.”

“Absolutely not,” Kasirah half-snarled. “We’re not a breeding stable. This is a proper harem. That means love, real feelings. You can’t come in here and assert dominance over something you clearly don’t understand.”

“Clearly!” Bekkah and Tizzy added in unison.

Summer was not daunted. She held up her hand and quickly went on. “Hear me out. We have to be practical. Everyone knows our world is failing. In as few as four generations, maybe another hundred years if we’re lucky, our population will be down to even lower than what it is now. That’s beyond hope. Without Reggie’s help, as soon as fucking possible I might add, it’ll be the end of Everafter. Are you sure you want to put words like ‘love’ and ‘harem’ above that?”

I shook my head. “You’re assuming that any children I help produce are free from the curse and can reproduce normally.”

“They will be,” she said confidently.

“Like, sure, you can say that, but how do you know it?” Bekkah interjected.

Reaching into a pocket that buzzed with magical energy, the unicorn extracted a thin, black-bound manuscript. The suspicious title was Warlocks and You: Or How One Man Can Save Your World!

There was no author byline. “Where did you get that book?” I asked, eyebrows narrowing.

“Lady Katherine left it out at lunch, and I took it when she wasn’t looking.” Summer waved it in her hands. “This text says human Warlock seed will protect and preserve any children he has.”

“There’s still a problem with inbreeding,” I said with a shake of my head. “One man can’t produce offspring in a way that prevents genetic disorders when future generations reproduce together.”

Snap!

Summer’s eyes brightened as she snapped her fingers. “Precisely. But this book contains both magic and mathematical ways around many problems like that one, and right now, save for Lady Katherine, I might be the only person who understands how it all works.”

“Well, I mean, I could just ask her,” I said, shrugging. “And tell her you stole her book in the process.” That was assuming she wasn’t supposed to steal it all along, which I suspect she was.

Even so, the unicorn girl pouted. “Don’t be mean! I prepared hard for this!”

Tizzy’s eyes crossed as she struggled with the full breadth of the unicorn’s proposal. “Are you suggesting he mate with all of our women? Like... what about Peaches? She’s not part of a typical ‘species’ per se.”

“No species deserves to die,” Summer said, making her stance on the matter clear. She met my gaze, and I saw a swelling vulnerability in the proud woman. “Reggie, you have to understand. There are no male unicorns left. None. Blueberry Sunrise was eaten a century ago. I’m one of six unicorns remaining. Six. Total.”

“Oh my prairie gods,” Tizzy whispered. “I forgot about that. You said that at the seminar.”

Summer Shandy blinked. “Weird. I don’t remember that. But anyway, if my calculations are correct, we need to have at least fifteen children to maintain viability. And I’d like to get started soon.”

The cabin went silent at the revelation. Even Kasirah took a step or two backward.

“I’m five hundred years old,” Summer admitted, and her voice broke. “And I’ve never... I spent centuries waiting for the perfect mate. Someone worthy of unicorn bloodlines.” She laughed bitterly. “I had standards. Requirements. Surely with immortality, I had time.”

She swept her gaze across the room one more time, landing ultimately on me. “And then our men died. Well—I was just a girl at the time. I don’t remember them well. But I know one day we had them and eventually they were all gone. And now the six of us unicorn girls are all that’s left.”

Bekkah made a sad sound, and her wings produced soft sparkles of pity or something like it. I don’t know, I’m not a fairy sparkle expert.

Yet.

Tizzy’s ears twitched with confusion. “Hold on. Didn’t you also say at the reproductive health seminar that you weren’t even interested in having kids? Like, at all?”

Summer’s composure cracked further. She looked away, her tail swishing with agitation. “I’m not. Not personally.” She exhaled hard. “But I’m the most beautiful of the remaining six. That’s not vanity—it’s fact. I won the election declaring me Fairest of All, and now, among unicorns, the most beautiful must seek foals first. It’s the ancient way. The others can’t pursue mates until I do, so you see the situation I’m in.”

“So you’re not here because you want children or even Reggie in particular,” Kasirah said slowly. “You’re here because you feel obligated.”

"I'm here because if I pass this opportunity by, I dishonor every unicorn who came before me and doom the five who remain." Summer's pink eyes glistened. "Whether I want it or not doesn't matter. This is bigger than what I want. Maybe if you girls can learn to be happy as part of his life, I can be too. I’ll hang onto that hope for now."

“That’s rough,” I muttered quietly, and I genuinely meant it. “But if we can get the gateway to Earth open, it’s entirely possible we can find other Warlocks. That applies for any cabin that wins the prize, or it should.”

Asenath crossed to me, slid her hand in mine, and squeezed. “Reggie, I don’t think you realize how fear, selfishness, and pride can motivate our kind. If another cabin got access to a half-working portal out of here instead of you leading the way, things could go very wrong.”

We’d discussed this before. Every magical creature longed for the Earth, if only to visit the place they’d come from all those years ago.

Tizzy pointed out, “We also don’t know if this portal will work, or how it works. It may be that only Reggie can get it to work. Or it’ll only open once or something.”

Summer gestured at the jackalope. “Precisely. I am unwilling to put my people’s fate in the hope for a portal that we all know may not work. This is what I want. If you’re willing to accept me as Stable Mistress, I’ll do my best to help your cabin win. Even over my own.”

The desperation beneath the prideful demand was palpable.

Kasirah exchanged looks with Asenath, Bekkah, and Tizzy. Silent communication passed between them as their bodies shifted in small ways. They were weighing tactical advantage against interpersonal risk, survival against pride, compassion against boundaries.

Tizzy announced, “We need to discuss this privately. Can you wait outside?”

Summer nodded stiffly. “Of course.”

As the door closed, the girls formed a tight huddle around me. The sudden proximity was intoxicating with body heat, individual scents, and a complex web of emotions. Voices overlapped in urgent whispers, warm breath ghosting across skin.

“She isn’t very nice!” Tizzy hissed, though the words lacked real heat. She pressed against my side. “And now she wants to boss us around?”

Kasirah admitted, “Her skills and knowledge would be invaluable. Lots of harems do have organizers who help to manage things, but we’re too new to think about that. One has to earn that position, not simply claim it.”

Asenath was frowning thoughtfully. “I understand her desperation. We didn’t know what Reggie was capable of when we fell in love with him. Now that we do, can we say that we wouldn’t do the same in her hooves?”

“Her whole species is dying,” Bekkah agreed. “But so are ours. She needs to understand this is about love, before any discussion of breeding strategies.”

Kasirah said firmly, “If she joins, she’s an equal. Not an authority.”

Tizzy bounced in place. “And she doesn’t get Big Brother’s mana potion right away. He’s a romantic. He needs wooing. It’s not fair to treat him like a walking life support system for his baby goo juice.”

I started to ask where she’d heard the term ‘life support system’ when the utter adorableness of her lisp struck me and all I could do was chuckle. “Do I get a say in this?”

Kasirah waved. “Of course you do. What do you think?”

“I think this is all too complex to solve in the week we have before the Games, and that we’re missing vital information. About the curse, about the lustfruit, and about the portal. We can agree to spend time with her, but I refuse to make promises for anything more until after the Games, and only once we get a chance to really understand what our choices are to help save Everafter.”

If I had no choice but to be a one man Daddy machine, I’d probably make that sacrifice. But it wasn’t one I was eager for.

With our plan firmly in place, Tizzy opened the door. Summer entered with her back stiff.

Kasirah announced, “We have counter-terms. No Stable Mistress position. If you join, you’re an equal.”

Summer’s expression flickered between relief and disappointment. Her breathing quickened, and her chest rose and fell. “I... suppose that would be acceptable. At first.”

Asenath added, moving with grace, “And you have to genuinely audition.” She let the words hang, heavy with implication. “Reggie’s mana potion comes from emotional connection, not only mechanical breeding. If you can’t connect with him the way we do, most of the benefits of being his won’t work out for you anyway.”

Bekkah chimed in as well as her wings pulsed behind her back. “Also, you can’t have all of him until after the Games. That gives us, as the harem, time to get to know you, and you and Reggie time to get to know one another. Plus, if we find solutions that doesn’t call for this, you might want to back out and try something else. Like another humie.”

Asenath gave a proud swish of her tail. “We’re Reggie’s sluts, not his breeding whores. Anyone who bonds with him should be as slutty for him as we are.”

That last part put Summer off balance for a beat. “That’s a lot more to this than I was ready for.”

“Trial period. You help us through the Summer Games. Tutoring, intelligence, strategic support. We see if you fit. If there’s genuine connection rather than transaction, then we talk about the audition,” I said, making sure it was clear where I stood on the matter.

Kasirah added in a gentler tone, “And you stay in your own cabin until we’re sure. No assumptions about arrangements or status.”

Summer struggled with the terms. I could tell her pride wanted to negotiate, but her desperation knew she had no leverage. Finally, she nodded, and the submission in that gesture was far more arousing than her earlier attempted dominance.

“I accept your terms.” The words made her voice husky. “We’ll do a trial period through the Games. I’ll provide tutoring and intelligence in return, and if things work out, I’ll audition properly.”

There was a heavy beat of silence that followed. I could feel every eye on me.

I stepped forward and offered my hand. “Welcome to the madness, Summer. Fair warning though, we’re not organized, we’re not efficient, and we definitely don’t follow schedules very well.”

Tizzy bounced up and down. “Yeah. It’s more like we get Big Bro’s mana potion in us and on us whenever we can!”

That earned giggles from Bekkah and a snort from Kasirah, neither of which refuted the spunky girl’s claim.

Summer took my grip and I felt her trembling. She bit her bottom lip, the pink skin darkening, and whispered, “Thank you, I guess, for not turning me away.”

“You kind of made it hard to.”

With an agreement to add private tutoring and strategy sessions as a daily part of our next week, the unicorn left. After a moment of quiet, I clapped my hands together. “Okay! Let’s get this show on the road. Asenath, get the Sands. It’s time for our first bonus day.”

We once more settled around the hourglass. Tizzy plopped herself in my lap, her bubblegum butt wiggling against my crotch as I dodged her antlers.

Asenath knelt close to us and held the object out. “Everyone touch it and be patient. This may take a few seconds. I’ve never done it before.”

We did as she suggested, with me having to free a hand from Bekkah’s to lean forward and touch the decorative metal. The magic glowing and radiating from within the blue sands warmed rapidly as Asenath’s brow furrowed, and her lion’s tail twitched.

She gasped. “This is costing me even more mana than I thought.”

As she said the words, I noticed the telltale signs of magic drain—her ears wilted and her eyes darkened with fatigue. Finally, after reaching some unseen edge, she spoke loudly into the air. “Dreamseekers call to you, Osiris. Grant us your prophetic vision.”


Chapter 7: Recharge


(Dreamwalking)

Brrrring! Brrrrring! This is your 5am wake-up call! Cabin 7, you have 3 hours before your first class. Rise and shine!

“Who set the alarm?” I mumbled. My mouth tasted dry as I shifted. I didn’t remember when we’d all gone to bed. Trying to pry my eyes open, I watched the outline of an alarm spell as it ghosted above.

Time until next alarm: 30 seconds

A feminine shape shifted beside me—Asenath sleepily sitting up. Her dark hair framed one squinted, gleaming, golden eye. “So drained,” she mumbled, but the words were barely intelligible as she folded herself in half over my pelvis.

Pawing at the sheet still draped over me, she fumbled for several seconds before getting to what she wanted. She paused, eyes still half-closed, and whispered to herself: "I'm a filthy, filthy whore." A visible shudder ran through her, and her golden eyes sharpened with renewed focus.

Her warm mouth slid down my cock, taking the half-mast morning wood to full arousal in the time it took me to realize Kasirah was on my opposite side.

The pale-skinned valkyrie sat up and yawned, stretching her leanly muscular arms and wings. She was naked, at least from the waist up, and her freckled breasts perkily greeted the morning. “If we’re dreamwalking, we want to maximize our time before and after class, right?”

Plop!

“Oh, that makes sense, yeah,” Asenath said, surfacing and holding my dick in the other woman’s direction. “Want some fresh potion?”

“Ugh, can’t imagine waking up without it. It’s the best part of waking up.” Without missing a beat, Kasirah casually bent down to roll the tip of her tongue around my glans. Then, with a happy little squeal and wiggle, she slurped down a few beads of pre-cum.

That little bit was enough to add a slight glow to the mana-spent woman.

“Oh, that’s right,” I said as I thought back to the description of the hourglass. “It takes mana from all of us.” That would explain my own feelings of exhaustion. Normally, I woke with minimal effort, regardless of how active the girls had been the night before.

A yawn from across the room preceded Bekkah sleepily padding into the bathroom. She paused at the doorway. I drank in the sight of her petite body silhouetted against the dim glow of the magical nightlight. Glancing over, she managed a, “Save me some,” before resuming her progress.

Times like this, I had to reflect on the bizarre nature of my world. On the one hand, I was absolutely certain each woman in the harem cared for me. We’d met only recently, yet every moment spent together had been deep, with opportunities for growth and sharing. On the other, they craved something only I could give.

And that thing happened to live in my balls.

Was it incredibly arousing? Of course.

Morally puzzling? Equally so.

As Kasirah and Asenath both smooched around my love stick, the sounds of their full awakening filling the room, Tizzy squeaked. “Oh! It’s Big Bro time already!”

Then, with the sound of nails clicking on wood, she took a single step, a leap, and improbably landed directly on my dick. Asenath and Kasirah jerked back as the flailing jackalope landed, although both women had enough warning to turn a potential knee to the face into snorts of amusement.

Unlike the trio, I was not amused.

No sooner was I inside the tiny girl’s vice-tight pussy than she began her default sexual rhythm. That was to say: she treated my dick like she was trying to use friction to start a fire.

BLAP! BLAP! BLAP BLAP BLAP!

“That’s it! That’s it! Big Bro’s love stick is throbbing inside me. Ohhhhh, by the prairie... ohhhh, why did we wait so long to do this again!” The energetic jackalope was no longer a woman: she was a Cuntegory-4 Hurricane. I swear, she practically spun around, and was damn near about to get me off before Bekkah came running out of the bathroom.

“Tizzy! Be cool and share!” So saying, the fairy leaned down beneath the bouncing girl and wrapped one of my balls in her mouth. She slurped loudly.

SLURRRRP POP POP SLURRRRRP. “Oh, he’s leaking around you so good,” she announced in a half-dreamy, half-doped voice.

I swear, every time she got a drop of my cum, Bekkah went full-on festival girl.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Tizzy’s desperate bottoming out grew louder as she screamed into her climax. “Oh! Big bro! Fill me up. Fill me up all in my tummy. Give me that mana potion of gooey goodness!”

For the record: I am 100% against being called ‘Big Bro’ and tried to talk her out of it. Also, for the record: I immensely disliked the whole ‘in my tummy’ bit.

But when a sex-crazed jackalope is threatening to re-write history by creating a black hole in your dick from the sheer suction of her pussy, you don’t push the issue.

We came together, with her happily squealing, “I feel it! I can feel it! Warm, so good, soooooo good!” She let Kasirah and Asenath pull her free before I was done. The other three immediately stuffed their faces against my cock and slurped up the rest.

A spurt struck Asenath on the forehead and she made a cross-eyed attempt to follow it. At Bekkah’s questioning look, the sphinx announced, “Go ahead, this cumdump is soooo slutty for sharing.”

We’d had conversations about her self-deprecating dirty talk, and the ‘sharing’ part was a step up, so I didn’t say anything.

Liiiiiick. Slurrrp! Bekkah cleaned the other woman’s face enthusiastically as Kasirah did an impression of a vacuum on my shaft. It was almost too much, given how sensitive I was after cumming inside Tizzy, but I didn’t dare say anything. One thing my lovers had in common: during the act, they transformed from elegant, graceful beauties into cocksharks.

After several more seconds of cleanup, the full effects of our magical bond asserted themselves. The girls perked up as if they’d mainlined an entire pot of coffee. Their magic recharged rapidly and the dreamwalking fatigue faded away.

I, too, got a pleasant jolt, the combination of physical and emotional connection as beneficial to me as it was to them, if different.

After we’d gotten cleaned up and dressed, we met around my bed. Kasirah’s pale white hair was glowing with vibrance around her freckle-cheeked face. “Okay, now what’s the plan?” she asked.

“First, we plan.” If there was anyone in the Everafter who could plan a day, it was me. I’d been a self-starting entrepreneur for years. Drawing my wand, I flicked and swished as I chanted the words to a spell. “Manifestentur cogitata mea!”

Let my thoughts be manifested.

A tiny amount of mana drained from my rapidly regenerating reserves to form a glowing cube in the air. With focus, I brought up an hour-by-hour calendar. It went like this:

	5am: Wakeup; Rejuvenated

	6am-7am: Pre-Game – Plan, collaborate, do what needs to be done before class

	8am-4pm: Class on rotation

	4pm-5am: ?




Kasirah made a delighted, soft sound and pointed. “We’re going to need an hour or two of downtime every one of these days. None of us are machines. There will need to be one-on-one Reggie time, exploration, naps, meditation for mental health.”

“Don’t forget Summer,” Asenath added, not sounding pleased about it. “We don’t know her schedule yet. Still, we all know it will take at least one, if not two hours, of focused practice to make headway with new spells. And that’s assuming we catch on quickly.”

“I’ll help where needed,” I assured her. “Don’t sell yourselves short though. You each had weaknesses, but we’ve started overcoming them. I doubt we’ll have to go through the same process.”

We went back and forth for a while before all agreeing to use our first day of dreamwalking to better plan. Once we knew how Summer’s tutoring would work, or how quickly we could identify proper, advanced summons for each of the girls, it would shape everything that came after.

Oh, and I had to go investigate the lustfruit too.

Bekkah announced, “I’ll go with Tizzy to visit Ms. Hegwen before class. If we can get some guidance on specialty summons today, that’ll save us a lot of time.”

“And I’ll start researching details about the races,” Kasirah added.

“Me too,” Asenath chimed in. “Well, until class.”

I laughed at that. “Yes. Classes are important. We didn’t have this opportunity before, so we’ll abuse it now. Focus up on classes, become star students if you can. We should probably assume the Sands of Osiris won’t enable us to do this forever, so we should use it to maximum advantage now.”

With our first day’s plan figured out, we came in for a group hug, followed by individual hugs and kisses from each of the girls. Then, I went my way while the pairs separated to perform their investigations before class.

Watching the girls file out, I took a beat for myself. Walking into the bathroom, I cast a spell I hadn’t in a long time: Analyze Self. It hadn’t changed much since my last review. Still, it was a good reminder of how far I’d come and how nifty it was being a Warlock.
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New Spell Entry—

Ideate

Spell: Ideate

Incantation: Manifestentur cogitata mea

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Range: Close (Within 15 feet)

Duration: 30 minutes or until dismissed

Details: This spell creates a 3-foot-by-3-foot area where the caster may project ideas and thoughts (essentially as a magical whiteboard).
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Reggie Hickson (Analysis Results)

Updated Character Sheet - Reggie Hickson

Name: Reggie Hickson

Age: 21

Class: Warlock

Academic Status: Third-Year Student (Advanced Placement)

Health Score: Above Average

Mana Score: Extremely High (150% over standard capacity + additional boosts from bonding)

Innate Attributes

(Improved through training and magical enhancement)

	Strength: 16

	Agility: 12

	Constitution: 17 (up from 15 due to excessive endurance training)

	Wisdom: 14

	Intelligence: 18+

	Charisma: 13




Magical Advantages

Human Type: Humans can cast any spell, regardless of its nature, alignment, or standard racial restrictions.

Genius IQ Benefit: 50% boost to magic capacity.

Special Classification (Enhanced): Due to extreme focus, high IQ, and deep emotional bonds, recovers 35% of expended mana per hour. Enhanced through intimate bonding with monster partners.

Warlock’s Seed: Provides euphoric effects, breaks mind-influencing spells, expands magical capacity of recipients, and grants 100% boost to next spell cast.

Monster’s Blessings: Gains enhanced magical output and recovery through emotional/physical bonds with monster partners. Effects scale with trust and intimacy.

Bolstered Status: Currently under 4x bolstering effects lasting 12-24 hours from intimate bonding.

Additional Warlock Details

Warlock’s Seed

Effect: A warlock’s seed has quite a few effects, all of which must be applied directly.

	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. 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.

	Planted: Fresh semen deposited into a receptacle (other than oral) gives the receiver a [significant] boost to mana regeneration and immediately restores a [modest] amount of mana. It also acts as restorative, effectively giving the recipient [2-4] hours of sleep and/or recovery time. Rumors have it that it can also clear up the skin and cure all manner of headaches.




[image: ]

Monster’s Blessings (Warlock)

Details: Tight emotional bonds between a Warlock and others can generate numerous, difficult-to-quantify results. Further study is required.


Chapter 8: A Bouncy Morning


(Tizzy POV - Dreamwalking)

The air outside smelled like wet grass, which smelled a little like carrots. Carrots are awesome. Tizzy’s feet made soft sounds on the dirt path as she bounced ahead of Bekkah.

Tizzy’s lisp softened the words as she asked, “Do you think Ms. Hegwen will be awake? It’s still so early. What if we’re being rude?”

Bekkah’s rainbow wings produced gentle sparkles behind her. “Ms. Hegwen’s connected to the earth, Tizz. She probably wakes up with the plants and stuff.”

“Do plants wake up?”

“In their own way. Flowers open to the sun, I guess. That seems waking-adjacent.”

Tizzy gave her companion a thoughtful smile. “I never thought of it that way. That’s so beautiful.”

Bekkah just shrugged. “Let people think what they want, you know? Live and let live, that’s what I say.”

The cottage appeared between two massive oaks, luminescent flowers glowing sleepy dark blue against stone walls. Tizzy knocked three times, which produced nothing. She knocked harder with the same results.

“Maybe she’s really asleep,” Bekkah whispered.

“But we need to find out about the summons today!”

With a shuddering thud-thud-thud of heavy steps, the door swung open. Ms. Hegwen towered above the duo, her giant form blocking the light and her bark-like skin looking extra tree-ish in the gloom. Blinking owlishly, she reached up to run her fingers through her bird’s nest hair.

“Girls.” Ms. Hegwen’s rumble came thick with sleep. “It is not yet light. Even the early worms are barely stirring. What gives?”

Tizzy’s ears flattened. “Oh my prairie gods! We woke you up! Should we come back?”

“It’s for Reggie!” Bekkah blurted.

As if Reggie’s name were a spell, everything changed in a snap.

Ms. Hegwen’s eyes snapped open, sharp and focused. Her large hands started that nervous dry-washing motion. “The Warlock? Is he well? Did something happen? The lustfruit hasn’t spread to the cabins, has it?”

“He’s fine!” Bekkah’s bright wings fanned out, the results of fresh recharging enough to make them shine. “We just need your help with something.”

Ms. Hegwen sagged with relief against the doorframe. “Oh, thank the old roots and deep soil.” She stepped back and pulled the door wider. “Come in. Let me put on tea. Something with enough spark to convince my brain that being awake at this hour is acceptable.”

Inside, dried herbs hung from every rafter beam. Shelves lined the walls with glowing jars of preserved specimens. A miniature dragon slept curled around a crystal in the corner.

Tizzy spun in a circle, taking it all in. “It’s like a magical plant library! May I touch?” No sooner had she asked than she was darting over to study several jars with a variety of twitching creatures inside.

“Indulge yourself, dearie. Just, don’t touch the jar with purple tentacles. That lot don’t like being woken up.”

With a squeak, the jackalope retracted her hand.

Ms. Hegwen returned with three steaming mugs and settled into an oversized chair that creaked under her weight. “Now. What does the Warlock need that required waking me before sunrise?”

Tizzy took a careful sip and nearly burned her tongue. “Summons, please. Big Brother is helping us get ready for the Summer Games, and we need good creatures for dueling, and you’re the best to ask about that.”

The dryant’s eyes warmed at the flattery. “Smart to get higher quality summons, even if I don’t reckon you’ll have time to break ‘em in proper before the contests. Still, I’ll do my best to help. Tell me about each person. Their strengths, struggles, what they truly need from a companion.”

Tizzy bounced on the couch. “Well, there’s me! I’m really small but I can jump high and I want to protect Big Brother even though people probably think I’m more cute than threatening!”

The groundskeeper was well known to be somewhat slow on the uptake, and she looked the girl over thoughtfully. Her eyes moved around the room, glancing at drawings of various animals on the walls. “You’re a jackalope, correct? Not a deer, or other hybrid? If I recall correctly, you’re also the last of your kind?”

Tizzy’s ears drooped. “Not quite the last. One of the last. There are twelve of us. All girls and all related.” She hugged herself, feeling the absence of something to hold onto. “That’s why Big Brother is so important. He can help repopulate our species.”

The mood shifted, and Bekkah squeezed Tizzy’s shoulder.

“We’ve been talking about that,” Bekkah said quietly. “About Reggie and what it means that he’s a Warlock. For everyone, not just us, I mean.”

Ms. Hegwen’s brow furrowed. “That’s a heavy burden for innocent hearts. Tell me more. What have you been discussing?” She settled back into her oversized, cushioned chair and took a sip of her tea as she let the girls change the topic.

“The thing is, we truly love him,” Tizzy blurted defensively. “It’s not just what he can do for us.”

“Or to us,” Bekkah added, earning an enthusiastic nod from her companion.

“Yeah,” the jackalope picked up. “He’s kind and smart and he makes us feel seen. And he gives us cummies.”

“I sense there’s more that is specifically weighing on you both.” Ms. Hegwen's voice was firm, but not unkind.

Bekkah nodded slowly. “We know Reggie might have to share himself. With other species. To help save everyone. Intellectually, we totally understand that. The world is dying, and he might be the solution. We can’t be selfish.”

“But emotionally,” Tizzy whispered, “we worry about losing him.”

Leaning forward, Ms. Hegwen gave the girls a broad, comforting smile. “Follow your instincts. A Warlock’s power is tied to emotional bonds. The stronger the love, the stronger the magic. If what I’m feeling from you is any indication, you have nothing to worry about.”

The words satisfied both women, and the dryant pushed on. “Now. Shall we discuss summons? Finding the right companions might help you feel more confident, and I think you might need something stronger than your average magical beast. The summons I will suggest are legendary creatures that would give the most powerful summoners a challenge, but beings like this are more than just powerful, and I think there might be some that each of you could reach an agreement with, given the conviction you just showed me, that will allow you to bind them.”

Tizzy’s ears perked up. “Yes! So for me, what kind of creature would help?”

Ms. Hegwen tapped her chin, and her moss-covered fingernail left tiny green smudges. “You need a companion that matches your energy but complements your weaknesses. Sturdy and protective. There’s a ram-bunny in the meadow beyond the second bridge. Ram-bunnies and jackalopes are perfectly compatible, like the cotton hoppers your kind have long befriended.”

Fully excited now, the jackalope was on the verge of bouncing right off the couch. “Ooooh. Does he have a name?”

“Rummy the Thumper. He likes open spaces and creatures who understand that joy and fierceness can coexist. You’ll need to show him you can be serious when protecting what you love.”

“I can be fierce! I went into full fury mode when Summer Shandy was being mean about Big Brother! And you should see how fiercely I bounce on him every day!”

“Then show Rummy that ferocity.” Ms. Hegwen turned her attention to the fairy. “Now, tell me about yourself.”

“I’m good at conjuring now, thanks to Reggie. But I still have trouble with sustained attention. I, uh, love nature and growing things, and I get… super depressed when I feel like I’m letting people down—or myself.”

Rising to her feet, Ms. Hegwen crossed to a map of the grounds. Whispering the words to a spell, she drew her finger across a copse of trees. “Ah. Yes. Here we are. There’s an ancient armadillo in the old grove. Guardian type, covered in bronze shell plates with flowers growing between them. His name is Terradon. He’s very patient and deeply connected to nature like you. He’s been waiting for someone who truly sees the value in growing things slowly and carefully, and he wants to prove himself as much as you do.”

“That sounds perfect. What about Kasirah? She’s a valkyrie.”

The groundskeeper nodded along with the description. “I know of her. Tell me, how does she reveal herself to those close to her?”

Tizzy hesitated and gave Bekkah a questing look. The fairy nodded encouragement, and the jackalope continued. “She’s, well... she wants to be soft and pretty and take care of people more than she wants to fight. I think.”

“I see. One moment.” Casting another spell, Ms. Hegwen drew her finger across the map. “There’s a magic swan in the Glimmerfen Marsh named Seraphelle. Swans represent the balance between strength and grace, warrior and healer. She would teach your Kasirah that being soft doesn’t mean being weak.”

“And Asenath?” Bekkah chimed in. “She’s super complicated.”

The dryant gave her a sharp, thoughtful look. “Complicated how?”

The two girls exchanged glances, having a silent conversation about how much to reveal.

Bekkah explained. “Asenath has two modes. There’s the sultry, aggressive, overtly sexual version who speaks in riddles. That’s the performance she thinks she’s supposed to give because she’s a sphinx.”

Tizzy continued. “And then there’s the real one. The vulnerable version who was a virgin until recently and is terrified of not being good enough. She chants ‘I’m a filthy whore’ to psych herself up because she’s so nervous. She’s afraid nobody will want her if she’s not performing. She’s getting better at being genuine, though. Reggie has helped tremendously. But she still struggles with vulnerability.”

Ms. Hegwen processed this quietly and with no signs of judgment. “She needs a companion that embodies both authenticity and versatility. That is quite the challenge. Fortunately, I know just the creature.”

Tizzy leaned forward, eyes wide with curiosity. “Oh?”

“A slime. But not a common one. There’s a rare variety in the caves beneath the castle named Luxara. She can embody all emotions and shift through them to suit. If Asenath can form a bond with her, it could be truly remarkable.”

Bekkah breathed the words out like a prayer. “That’s perfect. Being bonded to something like that might help Asenath embrace her own truth.”

“Exactly. Though I should warn you, Luxara is a creature of sensation and connection. Her magic is tied to pleasure and intimacy. Bonding with her will require your friend to be honest about her desires. There will be no performance allowed. Only the truth.”

Bekkah tapped her chin. “That sounds a bit intense. But also, it might be good for her.”

They spent another twenty minutes discussing details. Ms. Hegwen pulled out maps and journals, showing them paths and explaining what each creature valued.

Bekkah gave an impulsive hug that made the massive dryant stiffen before carefully patting back with hands that could crush boulders but were gentle as feathers. “Thank you. You’ve totally helped us figure out what we need to do next.”

Tizzy bounced with renewed purpose, wiggling her butt roughly eighteen times per second. “Summer camp is the best! We’re gonna find the perfect companions and get stronger and help Big Brother!” She paused, and her enthusiasm dimmed slightly. “And we’re gonna be… okay. Even with everything changing. Right?”

Ms. Hegwen looked at them both with an enigmatic look that straddled the line between sympathy and amusement. “You’re going to be more than okay. You’re going to be extraordinary. Just remember that love isn’t a finite resource. The heart expands to hold what it needs to hold.”

Walking back toward the cabin with the morning sun warming their skin, Bekkah bumped her shoulder against Tizzy’s.

“We’re gonna be okay,” Bekkah said softly. “Believe it, alright?”

Tizzy reached over to squeeze her friend’s hand. “Okay.”


Chapter 9: Horny Vegetation


(Dreamwalking)

I made my way from the cabins at a leisurely pace. As much as I was growing into my special role in the Everafter, part of me still needed the focused simplicity of solving a problem head-on.

No doubt someone looking at my situation from the outside might be a little jealous. I mean, sure, having your dick wet practically 24-7, with a gaggle of impossibly beautiful manic pixie dreamgirls is nice and all that.

But c’mon. What beats overcoming an impossible challenge with your own two hands?

I’ll say it for you: Nothing.

Between the lustfruit and the Games, I felt an eagerness I hadn’t known since the girls had passed their classes. That meant I’d gone a solid 36 hours without feeling the intellectual challenge I desperately craved.

Thus, I took my time, savoring the anticipation of the week (or month) to come. Working through my memories of the sex magic spellbook (one I’d nearly memorized), along with the common scholastic spells (95% of which I’d mastered before coming to Summer school), I prepared to take on a challenge for the ages.

I found my first lustfruit affected area on the outskirts of the old harpy lands, where rocky outcroppings and trees had offered them plenty of safe perches to roost and hunt. The symptoms of the lustfruit were obvious. Several harpy couples hung from branches or had smashed into the ground, apparently in mid-coitus and unable to stop their fall.

Many wild animals were in the same state, their bodies desiccated from lack of fluids. To make matters obscene, not all of the pairings were of a species. At least one hedgehog-looking thing had been mounted by a trio of brightly colored birds.

The results were disturbing and totally inappropriate for the thematic content of a magical realm with perky breasts.

“Hrm. No insects,” I observed clinically, watching a flock of butterflies as they drifted by. “That is significant. What about snakes?”

Keeping my eyes peeled for the telltale habitation of ground-based serpents, I wandered through the woods until I saw my first lustfruit. It was difficult to miss, as the core of the plant was a pink vine that wound around the trees. Sprouting from thin, delicate-looking chutes were fist-sized globes with perkily delicate rose-red bulbs.

When I inhaled near the globes, an aroma reminiscent of my lovers tickled my nose and made my fingertips tingle. Curious, I lifted my hand. Magical sparks were dancing across the tips.

On impulse, I tried for a location spell. Using my wand, I chanted, “Inveni desiderium cordis mei!”

Find the desires of my heart.

The spell, which should have had a range of only 300 feet, came out like an atomic bomb. Magical fireworks shot from the tip of my wand, creating tadpole-looking streaks of white and blue energy that went shooting everywhere, all at once.

One collided with a bit of leaf litter some thirty feet away, knocking the cover of a hole I’d missed aside. A black skink-looking lizard peeked at me from the disturbed home. Opening its mouth to display several teeth, it hissed, “Like, hey man. What’s your problem? I’m nappin’ over here.”

I blinked. “Do... do you have a New York accent by way of Scotland?”

“Your strange fookin’ magic gave me one. Anyway, you got me goin’ now buddy. Whaddya want?”

Deciding to take the chaotic amplification of my magic in stride, I waved. “I was wondering whether the lustfruit caused reptiles to act out too.”

“Nah. Not most reptiles. Not insects either. Pretty much all warm blooded creatures like mammals, even most birds. And all the magically adjacent types. Those folk in that school over there are flat-out fooked if yas ask me, buddy.”

Zip!

At the skink’s last words, the spell evaporated, taking with it the sparkle of enchantment in the creature’s dark eyes. With a flick of its tongue, it retreated into its hole, leaving me pondering.

“I’m just glad it wasn’t a talking penguin, I guess. Or a real Scotsman.” Making my way to the nearest fruit, I extended a hand experimentally. Other than the sparks at my fingertips, nothing happened.

I touched the outside.

The lustfruit had the texture of a velvet gummy bear, pliant and supple. My touch deformed the surface slightly, only for it to bounce back with exuberance. “It amplifies my magic, but it’s selective about what it targets.” Turning, I considered the distant castle and cabins. “Could it be that this fruit would have its effect on anyone who might attend the school?”

My guess was a reach, and I knew that much. Yet it made sense, especially if the infection was deliberate. The properties also lined up with what Lady Katherine had suggested: i.e. that the fruit had been crafted by the Dark Lady to help the locals breed.

I needed more answers, not only about the fruit’s past but about its properties.

Wrapping my hand around the fleshy thing, I tugged firmly.

“Ohhhhhhuuuhhhh.” The sound came not from the fruit, but from the vine. It was extremely feminine and... Well. Like the sort of thing that would get you arrested if it played over the speakers in a public place.

With the fruit gone, the vine quickly began to wither, until after only a few seconds there was nothing but tendrils of dried material clinging to the tree. “That was easier than I’d have thought,” I observed out loud, searching for another.

It took me several minutes to find what I was looking for. This time, the vine was high in a towering tree, coiled around a branch that nearly scraped the surface of the adjacent mountains. A quick glance around found a climbable path up the rock face, although it would take me past several caves the harpies presumably once lived.

Resigning myself to whatever I found in those dark openings, I stuffed the fruit I’d collected into my pocket, crossed to the stone, and began climbing. The hard, physical labor felt good. Prior to attending the school, I’d done my best to get in shape. Back then, it had honestly been mostly about looking good for the co-eds.

All that muscle came in handy as I ascended with relative ease, finding hand and footholds quickly. As I ascended, I considered bringing out one of my summons, particularly the drake. Frygiatus supposedly had ties to the Dark Lady and knowledge of her rise. Hopefully, he could help me with the fruits.

However...

What if my summons were subject to the effects of the lustfruit? An image of a giant drake flapping around, trying to stick his... whatever drakes have... into mountain holes would haunt my dreams for a solid night or two, I was sure.

Then I remembered who I spent my nights with and revised my estimation to thirty seconds.

The caves were, blessedly, mostly empty. I passed one gray-feathered couple, locked in a gleeful rictus, but didn’t pause to inspect the exact circumstances of their passage. Shortly after, I reached a ledge close to the outstretched limb. Balancing precariously, I extended a hand, trying to touch the vine. It wasn’t quite close enough.

“Wait,” I muttered to myself with a laugh. “You’re a Warlock, Reggie.”

Leaning against the rock wall, I did the sleight-of-hand trick to pop my wand out of my holster, then performed a gentle flick and swish. “Voluntas mea manus mea est!”

My will is my hand.

Once the spell kicked in, it wrapped a sheath of glimmering purple energy around my hand. Extending it, I curled the fingers and drew my grip back, as if I was plucking the vine free manually. In the thrill of the climb and my eagerness to solve the problem with magic, I’d overlooked the amplification effect of the fruit.

CRRRRACK!

Instead of yanking the vine, my gentle motion took the entire top half of the tree with it. The limb and trunk came surging toward me with frightening speed, only to deflect away with a desperate gesture that sent several thousand pounds of material slamming into a tightly woven nest of vines nearly two-hundred feet away.

The impact did a few things.

First, it made me realize that Uncle Ben was right about the whole great power thing.

Second, it tore apart the cluster of thigh-thick, apparently mundane vines to reveal the truth. Within was a serpent’s nest of the lustfruit, easily fifteen or twenty of the vines, all laden with fruit. Only this fruit looked different from the other. It was dark purple, with a split in the middle and a more oval shape.

Climbing down took more time than up, but once I was back on the ground, I went to see what I’d discovered.

Approaching this new fruit filled the air with a subtly different energy. It still left sparks tracking across my fingertips, but they were somehow different. If I had to describe it, it would be like two poles of the same battery: both charged, both energetic, yet different.

With my spell on the tail-end of expiring, I cleared the debris away with a few efficient gestures. Doing so revealed this other species of lustfruit consisted of vines thick with three-inch-long thorns that dripped a dewy, yellow sap.

I tore those away too, allowing me unfettered access to the fruits they’d protected. The texture of this more plentiful variety was just as smooth but firmer than the other. They had a peach-like notch down one side, with an opening in the center. Peering inside, I saw a cluster of seeds similar to pomegranates lining a fur-lined aperture.

“Interesting.” Tugging the fruit free took far more effort than the other, and this variety sprouted in multiple places from a single vine. Only after removing them all did the vine begin to slowly wither.

I watched, making mental notes of the process. Before the vine fully darkened, it twitched once and a small, fist-sized fruit popped free from the thickest part of the trunk. It rolled a few inches, then began producing an aroma—sweet musk, basically. Imagine all the best sex ever all rolled into a ball, with a bit of sweat, and an aftertaste of ice cream and that’s it.

Picking it up, my entire arm tingled, suggesting the magical potency of the thing was even superior to the other varieties. “A rescue pod or something?” I mused, casting yet another spell. This time, I did my best to make it as small and simple as I could.

Flick. And swish. “Evoco id quod tenet et protegit et servat!”

I summon that which holds and protects and preserves.

Magic reflects the will of the caster. In this case, I’d imagined a simple backpack. Mana draining from me, leaving me mildly fatigued, the spell coalesced as a leather knapsack with the words “Knap of Holding” embroidered in gold on the flap.

I hadn’t pictured that part, but at least this time my magic hadn’t gone into random overdrive. Well, more than usual.

Opening the bag, I went to work collecting the fruits. In total, it took nearly half an hour before I’d gotten the vines and their ‘emergency payload’ stored away. With that done, I cast Locate Target twice more, each time targeting the different species of lustfruit.

The magic drew a straight line starting from where I stood along the mountain range, until it vanished into the misty barrier surrounding the school’s grounds. I’d gone maybe three miles and passed three more collections of the fruit, with each ‘root ball’ of the purple variety being larger than the last.

Having located the infections, I considered whether to deal with them now or later. Ultimately, I rationalized that being in a dreamwalking state meant the information I gathered would be worth far more than seeing the consequences for removing additional fruit.

I made my way from the mist, until I’d gotten to a clear space in a field nearly a mile from the fruits and their influence.

I’d put enough distance between myself and the lustfruit that I felt confident a certain drake’s ancient wisdom would remain unclouded by magical aphrodisiacs.

Alone, with no sign of local fauna to endanger and the fruits I’d secured, I drew my wand and called, “Frygiatus, it’s time for us to have a talk.”
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New Spell Entry—Locate Target

Spell: Locate Target

Incantation: Inveni desiderium cordis mei

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Range: Far (Within 300 feet)

Duration: 1 minute

Details: This spell is used to locate objects or creatures known to the caster. It is possible to use the spell indirectly, such as for “all keys in a 30-foot area” but such a nebulous desire has a significant chance to fail. It will fail automatically on magically protected/sealed objects or locations.
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New Spell Entry—Minor Telekinesis

Spell: Minor Telekinesis

Incantation: Voluntas mea manus mea est

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Range: Close (Within 30 feet)

Duration: 1 minute

Details: Project a telekinetic hand with your approximate strength to perform basic (simple) tasks.
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New Spell Entry—Storage Well

Spell: Storage Well

Incantation: Evoco id quod tenet et protegit et servat

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Moderate

Range: Self

Duration: Up to 24 hours

Details: Creates a portable sack of holding, capable of preserving the contents and preventing magical leakage. Good for experiments or concealing smelly garments!


Chapter 10: Mole People


(Kasirah POV - Dreamwalking)

The early A.M. chill carried a bite that made Kasirah’s wings shiver involuntarily. She tucked them closer to her back, grateful for the warmth of Asenath walking beside her. The sphinx’s yellow eyes were half-lidded with drowsiness, and her tail was doing lazy figure-eights as they picked their way up the trail toward Thistlewick proper.

“Remind me again why I volunteered for this?” Asenath’s throaty voice carried a purr of complaint.

Kasirah adjusted the strap of her satchel, which held her class supplies for that day. “You volunteered because you knew researching the course before anyone else would give us a tactical advantage. Also because Reggie smiled when you suggested it and you turned into a puddle.”

“I did not turn into a puddle.” The sphinx hip-checked her gently. “I am way too sexy and slutty to turn into a puddle. A puddle of girlcum, maybe. That’ll I’ll grant you.”

“Your tail was wagging. Like a dog’s.”

“My tail was doing elegant figure-eights of contemplation, and I was clearing my throat to purr.” The dark-skinned woman glowered at her companion. “You wouldn’t know this, but when I do that and his penis is very deep inside me, it makes his eyes roll back in his head in the best possible way.”

Rather than get combative, Kasirah’s expression went the other direction. “Really? I can hum. Maybe I’ll try that next time.”

The castle loomed ahead imposingly. Flags and streamers decorated the parapets, and somewhere in the distance, she could hear the distinctive sounds of construction.

Was it hammering? No. This was more like rhythmic thumping combined with chanting.

She tilted her head, and her ears strained. “Do you hear that?”

“Construction magic.” Asenath’s nose wrinkled. “Earth-working, probably. Sounds like Kwagroms.”

“Kwagroms?”

The sphinx explained. “Mole-people from near my biome back home. They are good at magical excavation and terraforming. Ugly as sin but absolute sweethearts.”

Rounding the castle’s eastern wall, they discovered the source of the noise. A construction site sprawled across what had been a simple lawn just yesterday. Dirt piles rose in rows, wooden scaffolding marked future obstacles, and a small crew of the strangest creatures Kasirah had ever seen worked in organized chaos.

The kwagroms stood roughly four feet tall, covered in velvety gray-brown fur. Their snouts were elongated and pink, twitching constantly as they sampled the air. Oversized digging claws tipped their hands, each easily the length of Kasirah’s forearm. They wore tiny, bright yellow construction vests over their round bodies, complete with pockets holding various tools and glowing crystals.

One was currently levitating a boulder while squinting at a blueprint held approximately two inches from his face. Another was methodically reshaping earth with sweeping claw gestures, dirt flowing like water to his commands. A third tripped over a surveying stake, tumbled into a somersault, and popped back up looking embarrassed.

Kasirah called out, “Excuse me, good diggers!”

A larger kwagrom with a yellow vest waddled toward them, nearly colliding with a stack of lumber before course-correcting at the last moment. “Terribly sorry, terribly sorry! Construction zone, you understand! Health and safety protocols require we maintain a perimeter for student wellbeing!”

His tiny eyes squinted at them with such earnest concern that Kasirah felt her heart melt slightly.

She assured him, “We’re not here to interfere. We’re students preparing for the Summer Games. We were hoping to learn about the broom racecourse.”

“Ah! Yes, yes, of course!” The kwagrom’s whiskers twitched with enthusiasm. “I am Moldrik Earthturner, foreman of this prestigious project! We are constructing the most magnificent obstacle course in Thistlewick’s storied history! Would you like the technical specifications? I have blueprints! Seventeen pages of blueprints! All carefully annotated with safety margins and arcane load-bearing calculations!”

“Perhaps just the highlights?” Asenath suggested diplomatically.

Moldrik deflated slightly, and his velvety ears drooped. “Oh. Yes. Highlights. Much more reasonable.” He pulled a rolled parchment from his vest, held it so close to his snout that the paper touched his whiskers, and began reading. “The course will circumnavigate the entirety of Thistlewick castle proper. There will be multiple circuits of varying difficulty, with all sorts of obstacles and tests!”

Flipping through the papers, he blinked a few times. “But, well, the final details aren’t here yet, I’m afraid. So I can’t be much help with that.”

“When do you expect the final details?”

“Hrm. Well, the foundations are here. The precise details about challenges and obstacles and such aren’t due for two days. Apparently, they are still drawing those up.”

Both women exchanged a knowing look. The limitations of the dreamwalk would prevent them from getting as much of a head start as they’d have liked. Still, they could survey.

One of the other kwagroms waddled over, tripping on absolutely nothing and catching himself on Moldrik’s shoulder. “Foreman! Foreman! The eastern vector requires recalibration! The wind speeds are fluctuating by point three seven percent above acceptable parameters!”

Moldrik gasped, horrified. “Point three seven percent! That’s nearly point four! This is unacceptable! Please excuse me, students. We have a crisis of accuracy that demands immediate attention!”

He scurried off, his oversized claws leaving little divots in the earth. The other kwagrom bowed apologetically to them before following, managing to trip over the same survey stake he’d tripped on before.

Kasirah watched them go. “The next few days we should focus on summons and spells.”

“Agreed,” Asenath said. “But we can still survey the terrain and report on that later today.”

“Yup.”

They continued their reconnaissance, walking the perimeter and noting where construction had already been completed. The sun was climbing higher now, warming everything up. Students would be heading to breakfast soon, which meant they needed to start making their way toward class.

They began the descent back toward the summer camp area. “So. If we’re lucky, we’ll get fifteen days of practice before it actually begins in real time,” Asenath reasoned aloud.

Kasirah watched the students as they funneled into the cafeteria, running the math. “Cut that in half. Assume we won’t be able to practice any from 7 or 8 in the morning until 4 or 5 in the evening. Assuming we can sustain this and dreamwalk 24 hours a day, starting at 5am, that gives us maybe 14 hours a day of nothing but practice. Assuming we’re not needing to recharge, or do other important things.”

“Still, it’s more than we’d have without the Sands.”

Hearing vulnerability in the other woman’s tone, Kasirah stepped over to give the sphinx a hug. “You’re doing great. I know I’m appreciative and so are the others, I’m sure.”

Asenath squeezed her friend back. “Thank you.”

The valkyrie laughed. “I’m just glad you had the item. It’s such a fun coincidence that you brought that to school right when Reggie showed up.”

“Sometimes things just work out the right way.” Eyes sliding into the distance, the sphinx lifted a finger to her lips. “Although, when we’re dealing with prophetic magic, there’s always room for someone to have tinkered...”

They entered the dining hall with that thought still nagging. High-vaulted, and lined with tapestries, the camp cafeteria had a buffet stretching along one wall. Dawn’s light filtered through stained glass windows and danced beautifully among the yawning students occupying the room.

Asenath loaded up on mashed potatoes and cuts of fish, while Kasirah went for eggs and chicken with thin slices of bacon. With full plates and cups of water collected, they went to the private dining chamber assigned to the cabin. Magical wards on it prevented eavesdropping, plus it had a private bathroom and fireplace, so it was far cozier than the main room.

Sitting across from one another, the sphinx took a bite of fish, chewed thoughtfully, and announced, “I want children.”

When Kasirah didn’t interrupt, she went on. “A whole litter. I want to feel them growing inside me, want to nurse them and teach them riddles and watch them grow into their own mystery. I want that with Reggie. Not just because of what he is, but who he is. To me. To all of us.”

Kasirah took a drink of water to wash down the lump in her throat. “I want a family too. Not just kids. But a real family. A big one.”

Asenath smiled encouragingly. “Oh? What does that include?”

A blush colored Kasirah’s freckled cheeks. “I want to run a household. You know, help make sure it all runs properly and nurture everyone. Like a proper mother, not just a battle maiden. And I want Reggie to be there too. With me, and with all of us.”

“I think he’ll be good at it,” Asenath murmured wistfully. “Compared to so many of the men I’ve met, he’s almost too good. He’s patient and kind and so generous with his attention for us all. Imagine what he’ll do for his children.”

Kasirah corrected softly, “Our children.”

“Our children,” Asenath agreed.

They ate in silence after that. After a while, Bekkah and Tizzy burst into the room, bright-eyed and grinning about something.

“We found them!” The jackalope gushed. “Our summons! Ms. Hegwen helped us personally. I’m getting a ram-bunny named Rummy! Bekkah’s getting an armored armadillo! Kasirah, you’re going to love yours—a swan! And Asenath, you’re getting a sexy slime!”

Bekkah interjected, hoisting a bowl of salad. “But first, breakfast.”


Chapter 11: Frosty Talk


(Dreamwalking)

Summoning my drake, Frygiatus the Eternal Frost (his full name, I swear) was deceptively simple. Wand at the ready, I concentrated on our connection and chanted his name with intentionality. Mana poured out of me in a wave greater than any I’d ever felt, leaving me exhausted and sweaty.

The legendary summon appeared in a swirl of ice and frost. Frygiatus was technically a wyvern, meaning his forelimbs and wings were merged, and a magnificent one at that, but the nomenclature for him was apparently different here. Deep blue and electric purple scales covered a body that towered above me, and his eyes took in the surroundings and my current state with a twinkle of knowing.

A mental voice, something like a slightly higher-pitched Ian McKellen, spoke into my thoughts. “Warlock, finally. But why have you summoned me into a dream? Is there some plot afoot?”

If I had any doubts about the capabilities of my newest summon, those sentences erased them instantly.

“My harem and I have a week to prepare for the Summer Games.”

“A week? Has so much time passed since our bonding? It feels like it has been but a day.”

I gave him the details of the decision to move the Games forward, along with Lady Katherine’s outing me to the school. “My feeling is that whoever is behind the fruit spreading is deliberately messing with the timetable,” I explained, wrapping things up.

The drake’s long neck coiled as he bent down to look at me. “Do you have any suspicions? It sounds as though you might.”

“There are some obvious potential culprits.”

“And they are?”

“If whoever is behind this can manipulate the fruit, the obvious answer is another Warlock. It would also need to be someone familiar with the school schedule and how an outbreak might impact things, which points at faculty.” I squinted into the distance and lowered my voice to a whisper. “I swear, if I see anyone wearing a turban, it’s them.”

Frygiatus tilted his head. “Eh, bonded summoner? What does a turban have to do with this?”

“Ah. Nothing. Never mind. That’s not a racism thing, by the way, it’s a Harry Potter reference.” I waved the thought away. “Before I can get to the bottom of who’s behind this, I need to know what you know. Tell me about the Dark Lady and the origins of this fruit.”

“You do not think it was the Dark Lady who did this a second time, do you, Warlock? If so, I can assure you that is not the case.” He spoke quickly, more like a teenager than a gray-haired older man.

This was one of the many questions I had for my newest summon. “It’s Lady Katherine, isn’t it? That’s the only thing that makes sense.”

His nostrils flared and his lips pulled back from teeth the size of daggers. “Lady Katherine and the Dark Lady are not the same person. Katherine is a Vampire. The Dark Lady was a human woman, a witch of profound power driven by a great need to save the people of our world.”

That wasn’t really an answer. I thought about pushing, but Frygiatus had belonged to the Dark Lady herself, and pressing him would probably just piss him off. “Okay. Is there anything you can tell me about the fruit?”

“I know that technically it doesn’t exist, but have you read the book of sex magic?”

“I have.”

“The fruit was an extension of the Dark Lady’s fixation on organically solving the Barrening. She created it as an experiment, and it might have worked if one of the seed pods hadn’t vanished from her lab the very night she made them.”

Now that was the information I needed. “If the fruits are showing back up now, do you think whoever stole them might be behind this? Could it be the same people who caused the Barrening in the first place?”

He sighed and gave a big, leathery shrug. “I wish that I knew, and so did she. Before she could really study the fruit, things went sideways. If I were to advise you, it would be to use what you learned from that book to study the objects yourself. Develop new spells and learn their mysteries. Perhaps you can figure out what drives minds mad and stop your ultimate enemy from plaguing these lands.”

I looked away from him and checked out the horizon. The school sat in the distance with streamers decorating the terraces, and I realized it was time for breakfast. The girls were probably eating right now.

I missed them.

More than that, though, I knew the drake was right. As the only one who could get near the fruits without going crazy, it was up to me to figure them out.

“I’ll need to learn more about herbalism and nature magic,” I said. “That means time in the library and with Ms. Hegwen, unless you can help me?”

“I am no mage, Reggie,” Frygiatus admitted, sounding a bit apologetic.

In retrospect, it was probably too much to hope the drake would have all the answers. Sure would have been convenient, though.

Still, knowing that from his perspective neither Lady Katherine nor the Dark Lady were behind the fruit was new information, and knowing that whoever was responsible might be ancient could be a useful clue.

It made me suspect the faculty or the students. I’d watched enough thrillers and crime movies with my dad back on Earth to recognize the setup.

I thought about the next few hours. “Do you think it’s safe for me to carry the fruit into the castle? Is there a way to study them without hurting people?”

“That I can help you with. The fruit’s influence is both organic and magical, so a sealed jar covered in warding glyphs will do the trick. For studying them, you’ll want to use an alchemical enclosure for dangerous substances. They should have them in the faculty laboratories, and no doubt Lady Katherine or Ms. Hegwen can get you access.”

My shoulders lowered with relief. “Perfect. Thanks.” I hesitated. “Do you want to stay out? Summoned, I mean? Or should I dismiss you?” I’d never had a legendary summon before and had no idea what they needed.

He looked amused. “When I am not embodied, my soul flies among the ancestral vaults of my kind. It is quite pleasant, so you should dismiss me until we enter combat.” He paused. “Or until you find a female drake of immense beauty. Or a hoard. For either of those, it would be worth spending time in this realm.”

I grinned, waved, and dismissed the creature. He vanished in a swirl of snow and ice.

With fresh insights in mind, I hurried to school, hoping to catch the girls before breakfast ended.
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Summons – Frygiatus

Name: Frygiatus the Eternal Frost

Rarity: Legendary

Summon Type: Ancient Ice Drake

Hit Points: Extreme

Intelligence: Ancient/Supernatural

Threat: Legendary

Mana Cost: Extreme (but willing bond reduces cost significantly)

Difficulty to Summon: Impossible (requires voluntary acceptance)

Movement Speed (Land): High

Movement Speed (Aquatic): High

Movement Speed (Aerial): Extreme

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:


Chapter 12: Scholastic Pursuits


	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




(Dreamwalking)

The dining hall’s buffet line was already half-empty when I pushed through the double doors with my Knap of Holding slung over one shoulder. Cabin 7’s private room, which was given to us for the Summer session, sat across from the entrance with the embossed title on the door.

I was so ready to see my lovers again that it was honestly a little embarrassing.

Since when had I become a romantic?

Our private room was immaculate, with a table, comfortable chairs, a glowing fireplace, and all the amenities faculty might enjoy during a standard school year.

Tizzy launched herself at me the second I stepped inside, which I should have predicted. She cleared the table entirely and landed in my arms, squealing “Big bro!” in that adorable voice of hers. Her antlers brushed my arms as she pressed her face into my chest. “We missed you so much! Where were you? Were you okay? Did you find the fruits? Are they scary?”

“Let the man breathe.” Kasirah smirked as she scanned me up and down. “As anyone can see, he’s fine.”

I caught Tizzy mid-bounce, kissed her pink lips, then went around the room to provide each of the girls equal affection.

Asenath wasn’t content to be subtle. She pushed her breasts into my chest and purred, “My slutty pussy yearns for your penis. Would you like to take me now?”

“Hey!” Bekkah called. “We agreed! After class.” She turned to me and added, “Also, you remember the schedule, right? We’re not all in the same classes. I have this period free if you want company.”

That was right. I’d forgotten entirely about the rotation. Three girls would have classes at once, but each would have time free, which would be excellent for dates or preparation or both.

I laughed at Asenath’s not-quite-jealous expression. “I need to focus on research, so maybe not right now. We should have the same period together every one of these dreamwalk days, right?”

We’d discussed scheduling personal time during these “bonus” days, but it was always good to remind the girls of that. Kasirah and Asenath had fairly solid heads on their shoulders, but Bekkah could be a little forgetful and Tizzy...

Well, she was a jackalope.

“That’s right,” Bekkah giggled. “Plenty of extra time is the best!” That sent her and Tizzy cheering as I put my sack down and went to fetch breakfast.

When I returned, Kasirah asked, “You look a little more drained than normal. What happened?”

“Summoning Frygiatus is expensive,” I explained. “And yeah, I got the fruits no problem. He gave me some information too.” I checked the time and saw we had none. “Meet in the library after class? I’ll go over my findings once I figure out how to access the restricted materials area.”

Tizzy wiggled her booty and the cottontail attached. “Ooh, restricted. That sounds naughty.”

“It sounds dangerous,” Kasirah firmly corrected. “What exactly are you researching?”

“The lustfruit. I need to understand its properties, its origins, and how to neutralize it. That means rituals, analysis spells, and probably some herbalism and nature magic theory I haven’t studied yet.” I shoveled eggs into my mouth.

Asenath gave me a proud grin. “And with you, we know it’ll be the work of a day to master it all, just like you tamed my throat this morning.”

I tried to glare at her and failed. “Okay you all, class time.”

They each demanded kisses, which I gave, before leaving me to a silence that felt a little too empty without them.
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The castle library occupied three floors of the western tower, connected by a spiral staircase that violated Euclidean geometry. I will not elaborate.

I passed through the arched doorway leading to the main room and discovered Professor Grizelda Applebottom behind the main desk. The middle-aged looking woman was busy reading, her red hair bright under the orange sunlight coming through the windows.

“Mr. Hickson.” Her voice carried none of the stern lecture-hall quality I remembered, and she sounded almost pleased. “I was wondering when you’d darken my doorway. Lady Katherine sent word you’d be conducting important research.”

“Did she now?” I approached the desk, not surprised at the vampire’s tinkering. “I need access to restricted materials, especially herbalism, nature magic, and ritual theory. Specifically anything relating to magically-enhanced aphrodisiac plants.”

Applebottom’s eyebrow arched. “The lustfruit situation. I see.” She closed her tome with a thump that echoed through the stacks. “You’re in luck, dear boy. My alchemy classes don’t start for a few hours, which means I have free time to help a promising Warlock. And I happen to be versed in alchemical botany.”

I smiled. “Convenient.”

“Isn’t it?” She stood, and her robes swished as she gestured for me to follow. “Come, I’ll show you the restricted section. And the dangerous materials laboratory. I think you’ll find it has everything you need.”

We wound through towering shelves that shifted and reorganized when I wasn’t looking directly at them. One entire section appeared to be written in languages that tickled my eyes when I tried reading the spines.

“Here.” Applebottom stopped before a wrought-iron gate covered in glowing runes. She touched three specific symbols in sequence, and the gate swung open soundlessly. “Restricted materials require faculty supervision or explicit permission. You have mine… Reggie.”

The way she said my name was suggestive enough to make me do a double-take.

“Through here is the analysis chamber.” She led me down a narrow corridor lined with protective wards. “We use it for studying dangerous or unpredictable magical substances. Completely isolated, multiple containment protocols, self-cleaning enchantments. Perfect for your lustfruit research, and also excellent for when students accidentally summon something that shouldn’t exist on this plane and we need to contain it before the Dean finds out.”

“Does that happen often?”

She smiled, and even without fangs she managed to look predatory. “More than you’d think. Last month someone tried to create a philosopher’s stone and instead summoned a very stoned philosopher. We had to listen to him debate epistemology for three hours before we figured out the banishment ritual. It was horrifying.”

The chamber looked like a wizard’s version of a chemistry lab crossed with a clean room. White marble floors were inscribed with containment circles, and a central examination table sat surrounded by floating crystal lenses of various colors. Along one wall, a massive glass enclosure held preservation spells.

“The hood,” Applebottom explained, pointing to the enclosure. “Anything you place inside can be studied without risk of contamination. The crystals provide different analytical perspectives: thermal, magical, molecular, and temporal. The table itself is enchanted to respond to analysis spells and amplify their precision.”

“This is perfect.” I set my Knap of Holding on a side bench. “Thank you, Professor.”

She left me to my work, though not before glancing back with a look that made me think future complications might be coming.

I tried not to think about how every woman in this castle orbited me like I was the sun.

“Damn Warlock powers,” I muttered, shaking my head.

Unpacking the lustfruit samples required more care than I’d anticipated. The rose-red variety with its perky bulbous tips kept trying to roll away, as if eager to be fondled, and the purple variety’s peach-like notch throbbed invitingly.

“I’m about to spend the next three hours studying magical porn fruit,” I muttered to the empty chamber. “My life is so fucked up.”

The first ritual was diagnostic, designed to reveal the lustfruit’s fundamental properties. I placed the smaller rose-red variety inside the glass hood and arranged five candles at precise points around the containment circle. Up close, the resemblance to a breast was impossible to ignore. Fist-sized, perfectly round, with a perky, nipply tip that looked designed by someone with very specific and relatable interests.

“Revela naturam arcanum.” The Latin rolled off my tongue as I moved through the prescribed gestures. Mana flowed from my core, through my wand, and into the circle.

The fruit began to glow. Not really glow, per se, but it lit up with a light that appeared to breathe, expanding and contracting like lungs. The crystals overhead chimed quietly, and each tone revealed a different layer of information.

Thermal readings showed it was warmer than ambient, generating its own heat. The tip was hottest, radiating warmth like aroused flesh.

Magical readings showed it was drawing ambient mana from the air, feeding on it, and growing stronger even in isolation. The mana flow patterns looked disturbingly organic.

Molecular readings revealed an impossibly complex structure, with organic compounds interwoven with pure crystallized magic. The cellular structure mimicked human tissue more than plant matter.

Temporal readings were the weird ones. The fruit existed slightly ahead of its own timeline, as if anticipating touch before it happened.

“Okay, that’s deeply unsettling,” I said to the air. “You’re not just shaped like a boob. You’re thinking like a boob.”

I switched to the purple variety and placed it carefully in the hood. The resemblance to female anatomy was even more blatant. It was oval-shaped and split down the middle with a fur-lined opening that revealed seed clusters arranged like...

“Nope,” I said as I rubbed my eyes. “I’m not describing this in anatomical detail, even if I one day write a memoir. I refuse. It’s a magic vagina fruit. Moving on.”

The purple variety’s readings were more aggressive. Where the rose-red passively attracted through proximity, this one actively hunted. It released microscopic spores that floated on air currents, seeking warm-blooded hosts.

“Homing missiles of horniness,” I noted, making mental calculations. “Effective radius of maybe fifty feet? Wind patterns would spread it further. No wonder the harpies went insane.”

The emergency seed pod was the most fascinating. It was small and fist-sized, containing concentrated essence of both varieties, but there was also a preservation spell woven into its genetic structure. The fruit was trying to survive, to propagate, to ensure its existence even if every vine burned.

“Adaptive evolution,” I muttered, studying the readings. “Someone designed you to survive no matter what. But why? What’s the endgame?”

I spent two more hours running tests but came up with little more. The fact that I’d figured out even that much was thanks to the magical tools available. I rubbed my eyes and rolled up my sleeves, then went looking for books.

If I was going to start serious magical experiments, I’d need to teach myself three or four disciplines at once.

“Reggie?”

Bekkah’s voice pulled me from my deep focus. I blinked as I realized I’d been staring at the purple fruit for an indeterminate amount of time with my wand still raised in mid-gesture.

“Oh. Hey.” I lowered the wand and carefully murmured the words to fully encapsulate the lustfruit in the hood. “What time is it?”

“Our last class ended half an hour ago. We had to ask Mrs. Applebottom to show us where you were.” At her words, the rest of Cabin 7 filed into the chamber, followed by Summer Shandy. The unicorn’s rose-colored mane was perfectly styled, and she carried a distressingly tall stack of books.

Summer’s hooves clicked on marble as she surveyed the analysis chamber. “They granted you access to this room? Strange. Most students don’t even know it exists.”

She set her book stack on one of several tables with a heavy thump. “This works out well, actually. We need to discuss advanced spell theory, and I’d prefer not to dance around the obvious.” She fixed me with sharp eyes that showed the intelligence beneath her princess act. “You’re a warlock. From what I’ve gathered from the girls, that means your mana capacity and regeneration are substantially higher than any of us. You can learn spells faster, cast them more reliably, and sustain them longer. That’s our advantage.”

“Our advantage?” Kasirah’s eyes narrowed. “You’re not part of this cabin.”

“Not officially.” Summer flipped her mane. “But I’m helping you win in a way that means if you win, I win in my own game.”

I resisted an urge to laugh. That was one way I’d helped the girls pass their classes during our first week. “Start with the most advanced spells, ones that will push me to my limits, and while we’re working through all the techniques within, it’ll help everyone master the basics.”

“And most of the Spelling Bee will be over those basics,” the unicorn said with a delighted smile.

“What kind of advanced spell are you thinking?” Asenath’s lion ears twitched.

“Take Minor Healing.” Summer flipped open the top book, revealing pages covered in Latin and arcane diagrams. “It’s a basic first-year spell. It mends cuts, stops bleeding, whatever—nothing fancy. But Greater Regeneration uses the same diagnostic framework with the same energy channeling, et cetera. It also encompasses lesser spells. Master the advanced version, and you’ll have basically learned the rest. Plus,” she added with a smirk, “the Spelling Bee judges award more points for advanced variants when relevant, so there is that.”

Tizzy bounced on her furry bunny feet. “That makes so much sense! You know, Summer, maybe you’re not so bad after all.” She turned to me with wide-eyed innocence and added, “Big Bro, we’re all a little tired. Maybe... maybe, since she’s being such a good sport, we can give her some mana potion right now!”

“Not yet,” Kasirah growled. “We agreed to wait until after the Games.”

Summer kept out of the discussion, but she flashed me a cheeky smile and rolled her bubblegum-pink tongue across her lips.

“C’mon.” I waved the girls to attention. “Let’s go to a different room, one without lustfruit experiments.”

Professor Applebottom, who we found reshelving books just outside the experimental area, directed us to a private study chamber on the library’s third floor.

The room was circular, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a view of the valley and seven plush chairs that arranged themselves automatically around a central table that adjusted height for each person. Floating quills hovered nearby, ready to take notes, and a sidebar held enchanted refreshments that never emptied. The privacy wards were strong enough that I could barely sense the library beyond, and best of all there was a practice circle built into the floor that allowed safe spell casting without leaving the room.

“Okay.” Summer settled into her chair gracefully. “Let’s start with conjuration variants. Bekkah, you’re up. Show me your Conjure Edible Item.”

Bekkah brightened, and her wings produced excited sparkles as she pulled out her wand and traced the familiar pattern. “Crustulum est veritas.”

A cupcake appeared on the table, perfectly formed with gleaming rainbow frosting.

“Good foundation.” Summer studied the cupcake critically. “Now, the advanced version: Conjure Feast. Same base technique, but we’re going to layer in aspects of placement, flavor differentials, temperature variations, and visual customization. The words are the simple part, but you’re actually going to be learning and executing five different mini-spells at once. That means parallel focus is required.”

“I’ve always struggled with the layered ones,” Bekkah admitted.

I leaned forward. “Struggled and overcome. But doable. Remember, we’ve done this before. You can do it.”

The petite girl gave me a longing, bright look as Summer said, “Reggie, would you care to demonstrate?”

It sounded a bit like a challenge, so I decided to enjoy myself.

I stood and moved to the practice circle. The advanced conjuration spell required both hands, complex gestures, and flawless pronunciation, so I took a breath, centered myself, and began.

“Epulae manifestentur ex nihilo, varietas in unitate.”

Mana poured out of me in controlled bursts, and the spell structure formed in my mind like a branching tree of possibility. Five separate conjurations emerged, each with distinct parameters, all powered by a single source.

The table filled with food. Roast chicken, glazed ham, fresh bread, fruit salad, and a chocolate cake. Each was perfect and exactly what I’d visualized.

Summer’s mouth opened and closed, as if she’d expected any other outcome.

“Show off,” Asenath purred, but her eyes gleamed with an entirely different type of hunger.

“That’s the goal.” I reclaimed my seat, feeling slightly winded. “Now you try, Bekkah. Start with two items. Don’t worry about complexity, just focus on maintaining parallel concentration.”

And so passed three hours of intense magical practice.

Summer proved to be an excellent instructor all things considered, even with her aloof and vaguely patronizing way of talking. She pushed each girl toward advanced variants of their weakest spells, breaking down the components, explaining the theory, and demonstrating when necessary.

Tizzy tackled Greater Summoning Efficiency, learning to maintain multiple low-level summons simultaneously. Her natural gift for summoning made the parallel focus easier, and by the end she had three Thunder Pigeons circling the room.

“I did it! Big Brother, did you see? I did it!” She bounced so high she nearly hit the ceiling, and her lisp made the triumph even sweeter.

Kasirah worked on Combat Healing, a hybrid spell that let her mend wounds while actively fighting. The dual-state magic was challenging, requiring her to maintain both aggressive and nurturing intentions simultaneously. Very valkyrie of her.

She gasped after her third attempt with her mana clearly depleted. “This burns.”

I moved behind her and put my hands on her shoulders. “Here.” Just the contact helped, and our bond fed her depleted reserves. “Try again. Feel my mana. Let it guide yours.”

The fourth attempt succeeded. Golden light flowed from her wand while shadow-constructs deflected imaginary attacks, and the effect was both beautiful and brutal.

“Tempus curvatur, opus festinatur.” Asenath focused on Ritual Acceleration, a time-manipulation technique that sped up ritual casting without sacrificing precision. The spell required her to think in four dimensions, visualizing the completed ritual while actively constructing it.

“This is making my brain hurt,” she admitted.

“That’s good!” Summer encouraged. “Mental strain means you’re growing. Push through it.”

By the time Asenath successfully accelerated a basic containment ritual, she was panting and flushed with her tail coiled tight around her own leg.

“I need Reggie’s mana potion. We all do. Like, immediately,” Tizzy announced.

“After we’re done,” Kasirah said firmly, though her own stamina was clearly flagging. “We have thirty more minutes. Let’s make them count.”

Summer watched this exchange with growing fascination. “You’re all completely dependent on him, aren’t you? It’s not just emotional. You need his mana to function at full capacity.”

Bekkah was too tired to get very defensive. “It’s symbiotic. He makes us stronger with him, not weaker without him. We give him emotional support and make him stronger. He gives us magical and physical restoration and greater potency, too. It’s a powerful balance.”

Summer’s gaze fixed on me with new interest. “Fascinating. You’re not just a warlock, are you?”

“At the moment, I’m a guy who wants to win the Summer Games and help his girlfriends succeed,” I said flatly. “Can we please get back to spell theory?”

“Of course.” Summer smiled, a bit more deviously than before.

The sun was setting by the time we stumbled out of the library, all six of us magically exhausted and mentally fried. Summer carried her stack of books with slightly less grace than before, and even her perfectly styled mane showed signs of disarray.

As we reached the fork where paths diverged toward different cabin clusters, she spoke up. “Same time tomorrow?”

“Yes. And thank you, Summer. Today was productive.” Kasirah answered before anyone else could.

“It was mutually beneficial.” The unicorn’s eyes flicked to me one last time. “I learned as much as I taught. Perhaps more.”

She turned and clip-clopped away with her rose tail swishing behind her.

“I might be able to like her,” Bekkah announced once Summer was out of earshot.

“Agreed. She’s earned a measure of respect.” Asenath probably surprised everyone when she added, “Though I still don’t trust her.”

Tizzy yawned, showing all her teeth. “That’s fine. We don’t have to trust her to learn from her. Right, Big Brother?”

“Right.” I wrapped an arm around the tiny jackalope’s shoulders. “Now let’s get home before we all collapse. I think we’ve earned that recharge session.”

“Oh thank the prairie gods,” Tizzy sighed. “My pussy is so tingly it might cast lightning bolt by accident.”

We trudged back to Cabin 7 as twilight settled over the valley, tired but triumphant.

Day one of dreamwalking was almost done, and we'd learned more in twelve hours than most students learned in a month.
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New Spell Entry - Reveal Arcane Nature

Spell: Reveal Arcane Nature

Incantation: Revela naturam arcanum

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Low-Standard

Range: Touch (works through containment barriers)

Duration: 5 minutes

Details: A diagnostic ritual that reveals the fundamental magical properties of an object or substance. Requires five candles arranged in a containment circle. When cast on enchanted items or magical materials, displays multi-layered information through colored crystal lenses: thermal (heat patterns), aetheric (mana flow), molecular (magical structure), and temporal (time-based properties). Essential for analyzing unknown magical substances safely.
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New Spell Entry - Conjure Feast

Spell: Conjure Feast

Incantation: Epulae manifestentur ex nihilo, varietas in unitate

Casting Time: Long-Standard

Mana Cost: High

Range: Close (within 10 feet)

Duration: Permanent (until consumed)

Details: Advanced variant of Conjure Edible Item that creates multiple distinct food items simultaneously. Requires both hands and complex gesturing. The spell branches like a tree, with each item requiring individual visualization while drawing from a shared mana source. Improves fundamental conjuration skills including focus splitting, mana distribution, and parallel concentration.
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New Spell Entry - Greater Summoning Efficiency

Spell: Greater Summoning Efficiency

Incantation: Varies by creature

Casting Time: Standard (per summon)

Mana Cost: Moderate (sustained for multiple summons)

Range: Close (Within 30 feet)

Duration: Until dismissed or mana depleted

Details: Advanced summoning technique allowing multiple low-level summons to be maintained simultaneously. Each summon draws from a shared mana pool. Requires exceptional concentration and builds skills in parallel magical processing and tactical creature coordination. Maximum number of sustainable summons depends on caster’s capacity.
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New Spell Entry - Combat Healing

Spell: Combat Healing

Incantation: Sana dum pugno, vita in morte

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: High

Range: Touch or Close (within 5 feet)

Duration: Instantaneous healing, sustained combat stance

Details: Hybrid spell allowing simultaneous healing and combat readiness. Caster channels healing energy while maintaining defensive or offensive constructs. Requires holding two contradictory mental states: nurturing focus for healing and aggressive alertness for combat. Produces golden healing light while shadow constructs or defensive magics remain active.

[image: ]

New Spell Entry - Ritual Acceleration

Spell: Ritual Acceleration

Incantation: Tempus curvatur, opus festinatur

Casting Time: Variable (added to ritual time)

Mana Cost: Extreme

Range: Self (affects ritual being cast)

Duration: Single ritual

Details: Time-manipulation technique that compresses temporal space during ritual casting, allowing faster completion without sacrificing precision. Caster must visualize the completed ritual while actively constructing it in accelerated time. Requires four-dimensional thinking and exceptional mental discipline. Improves understanding of time magic fundamentals and ritual structure.


Chapter 13: Low Batteries


(Dreamwalking)

“I’m proud of you all,” I said once we were all inside. The girls looked utterly drained from pushing their spellcasting limits to the brink. Even Tizzy, who was usually bouncing off the walls, was drooping with heavy-lidded eyes.

Kasirah yawned. “If every one of these dreamwalks is going to be this exhausting, we’re going to need more energy.”

Asenath walked over to my bed and perched on the edge with her tail swishing back and forth. She stretched big before she continued. “The question is whether it’s best to recharge here or in the real world.”

“You don’t know the answer?” I asked.

“Nope. My grandmother gave me the basic instructions before this semester started, but we didn’t factor in having our very own Warlock. She said rest inside the walk could be useful and gave me warnings about mental and physical strain, but that was it.”

That checked out. I spread my hands, stepped between her knees, and slid a hand around her hip to grip her ass against the bed. “Then I guess we should experiment, shouldn’t we?”

“Ohhh, fuck yes,” she gasped as I pulled her in for an intense kiss.

The display perked the girls up a bit. Tizzy leaped onto the bed, bounced once, and started tearing her clothes off. “Dream sex sounds great!”

Kasirah held back a yawn and hooked a thumb at the bathroom. “Bekkah, wanna join me for a shower? We can give them time to get the party started, maybe wake up a bit, and get a fresh dose?”

I paused kissing Asenath long enough to arch an eyebrow at the two girls walking into the bathroom. So far, there hadn’t been much in the way of girl-girl activity among the group. They were all so focused on me that there was no time or interest in deviating, but maybe that would change now that they were growing so close.

Before I could pursue the idea, tiny hands slid between me and Asenath to pull the zipper on my pants down. Tizzy’s antlers made maneuvering into that gap difficult, and she had to tilt her head at just the right angle to fit her mouth around the head of my dick without skewering either of us.

Asenath didn’t mind the interruption. She wound her hands in my hair and panted against my mouth as she groaned. “Fuck me, Reggie. I need you. My whole pussy aches for you to use me like your living cum soda fountain.”

I’d been kissing her cheek and neck while she did her Asenath dirty talk thing, but that last bit made me pause and chuckle. “Cum soda fountain?”

Slurrp. Slurrp. Liiiiick! Mmmm. “Big brother’s penis is the best dessert!” Tizzy was vibrating between us. Having gotten a few drops of pre-cum, she was rapidly perking up.

The sphinx furrowed her brow and pouted. “Um, your living cum dumpster?”

Kasirah called from the shower, where she and Bekkah had started the water. Steam rolled out of the open door, and I saw the two very naked young women apparently admiring each other’s bodies. Bekkah had a hand out, figuring out where she stood in relation to the valkyrie’s nipples. They might have been puzzling out new positions as much as enjoying the view, which I certainly was.

“Cum dumpster sounds very anal,” Kasirah observed.

“Ohhhh, I’ve been wanting to try that.” Tizzy’s antlers scraped my stomach as she backed away far enough to shimmy out of the last of her clothes.

In other circumstances, I might have said something about cleanliness or preparation, but one thing had been clear from the beginning: Tizzy’s butt wasn’t for pooping. My best guess was that evolution or magic had changed jackalope biology to eliminate the need. If that was the case for her, it might very well be the same for all of the girls. Not that I’d asked or been checking up on them.

The next thing I knew, Tizzy’s round and insanely tight backside was wiggling at me. Asenath watched with fascination as she murmured, “You’re going to need help.”

“Will you help me take Big Bro’s penis inside my booty?” Tizzy asked with absolutely zero shyness, because she was Tizzy.

“Only if you return the favor when I want to try,” the sphinx replied.

“Of course! Pinky promise!”

With their agreement made, Asenath bent down to take my now raging hard cock into her mouth.

Glurk! Glurk! Hmmmmm.

She bobbed enthusiastically, deliberately bottoming out and gagging herself while moaning with delight at the magical reward she craved. Magic flooded her body and her black hair swished across my shaft as she worked. She popped off only when I was coated with an excessive amount of spit, then held it steady with one hand and guided Tizzy back with the other.

Moving slowly, the jackalope reached back to spread herself open as Asenath rubbed my swollen cockhead across the girl’s ass.

I looked up to see both Bekkah and Kasirah, now covered in soap suds and glistening wet, standing just a few feet away. Kasirah looked doubtful. Bekkah looked rapt with her tongue lolling out, way more turned on than even the hippie-dippy Vila would normally be.

“There’s no way that fits,” Kasirah observed as Tizzy wiggled and arched. “It’s way too meaty.”

“Slower,” Asenath hissed. “He’s hard as a rock and you’re still making it flex. Here. May I?” She pulled my hand up and pushed my fingertip against Tizzy’s bottom. “Maybe if you loosen it a bit first?”

It was a good idea, but even my finger struggled to fit inside the incredibly tight ring of puckered flesh, no matter how well-lubricated. “We need a smaller finger,” I pointed out, looking over at Bekkah. “You’re soapy. Want to help?”

I half-expected the girl to shy away. Instead, she bounced excitedly with wings fluttering and zipped over. “Mind if I do?”

Tizzy was arching and wiggling as if she were in heat. She nodded. “Ugh, just feeling it is so nice. Please help Big Bro’s huge penis stretch my booty-hole.”

“Talking that way is my thing, not yours,” Asenath snorted.

“Talking what way?”

Bekkah slid her small hand between us, ran her fingers across the jackalope’s sopping wet pussy, then tried getting her finger into place. This time it worked, and Tizzy moaned while biting her lip and clearly fighting an urge to buck.

Bekkah’s chest was heaving as she licked her lips. “How... how does it feel?”

“Goooood,” Tizzy moaned. “Can’t imagine how it will feel with him... uhhh...”

It took several minutes before we managed to get the tip of my cock inside Tizzy’s ass. To describe the grip as ‘tight’ would be like saying a drill press applies ‘a little’ pressure. I damn near passed out from the sheer intensity, and by the time we’d gotten a few inches inside, my orgasm hit me like a freight train.

Of course, Tizzy took that as a challenge.

“Ohhh, I can feel big brother filling my booty with his ooey-gooey mana potion.” She squealed in determined delight, and apparently immune to any discomfort now that I was inside, she shoved herself backward and fully impaled herself as I came.

We knew what my cum would do on skin, orally, and vaginally, but one thing I hadn’t considered was how this new application might impact the girls. As it turned out, it was just as potent as vaginally, if slightly different.

Tizzy’s orgasm hit her shortly after mine. She started to buck and writhe, flailing so hard that for a half second she literally dangled from my dick with her entire weight supported by hope and horniness. Her body started glowing bright, as if she’d been infused with a ton of mana all at once.

Gasping in joy and pleasure, she jerked so intensely that she pulled free of my cock with a loud, wet sound.

“Aha!” That was Asenath, leaning down to pop my still-oozing cock into her mouth.

I heard a brief conversation between Bekkah and Tizzy, and then the fairy girl had Tizzy on her back and was face-planted against the girl’s pussy, licking up the glowing pearly cum glazing the smaller girl’s ass.

Asenath’s tongue trailed across the underside of my shaft. Her purrs vibrated through me for several loud seconds before she announced, “Aha! Not even a little soft. Time for this slut to get plowed!”

She flipped over and practically teleported out of her clothes as she hooked one leg over Bekkah and Tizzy and the other over one side of the bed, fully spreading herself. Her eyes glowed with need as she rasped, “C’mon, Reggie. Put me in my place.”

I chuckled, taking in everything in front of me. “And what if I want to make love?”

She pouted. “How about we make love very enthusiastically? I can be a love-slut!”

Kasirah snorted. She padded around the bed, put her hands on Asenath’s shoulders, and leaned in. “How about you fuck her and kiss me? How’s that for a two-for-one?”

“That sounds good to me,” I agreed, moving forward to spear Asenath’s liquid hot, grippy pussy as my mouth found Kasirah’s. I paused kissing my valkyrie lover long enough to whisper, “You look gorgeous tonight.”

Four moans rose from the girls then: delight from Kasirah, slutty lust from Asenath, and the sounds of horny, slurpy chipmunks from Bekkah and Tizzy.

Our rejuvenating night went on for hours, with each girl making sure she got a direct dose. Only Tizzy went for anal, although Bekkah and Asenath both made it clear they were at least curious about trying it. Kasirah, on the other hand, showed no interest. If anything, our time together was far more sweet and emotionally intimate than the others, and her need for tenderness was a welcome change of pace.

In the end, we fell asleep before everyone had a chance to clean up, but it didn't really matter. It was just a dreamwalk, after all.
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New Warlock Details

Warlock’s Seed


Chapter 14: Bootiful Power


	Booty Lovin': Anal instantly regenerates a significant amount of mana, but has fewer long-lasting, beneficial effects overall.




(Awake)

My eyes snapped open, and for a disorienting second I couldn’t remember where or when I was. The ceiling of Cabin 7 swam into focus above me, unchanged, with the warm weight of bodies pressed against my sides. Everything was exactly as it had been before we’d touched the Sands.

Except it wasn’t.

“Oh my prairie gods,” Tizzy murmured from my left, her voice thick with satisfaction. She shifted, and a little squeak escaped her lips. “I feel so good, but my booty is a little sore.” She giggled, the sound pure mischief. “Worth it though. Soooo very worth it.”

Kasirah sat up on my right, her white hair bright in the starlight filtering through the windows. She rolled her shoulders and flexed her wings. “I feel... strange. Like I lived an entire day, but my body isn’t sure about that.”

“Well we basically did.” Asenath was already stretching at the foot of my bed, her nude body on full display. “Twenty-four hours of experience compressed into a few minutes. My mind is a little tired, but my magic...” She drew her wand and conjured a light orb that glowed bright and steady. “Back to nearly full. Reggie’s mana potion really did carry over.”

That was good to know. Our entire plan relied on my being able to sustain refueling the troupe.

Bekkah’s wings fluttered from nearby. “That was so intense. We learned so much. And found out about our summons! Terradon is going to be perfect.”

I did a quick internal assessment. My mana reserves were a little over three-fourths, which was good considering all we’d done during the dreamwalk. I was pleasantly tired, like after a productive day, but not exhausted. The mental weight was heavier though, and all those experiences and lessons were packed into my brain now.

But something else had changed too, something harder to put into words. The magical ties between us had deepened, giving me an almost supernatural sense of the girls. “The dreamwalk. All we went through. It’s deepened our bonds. I can feel it.”

Tizzy’s eyes went wide, then she smiled so broadly her dimples sank to new, cute depths in her cheeks. “Really? What does it feel like? Is it tingly?”

“Really.” I reached out and squeezed her hand. “And no, it’s not tingly. More like there’s... a little more depth than before.” With my free hand, I found Kasirah’s. “Everything we shared in there, all that time together, the planning and studying and just... being together. That’s real. That stayed with us.”

“Of course it did.” Kasirah’s voice caught slightly. “Feelings are about experiences. We lived those hours. We grew together.” She looked around at the others. “All of us.”

Asenath’s sultry expression softened into a vulnerable look. “I was worried it would feel fake when we woke up. Like a dream that fades. But it doesn’t. It feels more real than before.”

Bekkah settled on the edge of my bed. “Because it is. We’re putting down roots. Entwining together.”

The weight of that statement settled over us like a warm blanket. Nobody spoke for a long while, but we didn’t need to. The silence was comfortable.

“So!” Tizzy finally bounced once, carefully. “We’re doing this again, right? More dreamwalking? Because we learned a LOT, but we still need way more practice. And we haven’t even started collecting our actual summons yet in real-time.”

“Absolutely,” I said. “But first, let’s review what we accomplished and what we learned.”

Kasirah nodded and shifted into her strategic mode. “We have solid intelligence on our summons and their locations. Ms. Hegwen gave us excellent guidance. But we’ll need to actually bond with them in the waking timeline sooner rather than later.”

“The lustfruit properties are documented,” I added. “I know what I’m dealing with now, even if I don’t have solutions yet. And I’ve confirmed with Frygiatus that neither Lady Katherine nor the Dark Lady are behind the current spread.”

“Summer’s tutoring worked better than expected.” Asenath sounded a little surprised. “I didn’t think I’d like her, but she’s genuinely good at teaching advanced theory. And she looked... impressed by Reggie. Properly impressed, not just attracted.”

“Those advanced spells are going to be key for the Spelling Bee.” Bekkah was on a roll now. “If we can master Greater Regeneration, Combat Healing, Ritual Acceleration, and Greater Summoning Efficiency, we’ll know all the sub-components. That’s like, half the basic curriculum right there.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her analytical thinking. The ADHD fairy who’d nearly failed out was now planning summer curriculum on her own. Atta girl. “Exactly,” I said. “And we’ve got the Sands for three, maybe four more iterations tonight if we’re careful about it. That gives us...”

“Seventy-two to ninety-six additional hours,” Kasirah finished for me. “Compressed into three or four more nights of dreamwalking. Assuming we can handle the strain.”

“And assuming we balance rest, nutrition, and mana regeneration properly,” Asenath added. “We learned that the hard way last time. We need to eat well in the dreamwalk, sleep strategically, and maintain our recharge sessions with Reggie.”

Tizzy perked up at that. “Recharge sessions are important! Very important! Critical, even!”

“They are,” I agreed diplomatically. “But we also need to be strategic about when and how. We can’t spend four hours every dreamwalk session on... recharging.” I cleared my throat a bit before that last word.

“Two hours?” Tizzy asked hopefully.

I was desperate to steer the insatiable jackalope away from her favorite topic. “We’ll figure it out as we go. The point is, we have a framework now. We know what’s possible. We just need to optimize our approach. Next, we should establish some goals for the next few iterations.”

Asenath pulled out her wand and tried casting my note-taking spell. She got it in one try.

I gave her an encouraging smile and spoke as she documented for us. “First priority is mastering the advanced spells Summer taught us, at least getting them to reliable casting. Second is continuing my lustfruit research and spell development. Third is practicing on our brooms, because knowing the course won’t help if we’re not ready to fly. And fourth...” I paused long enough to look into each set of eyes. “We need dedicated one-on-one time. Dates. Actual dates, too, rather than mere quickies between study sessions.”

The room went very still.

Bekkah’s wings stopped mid-flutter. Tizzy’s eyes went impossibly wide. Even Kasirah, who’d been the one to suggest it originally, looked surprised that I’d brought it up.

“You mean it?” the valkyrie asked softly.

“Of course I mean it.” I reached over and tucked a strand of white hair behind her ear. “You’re not just magic batteries or study partners. You’re my...” I caught myself before saying ‘girlfriends’ because that word felt inadequate. “You’re mine. And I want to treat you like you deserve to be treated, which means proper attention, proper time, and proper romance all need to be part of my planning, short term and long term.”

“I call first!” Tizzy announced immediately.

“Kassi gets first,” I said, and the valkyrie’s blush spread from her cheeks down her neck to her chest. “She’s been the most patient, the most supportive, and she asked for it first. But everyone gets their turn. I promise.”

“That’s fair I guess.” Bekkah’s wings drooped slightly with disappointment, but she nodded.

Asenath’s tail swished. “Very fair. As long as we’re all guaranteed our time with you.”

“You are,” I said firmly. “In fact, let’s make it formal. During each dreamwalk iteration, one of you gets a dedicated date. The others support it and give us space.”

“Like a proper courtship.” Kasirah’s voice was barely a whisper. “Oh, Reggie. That’s... that’s perfect.”

Tizzy bounced in place. “This is the best! When do we start? Can we start now? Can it be my turn every time?!”

Asenath glanced at me and nodded. “We can. I’ve got most of my mana back. If it continues to drop at this rate between walks, I’m not sure about getting all five in though...”

The jackalope bounced hard enough to make herself wince. “I know the answer! Big bro’s mana potion in my booty gave me an insta-boost.”

Asenath’s eyebrows lifted with interest, but I cut in before she could respond. “I don’t think we should be forcing anyone to do something that might hurt or not feel good, no matter what. Speaking of which...” I turned to Bekkah and Tizzy. “You two played with each other in the dreamwalk. I want to make sure you know my official stance on that.”

Both women froze. Tizzy’s ears drooped and Bekkah looked a little guilty.

“Don’t give me that,” I said, waving at them. “I supported it in the dream, and I’ll continue to. But I want you all to make sure anything we do is what you ultimately want. A no is a no, regardless.”

Bekkah rolled her eyes. “Well, duh. Tizzy and I are besties. It was just natural for me to not waste any of your potion. Waste is bad for the environment, dude.”

That made me laugh. “Good to be eco-friendly.”

Kasirah shifted from side to side. “I think any of that sort of thing should be organic. But I agree. We’ll all communicate with each other and with you, no matter what.” She put a hand on my arm and looked me in the eyes. “You’re the hub of the wheel, Reggie. This is about you. Our bonds to each other only strengthen the roots we’re growing together.”

“She used a root analogy!” Bekkah practically exploded with glee. “That’s so cute. We’re totally rubbing off on each other.”

I shook my head with a chuckle. “Okay, with all the hard talking out of the way, let’s get started. Everyone ready?”

They were.

Together, we repeated the ritual from before and vanished into...


Chapter 15: Rhythm


(Dreamwalking)

Brrrring! Brrrrring! This is your 5am wake-up call! Cabin 7, you have 3 hours before your first class. Rise and shine!

It took me several minutes of lying there, groggy and surrounded by warmth, to find the will to move. The girls were even slower.

“Morning, take two,” I announced to the reluctant masses. “Everyone rise and shine.”

It took nearly ten minutes of actively shaking and nudging the girls to finally get them stirring. I was standing next to the bed, gently massaging Asenath’s back when she mumbled, “Gimme,” and flopped over.

She fumbled for my waist, pulled me close, and popped my cock between her lips. She started suckling, and when none of her precious mana potion was forthcoming, she made an upset sound and redoubled her efforts. Her cheeks went concave and her tail lashed until she finally got her reward.

A few drops was all it took to wake her up. As it turned out, they all needed the same treatment, and by the time the four were done working enough of my cum free to double as an entire pot of coffee, I was so damn hard I could have driven nails through steel girders.

That wasn’t precisely a bad problem though, and we’d set aside an hour just for waking up after all. Afterwards, when everyone was bouncy and bright-eyed again, we kicked off our new schedule.

The air was crisp as we gathered on the practice field with black brooms in hand. Since my tutoring with Bekkah, I felt confident enough to go at full speed, if not on a full-fledged obstacle course.

“Okay,” I said, mounting my broom as the horizon began to brighten just enough to give us reasonable visibility. The way the male-issued version of my broom protectively cupped my balls was still a relatively new sensation, but one I was growing accustomed to. Not that my balls needed any more attention or care. “Let’s give this a try. I’m new at flying, so this is going to be an area where I’ll be looking to all of you for help.”

“Oh, this is gonna be so fun!” Tizzy bounced excitedly. “We get to teach Big Bro for once!”

Kasirah took flight first. Her wings fluttered even though she didn’t need them, and she moved through the air like it was her natural element, executing barrel rolls and tight turns that would’ve made a fighter pilot weep with envy. For how much she didn’t enjoy being a war maiden, she was incredible in the air.

“Follow my path!” she called, tracing a complex pattern through the sky.

I followed better than I would have a week ago, but where she flowed, I jerked. Where she glided, I wobbled.

Bekkah zipped past me upside-down with her hair streaming behind her. “Remember to relax! Just like we practiced. Feel the wood. Trust the wood and how it feels between your legs!”

“Phrasing,” I grumbled, throwing a glare in her direction as I took a deep breath. Muscle memory kicked in after several seconds of concentration, and my broom steadied.

To my mild pleasure, Asenath wasn’t quite as skilled as Kasirah or Bekkah. She still executed corkscrews and changes in trajectory so quickly that I probably would have fallen off, but it made me feel a little better. She zipped closer and called, “Try following me. I’ll go slower.” Then she demonstrated a banking turn, her body leaning into it naturally. “Don’t fight the momentum. Use it.”

I attempted the turn. It was better this time, which earned me delighted cheers from Asenath, Kasirah, and Bekkah.

And then there was Tizzy.

The jackalope basically broke physics. She bounced off the broom in mid-air, executed a flip and a split, then landed gracefully. “See! If you jump good and have Big Bro’s mana potion all in your tummy and booty, flying is extra easy!”

I tried to laugh and glare at the same time. “Our having sex isn’t responsible for this.”

“Maybe it is. You don’t know for sure!” She stuck her tongue out at me, then put both legs on the broom and came onto all fours so she could wiggle her cotton-decorated ass toward my face.

The next hour passed smoothly, with loads of laughter and teasing. Each of the girls was happy to add their individual wisdom. Kasirah focused on area awareness and emergency maneuvers, while Bekkah was more about organic “tasting the air” type stuff. Asenath coached me on the best ways to use magic during flight to alter course or elevation smoothly. Having so many different perspectives coaching me was amazingly helpful, to no one’s surprise.

I already knew several flying spells, but practice certainly helped.

Tizzy didn’t really educate me. She was too busy doing mildly impossible things and wiggling her ass at me like we hadn’t just woken up and had sex.

By the time we landed, I was sweaty and exhausted, but I had noticeably improved.

“You learn fast,” Kasirah said as she bumped my shoulder. “A few more sessions like this and you’ll be competitive in the races.”

“I have the best teachers.” I pulled her in for a quick kiss, then gathered the others. “Thank you. Really. This helps more than you know.”

Bekkah’s wings sparkled as much as her blush. “That’s what we’re here for. To help you for once, instead of always being helped.”

The sentiment hit harder than expected. “You help me just by being you.”

“Oh my prairie gods, that’s so sweet!” Tizzy tackle-hugged me hard enough to nearly knock us both over. “Group hug! Group hug!”
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After breakfast and some quick planning, I took Bekkah on a lustfruit scouting mission. Flying together, we covered significantly more ground than my solo exploration the “dream” day before.

This time, instead of handling the fruit directly, I used my familiarity with them to cast the location spell multiple times as we circled the perimeter of the school’s holdings. Fortunately, the school itself was in the equivalent of a fog-rimmed pocket dimension, which meant our area of investigation was limited.

As we passed over a marshy bog area, Bekkah pointed to a cluster of vines wrapped around a dead oak. Several of the boob-shaped variants were visible, along with the remains of many dead animals.

“That’s the third one?” she asked.

“Fourth, including the one I found solo yesterday,” I corrected, marking it mentally. “They’re in quadrants around the grounds. It looks to me like a deliberate pattern.”

That made Bekkah wilt visibly. “I can’t imagine someone so malicious they’d do this on purpose. And why? What can it benefit?”

I had no answer for that. “I’ll need samples for my studies. Stay here.”

While she waited in the sky, I dove and repeated the collection process, getting both types of fruit and sealing them in a magical container to protect her from the effects. Fortunately, either me or the relatively low-level spell was enough to do the job.

Once we were reasonably confident we’d found all the infections, I said, “In the next dream, I’m going to practice clearing them out as efficiently as possible. Then, in real life, I’ll repeat the process.”

“And the next dream day, we’ll try to see who comes to investigate what you’ve done.” Bekkah could be flighty and a little air-headed at times, but moments like this reminded me that she was also quite wise.

“Exactly,” I said with a thumbs up. “C’mon, let’s get you to your first class. It’s time for my study session.”

This time, Professor Applebottom wasn’t there. Instead, it was a gnome who looked like every last member of his family had their throats slit by the incarnation of ‘morning’.

He was perched atop a tall stool, perhaps two and a half feet tall, with a magnificent white beard that reached his belt. His wild hair suggested he’d just been freshly electrocuted, but in reality he probably just abandoned the idea of combs ages ago. Tiny spectacles perched on his bulbous nose, and he was using a large magnifying glass to read what appeared to be a romance novel.

“Excuse me,” I said politely. “Who are you?”

The gnome jumped, sending his magnifying glass flying. It clattered across the desk, and I caught it just before it hit the floor.

“SWEET MERLIN’S MOLDY MUSHROOMS!” he squeaked, clutching his chest. “You can’t just sneak up on people like that! I could’ve had a heart attack! A fatal one! With death and everything!”

“I... walked up normally and spoke at a normal volume.”

“Well it was TOO NORMAL!” He snatched the magnifying glass back. “What do you want? Make it quick. I’m at a very important part.” He gestured to his book, which I could now see was titled Mob Boss Billionaire 5: The Big Dick Dragon and the Busty Bovine Minotauress.

Fighting an urge to stare at the title, I cleared my throat. “I’m sorry, but where’s Professor Applebottom? She helped me the last time I was here.”

The gnome straightened and tucked the book beneath his arm. “I am Mr. Fellspread, and I am the head librarian,” he announced with righteous indignation. “The Professor was scheduled to be here, but had a bad spot of tea and is in the infirmary. I’m here. Now, how can I help you?”

“I need access to the restricted section and the dangerous materials laboratory.”

His eyes narrowed behind the spectacles, making them look comically huge. “And WHO, pray tell, gave you permission for THAT? Surely not Professor Applebottom?”

“She did. I should mention that Lady Katherine authorized it.”

His eyes brightened at that. “Oh! Oh, yes! You’re the famous boy Warlock, aren’t you? Sorry, humans all look the same. Well, in that case, I’m happy to help. But first...” He rummaged under his desk. “If you’re going to blow up the laboratory, at least sign these forms first. Liability purposes. Very important. Could save my job if you lose an arm.”

“That’s... reassuring.”

“It’s REALISTIC!” He thrust papers at me. “Sign here, here, and here. And initial here. And your favorite color here.”

“My favorite color?”

“I’m just curious!” He tapped the form impatiently.

I decided this wasn’t worth arguing about. I signed everything, including writing “blue” for my favorite color, which he inspected with intense scrutiny.

“Blue. LAME! But acceptable!” He pulled out an enormous key ring with at least thirty keys. “Now, which one opens the restricted section...” He squinted at them. “Is it this one? No, that’s the snack cupboard. This one? No, that’s my house. THIS one? Oh wait, that’s also the snack cupboard but for the FORBIDDEN snacks. The ones with nuts. I’m allergic.”

“Perhaps I could just—”

“I’VE GOT IT!” He thrust a key at me, then gave me directions I already knew.

I thanked him and started away. Behind me, I heard him mutter, “Interrupting my important book time. How can a man be expected to work, not knowing if the lusty minotauress will finally bed the long-cocked dragon billionaire? Hrm,” he grumbled to himself.

That made me extremely uncomfortable, so I hurried on. But deep down I was getting intrigued about that fucking book.

The restricted section and laboratory were exactly where they’d been yesterday, which was reassuring. I spent the next several hours deep in research, cross-referencing the lustfruit samples with forbidden texts on biological manipulation and sex magic theory.

The breakthrough came when I realized the fruit wasn’t just an aphrodisiac but a catalyst. When I cast a plant growth spell on a flower and used the fruit as a reagent, the plant not only grew ten times its size, but it also produced enough pollen to make me spend a full half hour purifying the air.

That told me a lot. In theory, the fruit might be useful for any reproductive function, if not more. I’d need to conduct many more experiments to find out its limits. Maybe Lady Katherine or one of her associates could help too?

Skitter. Scritch.

I looked up at the sound and found Peaches in the doorway. Her pink hair gleamed, her generous rack peeked above the rim of her chest-body, and she was watching me with a curious smile.

“Peaches. What brings you to the creepy basement laboratory?”

“Lady Katherine asked me to check on you, since she heard Professor Applebottom was ill today.” She moved closer on her chest-legs, the sound like fingernails on wood. “She worries, you know. Especially when her favorite students are handling dangerous materials alone.”

I made note of the “butterfly” effect of Peaches’ arrival and reassured her, “I’m being careful.”

“Oh, I’m sure you are.” Her eyes traveled over my notes, my samples, and the scattered books. “You’re quite the scholar, aren’t you? Not many would spend their time so... productively.”

“I like to maximize every moment. Speaking of which...” I set down my notes. “I need your help with something. Something outside scholastic activities.”

Her expression brightened with interest. “Oh? Do tell.”

“I need a dress. A very specific, very special dress. For someone very important to me.”

“A romantic gesture. How delightful.” Peaches’ smile widened. “And you’re asking me because...?”

“Well, you’re gorgeous. And you always wear the most impressive clothes. So I figured you’d know someone.”

That earned a delighted laugh and a flush. “Flattery will get you everywhere, Mr. Warlock,” she said breathily, skittering closer. “Actually, I have quite a large collection of fabrication spells. I can help, provided you give me enough information.”

I figured that giving information out wouldn’t have a long-term impact, given the dreamwalking nature of the current timeline. “Sure. What do you need to know?”

“Well, what does she look like? Her measurements? Also, what does she love? What does she need to feel?”

“Well, it’s Kasirah, and...”

The dussubus held a hand up with her eyes shining with intrigue. “The valkyrie? I know her very well. Actually, I know just the thing, and her measurements won’t be a problem.” She laughed and tossed her hair. “I expected to help you, but not with this. No matter. Give me a few hours and it will be yours.”

“Perfect, that’ll give me time to prepare something extra special.” Saying the words out loud reminded me that I hadn’t spent nearly enough time on that aspect of this cycle.

“I see.” Peaches pressed a finger to her lips and looked me up and down. “Would you like some help? Lady Katherine told me to help you however I can. If not with tutoring, well... putting hours back into your day before the Games makes sense.”

I thought about it a moment, weighing whether doing everything myself was more important than the outcome. Finally I said, “Well, a little help wouldn’t be bad. I was planning on taking her to the lake, near the gazebo out there, and setting up some music and lights, and...”

“Stop.” She held up a hand. “I can help with all of that. You’ll be the one to select the music and change the lights on sight. But I can get the spells in place, at least.”

I hesitated. “Are you sure? This is a lot.”

She licked her lips and gave me a look I was coming to recognize all too well. “I’m sure we can discuss ways to take care of me properly later, Reggie Hickson. You know I had a succubus mother and a mimic father, yes? That I am one of a kind, even more so than the other girls here?”

“Pretty sure I heard that somewhere,” I admitted.

“Think on that while I provide you my assistance in this matter.” She turned and left the room on skittering little clawed feet.
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When the girls emerged from their last class, Summer Shandy was with them again. We took a bit of a shortcut in our initial discussion this time, with me taking the lead.

“Summer, we’d like you to tutor us specifically in the advanced spells that will make up the majority of the Spelling Bee topics.” I went through the list she’d come up with in the previous rotation: Conjure Feast, Greater Summoning Efficiency, and so on.

When I finished, we went around the room, each of us showing off which parts of those spells we’d already begun to master. No one, myself included, had every component perfect, although I was already quite close.

When we finished, Summer gave us all a thoughtful, vaguely bemused look. “Wow. That was... a lot. Okay, well, you’ve all come much further than I would have expected, and your plan is precisely the one I was going to recommend.”

“Reggie’s a really good teacher.” Bekkah gave me a dimpled smile.

I accepted the praise, even if it wasn’t entirely due.

“That’s becoming increasingly apparent,” Summer murmured, studying me with curiosity and interest. “He tested out of two years, after all.”

I just shrugged. “Practical application of focus and memorization techniques will get anyone far.”

“Memorization techniques? Perhaps you will teach them to me sometime.”

“Sure.” I had no problems giving free information to others, especially if they were actively helping me and mine. Plus, she wouldn’t remember the promise tomorrow anyway.

With that, she dove into the lesson. She picked up more or less where the previous day’s instruction had left off, drilling us on advanced theory and practical applications. The session was intense but efficient, and Summer had a gift for identifying exactly where each person needed work and targeting those gaps with surgical precision.

As we practiced Greater Summoning Efficiency, Tizzy paused to ask, “So, Summer... you’re really old, right? Like five hundred years?”

“I am,” the unicorn agreed. “Like many here, my people are long lived, even with the curse of the Barrening to shorten our lives.”

“What’s it been like for you? As a unicorn lady?”

Summer looked suspicious. “What do you mean?”

“I’m one of the last remaining jackalopes,” Tizzy said casually. “Without my friends and sisters, I’d feel very alone. What’s it like for your kind?”

The room went silent at the personal question. Asenath’s ears had flattened in secondhand embarrassment, and Bekkah was inspecting her nails very intently.

To my surprise, Summer didn’t explode. Instead, the suspicion in her gaze melted to reveal deep fatigue and sadness.

“It’s like watching a beautiful garden die,” she whispered. “One flower at a time.” After a long silence, she stood abruptly. “Same time tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” I said. “And Summer? Thank you.”

She nodded once, then left. Her hooves clicked softly on stone as she departed.

“Well, that got heavy,” Asenath said after a moment.

Kasirah started to say, “Tizzy—” but the jackalope was already tearing up.

“I didn’t mean to make her sad!” Her lisp was particularly pronounced through her distress.

“You didn’t,” I assured her, pulling her into a hug. “You asked a real question, and she gave a real answer.”

“But now I’m thinking about gardens dying and it’s terrible! So many dead plants!”

“Focus on this instead,” I said, addressing all of them. “Tonight, Kasirah and I are going on our date. Which means you three are on your own for a few hours.”

That successfully distracted Tizzy from her garden-based existential crisis. “OOOOH! That’s going to be so romantic!”

I grinned. “Yes it will be. Kasirah, meet me at the cabin after dinner. Wear something comfortable because you’ll be changing into something special later.”

That set off a gaggle of giggles and whispers as Kasirah's eyes widened with speculation. With our second dream of schooling coming to a close, we left the room as a group and made our way to the dining hall.
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New Spell Entry - Skyward Leap

Spell: Skyward Leap

Incantation: Ascendo velociter

Casting Time: Instantaneous

Mana Cost: Low

Range: Self (while flying)

Details: Instantly propels the caster upward 10-15 feet while maintaining forward momentum. Commonly used in broom racing to clear obstacles or gain altitude advantage. The sudden vertical shift can be disorienting for inexperienced flyers. Can be cast multiple times in succession but risks overshooting intended altitude.
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New Spell Entry - Aerial Pivot

Spell: Aerial Pivot

Incantation: Cursum muta subito

Casting Time: Instantaneous

Mana Cost: Low-Standard

Range: Self (while flying)

Details: Allows instant 45-90 degree directional change while flying without loss of speed. The sharper the angle, the more mana required and the greater the physical strain on the caster. Essential for navigating tight courses or evading obstacles. Attempting angles greater than 90 degrees requires the advanced variant Inversio Aeris (reverses direction completely).


Chapter 16: KassI’s Special Night


(Dreamwalking)

After dinner, Kasirah and I walked hand-in-hand through the darkening campus. She kept squeezing my fingers every few seconds, and I could feel her pulse racing through our bond.

“Where are we going?” she asked for the third time. “Should I change?” She’d gone for simple athletic sweats, which showcased her fit body to an unfair degree. It wasn’t standard date attire, though it did look great on her. And besides, I didn’t dress up either.

I gave her a grin. “You’ll see.”

“Reggie...”

“Trust me?”

She squeezed my hand again. “You know I do.”

The path opened onto the lake, and she stopped dead. “Oh.”

Peaches had outdone herself.

Floating orbs of light drifted across the water’s surface, pulsing gently with magic. Real flowers, not conjured ones, lined the path to an elegant gazebo that reflected the orb lights. I had the gift I requested under my arm, a delivery from Peaches that had arrived just as we’d finished up dinner.

Inside the gazebo, a table set for two waited with silver settings and crystal glasses. More flowers sat in delicate vases, and candles burned without melting. At the center, an enchanted music box played soft instrumental melodies.

“This is...” Kasirah’s voice cracked. “Reggie, this is beautiful.”

“Well, I had some help.” I held out the wrapped package. “I remember when we talked about dresses, and how you want the freedom to feel feminine and embrace being more than a warrior. This is to show you I’m listening, and that I want you to feel as special as you make me.”

Her freckles stood out like constellations as she flushed and took the package. She tugged the bow, and it fell apart. The dress inside unfurled in an explosion of magic.

Floor-length and shimmering, the ice-blue fabric captured and reflected the floating lights. The bodice was fitted but modest, decorated with delicate silver embroidery that looked like frost patterns on a window. The skirt flowed gracefully, with each layer catching the light in a different way. And most importantly, the back had special panels that would open to accommodate her wings without binding or crushing them.

It was elegant and feminine. Exactly the kind of dress a princess would wear to a ball.

She trembled as she ran her fingers across the fabric, then spotted a copse of trees and jolted. “I’ll be right back!”

I started to offer a spell that could change her wardrobe for her, but she was off before I could say anything. In other circumstances, her vanishing to a random location near the lake might have been odd, but this was a school of magic and she had access to spells. I wasn’t worried.

She emerged a few minutes later, and time froze.

The ice-blue dress transformed her completely. The fabric made her pale skin luminous, and the silver embroidery caught every floating light until she seemed to glow from inside out. Her white hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders, framing her freckled face. Her wings spread through the special panels, framing her like an angel.

But the best part was her expression. Pure, radiant, unfiltered joy.

“How do I look?” Her voice came out small and shy in a way I’d never heard from my confident warrior. She turned and did a little spin. “Look! It billows!”

I smiled so hard my cheeks hurt. “You look amazing.”

She pressed her hands to her mouth with her eyes glistening. It took her a second to speak. “R-really?”

“Really.” I offered my arm. “Now come here. This is our evening, and I’m not wasting a single second.”

She took my arm, and we walked together into the gazebo. I drew my wand with a flick and waved it at the music box. “Angel” by Sarah McLachlan began to filter through the air as the lights dimmed and shifted to something more romantic.

I sheathed my wand, turned, and drew her into my arms.

We swayed together, barely moving, just existing in this perfect moment. Kasirah was my height, which meant she fit against me just right. Her wings wrapped around us both, creating a private cocoon of white feathers and floating light.

I breathed in her scent. Sweet and clean and primal. There was nowhere I’d rather have been.

“I’ve never done this before,” she admitted quietly when the song ended and I switched it to “I Don’t Want to Miss a Thing” from Armageddon. “In Valkyrie culture, our dances are all for combat. It’s always a war ritual or something we do before drinking too much. This is soft. Gentle.”

“Do you like it?”

“I need it. Desperately.” She rested her head against my shoulder, her breath warm against my cheek. “I’ve wanted this my entire life. To feel like it’s okay to be soft too. To be held and taken care of.”

“Does that mean you want to avoid violence?” I asked, genuinely curious.

She thought about it for a beat, then shook her head slowly. “I enjoy a good fight. It’s just not all I want to be good for.”

Thinking back to my early life, with a father who’d gone into mourning over his deceased wife and poverty so intense we would go days without eating, I understood. I kept my voice soft and told her about my mother, and about how my life had started so full of joy.

“Mom was the core of our family. She was so sweet and gentle. She was… always smiling, laughing, or singing. But she was also the responsible one in our household. When she passed, I had a choice to make. Become a man and step up to take care of my grieving father, or let our house and lives rot. It didn’t seem like a choice. Sometimes we just have to become whatever it is we’re supposed to be.”

She nodded along, drinking the story in.

I took a deep breath. “These songs I’ve picked are ones she enjoyed.”

Kasirah slid her palm across my cheek with her eyes searching mine. “I am so very sorry you lost her.”

“Me too.”

We danced together, touching and sharing space. Eventually, I switched to the Last of the Mohicans soundtrack. Orchestral and badass music felt appropriate given my date.

I took her hand and led her to the table where finger snacks and drinks waited. We’d already shared dinner, but the snacks coupled with the light, sparkling wine went well together.

The night spun out slowly as she volunteered more of her history. According to her, Valkyries lived in aeries carved into the tops of mountains, where the air was thin and the mana potent. She told me about flying lessons, about being raised among the warrior women, and about the souls they were responsible for guiding to the afterlife in the old days.

“It sounds like quite the burden,” I said, taking a sip of wine. The sparkles slid down my throat pleasantly.

She gave me a lopsided smile. “Taking those who deserve a better place to the other side wasn’t the challenge. I enjoy service. It was the battle that I didn’t enjoy.”

“Who did you fight?”

“Dark forces. The things that live below. Armies of the undead.”

“Ah. The usual.”

She laughed at my nonchalance. “Yeah. I guess so.”

Splash.

A gentle sound from the lake drew our attention. An enormous swan glided closer with plumage so white it glowed in the dark. Ancient, knowing eyes surveyed us as its neck stretched to look from me to Kasirah and back.

“Hello there,” Kasirah called softly. “Are you listening to our conversation?”

The swan dipped its head in regal acknowledgment.

“Well then.” She smiled. “I hope we’re being interesting enough.”

It didn’t reply, but settled into a looping pattern near the gazebo’s edge.

Kasirah turned back to me. In the soft light, I saw every wall come down. Every defense she’d built over a century of being told to be strong, to be hard, to be a warrior first and everything else last.

“Reggie, I need to tell you something.”

“I’m listening.”

“I’m falling in love with you.” The words spilled out like she couldn’t hold them back anymore. “Really, truly falling. Not attracted or lustful or grateful. In love. And it terrifies me because valkyries don’t do this. We choose partners strategically. We value strength over emotion. We’re not supposed to feel like this.” She gestured at herself, at the dress, and then at me. “But I don’t care about any of that anymore. I care about you.”

My throat felt too tight to speak for a moment. When I found my voice, it was rougher than I wanted it to be. “Kassi...”

“You don’t have to say it back,” she said quickly. “I needed you to know. Because tonight, in this dress, dancing with you, talking with you, being with you... I’ve never felt more like myself. And myself is completely, hopelessly, head-over-heels in love with you too.”

I slid my chair back, stood, and pulled her to her feet. I moved my hands to frame her face and ran my thumb across a stray tear as the incredibly strong woman trembled against me. “I’m falling too. Maybe I’m not all the way there yet, but I feel it too.”

She kissed me then, and it was different from every kiss before. This wasn’t hunger or need or magic. This was pure emotion. Love given freely, softness offered without reservation.

Her wings wrapped around us both, and through our bond I felt everything she felt. Joy and fear and love and hope all tangled together into something so intense it made my chest ache.

“Make love to me?” she whispered against my lips. “Not for mana, but because you want me. Because I belong to you.”

“You are mine,” I said, glancing over at the swan.

It lifted and lowered a wing. Without a word or a wand, the creature cast a spell that I recognized. A curtain of magical privacy, tinted slightly white and blue, wrapped around the gazebo and shielded us from the outside world.

All of it but the stars and the sounds of the lake.

I held a hand up, pulled my wand free, and cast an identification spell. The results came back as expected, and I saw Kasirah giving me a knowing smile.

“We’re private?” she asked.

“Yes. No audience, for once.”

For the record, I love group stuff. There’s nothing better than being the center of the loving attention of four amazing women. But there were times when it could get mechanical when they were using me as a walking espresso machine.

I kissed her again and pulled her close, wrapping my hands around her hips. She sighed against my mouth, and I felt her pulse speed up as our mouths moved from sweet touches to familiar hunger. By now, we’d kissed enough to learn each other’s techniques, and I knew the instant her breath hitched that she wanted to move things to the next level.

Her hand on my pants was a pretty clear indicator too.

“Nope,” I said, pushing it down. “Lately, it’s been all about me. Tonight, it’s about you.”

“Wh-what?” She stammered as I lifted her onto the edge of the sturdy table. Before she could process what was happening, I’d knelt on the ground and tugged the hem of her dress up.

She wasn’t wearing anything beneath.

The fabric of her dress was too opaque to let much light through, so what I saw was defined in shades of contrast, dark and light. That was okay. I knew her body.

I placed gentle kisses across her taut calves, sliding my hands up and down her thighs with the most delicate touches. During our usual sex sessions, we ramped up the intensity quickly. I figured that was part of the whole “monster girls drawn to an addictive warlock” thing.

Tonight, there was no way I was going to rush.

Her breath hitched at my caresses, then shuddered as I added tongue to my kisses. I climbed gradually toward the apex between her thighs. Her sweet, unique aroma was damn near overpowering by the time I’d made real progress toward her core.

“Reggie,” she panted. “Why are you making me wait? I need you. To be beneath you. To feel you.”

Instead of replying, I leaned in and exhaled across her sex. When she gasped, I added tongue to the mix, rolling it across her slit from top to creamy center. She tasted amazing, with a hint of natural sweat.

My tongue rolled across her entrance, then to the bud of her clit. Her breaths came faster and turned into pants. “R-Reggie. Ppp... please. Need you.”

Still, I refused. “Sometimes the woman who takes care of her man deserves it returned,” I whispered, then slid my lips around her clit and flicked my tongue in an expert circle.

That did it.

“Ohhhh! Oh, winged gods! Yes. Yes. Right there! There! Ohhhh, Reggie, I’m... I’m...”

And then we had lift-off.

She came hard and long, her lithe thighs clamping around my head as she undulated against my face. She pressed her molten pussy against my mouth and chin until both were dripping. It was the longest orgasm I’d ever heard her have, although the fact that I kept my tongue assaulting her clit definitely added to that impression.

Only after I was completely certain that she was about to go feral from overstimulation did I come up for air.

Her eyes were heavy-lidded and her face was flushed. She sat up and pulled me close, kissing me hard. “Can I have you now, milord?”

“Of course.”

This time, I pinned her to the table. One hand rested on her chest with my fingers near her throat in a raw gesture of possession as I freed my cock. When I drew it across her sopping wet pussy, she gasped, then broke into a fit of beseeching whimpers.

“Please, please, please. Fuck me, baby. Love me.”

I did.

My first thrust filled her to the brim, her velvet walls milking me with swollen, feverish need. Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open in a silent scream of pleasure as I found a slow but deep rhythm, my hand still on her chest.

She looped her legs around me and pulled me into her. Her entire body convulsed with desperate pleasure and need as I paced myself.

This was going to last.

It was time for me to show her the difference between making love and fucking. Or, well, “mana harvesting” or whatever.

Her second, third, and fourth orgasms all came with increasing intensity as I used my mouth, fingers, and alternating thrusts to bring her to heights we’d never had a chance to explore until now.

Only when she’d gone limp and her body was barely responding did I give in to her begging. “Reggie, please. Fill me up. I want your cum inside me, baby.”

I could feel her meaning in my chest, and I knew the truth of it.

“Mine, forever,” I growled, leaning in to kiss her as I came deep inside her frantically gripping tunnel.

Magic flared between us as her orgasm hit at the same moment my Warlock powers took root. White light burned behind her blue eyes and infused her wings as the connection we shared deepened beyond anything I’d thought was possible.

Later, much later, we walked hand-in-hand to Cabin 7.

Tizzy was the first to greet us. She bounced up and down with her bright eyes practically lighting up the room. "Oh my prairie gods! Look at that dress! And that glow! Oh wow. How much cummies did that take? All of them, right? Tell us ALL about it!"
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New Spell Entry - Identify Enchantment (Moderate)

Spell: Identify Enchantment (Moderate)

Incantation: Revela naturam enchantem

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Standard

Range: Close (15 feet)

Duration: Instantaneous (information gained)

Details: Reveals the specific properties and effects of a single active enchantment of simple to moderate complexity. Upon completion, the spell provides clear understanding of the enchantment’s purpose (e.g., “keeps contents warm,” “enhances strength by 10%,” “alerts owner when touched”). Cannot identify enchantments with more than 3-4 distinct effects, legendary or artifact-level magic, or deliberate obfuscation spells. Attempting to identify overly complex enchantments results in fragmented or confusing information. Works best on common magical items like warming cloaks, minor stat-boosting equipment, basic protective wards, or simple utility enchantments. See: Analyze Arcanum (Complex) for multi-layered or ancient enchantments.


Chapter 17: Exhaustion


(Dreamwalking/Awake)

We slept in the dream and awoke in the real world. It was still night, barely seconds after the previous ceremony. Technically, we should be able to do two more trips, but one look at the dark circles under everyone’s eyes and a bit of self-reflection on my own current state told me that four total might be the limit.

Of all of us, Kasirah was the most alert. She sat up straight and smiled with eyes shining like she was ready to run a marathon. “Okay! Round three. Let’s go!”

“I’m so jealous of you right now,” Asenath muttered, waving toward my crotch. “Mana potion, Reggie. Quick, before I pass out.”

Her eyes were heavy-lidded, and she looked every bit like she meant it.

This was, I realized once my foggy, sleep-deprived brain caught up, a bit of a problem. In the dreamwalk state, I’d made love to Kasirah mere minutes ago. In the real world, I’d been a source of fuel for my lovers in effectively very little time afterwards.

Neither my mind nor my body had any time to properly recover. There’s a thing called a “refractory period.” Look it up. It’s all about how fast someone can recover and be sexually viable after an orgasm. Mine is ridiculously short, like magically so.

But I’m still human, and my body had limits as to how much sperm it could produce in a given period. When the tank is empty, it’s empty. I found myself wanting to create a cocktail to boost my volume. Also, if I ever get back to Earth, maybe I could sell it. I hear there’s a huge sperm supplement market.

“Reggie?” Tizzy asked, suddenly right in my face. “Are you okay?”

Hmmhmmm. “It’s being stubborn,” Asenath grumbled. Slorrp. Slorrp. Slorrrrrrrp. “Come on, give my slutty whore mouth your pearls of gooey goodness.”

I must have lost a few seconds, because the arrangement of the room had changed since we’d returned. The sphinx had her tan-lined, bare ass in the air, bobbing from side to side as she slobbered noisily up and down on my penis. Bekkah was next to her with both my balls in her mouth.

Tizzy was naked. Her perky boobs threatened to poke one of my eyes out as she straddled the girls and studied my face. “Girls, I think he may need some water or something.”

“Wa...” I swallowed. It took three tries before I managed enough saliva to make it happen. “Water sounds good, yeah. Just like, five minutes and we’ll get back to it.”

POP! Asenath pouted. “Awww, but it’s so fun to have his yummy cock in my second fuckhole.”

“Second?” Bekkah asked, rolling onto her back as I climbed to my feet and pulled my wand out.

“First is my pussy,” the sphinx explained. “Third is going to be my ass.”

Her announcement drew the girls into a deep, detailed discussion with Tizzy about “Booty Time” and how it had felt. While she went on about how full she’d felt and how amazing the orgasms had been, I conjured a pitcher of water and focused on recovery.

Kasirah walked over, wand in hand. “Here, let me help.” She swished her wand with a look of focus and chanted the words to a spell. “Renovatio naturae interioris.”

Renewal of inner nature, I translated instinctively. It was a spell I’d read about but hadn’t cast yet. In English, it was called Innate Reinvigoration.

A wave of gentle warmth rolled through my body. Like drinking a cup of coffee and having a nice, short nap, the spell boosted natural recovery. Over the next few hours, my body would recover much faster.

“Kassi, that’s an excellent idea,” I said, surprised that I hadn’t thought of it sooner. No doubt fatigue, overlapping events, and my focus on sex magic had distracted me. Although that thought made me wonder...

Could I use the lustfruit as a catalyst for boosting my productivity? Honestly, what kind of Warlock would I be if I didn’t use the phenomenal cosmic powers at my disposal for a little experimentation?

An uninventive one, that’s what I’d be.

While I’d been chugging conjured water, Kasirah’s spell did the trick better and faster than I would have expected. Either that, or maybe the sight of four naked women desperate for my cum was enough to overcome all rational biological limitations.

Probably a bit of both.

Once again, I charged three of them up. Kasirah was content to cuddle and make out while Bekkah, Asenath, and Tizzy took turns slurping at my schlong like they were asphyxiating and my balls were reserve oxygen. Once they got the spigot flowing, they turned around, mounted one another in a three-way tower of beautiful pussy, and urged me to give them each a direct dose.

“You know,” Kasirah said as I pounded my way into Bekkah’s tiny pocket pussy, “this reminds me of a book I read. It was called Isekai Emperor. The whole premise was a goblin king who had to impregnate like three thousand women to help save their species. Kind of similar to our situation, honestly.”

The Vila girl’s sparkling pussy might as well have been named the GluckGluck9000 as it brought me over the edge quickly enough. With the first ropes flooding her undulating, eager body, I crouched slightly and jammed myself into Tizzy. Predictably, she went off like firecrackers at the first seconds of penetration. Her velvet clam gripped me so hard I nearly failed to get to Asenath in time for the last of my orgasm to run its course.

My lovers got the boost they needed to keep going. I didn’t get much of anything. My magical potency was already at the redline, and it couldn’t climb higher. A simple broom spell would have come out like a hurricane unless I took some of the Silver Leaf herb to tamp it down.

Thinking of the herb reminded me that it was a limited resource. I’d eventually have to find a way to deal with that too.

“I can’t imagine trying to have three thousand kids,” I replied, my mind catching up to what the valkyrie had said. “Not going to lie, but the very idea of being responsible for bringing back multiple species from the brink of extinction by myself is daunting. Also, there are those pesky genetic concerns.”

“Genetic?” Tizzy asked, blinking owlishly at me.

I waved her question away. “Let’s focus on today.” Trying to sound peppy was hard. I was getting tired. My brain felt like I’d had two days of constant stimulation and effort all shoved into a few minutes.

The Spelling Bee stuff wasn’t too bad, since I could cast the most advanced spells already. To Summer’s credit, even with my textbook-gifted skills, I was still picking up tons of nuance and practical refinement that I couldn’t have gotten anywhere else. It was everything else that was the challenge.

Between broom practice and trying to innovate magic so advanced that the last person to succeed at it had earned a title beginning with “The,” I was feeling like too little butter spread thin across toast.

Did my toast happen to have luscious breasts and firm asses? Sure.

But toast is toast, tits or not.

Asenath cast the spells for a third time. She was a solid twenty percent less perky than before.
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Brrrring! Brrrrring! This is your 5am wake-up call! Cabin 7, you have 3 hours before your first class. Rise and shine!

WARNING! THIS SPELL HAS BEEN GOING FOR 1 HOUR! IT IS NOW 6AM!

“Wha... what?” I didn’t even try to sit up, much less open my eyes. Someone had found a truck and parked it on my eyelids.

A soft moan came from my left as a body stirred on my right. The rest of the room was silent until a distant, amusingly deep snore ripped through the air. In no world should that sound have been either adorable or soothing, but here, surrounded by warmth and magic, it was.

Brrrring! Brrrrring! This is your 5am wake-up call! Cabin 7, you have 3 hours before your first class. Rise and shine!

WARNING! THIS SPELL HAS BEEN GOING FOR 2 HOURS! IT IS NOW 7AM!

“What?” I sat up so fast I felt a little dizzy and reached to either side to shake the bodies next to me.

Kasirah sat up first. She looked more tired than I would have expected given our recent date. Across the room, Bekkah and Tizzy also came to, although with visible reluctance. The fairy had the first sour expression I could recall ever seeing from her first thing in the morning. On my other side, Asenath finally joined us after several seconds of insistent petting and gentle coaxing. She was decidedly pale.

“I’m not so sure a fourth of these is a good idea,” she mumbled apologetically. “My head is swimming.” She winced and put a hand to her throat, then between her legs. “Feels like something might have carried over from the previous ones this time. My slutty holes are a little sore.”

Tizzy whined and nodded. “I want Big Bro so bad, but my booty and pussy have all these phantom twinges.” She broke down into tears and wailed, “Why is this happening? I need Big Bro to yum in my tum. I can’t be all achy in my tingly bits!”

I thought about what they’d said and compared it to what I understood about the fundamentals of magic. “The dreamwalk is showing us different futures, but we’re always the same. Maybe the bodies we have here are occupying the same sort of psychic space? It could be we’ve come to a natural tipping point, and now you’re all feeling the physical effects of previous walks on the same night.”

“And simultaneously,” Kasirah added, nodding along. “I feel it too.”

Bekkah came unsteadily to her feet. Her big eyes widened as she nearly fell. “Ouch. Like. Big ouch. I’m going to need a day to recover.” She forced out a yawn that stretched her jaws. “Maybe pushing so hard this time isn’t a good idea?”

I couldn’t help but agree. “In the real world, we need to focus on getting you girls your special summons. I’m thinking this dreamwalk, you all work on your various animals. I’ll do some light spell research, and we’ll go to sleep early, then get real sleep outside of the walk.”

Although Asenath, Tizzy, and Bekkah all clearly wanted special dates of their own, no one argued. If any of us needed a sign of how taxing this was, Tizzy’s low energy proved it.

Our day went simply this time. Other than class, the girls each split up to spend time tracking down and interacting with their future summons. I still studied the lustfruit, and even spent some time with Summer Shandy, who acted both suspicious and flirty during our time alone.

By the end of the third dreamwalk, none of us had the energy for more than cuddles and kisses. That left me worried about how we’d get through the real day one of our week-long sprint toward preparing for the Games.

Only as I drifted off did it occur to me that my lustfruit investigation might stir up trouble we weren't ready for.
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New Spell Entry - Innate Reinvigoration

Spell: Innate Reinvigoration

Incantation: Renovatio naturae interioris

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Standard

Range: Touch or Close (within 5 feet)

Duration: 6-8 hours

Details: Accelerates the body’s natural recovery and regenerative processes by 10-50%, with effectiveness scaling based on the target’s innate mana reserves. Higher mana capacity = stronger effect. Makes sleep significantly more restorative (6 hours feeling like 8-9), speeds metabolism of toxins (reducing hangover duration and severity), accelerates minor wound closure, and enhances immune response. Does NOT replace actual rest or proper healing - merely makes natural recovery more efficient. Cannot cure diseases, mend broken bones, or address magical afflictions. The spell works with what the body is already doing, not forcing healing that isn’t naturally occurring. Overuse (more than once per 24 hours) shows diminishing returns and can cause magical exhaustion as the body’s systems become temporarily resistant. Those with very low mana reserves (under 10% capacity) may experience minimal benefits (closer to 10% improvement).


Chapter 18: Stirring Up Trouble


(Awake; Day 1)

We slept. Even when we woke up from the dreamwalk, the first thing I did was cast the Innate Reinvigoration spell on all of us right before Kasirah set the alarm and we all went to bed again. This time, for real.

From an outsider’s perspective, the timeline and logistics of what we were attempting might have looked convoluted. When the alarm went off at 5am yet again, this time it was for real.

We’d arrived at proper day one of six before the Games and had gleaned multiple days of prophetic, timey-wimey, dreamwalky training in advance. Better yet, we’d gained Groundhog Day style advantages and had a solid idea of everything that would happen for the next twenty-four hours.

According to Asenath, no one else should be the wiser about what we were up to unless they had a similar powerset to her bloodline ability.

Brrrring! Brrrrring! This is your 5am wake-up call! Cabin 7, you have 3 hours before your first class. Rise and shine!

Between skipping any further draining from dreamwalking and the Reinvigoration spells, we woke to the alarm without too much fuss this time. We skipped any morning mana potions out of caution for our regenerating bodies. Once we’d dressed and gotten ready for the day, we circled up to discuss the plan.

“I’m going to clear out all of the lustfruit,” I said.

Bekkah held a hand up. “I’ll go with you as a lookout. We’ll be near the armadillo I plan to take as my special summon, so maybe we can swing by and handle that too?”

“I don’t see why not, unless the rest of the team wants to be there?” I looked at the girls.

“You two can go,” Kasirah said. “We can spend the hours getting prepared for class. I’m thinking if we use the lessons we’re already ahead on, we can free up time in the dreamwalks tomorrow.”

It took me a beat to realize what she meant. If she and the other girls could prove to the instructors that they knew the material ahead of time, it might ease their load tomorrow, which would in turn give us back three times those hours using the Sands.

Assuming we could manage another three days, that is.

“Man, logistics with this time stuff is hard,” Bekkah said, rubbing her forehead. “It would be so much easier if we had, I don’t know, some hand-wavey way to make it all work.”

“Bekkah, we live in the real world, not some fantasy,” Asenath snorted. “Magic is real, not easy.”

Given we’d functionally lived today in advance, we went through the next few minutes quite efficiently. Even distractible Tizzy, no longer sore, focused on getting herself together.

After a round of messy smooches, Bekkah and I took to the air to collect the lustfruit.
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The first three zones went as smoothly as in the dream. I used a combination of telekinetic magic and a storage spell to keep her safe and collect the samples. It was the fourth that threw the pattern for a loop.

We stopped on the outskirts of the forest we’d need to cross to get her summon. A copse of twisted, dried-out trees stood near the misty border of Everafter. Four lustvines sat at the corners of a rectangular space, each with one fruit, and now that I knew what to look for, the ball of debris in the center was clearly hiding the second type of fruit.

I left Bekkah hovering above and landed. I gripped my wand and applied the overpowered telekinetic spell to collect the four outside plants. On the third application, movement drew my attention to the churning fog.

A dark silhouette, like a robed humanoid figure, had come to the edge of the fog. Barely visible, it looked more wraith than anything real.

That was new.

I mentally prepared a dispelling incantation and waited to see what would happen.

The shape fluttered one way, then another, before nearing the boundary. It darkened and took on a more solid presence. I got the feeling of empty eyes watching me.

Then it spoke in a hollow, hissing voice. “Warlock, you steal the tools of the Seed Swallowers. Do this thing and you risk the ire of that which we serve.”

I lifted my wand higher, ready to cast an offensive spell. “Buddy, you’re way too serious to call yourself a Seed Swallower. Also, have you jumped genres? This is a bright, sunshine world. Not whatever the fuck you are.”

The creature laughed, venomous and sharp. “This is a world doomed to die, its bloom long gone from the flower, consumed by our Great Master. Warlock, we have no quarrel with your kind. Consider this a final warning: leave our tools alone or suffer our wrath!”

It lifted a hand and sent a bolt of lime green lightning from beyond the fog at my feet. The blast instantly burned a six-inch hole in the ground, and grass near the impact point withered as a wave of death magic rolled outward.

I took a step back and shouted, “Abrumpo magicam!”

The all-purpose combat counterspell pitted two users’ mana, focus, and other factors against one another. Numerous variables determined the winner. Being a Warlock probably helped, because a zap of tangerine energy shot from the tip of my wand and killed the threatening spell.

When I looked up, the Seed Swallower was gone.

“Reggie!” Bekkah called, descending toward me. Her expression was caught between terror and determination.

I held a hand up and screamed, “Stop! STOP! Don’t come any closer!”

She didn’t listen. Her wide eyes stayed fixed on me with single-minded focus. Cursing under my breath, I snapped off a quick spell that sent the remaining exposed fruit directly into the swirling mists.

My fast thinking probably saved Bekkah’s life.

Or, if not her life, then me having a functioning dick.

She came up short maybe ten feet above the ground and flew off her broom. Her momentum was so great that she slammed into my chest and knocked both of us to the ground in a shower of dirt and debris.

She panted and clung to me like a koala. “Reggie! Are you okay?” She searched my face, then my body for signs of damage.

“I’m fine, other than having a beautiful fairy smash me flat,” I replied with a laugh that came up short as I craned my neck to check the fog. There was no sign the spellcaster had returned.

I felt relieved. I gave my fierce little fairy lover a kiss, and then we got to our feet. “You need to get back in the air so I can clear this final den out.”

“You’re still going to do that?” she asked, unwilling to leave my side. “What if that thing comes back? What was it, anyway?”

“It said it was a Seed Swallower.” I told her about the threats it had hurled. “And I think we may finally be on the right track. This might be exactly what we needed to locate whoever is behind this. And yes, I’m going to do it anyway. Remember our plan for tomorrow.”

Bekkah gave me a worried look. “But Reggie. If you die in the dreamwalk, you die forever. This didn’t happen in any of our previous explorations. What if you come back in the dream and they’re waiting? What if there’s a whole gaggle of Swallowers waiting to hurt you?”

I gave her a reassuring wink. “I deal with a gaggle of swallowers every morning. Either way, we have to solve this puzzle, and we’ve got a unique opportunity to do so. Now, back on the broom. We still have to get your summon and report back to the girls.”

She was obviously reluctant, but she flew up to her broom. It was still hovering where she’d left it, so getting out of the range of the fruit was quick and easy enough. Once she was up there, she circled and strained to catch any glimpse of the Swallower, should it return.

Clearing out the second type of fruit took only a few minutes. Nothing happened and no one came to attack us, although I thought I glimpsed two or three shadows stirring inside the churning mists.

When I rejoined Bekkah with the fruits stored safely inside my magical containment spell, I said, “Come on. Let’s get your summon. After that, we’ll update the girls and I’ll go find Lady Katherine.”

Her wings shimmered with a rainbow sheen as her nose crinkled. “Do you think she’ll know anything about that nasty Swallower thingy?”

“I bet she might.”

"Okay. He's this way." Bekkah pivoted expertly and steered us toward the creature Ms. Hegwen had identified in the first dreamwalk.
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New Spell Entry - Counter Spell

Spell: Counter Spell

Incantation: Abrumpo magicam

Casting Time: Short-Standard (must be cast as reaction)

Mana Cost: Standard-High (variable)

Range: Close (within 30 feet, line of sight)

Duration: Instantaneous

Details: Attempts to disrupt and negate an incoming hostile spell. Must be cast during the application of the opposing spell - timing is critical. Upon casting, both casters engage in a contest of wills and mana reserves. The counterspell’s chance of success depends on: the relative mana capacities of both casters, the amount of mana invested in the counter (higher cost = better chance), the complexity of the spell being countered (simple spells easier to disrupt than advanced magic), and the caster’s focus/concentration. If successful, the target spell fizzles harmlessly and its mana is wasted. If the counter fails, the original spell completes normally and the counterspell’s mana is lost. Attempting to counter spells significantly more powerful than the caster’s ability can cause magical backlash (headaches, temporary mana drain, nosebleeds). Cannot counter spells already completed or sustained effects - only spells in the moment of casting. Legendary/artifact-level magic is nearly impossible to counter without exceptional power. Essential spell for dueling but requires practice to recognize casting patterns and react in time.


Chapter 19: The Armadillo


(Awake)

The wind whipped past us as Bekkah and I soared over the forest canopy. Our brooms cut through the sky with practiced ease, and below us the trees stretched out in a sea of green, broken occasionally by clearings and the glint of streams in the sunlight.

“There,” Bekkah called, pointing ahead to where the forest opened into a larger glade. “The old grove is just past that ridge.”

I nodded and banked to follow her lead. My mind was still turning over the Seed Swallower encounter, cataloging details and filing them away for later. The creature had been a wraith or something similar, capable of death magic and clearly connected to the lustfruit spread. That it had appeared now, after we’d cleared three sites but not during the dreamwalk, suggested our actions in the real timeline had triggered a response.

“Reggie?” Bekkah’s call pulled me from my thoughts. “You’ve got your thinking face on.”

“Just processing,” I said, giving her a reassuring smile. “The Swallower gave us valuable intel, even if it threatened me in the process. We know they exist and what they call themselves. We also know they’re watching the fruits and have a vague name for who they serve. That’s more than we had an hour ago.”

“That’s a scary amount of organized evil.”

“It is,” I agreed. “But we’ll deal with it. Right now, let’s focus on getting you partnered up with the perfect summon. Everything else can wait.”

We descended into the clearing and touched down on soft grass that cushioned our landing. I anchored my broom with a flick of my wrist, and Bekkah did the same. The glade around us was peaceful, almost sacred in its quiet. Ancient trees ringed the space with trunks wrapped in flowering vines, and the air was thick with gentle magic.

“Both times I’ve visited this place before, it’s been beautiful,” Bekkah breathed. Her wings fanned out behind her as she took it all in. “I can feel the earth singing here. It’s all connected, all alive.”

“Is that your Vila nature?” I asked, watching her face light up.

She nodded excitedly, then crossed to wrap her arms around me. “Thank you for coming with me for this in person. It means so much.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” I replied, leaning down to kiss her forehead. “Now, tell me about this summon of yours. You’ve met him twice already, right? What’s his name?”

“He’s called Terradon.” Her tone turned reverent. “His title is Guardian of the Old Grove. In our meetings in the dreamwalk, he was always very patient and kind.”

“Sounds perfect. Where will we find him?”

“Both of the last two times, he was here, but he may have wandered.” She let go of me and took my hand. “Come on, let’s find him together.”

We followed a deer trail deeper into the grove. The growth here was even more striking. The trees were massive, with trunks wider than I could wrap my arms around and branches creating a cathedral ceiling of leaves overhead. Moss covered everything, soft and faintly glowing in the filtered light, and mushrooms grew in fairy rings around the bases of the oldest oaks.

The path opened into a natural amphitheater where ancient trees formed a perfect circle around a moss-covered stone in the center. Perched atop that stone, watching us with old, knowing eyes, was an armadillo.

Not a normal armadillo. This one was huge, roughly the size of a golden retriever, with shell plates that gleamed like polished bronze in the sun. Intricate patterns swirled across his armor, and tiny flowers grew between the plates with their petals opening and closing in a slow, breathing rhythm. The creature’s eyes were deep brown, warm and intelligent, carrying the weight of centuries.

“Isn’t he amazing?” Bekkah breathed. Her wings went still.

I had to agree.

The armadillo watched us with those timeless eyes, then spoke. His voice was deep and resonant, carrying the weight of aged forests and patient earth. “A Vila child and a Warlock. The wheel turns, and old patterns repeat.”

Bekkah stepped forward with her shoulders straight and proud. “Um. Hi there. I’m here to talk. You see,” she hesitated, as nervous as if this was her first time interacting with the creature, “I need a summon. And I think you’re it.”

“Peace, young one.” The armadillo rumbled with warm amusement. “I am Terradon, Guardian of the Old Grove. I seek no conflict, only unity. No strife, only balance. Tell me, child, why do you seek one such as I?”

She was ready with an answer. “Because no matter how balanced or peaceful we are, there’s still a need to protect. A Guardian who does not guard isn’t very useful, are they?”

Her reply earned a wry chuckle, and the creature’s eyes gleamed with approval. “That is truth. Blunt and bold and wise. And what of your grander purpose? Why do you ally with a Warlock?”

“Our ultimate purpose is to bring the Earth and Everafter together once more,” she said, squaring her shoulders. She took a step away and pointed at me. “And this man, a Warlock I adore, is the key to reversing the harm done to our people. I believe it with all my heart.”

The blunt words, spoken so clearly, took me off guard. I had no doubt that Bekkah liked me, but the flowerchild liked everyone and everything. This personal revelation sent warmth into my chest and chased away the last of the chill from the encounter with the Swallower.

Terradon rumbled thoughtfully. His head bobbed in a circle. “The Barrening has wounded this land deeply. Drained magic from its inhabitants. Broken the natural balance. That which was immortal no longer is. Truly, if you seek to reverse that damage, you are more than a Vila or a wizard. You long to become a guardian, too.”

“I can do that,” Bekkah said. Her voice was steady. “I want to do that.”

“Good. I believe you. But first, there are formalities.” The armadillo gestured with a clawed hand. “Show me your nurturing ways. Walk this grove. Touch the trees, feel the flowers, listen to the earth. Tell me what ails them, and how you would heal them. Not with spells or incantations, but with understanding. Show me you are worthy to be a voice for the voiceless.”

Bekkah let go of my hand and stepped forward. Her movements were graceful and confident as she moved through the clearing. Her fingers trailed over bark. She pressed her face close to flowers and put her ear against the moss-covered stones.

She spent twenty minutes in near-total silence, treating the ceremony as if she hadn’t experienced any of it before. With the variability between dreams, maybe she hadn’t.

Terradon remained motionless on his stone perch, watching with those ancient, soulful eyes.

Finally, Bekkah returned to stand before the creature. “Waters are seeping in from the mists and tainting everything here. The oak on the western edge looks healthy, but it’s sick. His roots are withering.” She gestured toward another tree, one with hints of dark leaves among bright green. “They aren’t adapting to the weather as they should because their magic is being drained by something. Now that I know about the fruits once nearby, I assume it’s because of the Swallowers.”

That last part had to be new. It also reminded me that I’d never asked if she’d earned the armadillo’s loyalty in any of the previous dreams. Since she hadn’t mentioned it before, I assumed now she hadn’t.

She walked through what we knew and some conjecture. “If they take magic and can operate beyond the bounds of our world, it makes sense that they would be draining this forest, in addition to threatening the lives of all within.”

The spiritual animal’s head bobbed in agreement. “And you would guard against such threats? Fight them, if you must?”

“I would, great Guardian. With you at my side, I know I’d prevail.”

Terradon’s face flexed into something like a smile. He climbed down from his stone perch with surprising agility and approached Bekkah, then offered her a clawed hand. “Wisdom, not might, has revealed your worth to me. I will join with you and teach you the old ways, magic to preserve, protect, and purify. Together, we will join with this Warlock to heal our world.”

Tears streamed down Bekkah’s face. “Really? I got it right this time?”

“This time?” The creature gave her a tilted, curious look.

Before he could pursue the question further, I cut in. “Bekkah, you should cast the binding spell. We need to move on.”

She pulled her wand out. When he didn’t push the topic further, she recited the words. “Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico.”

The binding spell flowed smoothly and wrapped around Terradon in threads of golden light. He accepted it willingly, and the magic sealed with a warm glow as he vanished, drawn into Bekkah’s petite form.

She smiled and folded her hands across her chest as she took a deep breath. “This is amazing. I never had the answer before.”

I laughed and walked over to fold her into a tight hug. “I figured that out a few minutes ago. Good thing we found that Swallower on the way, right?”

“What a fortunate encounter,” she replied without a hint of irony.

After a few seconds, we made our way from the grove to where our brooms waited.

“Hey Reggie?” Bekkah said as we reached our brooms.

“Yeah?”

She blushed cute and pink. “Thanks for believing in me.”

“Always, flower girl. Always.”
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Summons – Terradon

Name: Terradon, Guardian of the Old Grove

Rarity: Legendary

Summon Type: Ancient Armadillo Guardian

Hit Points: High

Intelligence: Ancient/Wise

Threat: High

Mana Cost: High (willing bond reduces cost significantly)

Difficulty to Summon: Very Difficult (requires demonstration of nurturing and understanding)

Movement Speed (Land): Moderate

Movement Speed (Aquatic): Low

Movement Speed (Aerial): None

Special Abilities:

Earth Sense: Detects all movement and disturbances within 100 feet through ground vibrations; can sense the health of plants and soil

Root Network: Can communicate with and draw knowledge from plants and trees within a half-mile radius

Shell Fortress: Bronze shell plates provide exceptional physical defense; flowers between plates can release purifying pollen that cleanses toxins and corrupted magic

Patient Guardian: Presence calms aggressive creatures and reduces hostile intent within close range

Combat Capabilities:

Defensive Mastery: Shell can deflect most physical and moderate magical attacks; can curl into impenetrable ball formation

Earth Manipulation: Can reshape soil and stone, create barriers, or cause localized tremors to knock enemies off balance

Regenerative Presence: Slowly heals allies within close proximity through natural magic

Magical Properties:

Nature’s Blessing: Enhances growth magic and earth-based spells by 50% for bonded summoner

Grounding Effect: Provides immunity to electrical attacks and resistance to forceful displacement

Purification Aura: Flowers continuously produce low-level cleansing magic that removes minor curses and toxins


Chapter 20: Let’s Get Dangerous


(Awake)

The flight back to campus felt different than the journey out. Bekkah radiated joy, and her wings left sparkle trails in the afternoon light. Her new summon was stronger than the ones taught in any of the textbooks, a rare, one-of-a-kind magical creature, and the new connection was obvious. I could sense it through our bond, a warm thrumming energy that spoke of earth and patience.

We landed near the cabins just as students had begun wandering toward the Dining Hall for breakfast. The scent of scrambled eggs and fresh bread drifted on the breeze. We entered Cabin 7 and put our brooms away, finding the rest of the girls in the middle of reviewing after class. Three excited, expectant faces turned to look at us as we walked in.

“You’re back!” Tizzy squealed and hurried over to give Bekkah an impulsive hug that nearly knocked the smaller fairy off her feet. “Did it work? Did you get him this time?”

Bekkah’s smile was radiant. “I did. The last two times, I didn’t have an important piece of information. Thanks to Reggie, I figured it out.”

“Oh?” Kasirah called from across the room. She smoothed her hands across her tank top before shrugging into an overshirt. “What happened?”

Bekkah and I took turns telling the story. We started with the lustfruit and the warning shot from the Swallower, which earned concerned looks from the girls. Their expressions darkened as we described the creature’s threats and the bolt of death magic that had scorched the earth.

“That can’t be good,” Asenath murmured. Her lion’s tail lashed. “If they’re watching the fruit closely enough to respond that quickly...”

“I’ll be visiting Lady Katherine after breakfast,” I promised, then urged Bekkah to tell the next piece.

She launched into the details about the summoning. Her hands gestured wildly as she walked through her ultimate success in earning Terradon’s trust. The words tumbled out in a rush: the grove, the ancient oak circle, the armadillo’s patient wisdom, and the crucial insight about the Swallowers that had finally unlocked the bond. That earned more celebrations from the girls, along with hugs and squeezes that filled the cabin with warmth.

“We have class in forty-five minutes,” Kasirah interrupted with a quick reminder, glancing at the enchanted clock on the wall. “We should get breakfast.”

“Yeah!” Tizzy chimed in and tugged on my hand. “And I want to know more about this Swallower. You said it was trying to warn you off?”

“It was, yeah.” I went through the story in more detail as we made our way to the Dining Hall. I described the robed figure, its hollow voice, and the way it had appeared from the mists. The girls listened with rapt attention and asked questions that showed they were already thinking tactically. I tried not to seem too impressed by just how quickly they’d grown as a team since I met them.

After I finished, we reaffirmed plans to work with Summer that evening, then collect Kasirah’s swan summon before the day ended. We’d be collecting Asenath’s and Tizzy’s tomorrow, spacing things out to keep our schedule manageable.

“What’ll you do with the time you have open?” Tizzy asked Bekkah. The fairy still had her first period free while the others attended their rotating classes.

Bekkah’s wings fluttered. “I’m going to use analytics spells on Terradon and maybe practice summoning him once or twice, assuming I have the mana for it. Just so we’re ready for the Games and those Swallowers, if they show up again.”

“Good idea,” I said. I could read worry in her delicate features. The anxiety spread to the other girls, and their expressions sobered as they drew close for hugs. None protested further about being sent off to ace their classes.
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Lady Katherine proved simple to find. She was in her office inside the main castle, sitting behind her cluttered desk. I walked up to the heavy oak door and knocked three times. Her melodious voice rang out almost immediately.

“Enter!”

Her office was pretty much what I expected: vaguely gothic, with dark curtains draping the tall windows and blocking most of the afternoon sunlight. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined every wall, crammed with leather-bound tomes. A hardwood desk sat in the center, covered in papers and various arcane-looking junk. Crystals glowed. Dried herbs bundled with red string sat in one corner. An inkwell contained a bubbly black liquid of questionable origin.

Lady Katherine herself sat in a high-backed chair with her posture slightly slouched. She looked dumpy in her oversized black robes and wide-brimmed hat. Peaches stood nearby with her pink hair gleaming and her treasure-chest lower body polished to a fresh shine.

Both women looked up as I entered, and I saw something flash in Katherine’s eyes. Concern? Fear? It vanished too quickly to identify.

“Reggie,” she said. Her voice was carefully measured. “This visit feels timely. Are you associated with the death magic our wards detected this morning?”

“Ah. Yes. I met something calling itself a Seed Swallower. It tried to warn me off from collecting the lustfruit. I think it, or the one it serves, is behind the spread.”

Her eyes widened at my explanation. Peaches gasped audibly and put one hand to her mouth.

“Sit,” Katherine directed urgently, gesturing to a chair across from her desk. “Tell us precisely what happened, down to the very word. Every detail matters.”

I took a seat and recounted the encounter in meticulous detail. I left nothing out. The robed figure in the mists. Its hollow, hissing voice. The specific threat about “tools of the Seed Swallowers. The bolt of lime-green lightning that had burned a hole in the earth. The way death magic had radiated outward, withering grass and leaving a circle of corruption. The vampire’s expression grew darker with each sentence, and her pale fingers tightened on the armrests. When I finished, she and Peaches exchanged a long look.

“If they have returned, we may have even less time than we hoped,” the professor murmured, her voice tight.

“What are they?” I demanded, leaning forward. The casual mention of “returned” suggested a history I desperately needed to understand.

Katherine was quiet for a long moment. Her pale fingers steepled beneath her chin as she studied me. When she spoke, it was slow enough to tell me she was picking her words very carefully. “The Seed Swallowers were once students, similar to yourself. Human students, mostly, though a few other species joined their ranks over the decades. They studied forbidden magics, pursued power without wisdom, and ultimately made a choice that cost them everything.”

“What choice?”

“They gave up their souls,” Peaches said quietly. Her voice was somber. “Traded their humanity for a chance at immortality and greater magical power. From what we know, the ritual was intended to transfer fae magic into the mortals, granting them longer lives and expanded capabilities. In exchange, the fae who participated would receive some of the donating human’s special properties. As it turned out, the experiment failed catastrophically on both sides, leaving the participants in a cursed, half-alive state. Neither fully mortal nor truly fae.”

My stomach turned. “And they’re living in the mists beyond the school?”

“They shouldn’t be,” Katherine said sharply. “We thought them gone, banished or destroyed before the Dark Lady’s rise to power. If they are in the unformed mists, it means they’ve survived in a place that should be deadly to anything short of the greatest spirits or spellcasters who have ever lived. That they’re mobile, organized, and serving something called the Great Master...” She trailed off and shook her head. “That suggests something far more dangerous than I anticipated. Something that has been planning and building power for a very long time.”

“The Barrening,” I said. Pieces clicked together in my mind. “Could they be connected to it?”

Katherine made a swirling gesture with one pale hand. “Perhaps. Explain your thoughts.”

I ticked off the details on my fingers. “Peaches just said it: they wanted immortality and took magic from the fae. They’re calling themselves Seed Swallowers, which suggests a connection to fertility or reproduction. They’re actively working with lustfruit, something only warlocks can handle safely without succumbing to its effects.” I leaned forward. “What if they, or their so-called Great Master, are whatever caused the Barrening in the first place? What if this is all connected to that original failed ritual?”

The two women exchanged another look, this one longer.

“He’s hot and smart,” Peaches said. “You know, now that I think about it, maybe having him repopulate the Everafter won’t be so bad after all.”

Before I could come up with a response, Katherine made a sharp gesture for silence. “We’ve known threats would arise eventually. If not from the lingering effects of the Barrening and its source, then from within our own ranks. We will handle this while we try to save the Everafter.”

“And I and Cabin 7 will help,” I said firmly. I met her eyes. I refused to stand aside when doing so could mean the end of the Everafter and everyone I cared about. “If they try to stop me again, I’m going to need to do more than counter their spells. Can you provide me with better combat magic specifically designed for facing these Swallowers?”

Katherine studied me, then nodded slowly. “Peaches, seal the room. What I’m about to teach him is not part of the standard curriculum.”

Her pink hair swaying, Peaches lifted her torso off the edge of her treasure-chest body and drew her wand. The tip glowed amber as she traced a complex pattern into the air. Magic flared, and I felt a sense of weight settling into the room like we’d been enclosed inside a locked vault. The ambient sounds of the castle vanished completely.

“There are two spells you need,” Katherine said as she rose from her chair. “The first is called Enchantment Severance. Technically, it’s not off-limits for advanced students, so it’ll be our foundation. The version reserved for graduate students strips active magical effects from a target. It’s useful for removing curses, breaking charms, dispelling sustained spells, that sort of thing.”

She drew a length of black and red wood shaped like a claw. With a casual wave, she summoned a stuffed straw practice dummy out of thin air. It floated next to a bare wall and bobbed gently. “Abrumpo vinculum magicae.”

Golden light streamed from her wand and struck the target. The dummy fell to the ground with a soft thump.

“Your turn,” she said, stepping aside and levitating the target again.

I copied her wand movement and spoke the incantation. “Abrumpo vinculum magicae.”

The spell formed properly. Golden energy flowed from my wand. But it felt weak, like I was using a letter opener when I needed a sword. The target wobbled and dropped a few inches, but didn’t hit the ground.

“Good foundation,” Peaches observed, skittering closer. “But you’re holding back. This spell is meant to cut, Reggie. Don’t be gentle with it.”

I tried again and put more force behind the incantation. This time, the target fell several feet, although it didn’t completely drop.

I frowned and searched my memory for the last time I’d failed to cast any spell more than once. I couldn’t recall any instance. This must be truly complex magic. Either that, or I was missing something fundamental.

“There’s an advanced version,” Katherine said quietly. “Not officially sanctioned. More dangerous, more powerful, more destructive. It doesn’t just remove enchantments cleanly. It tears them out violently, ripping them free. The backlash damages both the spell matrix and the target, sometimes permanently.”

“Teach me,” I said immediately.

Katherine’s lips curved into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “Peaches, show him.”

The dussubus grinned with excitement. She wiggled her wand and snarled, “Lacero et frangam magia vinculum!”

The spell that erupted from her wand was nothing like Katherine’s gentle golden light. This was violent and brutal, a slash of crimson energy that struck the dummy with physical force. The construct exploded. Stuffing erupted from a dozen slashes, and it fell in pieces.

“That,” Peaches said, slightly breathless, “is Arcane Sundering. It will rip enchantments out by the roots and make the target pay dearly for every spell they had active. Use it on a mage with multiple buffs running, and you won’t just strip their protections. You’ll leave them bleeding magic, potentially crippled.”

“Try it,” Katherine urged. She used a series of spells to repair the target. “But be prepared. This spell has teeth. It will fight you for control.”

I raised my wand and pictured the Seed Swallower’s death magic shattering under my assault. “Lacero et frangam magia vinculum!”

The spell fought me the moment I cast it. It wanted to be brutal, wanted to destroy without restraint, and I had to wrestle it into submission even as I released it. When it finally launched, the recoil nearly knocked me off my feet.

The spell didn’t cut the dummy. My casting went off like a bomb. Books flew from shelves. Loose papers whirled through the air. Various implements clattered to the floor. When the debris settled, there was nothing left of the dummy except a few wisps of straw.

“Holy shit,” I breathed. My wand arm trembled.

“Indeed,” Katherine said dryly. “That version is not for casual use. Certainly do not use it in the Games or against other students. Ever. The magical backlash alone could cause permanent damage. But against an opponent like a Seed Swallower, something already cursed and corrupted? It could save your life.”

We spent the next hour drilling the spell. Peaches took over for the repetitive parts and proved herself a teacher every bit as effective as Summer Shandy. The dussubus was equal parts encouraging and demanding. She’d demonstrate, I’d attempt, and she’d correct my form with hands that lingered perhaps a moment too long on my shoulders. The flirtation was there and unmistakable, but beneath it was pure focus. She wanted me to master this.

By the time Katherine called a halt, I could cast both versions of the spell reliably. The standard Enchantment Severance came easily now. The advanced Arcane Sundering still left me winded and shaking, but I could control it without destroying Katherine’s office.

“The second spell,” Katherine said as she returned to her chair. “It’s defensive. The scholastic version is called Protective Barrier. It’s simple shield magic that absorbs incoming attacks until it breaks. It’s part of the curriculum for third-year combat courses in the second semester.”

She demonstrated without standing. A translucent dome of blue light formed around her and shimmered gently. It looked stable and reassuring.

“Consider it perfect for the Games and minor threats. It will stop most physical attacks and moderate magical assaults. The advanced version, however...” She dismissed the barrier. “The advanced version is called Aegis of Absolute Defense. It doesn’t just absorb attacks. It negates them entirely, at massive mana cost. Hold it too long and you’ll burn through your reserves in seconds, even with your warlock capacity. But for those few seconds you’re untouchable. Nothing can reach you.”

Peaches took over the demonstration and cast both versions one at a time. The standard barrier looked solid and reliable. The advanced version looked hungry. It shimmered with golden-white light that devoured any magic that touched it. Lady Katherine conjured small projectiles and hurled them at each barrier. The standard one absorbed them with visible ripples. The advanced one consumed them completely, and the projectiles simply ceased to exist on contact.

“This one will be harder to master,” Katherine warned. “The mana drain is catastrophic, and the spell requires absolute concentration. Any lapse, even for a fraction of a second, and it collapses immediately. You cannot cast other spells while maintaining it. You cannot move. You can only defend.”

She was right. My first three attempts at the standard version flickered and died within seconds. The fourth held, barely, forming a trembling dome. The advanced version stayed completely beyond my grasp. The spell structure was too complex, and the mana requirements too steep at the moment, after all of the other casting. I could feel it in my mind and see the framework, but executing it was another matter.

“Don’t worry,” Peaches said with her hand on my shoulder. “You’ll get it with practice. You’ve got the foundation, the raw power, and the understanding. The rest is repetition and refinement.”

“Practice somewhere safe,” Katherine added. “And Reggie? If you encounter more Seed Swallowers, don’t try to be heroic. Alert faculty immediately. These creatures are dangerous in ways you don’t fully understand yet. They’ve had centuries to master their cursed existence.”

I was utterly spent from the advanced spellcasting. My mana reserves had dropped to maybe twenty percent, so I didn’t argue. “Got it. No problem. Thanks for all your help.”

“Of course. We wouldn’t want anything to happen to you or the good ladies of Cabin 7, would we?” Her smile was faint but playful as she looked at a grand clock in the corner. It had been knocked slightly askew during our practice. “Ah, and now I have my own classes to attend. Talk again soon, Reggie.”

I waved goodbye and headed toward the library. Once I had enough mana to cast spells again, it would be time to resume my studies of the lustfruit.
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The library was blessedly quiet after the intensity of Katherine’s lesson. Professor Applebottom looked up from her desk as I entered. Her green skin was bright in the afternoon light filtering through the high windows.

“Mr. Hickson,” she said warmly. “What can I do for you?”

Remembering that none of our previous interactions had happened in the waking world, only in dreamwalks that she had no memory of, I went through the motions all over again. I explained what I needed and why. I described the lustfruit situation and my research goals. She listened with rapt attention and occasionally asked insightful questions. She allowed me access for precisely the same reasons as the first day. She even acted slightly more interested in my research this time, leaning forward as I described the fruit’s unusual properties.

By the time I arrived in the now-familiar examination chamber, I had only a few hours before the girls and Summer were due to arrive for our advanced spell training session. I crossed to the examination table and settled into a chair to relax and center myself. Meditation would help organize my thoughts and speed up mana regeneration.

My first goal was to learn more about the fruit’s connection to fertility, if such a connection existed beyond speculation. After that, I needed ways to tap into the fruit’s inherent properties to develop new spells. A less selfless man might have used them to create enchantments of infinite arousal and endless production.

But, as I’d told the girls repeatedly, I had no interest in becoming the father of thousands of children unless I had absolutely no other choice. There had to be better solutions.

Eventually my objectives solidified into clarity. Soon after, my mana returned enough to use the lab’s tools reliably. I went to work with renewed purpose.
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The girls arrived precisely on time. Summer accompanied them with her rose-colored mane perfectly styled. After a quick introduction of our objectives, our fourth explanation from Cabin 7’s perspective but first for Summer, we moved to a practice chamber on the library’s second floor. There, we picked up where we’d left off in the advanced spell training.

As with the dream sessions, Summer proved to be an effective tutor. She warmed to the team quickly once she saw how fast they picked up what she had to teach them. Her aloof princess act melted into something more friendly. Pride flickered in her eyes when Bekkah successfully cast a complex conjuration. Approval warmed her voice when Tizzy maintained multiple summons without strain.

When the session concluded, all of us were pleasantly exhausted but measurably stronger. We said our goodbyes. Summer departed with a final meaningful look in my direction. We headed back to Cabin 7, where by mutual agreement we went for a long nap before traveling together to meet Kasirah's swan summon.
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New Spell Entries

Enchantment Severance (Official Version)

Spell: Enchantment Severance

Incantation: Abrumpo vinculum magicae

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Standard-High (scales with enchantment complexity)

Range: Close (within 30 feet, line of sight)

Duration: Instantaneous

Details: Severs active magical enchantments from a target, removing curses, charms, buffs, and other ongoing magical effects. The spell works methodically, unraveling magical bonds without causing harm to the target. More complex enchantments require more mana and concentration. Cannot affect permanent magical traits (like species abilities) or enchantments protected by legendary magic. Commonly taught in advanced combat classes for dealing with hostile magic users. The removal is clean and controlled, making it safe for allied targets.
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Arcane Sundering (Advanced Version)

Spell: Arcane SunderingIncantation: Lacero et frangam magia vinculumCasting Time: StandardMana Cost: High-Extreme (scales dramatically with number of active effects)Range: Close (within 30 feet, line of sight)Duration: InstantaneousDetails: NOT OFFICIALLY SANCTIONED. Violently tears enchantments from a target, shattering magical bonds with brutal force. Unlike Enchantment Severance, this spell doesn’t gently remove effects - it rips them out by the roots. The backlash deals magical damage to the target proportional to the number and power of enchantments removed. Each severed enchantment inflicts pain and temporary magical exhaustion. In extreme cases, targets may suffer permanent reduction in magical capacity if too many powerful effects are sundered simultaneously. The spell has significant recoil, potentially staggering the caster. Highly effective against opponents relying on multiple magical buffs or sustained combat enchantments, but dangerous to use on allies. Leaves magical “scars” that can be detected by skilled mages.
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Protective Barrier (Official Version)

Spell: Protective Barrier

Incantation: Scutum protectionis

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Standard (plus sustained cost)

Range: Self or Touch

Duration: Until dismissed or broken (sustained concentration)

Details: Creates a translucent barrier of blue light around the target that absorbs incoming attacks. The barrier has a damage threshold based on mana invested and caster’s skill. Once that threshold is exceeded, the barrier shatters. Effective against physical attacks, magical projectiles, and area effects. Does not prevent movement or restrict the caster’s actions, though sustained concentration is required to maintain it. Multiple barriers can be layered for increased protection at proportionally higher mana cost. Standard defensive spell taught in combat magic courses.
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Aegis of Absolute Defense (Advanced Version)

Spell: Aegis of Absolute Defense

Incantation: Aegis absolutum defende

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Extreme (massive sustained drain)

Range: Self only

Duration: Until dismissed or mana depleted (sustained concentration)

Details: NOT OFFICIALLY SANCTIONED. Creates a barrier that doesn’t merely absorb attacks - it negates them entirely. Incoming magic, physical force, and energy attacks are completely nullified upon contact with the aegis. The barrier appears as a shimmering field of golden-white light that consumes any magic that touches it. The trade-off is catastrophic mana consumption. Even for a Warlock with exceptional reserves, the spell can only be sustained for seconds before completely draining the caster. Any lapse in concentration causes immediate collapse. Cannot be cast on others - the mental and magical demands require the aegis to be self-directed. While active, the caster is functionally invulnerable but cannot cast other spells without dismissing the aegis. Prolonged use can cause temporary magical exhaustion, nosebleeds, and in extreme cases, mana burn (temporary inability to cast any magic). Used primarily in life-or-death situations where absolute protection is needed for a critical moment.


Chapter 21: Elegance


(Awake)

We made our way toward the Glimmerfen Marsh as the afternoon sun turned the sky amber and pink. Kasirah led the way, but her confident stride was tempered by tension visible in her defined shoulders.

“You okay, Kassi?” I asked and fell into step beside her.

She glanced at me, then away. “I’m fine, mostly.”

“Mostly?”

“My previous meetings with the spirit have gone differently each time. I don’t know what to expect.”

I reached out and put a hand on her arm. “You’ve got this. I know you do. We all do.”

The girls all moved in to support her, and their care for one of our own touched me. It showed just how far we were coming as a harem, even with the relatively short time we’d all been together.

Then again, I guess I was the new addition to the dynamic, not any of them. No matter how you sliced it, though, I was the tentpole that currently held things together.

Heh. Pole.

As we continued walking, the landscape gradually shifted from well-maintained paths to softer ground, and the air grew heady with the scent of water and growing things. Cattails lined the marshy edges while dragonflies zipped past.

The route we took was adjacent to the dream date Kasirah and I had shared. It took us to an outlet of water so still it looked like glass. Lily pads dotted the surface with white and pink flowers fully open to the fading sunlight, and smooth stones ringed the pool’s edge, and the whole space felt special, like it was even more magical than the rest of the gorgeous landscape.

And in the center of the pool, floating gracefully, was the swan from our date.

I recognized her immediately. During my dreamwalk with Kasirah, we’d encountered this same creature, and she’d been impressive then too. Seeing her in the waking world somehow made her even more striking.

I looked her over anew. She was huge, with intelligent, kind eyes that matched the deep blue of Kasirah’s own, and as we approached, she raised her wings in welcome.

The creature spoke in a feminine voice that reminded me of Lord of the Rings elves, which in turn reminded me that I was overdue for a rewatch. “Greetings, women and Warlock of Cabin 7. I am Seraphelle, Guardian of Still Waters. What brings you here this night? Reggie, do you seek to add another spirit to your menagerie?” Man, I really wanted to marathon the extended editions all of a sudden.

Kasirah stepped forward with her shoulders straight and proud. “It is I, great spirit, who seeks to bond with you.”

“Ah. A valkyrie.” Seraphelle tilted her long neck. “Why are you interested in gaining me as a summons? Are your kind not warriors in your own right?”

“I wish to...” Kasirah swallowed and shifted like she might look at me, then pushed on. “I wish to be more than a warrior. My heart yearns to protect and nurture as much as to do battle.”

Seraphelle glided closer, and I couldn’t help but notice she barely sent a ripple across the water’s surface. “More than a warrior. An interesting phrase from your kind. Tell me more of what you desire, Kasirah.”

The valkyrie was silent for a long moment, and when she spoke, her voice was rough but clearly not holding back any bit of her truth. “I want to heal. I want to protect without destroying. I want to be someone my friends can turn to.” She paused, and I could see her gathering herself for what came next. “I want to be a mother and raise a family.”

Well, damn. My heart did a little flip at that. We hadn’t talked about kids yet, and hell, we’d barely talked about what we were doing next week. But hearing her say it out loud like that, to this ancient spirit, hit different.

“And you believe bonding with me will help you to achieve that?”

“I believe it will be a step in embracing my truth,” Kasirah said. “With you at my side, I will have options no other valkyrie has ever possessed.”

Seraphelle’s gaze pierced straight through Kasirah. “You speak both flattery and truth, both of which are welcome in this little congress of ours. But tell me this: if embracing our bond and becoming a mother changes your fate, are you willing to risk that which makes you a valkyrie?”

Kasirah shifted from foot to foot, and I could tell this was a new question, one she hadn’t anticipated. “I believe there is a path forward with room for both. If not, I will make one with my new family at my side.”

The swan’s beak opened and closed, her tongue peeking out in a thoughtful, almost human gesture. “That... Yes. I will accept that. You have touched my heart. I will give you the test.”

The girls murmured in delight, and Tizzy started bouncing while Bekkah’s wings fluttered bright enough to throw little rainbow patterns on the water.

Seraphelle continued. “Kneel by the water’s edge and place your hands in the pool. Feel its stillness, its peace, its patient endurance. Water does not fight the stone. It flows around it. It does not battle the earth. It nourishes it. Be still, warrior. Let the water teach you.”

Frankly, I was already tired of all the zen shit, but Kasirah moved without hesitation, dropping to her knees and cupping the water, which had taken on a velvety white glow. Her eyes went wide as she studied it. “It’s so calm,” she whispered. “Still in a world of so much chaos and change.”

“Yes,” Seraphelle said gently. “And in that stillness is great power. The power to wait. The power to observe. The power to respond rather than react. This is the first lesson of healing: you must be still enough to truly see what needs healing.”

Kasirah stayed there for what felt like ages with her hands in the water, her breathing gradually slowing to match the pool’s serene rhythm. Behind me, Tizzy started to fidget. I knew it was coming before it happened.

“Is she gonna be okay?” Tizzy whispered, except her whisper was approximately the volume of a normal person’s speaking voice. “She’s been in there forever. What if her fingers get all pruney and fall off?”

Asenath put a hand on her shoulder and shook her head. This was Kasirah’s moment. We were witnesses of her.

Witnesses for her.

Eventually, Seraphelle spoke again. “Now, valkyrie, I will give you a choice. In the reeds to your left, there is a wounded bird. A merlin, damaged by some twist of fate. It has hidden itself to die. You may try to save it, or you may let nature take its course. Choose.”

Kasirah’s head snapped toward the reeds. I heard it now, too: the faint, pained chirping. Without hesitation, she moved toward the sound, her hands still dripping from the pool.

“Wait,” Seraphelle called. “Do not rush. Healing requires patience. Move too quickly and you will frighten the bird. It will expend its last strength trying to escape you. Be still. Be gentle. Let it see that you mean no harm.”

Kasirah froze mid-step, then slowly sank into a crouch and eased her steps into a hunter’s quiet prowl. The bird wasn’t far, just between the reeds at the edge of the water. When she pulled them aside, she revealed a tiny bird covered in mud. One wing was darkened with a black smear that reminded me of the Seed Swallower’s death magic.

“That can’t be death magic, though,” I murmured into Bekkah’s ear. “The bird wouldn’t have survived it.”

“Unless the bird is more than it appears,” she replied, nodding along. “Perhaps the forces of nature have been working against their kind already.”

I caught the swan’s neck dipping in an almost undetectable nod, though she didn’t speak.

Kasirah crouched and whispered, “Little one, you’re hurt. Please. Let me help you. Let me ease your pain.”

The bird regarded her with one fierce eye, then gave a shake and extended its neck forward in submission. Kasirah slid her hands beneath the animal and lifted it between her palms.

“This damage is...” She trailed off, her brow furrowing. “I don’t know if I can.”

I took a half step closer to her. “You can and you will. I believe in you. We all believe in you.”

“We believe in you!” Tizzy echoed, way too loudly. “Do it and then Reggie can give us cummies!” A flock of something startled from a nearby tree. Bekkah and Asenath followed with their own words of encouragement, mercifully at normal volume.

Kasirah threw us a tight smile as she adjusted the tiny bird to one hand and drew her wand. “I need to understand the damage first,” she murmured and cast Identify Enchantment. What she learned made her gasp.

“It’s an active curse. This isn’t death magic. It’s... torture.” I saw alarm and empathy flash across her face. “I must dispel the magic and cast a healing spell quickly, or the bird will die.” She took a deep breath, and I saw her weighing her options as her eyes flicked from me to the swan and back.

If she asks for help, she might risk her bond with the swan, I realized, because she’s weighing her chance for advancement versus the life of the animal.

I’d seen this in business before. The no-win scenario where you have to choose between doing things the “right” way and doing them the smart way. Most people choke. Most people pick the option that makes them look good.

Kasirah exhaled. “Seraphelle, there’s an easy path, and there’s the right one.”

“Go on,” the swan said. Her tone revealed nothing.

“The easy path would be to try and strip the enchantment and heal the bird myself. To impress you. But the fact is, Reggie is here. He’s a powerful Warlock. If he helps, and we time this together, the chances for the bird to survive will be much higher.”

“And what does your heart, as a healer, tell you?”

The bird chirped weakly, and one eye closed as it settled into the valkyrie’s palm. I watched a gentle glow rise from Kasirah and link her to the dying creature. Instead of answering the swan, she spoke to me. “Reggie. Now. Get this enchantment off.”

I was already in motion, and with a flick of my wrist, I poured all of my will into my new spell. “Abrumpo vinculum magicae!” The words came out with a sharp echo and a focus unlike any I’d felt practicing it with Lady Katherine.

Shadows burst as the dark goo on the creature’s body vanished, revealing horrible wounds beneath.

Kasirah was ready. “Sana dum pugno, vita in morte!” Her voice carried across the marsh as vibrant magic, augmented by our bond, poured into the bird.

The bird’s wounds didn’t regenerate slowly, over seconds. They vanished as if they’d never existed.

My breath came short. “There it is,” I murmured. “That’s fucking teamwork.”

“Just so, Warlock,” the swan said. Her eyes danced as the merlin hopped to its feet and turned to regard Kasirah.

It chirped a happy song and leaned down to brush a wing against her forearm. Then it spread its wings and flapped away, and I watched its calls echo as it vanished into the distance.

Kasirah looked at her hands, then at me, and her face was lit up with the kind of joy I knew was plastered all over mine too. “We did it, Reggie. Together.”

“You did it,” I corrected. “I couldn’t have cast that mending spell the way you did. And I couldn’t have diagnosed the bird the way you did. Kasirah, this victory is yours.”

Seraphelle glided over and nudged Kasirah’s shoulder with her beak. “You have the gift. The gift of strength tempered by compassion, of power balanced by gentleness. And I would be honored to teach you how to be all these things.”

Tears streaked down Kasirah’s cheeks as she looked up at the swan. “Truly? You would bond with me?”

“With all my heart,” Seraphelle said simply.

Kasirah adjusted her wand and chanted the words. “Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico.” The binding magic flowed freely, and Seraphelle glowed brightly before vanishing.

I still didn’t quite understand how named summons worked, or why they vanished after bonding, but based on the feeling in the air afterward, it felt like a good thing. Like something clicking into place.

Kasirah returned to us and spread her arms. “Thank you. Thank you all for being here for me.”

The girls raced in to catch the strong woman up in a group hug. I joined in, wrapping my arms around as many of them as I could reach.

“I’m just glad she doesn’t remember how our date ended in the dreamwalk,” I said, chuckling. “That would have been awkward.”

“Oh?” Asenath’s ears perked up. “What happened at the end of your dream date, exactly?”

“Nothing!” Kasirah said, way too quickly.

“She cast a privacy spell for us,” I admitted. “So we could, uh, have some alone time in the gazebo.”

Tizzy gasped, her eyes going wide. “The swan watched you two get all snuggly-wuggly and then helped you bang? That’s so—”

“Romantic,” Bekkah cut in, though her wings fluttered impishly. “Let’s go with that.”
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New

Spell Entry - Stillpoint Hover

Spell: Stillpoint Hover

Incantation: Stare in aere

Casting Time: Instantaneous

Mana Cost: Low (initial) + Negligible (sustained)

Range: Self (while flying)

Duration: Until dismissed or concentration broken

Details: Brings flyer to immediate complete stop and maintains stationary hover position. Negates all momentum instantly, which can cause whiplash if unprepared. Useful for precise positioning, observing course layouts, or avoiding sudden obstacles. While hovering, caster can rotate freely but cannot move from position without dismissing spell. Sustained hover requires minimal mana but continuous concentration. Combat or surprise can break concentration, potentially causing a fall.
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New Spell Entry - Momentum Burst

Spell: Momentum Burst

Incantation: Festina impetus

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Standard

Range: Self (while flying)

Duration: 3-5 seconds

Details: Provides explosive acceleration, increasing flight speed by 50% for a brief period. The burst of speed carries the caster forward rapidly but offers reduced control during the effect. Experienced racers time this spell for straightaways or final sprint approaches. Overuse can cause magical exhaustion and the sudden deceleration at spell’s end can be jarring.
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Summons – Seraphelle

Name: Seraphelle, Guardian of Still Waters

Rarity: Legendary

Summon Type: Sacred Swan

Hit Points: Moderate-High

Intelligence: Ancient/Serene

Threat: Moderate-High

Mana Cost: High (willing bond reduces cost significantly)

Difficulty to Summon: Very Difficult (requires demonstration of patience and healing intent)

Movement Speed (Land): Low

Movement Speed (Aquatic): High

Movement Speed (Aerial): Ultra-High

Special Abilities:

Healing Waters: Can purify and enchant water to have potent healing properties; touch heals minor wounds instantlyGrace of Flight: Movement through air and water is perfectly efficient, leaving no trace or ripples

Serenity Aura: Presence calms emotions and reduces panic/fear in allies; helps maintain focus during chaosMirror Surface: Can create still water barriers that reflect magic back at casters

Combat Capabilities:

Aerial Agility: Superior maneuverability in flight; can dodge most projectiles with ease

Water Manipulation: Controls water within range, creating barriers, currents, or pressurized strikes

Restorative Combat: Can heal allies while maintaining defensive positioning

Magical Properties:

Healing Amplification: Bonded summoner’s healing spells are 50% more effective

Tranquil Mind: Provides resistance to mental manipulation and fear effects

Water Affinity: Summoner can breathe underwater and move through water without resistance


Chapter 23: Dirty Fruit F...


(Dreamwalking)

Scouting with my broom after breakfast, I found the Seed Swallower was far north of the castle, in a valley carved between two mountainous stretches. I spotted him immediately from the air, the figure wearing flowing black robes and an oversized cowl, his face hidden behind an elaborate silver mask. He bent low over the earth, planting more lustfruit about three hundred feet from the churning mists that marked the boundary of the school’s territory.

This was my chance. Every warning I’d been given went out the window.

I squeezed my broom between my thighs until the cupped ball-guard dug into sensitive flesh. I held on with one hand and flicked my wand into position with the other, then dove toward the creature.

The sky stretched open and clear above me, save for distant wisps of cloud. My shadow must have given me away. The Swallower straightened before I came within casting range. A black and silver wand appeared in his gloved hand, and he shouted a counterspell at my broom.

A lance of green and black magic shot into the wood between my thighs. The flying enchantment failed instantly. Gravity seized me, dragging me down at bone-breaking speed. In seconds, I would smash into the ground, dead in both the dreamwalk and the real world.

No!

I refused to die like this. I whipped my wand back and forth, casting Stillpoint Hover. The spell was designed for brooms. I nearly collapsed with relief when it worked without one.

I came to an abrupt halt fifteen feet above the ground. I rotated in the air as the Swallower exhaled a windy laugh.

“Reggie, is that you? The boy Warlock, come to learn your first and last lesson about real magic, have you?” The man spoke with a posh English accent so thick with condescension that I felt vaguely dirty just hearing it.

He lifted his wand toward me. Long blond hair stuck out from behind the demonic mask. “Have you been taught the dark curses yet? No. Well, allow...”

I didn’t wait for him to finish the threat or cast the spell. My wand was already in hand. “Lacero et frangam magia vinculum!”

Arcane Sundering, empowered by the full might of my recent boost from my harem, wrapped around the mysterious man. I felt his will struggle against mine as the stranger’s mind pitted itself against my determination to stop him.

But he’d been in the middle of talking, prepared to cast an entirely different spell, totally unprepared to fight a mental duel. With a scream of pain and rage, the man’s mask and robe both evaporated in a waft of dark smoke.

The Seed Swallower was an elf with high cheekbones and a distinctive widow’s peak. His eyes were bright green. Blood smeared his face from the damaging aspect of Arcane Sundering. He looked incredibly familiar.

“Why do you look like Jamathiel?” I asked as the man’s expression shifted from outrage and disbelief to profound fear.

“What... what have you DONE?!” He wailed the last word and looked down at his hand. Clutched in his palm, glistening wetly, was the second variety of lustfruit, the one with the cleft in the middle.

A second scream tore from his throat, this one born of mad desire. He fumbled at his pants with the fruit held at the ready.

I started to call out, to cast another spell, but the fellow maintained just enough focus to turn and flee toward the mists. His fruit-gripping hand was busy doing predictable, if highly inappropriate, things.

I was determined to capture him. I aimed my wand at my broom and cast the spell to reactivate the magic. It surged to life between my thighs, which somehow included a slightly unnerving feeling like being gently cupped between my legs, reminding me of the book about males riding brooms not being gay and making me wish I had paid more attention to its contents. I oriented on the fleeing Swallower, but not before he’d crossed into the mists.

“Damn it,” I muttered and landed to examine what he’d been doing.

An elaborate spell circle covered about three square feet of ground, drawn in purple ink. A second lustfruit, the nipple variety, sat nearby.

What I’d just uncovered carried significant weight for several reasons. First, it gave me a distinct idea of how our enemies were moving the infections around. Second, it revealed the lengths they were willing to go to further their plans. The man’s casual talk of killing magic suggested these Swallower folks were deadly serious.

So far, my time at the school had been hot, horny fun with a dash of magic and drama. If the Seed Swallowers wanted to escalate things to something darker, well, I wouldn’t hesitate to protect the people I’d come to care about.

I looked at the mists, which churned ominously. I waited several seconds to see if anyone would return, but I doubted it. Based on my research, if the lustfruit’s magic had taken hold of the man’s mind, he wouldn’t be able to do much more than...

Well, you know. Maybe they should call them fuck fruit instead. He actually wished he hadn’t had that thought with the images it brought to mind, so he turned his focus back to what he could learn about the fruit.

One thing I still didn’t know about the fruit was duration. In animals, it led to madness and death. What about people? Specifically, spellcasters? I didn’t dare test it.

Now, given the advantages of the dreamwalk, I had a unique opportunity. If I was willing to do what it took to take advantage of it, that is.

[image: ]

“Okay, Reggie, start from the top. Tell us precisely what happened again.” Lady Katherine stood between Professor Applebottom and Dean Narklepop. Her posture was confident but her expression vaguely smug. She’d summoned Applebottom immediately after I’d come to her with the details of my confrontation, and the three of us had rushed straight to the Dean’s office.

I’d been hoping to find out who the mysterious enemy sorcerer was, not get grilled, but wishful thinking rarely panned out.

The Dean’s office was a disaster. Bookshelves were placed haphazardly, crammed with an eclectic collection of tomes that looked ancient enough to crumble if touched. His massive oak desk dominated the center of the room, its surface buried under stacks of parchment, inkwells, quills, and various magical instruments that gave off faint pulses of energy. A large window behind the desk overlooked the castle grounds, and afternoon sunlight streamed through to light up the dust floating in the air.

I walked them through the encounter again. I told them about finding the man and what I’d done to defeat him. Narklepop paced behind his desk as I spoke, his small gnomish hands fidgeting constantly. Applebottom stood near the bookshelf to my right. Katherine remained by the door with arms crossed, watching everyone with those ancient vampire eyes.

“The mask and robe must have been conjured using Warlock magic,” Applebottom said. She looked at the Dean, her voice tight. “It’s the only explanation.”

Narklepop stopped pacing and turned to face us. His wizened face was pinched with concern and the wrinkles around his eyes had deepened. “Yes, yes,” he said in his high, tinny voice. “Reggie’s use of the forbidden dispelling magic, coupled with his own Warlock abilities, must have overcome them, rendering Fabien helpless to the fruit.”

“His name was Fabien?” I asked.

Both Narklepop and Applebottom looked reluctant to answer. They exchanged a meaningful glance. Katherine showed no such hesitation. She pushed off from the door and moved closer to the center of the room, softly swishing her dark robes. “Jamathiel’s long-lost father, no doubt. He vanished centuries ago, leaving his family behind. We all assumed he died due to one of his many illicit experiments. Now we know he became a Swallower.”

“Poor Jamathiel,” Professor Applebottom mused. Her voice carried heavy sadness. She moved away from the bookshelf and wrapped her arms around herself. “Once he learns of his father’s turn to their evil ways, the boy will become even more difficult to manage.”

“Shh.” Narklepop raised a hand with a stern expression that looked silly on his diminutive frame. “It is not our place to divulge these facts in front of a student, no matter how gifted.” He crossed to me and adjusted his spectacles, then fixed me with a look that was probably meant to be stern but came across as frantic. “Reggie, you are not to pursue whatever you’ve been doing further. Anything involving Swallowers is better left for...”

“For who?” Lady Katherine interrupted and took another step forward. Her melodious voice carried an edge. “Dean, I hate to say this, but Reggie is our one and only hope right now.”

Narklepop sputtered and spun to face the vampire. His robes flared out as he offered his retort. “We’ve spoken about this. The gate is the solution. Evacuation is our fallback.”

“Yes, this is true. Our fallback.” Katherine moved to stand beside me and placed a pale hand on my arm. Her touch was cool through my sleeve. “Reggie is our chance to stop this before it comes to that. Not only is he immune to the effects of the Dark Lady’s fruit, but he’s also perfectly equipped to fight the Swallowers. For all we know, with the right spells, he might be able to open a path within the mists. That could lead the way to whoever is truly behind the Barrening. It could crack the ancient mystery wide open.”

I frowned and processed the implications of what she’d just revealed. That was a lot of pressure to dump on a guy.

“And this is why you saw fit to arm him with such dangerous, advanced spells?” Professor Applebottom asked. She looked from Katherine to me with a complex expression. The green-skinned woman gave off strange vibes, somewhere between outraged and... aroused. Her pupils were dilated, even with the bright sunlight from the window.

I frowned and wondered if any of the lustfruit’s pollen might have gotten on me. That was actually a distinct possibility I couldn’t fully ignore. From my research, I believed my harem might have some measure of protection against the effects as a result of our bond, but I had yet to test that theory. Anyone else would be in serious trouble if Fabien’s reaction was any indicator.

“It is,” Katherine said. Her voice drew me back to the present. “Reggie is our best hope. As a Warlock, he’s immune to the Dark Lady’s lustfruit, and may even be able to break the enchantments that give those things their power. He’s also far more capable than most, thanks to the love he’s earned from Cabin 7. If anyone is equipped to explore these threats, it’s him.”

I started to point out that they were, by definition, hundreds of years older and professors at the school. But she wasn’t wrong. If lustfruit exposure could drive even experienced faculty into a fit of desire so deep they might never return, the risk was astronomical. The risk only elevated further if the Swallowers took direct involvement.

“I’m happy to help,” I said and cut through the trio as they began arguing. All three turned to look at me. “Actually, I’ve got a few ideas, but I’m going to need Summer Shandy. She knows spells outside of the standard curriculum. Would you mind authorizing her to spend the rest of the evening with me?”

This was partly true. Summer did know a few spells I didn’t. It was also pragmatic. If Cabin 7 got more time with their instructor, they’d level up their skills far faster than otherwise.

Dean Narklepop’s face folded into a scowl so sour his mouth might have turned inside out. He crossed his arms in disapproval. “Perhaps. Yes, fine. Summer is quite advanced. But, Reggie, before you potentially endanger yourself or others, we must insist that you consult with someone first. Lady Katherine, myself, or Professor Applebottom must be involved in your risky endeavors. Is that clear?”

“Perfectly,” I lied. I met his gaze steadily.

“Fine.” He waved a hand dismissively. “Is there anything else you’ll need?”

“Actually, there is one thing.” I tried to keep the grin off my face. “Would you send for Wimbledip? I need a few things from Earth.”

Katherine’s eyebrows rose with genuine curiosity. Applebottom looked confused and tilted her head slightly. Narklepop just sighed, and the sound carried the weight of centuries of dealing with difficult students, probably not unlike me.

“Very well,” the Dean said. His voice was resigned. “I’ll send word immediately. Now, if there’s nothing else, I have a great deal of work to attend to.”

We filed out of his office into the cool stone corridor beyond. Afternoon sun slanted through high windows, and my mind was already racing ahead to the next steps, to the research I needed to do, to the spells I needed to master.

Lady Katherine caught my arm as Applebottom headed down the corridor. “Be careful, Reggie,” she said quietly. Her eyes were serious. “The Seed Swallowers are more dangerous than you know.”

“I will be,” I promised. “But I’m not backing down. Not when so much is at stake.”

She studied my face for a long moment, then nodded. “Good. The Everafter needs someone with your courage. Just... don’t let that courage get you killed.”

With that ominous warning, she swept away down the corridor with her dark robes trailing behind her.

I stood there for a moment, watching her go, then turned and headed toward the library. I had research to do, plans to make, and a world to save. Which was not really a normal responsibility for a new student to take on, but that’s life.


Chapter 24: Hot for...


(Dreamwalking)

Finding Summer Shandy thankfully proved easier than expected. She came to find me as I made my way from the Dean’s offices, taking me in with a curious expression upon seeing me in front of her. The girl’s raw, provocative beauty hit me all over again as her rose-colored mane and tail flashed in and out of view while she hip-swayed her way toward me.

“So,” she said and came to a halt mere inches from my face. Her floral scent assaulted my nose. “Dean Narklepop sent word that I’m to provide you with private tutoring for the rest of the day. Combat spells, he said. Is that about right?”

“Word travels fast.”

“I was literally just down the hall when he sent the message.” She fell into step beside me as we headed toward the library. “He looked quite flustered. What exactly did you do?”

“I encountered something called a Swallower. Have you heard of them?”

“Of swallowing?” She inhaled sharply. “Reggie, the lack of qualifying male candidates may have given most of the women here a degree of innocence, but I assure you, I am quite well equipped to swallow and more.”

“No, not swallow. Seed Swallowers.” I grinned and explained the details for several seconds before she caught on.

“Ohhhhh, the Swallowers. Yes. I’ve heard legends of them. What happened?”

I told her. I downplayed my achievements and deliberately didn’t mention Fabien’s name. In the end, I added, “I asked for you to help broaden my skill set specifically in non-lethal incapacitation techniques. You’ve proven such a good tutor for the rest of the girls, it just makes sense to include this. We’ll need the spells for the Games anyway, right?”

She gave me a wry look. “I’ve spent all of a day tutoring your Cabin, and you all have picked everything up oddly fast. I’d hardly say that I’m a particularly gifted tutor when my pupils are so supernaturally quick on the draw. Your potency as a Warlock must be beyond anything we could have imagined.”

We turned down a hall and passed several students on their way to classes.

“Eh.” Not wanting to derail the day with discussions about Warlock stuff, I shrugged the compliment off. “Let’s leave a note for the girls, then head to the practice area.”

“Sure.”

Mr. Fellspread was now reading a book titled King of the Fae Islands: A Story of Virgins, Magic, and Repopulation. He took a note for us only after a little prodding.

“The girls will be here eventually,” I told the flustered man. “Just have them join Summer and me in the combat training room, okay?”

“Eh. Combat training. Yes. Well, okay. But I don’t like being treated as a relay! Don’t you see I’m busy? This story... it’s so enthralling. There’s a creature called a tomato in it, and he’s just adorable!”

I rolled my eyes at the odd man, and Summer and I went down the hall to the combat training room she’d shown us during a previous dreamwalk.

The training room was large with high ceilings and padded walls marked with scorch marks and spell residue. Magical barriers shimmered faintly at the edges, ready to contain errant spells. Practice dummies lined one wall, and the floor was inscribed with protective circles.

Summer closed the door behind us and cast a privacy ward with practiced ease. “There. Until the girls knock, we should be safe from prying eyes and wandering ears.”

I looked her over and privately worried the lustfruit might still be influencing those around me. Other than her normal haughty but interested expression, she looked the same as always. “Should I be concerned that you know how to do that so smoothly?”

“I’m five hundred years old, Reggie. In that time, I’ve mastered many spells.”

“Other than the ones you missed to get sent to Summer school?” I asked, unable to resist pointing it out.

That earned me a glare. “Some things aren’t about memorization but execution. No one is perfect. The sooner you learn that, the better.”

“Fair.” I spread my hands and gave her my second-best apologetic smile. “I’m sorry. That was in poor taste. Forgive me?”

“Hmrhfm.” Her nostrils flared, and she tossed her head. “We’ll see.” She turned away with a swish of mane and tail, summoned a practice dummy from the edge of the room, and positioned it in the center. “Let’s start by going over what you know. Demonstrate your combat magic.”

I did. I demonstrated the combat spells I had memorized from the textbooks before summer camp, and then I demonstrated through Enchantment Severance, and then Arcane Sundering, after which even I was beginning to feel a little drained of mana.

“Incredible,” she whispered at the end of my demonstration. Her eyes were wide with awe. “I’ve never even heard of Arcane Sundering before, and your execution... it looked flawless from what I can tell. How many months have you been practicing?”

This was where my previous life as a businessman saved me: I knew better than to come across as a total braggart. “Uh. A while.”

“A while,” she snorted. “Fine. Keep your secrets. Well, if you can cast that, we’re safe to move on. Here. Watch this.” She demonstrated the first spell elegantly enough. “Vinculum magicae ligare!”

Glowing ribbons of light erupted from her wand and wrapped around a fresh dummy’s limbs and torso.

“This is Arcane Binding,” Summer explained. “It restrains and prevents spellcasting. The target can resist initially. Strong-willed opponents will put up a fight. But once bound?” She gestured at the immobilized dummy. “They’re helpless. They can try to break free through physical strength or a willpower contest, but the longer you maintain it, the weaker their resistance becomes.”

She dismissed the binding and moved to demonstrate the second spell. “Somnum profundum!”

The dummy’s head lolled forward as if sleeping.

“Soporific Enchantment. Instant magical sleep. Again, aware opponents can resist, but if it connects? Ten minutes of unconsciousness, which counts as a victory in any duel.”

“Show me the wand movements again,” I said and readied my wand.

What followed was an intense hour of practice. Summer was, as usual, an exceptional teacher. Between my near photographic memory and Warlock abilities, I picked up her techniques with lightning speed, but she pushed me even further. She helped me refine the technique until it was smooth and instinctive.

“Good,” she said after I successfully bound my fifth dummy in a row. “Now try it on me. I’ll resist.”

I was frankly feeling very drained by then. My mana was probably below half its normal amount. A little winded, I asked, “Are you sure?”

“I need to test your casting against real resistance.” She took a dueling stance with her wand raised. “On three. One. Two. Three!”

“Vinculum magicae ligare!”

The ribbons shot forward, but Summer’s willpower crashed against mine immediately. I felt her resisting. Her centuries of magical training created a formidable barrier, and the ribbons wavered and struggled to complete their pattern.

“Stronger,” she urged. Her voice was strained but excited. “Don’t hold back, Reggie.”

I pushed more mana into the spell. My focus sharpened. Our wills clashed in that invisible space, and in that moment of connection I felt something unexpected. A vast, aching emptiness that she’d been carrying for so long she’d almost forgotten it was there.

The ribbons tightened and secured. Summer gasped as the binding completed. Her arms were pulled to her sides, her powerful legs held together. She tested the restraints, and her body shifted, breasts jutting out, making my penis wriggle in my pants like a very hungry caterpillar.

“Very good,” she breathed. There was unmistakable heat in her voice. “You can release me now, if you want.”

The “if you want” part sounded pretty tempting.

I dismissed the spell, though. She rolled her shoulders to work out the leftover tension, then fixed me with an intense look.

“My turn. Defend yourself.”

Her spell was faster than mine. The ribbons formed almost before I registered the incantation. I barely managed to muster resistance, and even then her willpower was overwhelming. We locked in that mental contest for a moment, and again I felt her loneliness, but also her desperate hope and burning need. The woman’s desire, her raw lust, was a mountain that would likely have given Tizzy a run for her money. That surprised me, nearly as much as the revelation that the desire to breed was a relatively low priority compared to the rest.

The binding completed, but loosely. I could have broken it with minimal effort.

Summer frowned. “That wasn’t your full resistance.”

“You pulled back too,” I said quietly. “Didn’t you?”

She studied me with narrowed eyes. Something vulnerable flickered across her face. Then she dismissed the spell and moved to sit on one of the practice benches. She gestured for me to join her.

“How did you know?” she asked.

“About you holding back?” I sat beside her and left a respectful distance between us. “I felt it. When our wills connected during the spell. You could have pushed back harder, but you didn’t.”

“That’s...” She trailed off and stared at her hands. “That’s not supposed to be possible. Mental contact during a binding spell is fleeting at best.”

“I’m a Warlock with a harem. Rules are more like suggestions.”

That earned a soft laugh. “Fair enough.” She was quiet for a moment, then: “What else did you feel? When we connected?”

I could have deflected. Should have, probably. But something about her vulnerability made me answer honestly. “Loneliness. Five centuries of it. And desire.”

Her breath caught. “I’ve never... no one’s ever been able to sense that before.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to intrude.”

“No, it’s...” She turned to face me fully, and her carefully maintained princess facade had cracked completely. “It’s a relief, actually. Do you know how exhausting it is to pretend you’re fine when you’re dying inside?”

“I can imagine.”

“Can you?” Her voice wasn’t accusatory, just curious. “You’re surrounded by people who love you. Who chose you. You have what I’ve spent five hundred years searching for.”

“I’ve only known them for two weeks.”

“And in those two weeks, you’ve built something I’ve failed to create in centuries.” She laughed bitterly. “I’m five hundred years old, Reggie. Five. Hundred. Do you understand what that means? I’ve outlived everyone I’ve ever cared about, and I’ll outlive everyone I ever will care about. Unless...”

“Unless you find a warlock,” I finished quietly.

“Unless I find you.” She met my eyes. “I know I came to your cabin with that cold, strategic proposal. Stable Mistress. Breeding schedules. I sounded like I was negotiating a business contract, not asking to join a family.”

“You were scared,” I said. “Trying to protect yourself.”

“How do you...” She stopped and shook her head. “Right. Warlock. You see things.”

“I see you, Summer Shandy.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “I don’t know if I can do this. What you have with them. The vulnerability, the trust, the... the intimacy. I’ve built walls for so long, I don’t know if I remember how to let them down.”

“You don’t have to tear them down all at once,” I said gently. “Baby steps. Like right now. Being honest about how you feel. That’s a start.”

“This is terrifying. And that’s just you. The girls... I don’t know how to interact with other women like your girls do. They all get along. They do it so naturally. What if they reject me?”

I smiled wryly. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Maybe, if we get the portal open, you won’t need to do this with me. There may be other humans on Earth, other options you can consider without the duress of species extinction. I have no interest in breeding multiple species back to life unless there’s no other choice.”

She accepted my response with a quiet nod, although I could see a protest behind her eyes. I might not be interested in adding another body to the harem. But this wasn’t just about what I wanted.

Eventually, the girls arrived. As they piled in, Bekkah hooked a thumb out to the hall. “Reggie, Wimbledip is outside. She said she’s here for you?”

“Ah. Perfect.” I grinned and waved them toward Summer. “I’ll leave you ladies to practice while I handle a side quest.”

The team had done a version of this enough to not argue, and I was pleased to hear Summer breaking into a rundown of the new spells as I exited the room.
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Wimbledip Honeybunches was a creature called a ground sprite. She looked only a few years older than me and had a lovely, Tinkerbell-esque body sheathed in an oversized dress. She hovered at chest height and squeaked upon seeing me. “Reggie! I have so many things to tell you. Your father talks about you constantly. ‘My boy this, my brilliant son that, I hope he is avoiding magical goblin turds.’ It’s adorable!”

“Wimbledip,” I managed and tried not to laugh at her enthusiasm. “Good to see you too. The Dean sent for you?”

“He did! Apparently you need some equipment from Earth? Honestly, I’m super glad you sent for me. I looooove your Dad,” she practically drooled the words, even as she shook her head, “But that man...”

I held up a hand. “I really don’t need details about—”

“Oh honey, let me tell you,” she perched on my shoulder, her tiny legs swinging. “Your father is INCREDIBLE. Like, WOW. The things he can do with his tongue should be illegal!”

“Wimbledip, please—”

“And his stamina! I mean, he’s not young, but goddamn, he makes up for it in enthusiasm! Last night we went for HOURS. I’m talking sunset-to-sunrise hours! I had to take a recovery potion just to walk straight this morning!”

I covered my face with my hands. “This is auditory waterboarding.”

“Oh stop being such a prude! You’ve got four girlfriends, mister. FOUR. You don’t get to act shocked when your old man is getting some action!” She tugged on my ear affectionately. “Besides, you should be happy for him! He was so lonely after your mom passed. Now he’s got a sexy sprite girlfriend who rocks his world on a nightly basis. That’s a WIN, Reggie!”

“I am happy for him,” I said and lowered my hands. “Not happy enough for the play-by-play, though.”

“Fine, fine, I’ll spare you the details about how he used me like something called a flesh...”

“WIMBLEDIP.”

My roar of shock finally got through to her. She laughed like bells and grinned at me. “Okay, okay, I’ll behave. What equipment did you need from Earth?”

I explained my requirements, then added, “Also, I need to be able to use Earth electronics here. Is there a spell for that?”

“Oh silly humie, of course there is! It’s super simple, too. Want me to teach you?” At my nod, she fluttered in front of my face. “Okay, here goes.” She pulled out a wand the size of a toothpick and chanted, “Mundus electricum protegere!”

A faint shimmer surrounded her tiny wand. “Now you try it.”

I repeated the words a few times, along with the same flick-and-swish she’d used. She gave me a few pointers, mostly around visualizing my intended outcome, before exclaiming, “You’re a natural! Now, the spell lasts for about twenty-four hours per casting, and you’ll need to reapply it to each device.”

“That’s incredibly useful. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome! Now, why do you need it?”

I gave her an even look. “It’s personal. Can you do it?”

“Of course I can. I’ll get it back to your cabin by tonight, if that works.”

It did, indeed, work perfectly. I’d considered pushing the date night with Asenath back, but given the mana drain dreamwalking cost, I knew this would be our only window for it.

I thanked her, and earned a happy giggle. “Perfect. Let me get on that. I’m sure your dad is going to do something crazy if I’m gone too long, like try to cook himself dinner. The man can barely boil water!” She zipped toward the window and vanished in a puff of sparkles and magic.
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New Spell Entry - Arcane Binding

Spell: Arcane Binding

Incantation: Vinculum magicae ligare

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Standard-High

Range: Close (within 20 feet, line of sight)

Duration: Up to 5 minutes or until dismissed/broken

Details: Conjures glowing magical restraints (typically appearing as ribbons, chains, or ropes of light) that wrap around the target’s limbs and torso, binding them in place. The target can resist the initial binding with a willpower contest - strong-willed individuals or those with high mana reserves have better chances of avoiding capture. Once bound, the restraints hold with strength proportional to the caster’s mana investment. Targets can attempt to break free through physical strength (difficult) or by overwhelming the binding with their own mana (willpower contest, becomes harder as spell duration continues and caster’s connection strengthens). The restraints cause no physical harm but prevent movement and spellcasting (hands must be free for wand gestures). If the caster’s concentration is broken or they’re incapacitated, the binding dissolves immediately. Attempting to bind targets significantly more powerful than the caster often results in immediate spell failure. Popular in dueling as a non-lethal incapacitation method.
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New Spell Entry - Soporific Enchantment

Spell: Soporific Enchantment

Incantation: Somnum profundum

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Standard

Range: Close (within 20 feet, line of sight)

Duration: Up to 10 minutes (natural sleep) or until awakened

Details: Induces immediate magical sleep in the target, causing them to collapse unconscious where they stand. Target can resist with a willpower contest - those actively aware of the incoming spell, in combat readiness, or with strong mental discipline have significantly better resistance chances. Once asleep, the target enters a deep but natural slumber and can be awakened by loud noises, physical contact, or if they take any damage (though gentle handling won’t rouse them). The spell includes a minor cushioning effect to prevent injury from the initial collapse. Does NOT work on: targets immune to mind-affecting magic, creatures that don’t sleep naturally, or those protected by warding spells. In dueling contexts, an opponent is considered “unable to cast spells for 6 seconds” the moment they fall asleep, granting victory. Attempting to use on targets with significantly higher mana reserves often fails or produces only drowsiness. Less reliable than physical restraints but useful when non-lethal subdual is required.
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New Spell Entry - Mundane Electronics Enabler

Spell: Mundane Electronics Enabler

Incantation: Mundus electricum protegere

Casting Time: Short-Standard

Mana Cost: Low

Range: Close (15 feet)

Duration: 24 hours

Details: Allows a single electronic device to function even in a magic rich world, effectively making mana its energy source. Must be recast daily for continuous function. The spell is simple enough that even novice casters can master it, though the concept is counterintuitive to most magical beings.


Chapter 25: Pretty Woman


(Dreamwalking)

With the ground fairy off to work, I rejoined the girls. Practice went smoothly, with each picking up the fundamentals rapidly. Summer guessed that another two or three days of focused practice would be enough to get them all combat-ready, which was better than I could have hoped.

Now that we’d transitioned into combat preparation, I also made a mental note to dedicate time with Summer learning about our competitors. In theory, that would be the last piece we needed to be ready for the Games, other than more practice and having access to the race course.

Dinner in the private dining room felt different today. Maybe it was the exhaustion weighing on everyone after a full day of practice, or maybe it was the feeling of time running out. No matter how many dreamwalks we shared, there were two unavoidable truths: the Games were coming, as was the threat the Swallowers presented.

I watched the girls pick at their food. Their energy was noticeably dimmed. Even Tizzy, who normally inhaled her meals like a starving raccoon, was eating slowly. Her ears drooped, and she’d stopped bouncing in her seat altogether.

I cleared my throat and set down my fork. “I have a proposal for tonight.”

Four pairs of eyes turned toward me. Various degrees of curiosity appeared on all the tired faces.

“I’d like to take Asenath on a proper date. Just the two of us.”

Asenath’s fork clattered against her plate. Her yellow eyes went wide, and her pupils dilated as she processed what I’d said. “You... you want to take me on a date? Now? Tonight?”

“If you’re up for it, yeah.”

Her mouth opened, then closed. She looked down at her plate, then back at me, then at the other girls. I could practically see her trying to figure out which version of herself she should be. The sultry sphinx who knew exactly what she wanted? The vulnerable girl who was still figuring things out?

“I mean, obviously I want to.” Her voice started confident, then wavered. “Your cock is always welcome in my slutty...” She trailed off, and her face flushed. “That’s not what you meant, is it?”

“Not exactly.” I reached across the table to squeeze her hand. “I was thinking of something more romantic for tonight.”

Bekkah perked up slightly, and her wings flapped. “Oh, that’s so sweet! I agree, it’s totally Asenath’s turn.”

I smiled at the Vila girl. “The only problem is, we’ll need some privacy for a few hours.”

Tizzy and Kasirah exchanged happy looks. The jackalope offered, “We could do another privacy spell in the cabin, like the ones around our bunks. We could give you two a full quarter of the room, just to be alone.” She yawned hugely and showed all her teeth. “Plus, I’m so tired I could sleep for a week. No offense to anyone’s dating plans.”

“None taken.” I turned back to Asenath, who was still staring at me with that confused, vulnerable expression. “What do you say? A cuddly night in?”

Her tail coiled around her leg nervously. “What about my ho... I mean, you’re talking about just sitting together?”

“Mhm, precisely.”

She licked her lips nervously and looked at the other girls. “You’re not going to bend me over the couch and use me like your personal fuck toy while they watch and cheer us on?”

The other girls reacted generally positively to the idea, but I ignored them.

I kept my expression gentle. “Not tonight. Tonight is about something else.”

Asenath bit her lip, and for a moment I saw the scared girl beneath all her bravado. “Okay. Yes. I’d like that.”

“Perfect.” I stood up from the table and stretched. “Wimbledip should have the equipment delivered soon.”

That earned thoughtful looks from all of the girls as Tizzy blurted, “Equipment? What kind of equipment?”

Asenath snorted. “Sex equipment, duh. After our date, he’s going to hold me down and pour candle wax on me while he plows my whore holes.”

I opened and closed my mouth twice before asking, “Where did you get that idea?”

“I read a book from Earth,” the sphinx proclaimed proudly. “Fifty Shades of… Abusive, Functionally Fucked up BDSM, basically, but I can’t remember the actual title.”
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True to her word, Wimbledip appeared at our cabin door shortly after we’d arrived. She produced a portable spell bag and offered it over. “TV, DVD player, some cables, and a stack of movies your dad recommended, plus your entire anime collection. He said Pretty Woman was your mom’s favorite.”

My throat tightened. “Yeah. It was.”

The tiny sprite floated over to give my cheek a gentle pat. Her hand was warm even at its tiny size. “She had good taste. Have a wonderful evening!” Magic sparkling, she zipped away, presumably to return to my father and their ongoing activities. I tried very hard not to think about that.

The girls watched me work with interest. They were fascinated with the “humie stuff” as Tizzy called it, which might be a bit racist, but when she bounces on my dick on the regular, it’s hard to be upset. Anway, setting the thing up took longer than expected. I had to cast the Mundane Electronics Enabler spell on each component.

While I wired everything together and put the flat screen television Wimbledip had delivered on top of a chest of drawers nearby, Tizzy and Bekkah busied themselves. With the enthusiasm of truly devoted lovers, they arranged pillows and blankets to make the ultimate cuddle nest.

The television came on with a splash of static, then resolved into the title screen for Pretty Woman.

Gasps and claps of awe rose from behind me, and I grinned. “Never fear. Movie nights will be a thing.”

The only downside was, since this was a dreamwalk, we’d need to get the equipment multiple times. Still, we’d established that it would work, and the precedent would make doing so again in the future far smoother.

With the three girls settling into their respective beds, leaving Asenath nervously hovering nearby, I cast the privacy spell. An opaque wall popped up between us and the rest of the room, giving the two of us our first privacy in what felt like a shockingly long time.

Asenath wore surprisingly conservative flannels. She watched the television and me with a look that bordered on terrified wonder.

“Come here,” I said softly and moved to lay inside the circular nest. “Let’s get comfortable.”

She climbed into the bed carefully, as if worried she might break something. I pulled her against my side and arranged pillows behind us so we could both see the screen. Her body was tense at first, but gradually she relaxed, and her head came to rest against my shoulder.

“What are we watching?” she asked.

“It’s a romantic comedy from Earth, made in 1990. My mom loved it.” I hit play on the DVD player and felt grateful when the opening credits started rolling without issue. “It’s about a sex worker named Vivian who meets a wealthy businessman named Edward.”

Asenath stiffened slightly. “A sex worker?”

“Yeah. But it’s not what you think. Just watch.”

We settled in as the movie began. Julia Roberts’ Vivian appeared on screen in her thigh-high boots and tiny outfit. Asenath made a soft sound of recognition.

“She’s beautiful,” she murmured. “And confident. Look at how she walks.”

“She is. But watch what happens.”

As the movie progressed, I felt Asenath become more and more engrossed. She laughed when Vivian struggled with the escargot tongs. She gasped when Edward gave her the jewelry. She wiped at her eyes during the opera scene.

When Vivian stood up to Edward’s lawyer and told him off for treating her like nothing, Asenath grabbed my hand and squeezed.

“Whoa. It’s a little she’s not just playing a role,” the sphinx whispered. “She’s so authentic here.”

“Exactly.” I paused the movie and turned to face her. “That’s why I wanted you to see this. Vivian is a sex worker, and she’s good at it. She’s confident and sexy and knows how to play the game. But she’s also vulnerable and scared and worried she’s not good enough for someone like Edward. She’s both things at once, and neither version of her is wrong.”

Asenath’s eyes were luminous in the soft glow from the TV screen. “You’re saying I’m like her.”

“I’m saying you don’t have to choose. You can be the sultry sphinx who knows exactly what she wants in bed. You can also be the scared girl who’s never done this before and is figuring it out as she goes. Both versions are you, Azzy. Both versions are real.”

A tear tracked down her cheek. “But what if the vulnerable version is too much? What if you get tired of having to reassure me all the time?”

I reached up and wiped the tear away with my thumb. “What if the sun gets tired of rising every morning? It’s not a burden. It’s just who you are. And I adore both sides of you.”

“You do?” Her voice broke on the words.

“Yeah. I do. I adore all of you.”

She pressed her face against my chest, and her shoulders shook. For a long moment she just cried, and I held her. One hand stroked her hair while the other rubbed circles on her back.

Eventually, Asenath pulled back enough to look at me. Her face was blotchy and her eyes were red, but she was smiling. “I’ve spent so long trying to figure out which version of me was the real one. The mysterious sphinx or the scared virgin. The confident seductress or the girl who doesn’t know what she’s doing. But maybe they’re both real.”

“They definitely are.”

“And you want both?”

“I want all of you.” I kissed her forehead gently.

She kissed me then. Soft and sweet and full of emotion. It didn’t feel hungry or desperate like usual, just loving. When we broke apart, she was smiling for real.

“Can we finish the movie?”

“Absolutely.”

I hit play, and we settled back into our pillow nest. Asenath curled against me with her head on my chest and one arm draped across my stomach. Her tail wrapped loosely around my leg, and I could feel her breathing slow and deepen as the movie continued.

The ending scene played out. Edward climbed up the fire escape with roses and conquered his fear of heights for the woman he loved. Vivian opened the window with tears streaming down her face as she realized he’d come back for her.

“So what happens after they rescue each other?” Vivian asked in the movie.

“She rescues him right back,” Edward replied.

Asenath made a soft, happy sound. “That’s us,” she murmured, already half-asleep. “We rescue each other.”

“Yeah,” I agreed quietly. “We do.”

Her breathing evened out completely, and I realized she’d fallen asleep against me. I lowered the privacy screen and saw the other girls had all gone to sleep as well.

Their fatigue, no doubt largely driven by the huge amounts of mana required to cast combat spells, was a concern. If the previous three dreamwalks were any clue, I was confident we’d only get one more this time, assuming we kept pushing as hard.

I didn’t like that. But I also wasn’t going to burn us out before the Games or a confrontation with the Swallowers.

I felt confident in myself and my team. I settled in next to Asenath and let sleep claim me.


Chapter 26: Tushy Emergency


(Awake)

My thoughts dragged as though through mud as I surfaced from the dreamwalk. Between Bekkah and Tizzy in our circle on the floor, my mind struggled through a fog of exhaustion. Across from me, Kasirah exhaled sharply.

“We underestimated the strain,” the valkyrie spoke through gritted teeth. “Even when Reggie helped us overcome our tests, we never burned through mana this fast.”

She had a point. In the dreamscape, psychological events carried over from one walk to the next within the same night. Over two real nights, we’d lived five days and pushed our spellcasting to the breaking point without substantial recovery time.

“A few hours won’t cut it.” Asenath groaned. Her yellow eyes were dulled with fatigue. “I’m bone dry. Arcane Binding, Soporific Enchantment, the broom techniques... there’s nothing left.”

Bekkah stirred beside me. “Combat practice with Terradon cost a quarter of my mana just to summon him, even with the discounts. I’m done, too.”

“Not empty, but not good either.” Tizzy leaned against my arm with her body slack.

This felt wrong. Time travel fantasies usually had rules about not meeting past selves or changing the future. It didn’t feel fair that we faced actual consequences for actions taken in prophetic dreams.

Then again, that’s real life. Actions have consequences.

We’d been granted a week to prepare for the Games and win the portal to Earth. On top of that, we’d discovered an ancient enemy far less likely than competing cabins to pull punches in combat. Given our circumstances, we’d done what we had to do.

“We can’t give up.” I forced the words out and felt drained to my core. “I need to capture Fabien. He’ll have answers we need, and we need the dreamwalk to test the techniques required to make him talk.”

“If they work.” Kasirah shifted against the hardwood floor. “Choices change between walks.”

True, but we had no other leads. Fabien remained our best chance, which meant we had to return to the dreamwalk.

“Good thing none of us are like your Earth women then.” Asenath climbed to her feet and stumbled to my bed. She slouched against the edge and gave me a look that was half aroused, half exhausted. Her tan skin was pale with mana depletion. “Come on, Reggie. Time to take my sultry tushy.”

Before I could respond, Bekkah weakly rose as well. “Tushy emergency. That’s the only way.”

“Wait.” I tried to parse what was happening. “What are you talking about with Earth women? And what’s this tushy emergency thing?”

Kasirah laughed weakly and raised one hand. “None for me, thanks. I’ll go traditional. Besides, I’ve practiced enough with Seraphelle to avoid summoning her again.”

At my confused stare, Asenath responded, “We’re magically clean, silly. Nothing to worry about.”

“Oh... Right.” My exhausted brain took several seconds to catch up. “Arcane booty cleanliness. That checks out.”

“Yep, ABCs.” Bekkah nodded as if I’d stumbled onto an established practice. “We need the direct boost from your mana if we’re going to function. Probably the regeneration from a pussy injection, too.”

I wished I’d developed an alchemical mixture using the lustfruit. I climbed unsteadily to my feet and crossed to them. Asenath caught my hand, pulled me close, and kissed me firmly before speaking loud enough for everyone to hear.

“We didn’t fool around during our date. That day’s over. It’s a new day.” Her yellow eyes held mine. “Reggie, I need you to make love to my pussy and fuck my tushy.”

“I’ll help!” Tizzy offered. Some enthusiasm had returned to her voice.

Bekkah chimed in, “Me, too. As long as I’m second.”

The logistics of this escaped me. With a shrug, I accepted the truth: none of my lovers were human. They shared none of the cultural concerns or limitations anyone from my world might have about anything, really.

To an outsider, the beginning might have looked purely functional.

That changed the moment I reached for Asenath. We were all still naked from before the dreamwalk, skin against skin as I cupped one of her perfectly symmetrical breasts. The areolas were dark against her lighter, tan-lined skin. I rolled my thumb across a cherry-red nipple while leaning down to flick my tongue across the other.

Her moans stirred my exhausted body to life.

The sounds brought energy back to the others as well.

“Feels like he hasn’t been inside me in forever.” Bekkah knelt at my feet and slid a diminutive hand across my hardening length. “Tizzy, tell us again how it felt in your tush?”

Tizzy pressed against my back and rubbed her bare breasts against my spine. The massage was divine. “So full, like Big Bro’s love rod was stuffing my everything. Not like my front guts when he melts my sizzling pussy. The back guts are different, but so good. And the mana from his cummies was...” She groaned loudly, and her hips rolled violently against me.

For a second, the jackalope forgot herself enough to scrape her antlers across my back.

Kasirah settled onto the bed nearby, still naked like the rest of us. Her hand slid across Asenath’s shoulder in a friendly squeeze before threading through my hair. The romantic touch from the valkyrie, combined with the memory of my date with Asenath, filled my chest with warmth. Between their energy and the growing, frantic need of the others, the vibe accelerated.

By the time I’d switched from licking and nuzzling Asenath’s breasts to kissing her mouth, my exhaustion had dissipated by a lot.

Asenath perched on the bed’s edge and spread her legs, displaying her sopping pussy. Bekkah reached for my cock and guided the tip into position as I thrust forward.

Her eyes were locked with mine, and the sphinx whispered, “Riddle me this: what does a woman want when she’s too tired to come up with a real riddle?”

I slid into her gripping, needy depths and kissed her before replying. “I’ve got my theories. Let’s test them out.”

My answer earned a toothy grin. She hooked her ankles around my hips and drew me deeper, gasping. “Yes! That. Ugh, Reggie. Fuck me, you sexy Warlock.”

I pumped in and out of her pulsing heat and maintained the tempo that would send her over the edge. Bekkah climbed onto the bed beside her, her perky light-pink nipples hard as she watched me plow Asenath. Her legs were squeezed together, and the unique floral-honey scent of her arousal filled the air.

On Asenath’s other side, Tizzy assumed a similar position face-down. Her pale skin glistened in the dim light as she arched her biteable ass high and showed off her glistening holes. She rested her head in Kasirah’s lap and watched as the valkyrie smoothed her hair.

“Fill my pussy, lover.” Asenath blushed awkwardly, and her freckles darkened across her tan cheeks. “Please, Reggie?”

The view alone inspired me toward the finish line. I leaned forward to kiss her deeply and arched as my climax hit.

“Ohhhh, he’s giving it to me.” She gasped and writhed as the magical sensation triggered her own release. “N-now shove it in my tushy! Use my other hole, baby. Please, hurry.”

I leaned back as Bekkah took one of Asenath’s legs and Kasirah the other. They helped bend her in half. My cock, still spurting magical essence, popped free of her gushing pussy as my lovers positioned her perfectly for entry into her secondary pleasure palace.

I braced on one of her inner thighs and drove forward. The wetness from our coupling eased the way more than Tizzy’s first time had. There was tightness, resistance, and then she went wild.

“Ohhhh, it’s going in my tushy! He’s fucking my whore tushy. Fu-fu-fuck that feels so fucking incredible. Oh yes! Reggie. Plow my bottom! Use all my holes!”

Under different circumstances, I might have wondered why she avoided the word “ass” when she used so many other crude terms. But conversation was beyond me. Her gripping depths suctioned like a vacuum and pulled every drop from my balls within seconds.

She began to glow as I came down from the first orgasm. Her yellow eyes and black hair lit up with power.

“It’s filling me.” Her voice echoed with magical resonance. “The mana! It’s rushing into me, recharging me!”

When I withdrew, Kasirah moved from healer to tactician for sexual logistics. One hand on my cock, squeezing and stroking, she used the other to collect the glowing essence gushing from Asenath’s climaxing holes. She took a moment to sample the mixture with a satisfied moan, then proceeded to rub the rest on Bekkah’s pussy, then Tizzy’s.

She used the result as a topical mana potion, and her touch turned both girls on to ridiculous levels. Bekkah arched and moaned with her emerald eyes locked on mine as her wings began to glow. Soon she’d start producing her focus-enhancing bubbles.

On Asenath’s other side, Tizzy shook her ass like she was auditioning for a music video.

My cock tried going soft, but the show provided the ultimate antidote to biological limitations and silly concepts like refractory periods. Before I reached half-mast, Kasirah’s loving mouth slurped the head before tugging me to Bekkah’s waiting pink slit.

“Great magic of the forest, I’ve been waiting for this.” The fairy chanted throatily as I slid into her vice-tight pussy. Her eyes went wide, then wild as I thrust fully inside. “Ohyyyyyyy! Yes, yes, yes! That’s what I need.”

By the fourth thrust, she came like a rocket.

Beside us, Tizzy half-climbed onto Asenath’s breasts to watch. Her tail twitched with joy and anticipation as she urged us on. “By the prairie gods, fill her up Big Bro! Give her all your yummy gummy gooey goodness!”

Not that I needed encouragement.

After my first climax, the next took longer. No one complained. Asenath, literally glowing with restored mana, strummed her hands across Tizzy’s back and earned jackalope purring sounds as they watched. Kasirah remained at my side. She knelt to tug at my balls and plant kisses across my torso and neck as I plowed the gushing flower girl.

Slap slap slap.

Bekkah’s tenth or eleventh gut-wrenching, nature-praising orgasm pulled mine free. I pulsed inside her gripping fairy pussy and triggered an avalanche of bubbles that floated around the room. They synergized with the rejuvenating effects of my essence.

When I pulled out, the girls helped Bekkah onto her stomach and shoved a pillow beneath her hips. Asenath gripped one perky butt cheek, Kasirah the other, as Tizzy somehow found space to weave a hand and guide me to the tiny fairy’s rear entrance.

The fit crushed tighter than Tizzy’s. Worse, Bekkah continued climaxing as we all worked to ease more than the tip inside.

In the end, full penetration proved unnecessary. My release sank in and lit the girl up like a lightbulb. It produced the exact effect we needed.

“Forest gods and goddesses, yes! My mana! It’s coming back.” Bekkah screeched in delight. Unlike Asenath and Tizzy, however, she showed no desire to rush the full experience of having me completely inside.

Fine with me. Getting more than the tip in had been eye-wateringly difficult.

Next came Tizzy’s turn.

The jackalope dove between Bekkah and me as I withdrew. Her head whipped side to side as she noisily slurped my spilled seed. Her tongue thrashed across the fairy girl’s throbbing pussy and earned fresh moans. Tizzy’s intent clearly focused more on personal pleasure than the other woman’s.

Slurrrrp! Plop! “MmmmYummyYummyYummy!”

She climbed atop Asenath and Bekkah, her naked body angled perfectly. Tizzy choked herself on my softening cock with the abandon of a caffeine addict deprived of coffee for a month. Her butt wiggled so fast it made the sphinx’s perky tits gyrate.

She pulled my entire cock and one ball into her mouth.

If I hadn’t known Tizzy, the enthusiasm might have shocked me.

The woman knew her work. If not from technique and skill, raw grit and horniness got us to a third climax.

Eventually, Tizzy got her double shot of Big Bro mana potion. Kasirah, content to go last, opted for the standard version.

Fine with me. Not everyone had to do anal. Our harem wasn’t a bootyocracy.

After cleaning up and verifying the girls were recharged enough for another dreamwalk, we settled onto the floor.

“This will be our last one tonight.” I declared what we all knew. A constant emergency diet of anal wouldn’t get us to the finish line.

Once more, Asenath cast the spell.


Chapter 27: Captive


(Dreamwalking)

Brrrring! Brrrrring! This is your 5am wake-up call! Cabin 7, you have 3 hours before your first class. Rise and shine!

My fatigue cut deeper than the girls’ exhaustion this time, but I forced myself upright. Today carried weight beyond the others: one way or another, capturing a Seed Swallower would get us answers.

Freshly recharged thanks to the astonishing, if brief, benefits of tushy time, the girls were up and moving by the time I sat upright. With bright eyes and big smiles, they gave me rounds of kisses before getting dressed. We skipped another strategy session, having already walked through this repetition’s requirements.

Once more, we practiced flying and simple combat magic. We avoided summons in favor of low-mana spells and techniques. After the girls broke up to attend class, I took to the sky on my broom.
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During the previous dreamwalk, I’d done a full circuit of the grounds before stumbling across Fabien. This time, I went directly to the location. When I arrived, there was no sign of the Swallower or any lustfruit.

I settled atop an adjacent rocky outcropping and located an ideal spot with a cracked rocky ledge. I lowered myself to my chest and inched into position to spot Fabien’s arrival from concealment.

Minutes crawled by slowly. My tired mind wandered to past and future events. Given the increased cost of using the Sands of Osiris, I expected we might get three more bonus days at most. That meant five more days to prepare, not the two-plus weeks I’d initially hoped for.

Plans changing always grated on me.

Further conjecture ended as a swirl in the mist drew my attention to a robed shape. Fabien strode into view confidently. The robe and mask projected a vague, misty aura that made concrete details difficult to discern as he moved to start his ritual.

He went to a slightly different spot than the previous dreamwalk and drew a wand and lustfruit from the air. He began crafting his ritual circle.

Patience held me in place until he’d gotten the circle nearly complete, when his focus would be most intense. Then I struck with the binding spell. “Vinculum magicae ligare!”

The binding ribbons shot out before he could react. They wrapped around his limbs and pulled him off balance. He tried to resist, and his willpower crashed against mine. But I was freshly charged from a night with my harem. More importantly, I’d fought this exact battle before and knew what to expect. A mind of greed, hate, and fear pushed against my own for a moment before falling away as I won a second victory.

The bindings tightened. Fabien’s wand and the lustfruit clattered to the ground.

I rose from my hiding point and fetched my broom. I zipped into range for my telekinetic spell. I used it to secure the dropped lustfruit, then cast Enchantment Severance on the thrashing, confused elf.

Again, his cloak of shadows and mask vanished. Wide green eyes studied my face. “Warlock. How did you...”

“Somnum profundum.”

The sleep spell hit him before he could finish his question, his shock leaving his mind wide open with no resistance. He fell forward and slumped into the ritual circle carved in the soil.

I looked past the unconscious man and studied the mist. A secondary, smaller shadow moved within the depths. My wand lifted, prepared to strike again if needed. When nothing emerged, I crossed to him and cast a tethering spell. “Vinculum levare et sequi!”

The effect created an invisible bond between the back of my broom and the unconscious man. It kept him in place for the short flight to the castle.

With the spell in place, I scrubbed the ritual circle with my shoe and ruined the enchantment for anyone who might follow. Only then did I climb onto my broom and take my captive to the one person I most trusted to help with the interrogation: Lady Katherine.
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The secure room beneath the castle was exactly where Katherine had said it would be. Stone walls inscribed with containment runes, a domed ceiling that amplified sound in unsettling ways, and anti-magic circles carved into the floor. We’d stripped Fabien to his underclothes and bound him with multiple restraining spells after I’d made the flight to Katherine’s office and explained the situation.

Now the scrawny elf looked far less threatening than he had beneath those fancy robes and mask.

“Hahhaa! You think anything you say or do will cause me to speak? You are mistaken! The Great Master’s gifts abide!” Fabien’s arrogant laugh filled the chamber and echoed off the domed ceiling.

Katherine had her wand at the ready and aimed directly at the bound elf. Her eyes were narrow. “Reggie, would you summon Frygiatus for us?”

“Yeah. Sure.” The mana cost wasn’t exciting, but if there was no better alternative, it would have to do.

Fortunately, the room was plenty big for the fifteen-foot-long summons. With a flick and rolling motion, I summoned the glacial beast from the mystic realm. He appeared in a hurricane of ice chips. His great head lowered to study the room and our captive.

“This is Fabien,” he announced in a rumbling voice. “I remember this one.”

Katherine gave the drake a taut smile. “He is refusing to answer our questions. Would you mind helping?”

The drake looked at me. “Reggie is my master, Katherine. Only he may ask this of me. Reggie, what say you?”

To say I cared less than nothing about Fabien would have been a monstrous understatement. This was a dream, and the guy had a clear choice. He could talk or suffer the consequences. If he chose pain, why should I intervene?

“Go ahead.” I was vaguely curious about what the drake would do. Half of me expected horrifying torture spells.

That didn’t happen, though.

Instead of threats or cajoling, Frygiatus simply eased toward the containment circle where Fabien writhed and sweated. The elf eyed the drake and released a stream of curses. “You. I remember you. You served the Dark Lady. Meddlesome pest. Wait until I’m free of these bonds, I shall... Wait, what are you doing?”

Waves of icy cold radiated from the drake as he coiled around Fabien’s prison. The effect was focused inward. “Cold has many unique effects on the mind and body, little elf.” The drake’s tone purred with amusement. “Allow me to illustrate.”

I took a step closer to Katherine and dropped my voice to a whisper. “Cold? We’re not going to use a truth serum or something?”

She shook her head. Dark hair fell across pale, high cheekbones. “Men like Fabien have fragile egos. He’s never felt truly vulnerable in decades, if not centuries. Give him even modest discomfort, and this coddled lickspittle will crack like an egg.”

Doubt settled in my gut.

Sure, capturing the man had been easy, but that was simple to explain: I was a Warlock with a massive boost thanks to my harem, and I’d delivered a well-timed ambush. This was different. This was us facing off against ancient evil. If what happened next was anything like my Dad’s old fantasy books, Fabien would take hours to weaken. He wouldn’t crack until we applied knives, or leeches, or a brew of forbidden spells or...

“Stop! Stop this cold!” Fabien’s voice cracked as a sob tore through his thin chest. “I can’t take it anymore, my nipples are too hard to bear it! I’ll tell you whatever you want.”

My jaw nearly hit the floor. “That can’t have worked. Where’s the drama? The suspense? The buildup?”

Katherine smirked. “Reggie, haven’t you learned? Real life is rarely as complicated as fairy tales would have us expect.”

I addressed Fabien and demanded, “Tell us your plan, and who this Great Master is.”

He sagged against the restraints. The elf was now tinted blue from the cold. He nodded weakly. “I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you everything. Not that you’ll be able to stop him.”

My drake coiled nearby with eyes gleaming. He rumbled aggressively and radiated malice I’d never felt from the mystical creature. The display was undeniably impressive.

“You already know the Great Master is an ancient Warlock.” Fabien eyed both me and Katherine. He was no doubt waiting to see how much or little we knew.

I tossed off, “Obviously. Go on.”

“He discovered that by draining his harem’s magic entirely, he could amplify his power and extend his life. That led to forming the first cabal. It also led to...”

“The Barrening?” Katherine finished for him.

“A mistake, from magic that went wrong.” He admitted this with some apparent reluctance. “The Great Master miscalculated. His enchantment converted reproductive energy into mana to extend the lives of those in his inner circle. Unfortunately, the ritual did not work as intended. It took him centuries to understand what went wrong. By then, the Dark Lady had begun her own research into fertility magic.”

“What are you doing with the lustfruit?” My question came out sharper than intended. “Are you in league with the Dark Lady?” People with titles instead of names were always in cahoots.

Fabien cackled. “Not even close. The Dark Lady’s breakthrough gave our Master the keys he needed. With the fruits, he shall clear a path through the Everafter, one that will lead directly to his ultimate goal.”

Katherine and I exchanged a look. Certainty passed between us. “He intends to conquer Earth.”

Another laugh from the captive elf confirmed our suspicions.

I ignored the man’s amusement and pressed on. “Where is he? How many of you are there?”

Finally, I’d found a question the captive wasn’t willing to answer. He hesitated and earned a fresh wave of cold from my drake. Only after his lips were nearly black-blue did he stutter out the answer we wanted.

“Four other mages in his inner circle, survivors from the original cabal, and countless wraiths transformed by the Barrening ritual. They reside in the misty lands around the Great Master’s castle. It is a place only those blessed with a Warlock’s power may visit.” At his last words, Fabien’s body jerked and twitched. A different voice tore through his jaws. It was high-pitched and effeminate, though still arguably male.

“You are too late and too weak to stop me, Katherine and Warlock Reggie. In a matter of weeks, I shall have spread my version of the lustfruit across all of Everafter, claiming its mana for my purposes. Soon after, my power shall corrupt and enslave ALL LIFE for ALL ETERNITY! Mahahahahahahaha-glurk!” The evil laugh ended in a wet sound as Fabien’s throat collapsed. My wand lifted, and I was ready to cast a spell to dispel whatever was happening, but I was too late.

The elf’s face had gone from recognizable to resembling pizza in a blender in about a quarter second. There was quite a mess, too.

“A remote destruction spell.” Katherine hissed the words. “Our enemy must have tired of hearing his servant give away secrets so freely.”

Worry gnawed at me. “You think the other Warlock heard the entire conversation?”

“Almost certainly.” She admitted this reluctantly. “The binding spell prevented Fabien from casting spells, but our enemy clearly had other tools at his disposal. Your kind has access to enchantments and potency that the rest of us do not.”

I frowned and thought about the implications. “And if this person drained his harem, what does that imply?”

“The worst, most intense form of betrayal imaginable.” Katherine turned, and her eyes went distant as she stared vaguely through a stained glass window. Orange-hued light poured across the interior of the room and drew a stark, bloody contrast to the horrors we discussed. “To permanently steal the vitality of another would be to destroy their souls, if not kill them outright. It would make this person potentially as powerful as you are, Reggie, but without needing to recharge. Add centuries of magical practice and we may have an enemy even you cannot defeat.”

I scoffed. “You’re forgetting something important.”

“Am I?”

“He’s an asshole with slaves. With my women at my side, there’s nothing that will stop us from tearing this person down.”

Frygiatus made a thoughtful, growling sound. “Katherine, he has a point. This enemy may be individually stronger, but sacrificing his lovers will have removed his flexibility. The cabal is clearly not too powerful for one such as Reggie.”

Katherine smiled. It was grim and tight. “At last, we will find the one who betrayed the Dark Lady and make him pay.”
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New Spell Entry - Tethered Levitation

Spell: Tethered Levitation

Incantation: Vinculum levare et sequi

Casting Time: Standard

Mana Cost: Medium (scales with weight and distance)

Range: Variable (up to 100 feet from anchor point)

Duration: Up to 1 hour

Details: Creates an invisible magical tether that levitates and drags an object or collection of objects behind the caster or an object they’re touching (such as a broom). The spell can handle up to 500 pounds of total weight, lifting items 2-3 feet off the ground or maintaining them at a set distance behind the anchor point during flight.

When anchored to the caster, tethered objects follow their movements at a set distance (adjustable from 5-100 feet at casting) and navigate around obstacles with basic pathfinding, though complex terrain may cause the spell to strain or fail. When anchored to a flying broom, the tethered objects trail behind at the specified distance, automatically adjusting altitude to match the broom’s flight path.

Common uses include transporting supplies between locations, moving research materials across campus, hauling equipment during expeditions, or keeping items readily accessible during flight. Students often use this spell when relocating between cabins or transporting bulky summon-related materials. In combat situations, creative casters have used the spell to position objects as improvised cover or create distractions.

Limitations: The spell fails if the weight limit is exceeded or if ground-based tethered objects become lodged in an immovable obstacle. During flight, exceeding safe speeds (faster than a racing broom’s sprint) causes the tethered objects to create dangerous drag, potentially destabilizing the flyer. Maintaining the spell while casting other magic requires split concentration (advanced technique). If concentration breaks, objects drop immediately, potentially dangerous for fragile materials or when flying at altitude.

The tether itself is invisible but can be detected by magical sight or dispel attempts. Breaking the tether through magical interference causes the objects to fall and ends the spell. When using the spell during broom flight, casters are advised to keep tethered weight under 300 pounds for optimal maneuverability and to increase the tether distance (50+ feet recommended) to prevent objects from colliding with the flyer during aerial maneuvers.


Chapter 28: Focused Convergences


(Dreamwalking/Awake)

Katherine and I spent the better part of an hour in the secure room and dissected every word Fabien had spoken. The vampire paced the perimeter with her dark robes swishing against stone as she worked through the implications.

“Three weeks at minimum,” she murmured and paused to study the containment circles. “Possibly more if their spread pattern follows agricultural logic rather than pure magical saturation.” Her pale fingers traced the air and sketched invisible diagrams. “They’ll want maximum coverage before whatever grand assault they’re planning.”

I leaned against the wall. Exhaustion crept through my bones even with the dreamwalk’s artificial vitality. “The timing bothers me. Why now? Does this coincide with my arrival?”

“Perhaps it’s not about you.” Katherine turned. Her weary eyes were thoughtful. “Have you considered it’s Jamathiel they’re targeting? Fabien’s son may be the target. It’s his last summer here. Perhaps the link between Fabien and his son is somehow part of the warlock’s plot?”

It was as far as we could take our theorizing without more evidence.

She gestured toward the door. “Go find your team. Walk them through what we’ve discovered. They deserve to know what we’re facing.”

“And after the Games?”

“After?” Her laugh held no humor. “After the Games, we go on the offensive.”

I found my team waiting in the library. They were clustered around a reading table near the back stacks. Summer Shandy sat among them, and her rose-colored mane caught the lamplight as she leaned forward to catch Bekkah’s words.

Bekkah was mid-sentence as I approached. “This booty time, as you call it, refills your mana.”

Summer’s eyes widened. “Surely you can’t be serious? Just from anal penetration?”

“All the way to the top!” Bekkah bounced in her seat, and her wings produced excited sparkles. “Didn’t even have to get his penis all the way in. One good spurt and I was back to normal.”

“Better all the way in though,” Asenath murmured, looking a little exhausted. “I’ve never felt so claimed that way.”

“It is super nice,” Tizzy agreed. Her lisp was softened by fatigue. “Easily my third favorite way for him to tickle my tingles.”

Summer’s brow furrowed. “Third favorite?”

Tizzy opened her mouth wide. “Number two.” Then she pointed between her legs to indicate the valley between her shorts. “Number one.”

I cleared my throat and announced my presence before the conversation could spiral further into anatomical rankings. “Evening, ladies. Making friends?”

All five heads swiveled toward me. Summer’s cheeks flushed pink, but she held my gaze with surprising steadiness. Kasirah rose smoothly and crossed to take my hand.

“There you are.” Her squeeze was gentle but grounding. “We’ve been waiting.”

“Lost track of time.” The understatement felt necessary. Katherine and I had covered everything from ritual theory to combat logistics. We’d war-gamed scenarios until my head spun. “I have news. Big news.”

Kasirah glanced at Summer uncertainly. “Should we relocate somewhere private?”

“We can trust Summer.” The words emerged with more confidence than I felt, but sometimes declarations created their own reality. If Summer was going to betray us, better to know now than during a crisis.

The unicorn’s posture straightened. Her chest heaved with relief, or joy, or maybe both. “You can trust me. With anything. I promise.”

I told them everything. I held nothing back and watched their faces shift through the whole process.

Summer’s hooves clicked against stone as she shifted her weight and processed. Her eyes went distant and unfocused. “Seed Swallowers. I’ve heard that name before.” She spoke slowly, carefully, as if pulling threads from deep memory. “There were stories when I was younger, maybe two hundred years ago.”

“What kind of stories?” Kasirah leaned forward.

“Cautionary tales, mostly. About mages who traded their humanity for immortality and got neither.” Summer’s tail swished anxiously. “The version I heard claimed they lived in the spaces between worlds, feeding on ambient magic to sustain their cursed existence. We were told they could steal fertility itself with a touch.” She paused. “I always thought it was invented folklore.”

“Not invented,” I said quietly. “Very real.”

“The timeline fits,” Summer continued. I could practically see her strategic mind kicking into gear. “Two centuries ago was right after the Barrening’s worst effects became undeniable. If these Swallowers were already diminished, that’s when they’d have retreated entirely. Gone underground.” Her gaze sharpened on me. “But if they’re emerging now and acting openly enough to plant lustfruit near the school, that speaks to either confidence or desperation reaching critical mass.”

“Or both,” Asenath murmured.

Summer’s expression shifted from contemplative to calculating. “We should inform the Dean. This threatens the very substance of Everafter. We can’t handle this alone.”

Kasirah leaned forward and placed her hand over Summer’s where it rested on the table. “Reggie is the only Warlock here. If what we’re hearing is true, only members of his harem can enter the mists safely. The magical bond might protect us.”

“If we’re lucky, those of us in his harem might even be immune to the lustfruit’s effects,” Bekkah added softly. “Though that’s no guarantee at this stage. And anyone else who gets near will definitely go mad with desire.”

Summer stared at Kasirah’s hand covering hers. Pink spread from her cheeks down her neck. “So I’d need his… mana potion to help?”

I raised my hand and cut through the speculation before it could snowball. “Ladies, this is your reminder that we don’t know for certain if our connection will protect anyone from the fruit’s effects. Until I understand enough about it to be absolutely certain, we’re not exposing any of you to it directly.” The memory of Fabien’s desperate flight, fruit clutched in his hand, remained vivid. “Assuming this asshole was arrogant enough to tell the truth about his timeline, we have weeks to work with. We use this week to prepare for the Games. Then, with access to Earth and other options at our disposal, we figure out our next move.”

“You’re not thinking of recruiting other nascent Warlocks on Earth, are you?”

“Even if that was an option, probably not for this,” I admitted. I pulled up my knowledge of Earth’s magical decline. “Even if we find human men with the spark, training them would take months we don’t have. But there are resources on Earth we might leverage.” I glanced at Kasirah. “And if nothing else, we establish the evacuation route the faculty intended.”

“There’s nothing wrong with a fallback plan.” Kasirah squeezed Summer’s hand before releasing it. The unicorn’s face fell slightly. “We’re all tired. We should sleep on this and refocus tomorrow. That means collecting Asenath and Tizzy’s special summons. If the racing course is open, we start proper practice there.”

Tizzy, who’d been uncharacteristically quiet, wriggled in her seat. “Don’t we need to work with Summer on our rivals?” A yawn cracked her jaw halfway through the question. “We might not win if we don’t know what we’re up against.”

“Tomorrow,” I said firmly. The exhaustion showed in all their faces. “We’ve pushed hard. It’s time to rest.”

Summer rose, and her hooves clicked softly against stone. She paused and bit her lip as her gaze swept across me, then the girls. Her tongue darted out to moisten her lips. For a moment she looked on the verge of speaking, then she seemed to reconsider.

After she clip-clopped from view, Bekkah spoke through another jaw-cracking yawn. “She definitely has a crush.”

“The sexy kind,” Asenath added with a half-hearted leer that exhaustion ruined completely. “Can we go to bed now?”

The sun hadn’t even set.

“Yeah.” I stood and helped Tizzy to her feet. The jackalope swayed slightly and caught herself on my arm. “And we’re taking the rest of tonight and the next two days off from dreamwalks.”

“But,” Tizzy protested weakly, “what about training time?”

I placed my hand on her shoulder and felt the tremors running through her small frame. “We’re two days into this marathon and already running on fumes. If we don’t rest now, we won’t be ready to handle what comes next.”

“And Fabien?” she asked, worried.

“We know where he’ll be. I’ll keep watch.” It wasn’t the solution I wanted, but it would do for now.

Once again inside our cabin, we didn't even go through the routine of showering and cleaning. We didn't need to. As soon as our eyes closed, we woke anew...


Chapter 29: Slimy Sphinx


(Awake; Day 2)

We gave morning practice a pass. The girls dragged themselves to classes while I allowed myself the luxury of sleeping in.

Was it indulgent?

Absolutely.

Did I feel guilty?

Not even slightly. Being an adult means making your own choices about recovery time.

When I finally rolled out of bed to start the day, my first priority was checking Fabien’s lustfruit installation. I mounted my broom, carefully holstering my testicles, and flew directly to the location from both previous dreamwalks. No sign of the man or shadows lurking in the mists bordering the school’s grounds.

A fresh cluster of vine growths sprouted from the soil with breast-shaped bulbs decorating the periphery of the main ball. The installation looked identical to the others, though less spread out. I hovered on my broom and weighed taking it down immediately, but decided against it. Our enemies knew I was actively removing their fruit. They didn’t know what Fabien had revealed in the dreamscape. If they suspected their plans were unraveling, they might accelerate their timeline.

We weren’t ready for that.

I returned to campus and found Lady Katherine in her office with Peaches. The vampire sipped a red-tinted beverage while the dussubus delicately nibbled a sandwich.

“Reggie, my prodigal student, how can I help you?” Katherine asked from her doorway.

“May I come in? We’ll want privacy.”

“Of course.”

After entering and waiting for Peaches to cast her privacy ward, I launched into the full story. The Sands of Osiris. All our findings. Every detail from interrogating Fabien.

A few minutes in, Peaches shook her head. “Sands of Osiris. Thank the gods those are bloodline-restricted. Can you imagine if any student could use them?”

“They’d exhaust themselves to death,” Katherine said and gestured toward me. “Look at our dear Reggie. His eyes are half-sunken. The price for that extra time is clearly taking its toll. Now, where were you? Ah, yes. Lustfruit discoveries. Continue.”

I finished with everything we’d learned from Fabien and my morning scouting. “My instincts tell me we need to determine if my girls are immune to the lustfruit. If they are, we’ll have to take the fight to this other warlock.”

Peaches tapped her nails against the edge of her chest-body. Her arms were crossed in a way that did awesome things to her cleavage valley. “Running off to fight the big bad is cliché.”

“Allowing the enemy to fight you on your territory is unwise, clichés be damned,” Katherine countered. “Reggie, I agree with your assessment. You need breathing room to develop new spells with the fruit and determine your harem’s full capabilities. We moved the Games closer for precisely this reason: to get ahead of whatever danger was coming, and I knew you would figure out how to prepare properly with your harem. If we can use that to full advantage, we should.”

“What about Jamathiel?” I recounted her dreamwalk theory about Fabien potentially planning to reconnect with his son.

Katherine ran her tongue across her teeth to clean away remnants of her drink. “He must be watched. Reggie, if you have time between everything else, I recommend speaking with the boy. You two shared an adventure, didn’t you?”

Peaches laughed wickedly. Her pink hair swung. “That boy already has a horrible case of ‘Chosen One’ syndrome. Having our star Warlock spend time with him will only make things worse.”

“In his defense,” Katherine said, “he might be chosen for something. Not what he thinks, though. Regardless, we need to alert the Dean and faculty. They must know. Working together, we can defend against most spells.”

We discussed details I’d glossed over initially. Lady Katherine reinforced what my team had discovered about the Sands: mana use inside dreams overlapped, creating an echo that exhausted even the most powerful practitioners.

Afterward, I grabbed a late breakfast and waited for Asenath’s gap between classes. I found her exiting Applications in Advanced Arcane Theories. Fatigue showed in her face, but she managed a warm smile.

“Riddle me this,” she said as she approached. “What has two sets of lips that both need a kiss ASAP?”

Her riddle quality was deteriorating a bit, but I couldn’t find it in me to be critical about it at the moment. I started to reply, only to be swarmed as a gaggle of magical girls flooded out of another adjacent classroom. They moved slowly: elves, dryads, gnomes, even Sultria Brimstone filing past. Their expressions ranged from jealousy to intrigue to outright hostility, though the latter was mostly aimed at Asenath.

Once we were alone, I gestured down the hall. “Ready to collect your summons?”

“More than ready.” She took my hand and intertwined our fingers. “The answer was you, by the way.”

“I know,” I said. I smirked and leaned in to give her a kiss. “Where are we headed?”

“Third floor water closet. Mrs. Hegwen’s directions were cryptic, but I figured them out.”

“Lead the way.”

We climbed the stairs in comfortable silence and passed students heading to afternoon classes. The third-floor water closet sat at the end of a long corridor lined with portraits of stern-looking wizards. Asenath paused at the door with her hand on the handle.

“I’ve done this before,” she said quietly. “In the dreamwalks. Both times, I came alone because...” She trailed off, and her tail curled anxiously around her leg.

“Because you needed to figure this out for yourself first?”

“Exactly.” She pushed the door open and revealed an ornate bathroom that belonged in a palace rather than a school. White marble floors gleamed under sunbeams piercing the windows. A porcelain tub dominated one corner, easily large enough for four people. Brass fixtures polished to a mirror shine reflected our faces back at us.

“This is beautiful,” I said and took in the vaulted ceiling decorated with painted frescos of water nymphs and forest scenes.

“Wait until you see what’s below.” Asenath crossed to the bathtub and knelt. She ran her fingers along the decorative tile work until she found what she was looking for: a tiny scarab beetle carved into one corner tile.

She pressed firmly, and the beetle sank into the ground. Shortly after, the sounds of grinding stone filled the bathroom as a section of wall beside the tub slid aside. It revealed a spiral staircase descending into darkness. Cool air wafted up from below and carried the scent of water and ancient stone.

“A secret passage,” I said and peered into the opening. “Of course there’s a fucking secret passage.”

“Every good castle needs one.” Asenath conjured a light orb that hovered over her shoulder. “Stay close. The stairs are steep and there’s no railing.”

She led the way, and I followed. The spiraling stairs were tight, and the drop into darkness on either side felt vast. I’d seen enough movies and read enough books for the setup to make me worry about future chase sequences.

After a while, the marble gave way to rough-hewn stone that glistened with moisture. With each descending turn, the temperature dropped and the air grew damper. Water dripped somewhere in the distance, and each drop echoed like a bell.

“How far does this go?” I asked after we’d descended what felt like several stories.

“Not much farther.” Asenath’s voice carried anticipation and nerves in equal measure.

Almost as soon as the echo of her voice faded, we came to our destination.

The staircase opened into a chamber that stole my breath. We stood at the edge of a natural grotto carved from raw rock. The walls were crystalline stone that caught and multiplied Asenath’s light, rainbow refractions dancing across every surface. Stalactites hung from the ceiling like frozen waterfalls, some as thick as tree trunks, others delicate as fingers, while stalagmites rose from the floor to meet them and created natural pillars that framed the space like columns in a cathedral.

An underground spring fed a shallow pool in the chamber’s center. The water was so clear I could count individual stones on the bottom, each one smooth and rounded by endless flow. The pool’s surface was perfectly still and reflected the crystalline ceiling like a mirror. Fungi grew in thick patches along the walls and added their own soft blue glow to the ambient light.

“This place is incredible,” I whispered. I was afraid to speak louder and break the atmosphere.

“I know.” Asenath moved forward slowly. Her eyes were fixed on the pool. “Hello, Luxara.”

In the center of the pool, throbbing with its own radiance, was a creature unlike any I’d encountered. Roughly the size of a beach ball, the slime’s body shifted through a mesmerizing spectrum: deep purples bleeding into vibrant pinks, shimmering golds melting into rich crimsons. As we approached, the creature formed pseudopods that waved in greeting. The gesture was unmistakably welcoming.

“Sphinx. Warlock. Welcome to my sanctuary.”

Luxara’s voice didn’t speak aloud but resonated through my chest. The sensation was intimate and strange, like having thoughts that weren’t quite my own.

Asenath stepped to the pool’s edge. Her reflection wavered in the still water. “Great being, I’ve come to ask if you’ll bond with me as my summons.”

“A sphinx who seeks partnership with a slime.” Luxara pulsed thoughtfully, and her colors shifted to blues and purples. “An unusual request. Tell me, daughter of riddles and mysteries, who are you truly?”

Asenath’s ears flattened slightly. “I am Asenath, of the Lesser Sphinxes. I’m a student at Thistlewick. I’m a proud member of Reggie’s harem.”

“Surface truths,” Luxara said. Her mental voice was gentle but firm. “I ask again: who are you beneath the masks you wear? Are you the sultry seductress who speaks in riddles and demands worship? Or are you the frightened girl, desperate for connection but terrified of vulnerability? Which is the truth?”

The sphinx’s tail lashed once, violently. “That’s not fair. You can’t ask me to choose.”

“Choice is not required, only ambition and honesty are. Embrace both. Show me that you know yourself completely, without shame or denial. A creature of duality such as I can only bond with one who understands their own contradictions.”

Asenath hesitated. For all she’d gone through this in previous dreamwalks, I sensed that this time, knowing it was real, had drawn her up short.

I crossed to her side and took her hand. I squeezed. “Remember Pretty Woman. Remember who you are with me, and with the girls. You are both and can be both without fear or judgment.”

Luxara pulsed approvingly, and her colors warmed to golds and soft pinks. “Well spoken, Warlock. Those are the wisest, warmest words I’ve ever heard from one of your kind. Now, sphinx, will you show me your truth? Will you embrace both sides of your nature, the romantic and the carnal, the mysterious and the known?”

Asenath took a steadying breath. When she spoke, her voice was raw. “I will.”

“Very well, then. Tell me: what is it your heart desires? What fate will draw you into the future, with me as your summons?”

The sphinx’s reply came with surety. “I want to be wanted and loved. Craved at the most raw, primal level. To please the man I love in every way his body, heart, and mind desires, and to feel safe doing so. As woman and sphinx.”

Luxara pulsed brightly, and the colors shifted hypnotically. “An honest answer, and easier than I would have expected, too. Well done. Then there is one more test. You must show me your desires without shame. Can you do this?”

Asenath’s ears perked up, and understanding dawned across her face. She looked at me, then at Luxara, then back at me. Her tail began swishing. “With Reggie? Here?”

“With your warlock,” Luxara confirmed. “Show me the honesty between you.”

Given all we’d happily done in front of the girls, I certainly wasn’t going to voice shame in front of a slime. I grinned. “I’m here to help, however you need.”

Asenath practically flew into my arms. Her mouth found mine in a crushing, desperate kiss. I felt her tongue flick across my lips persistently, and I gave access. Her body arched as a bestial moan erupted from deep within, and her hips shifted against mine.

Say one thing about my sphinx: she loves an audience.

The kiss deepened until her hand found my penis and drew it free. She dropped to her knees, and I caught sight of the slime in the pond.

Luxara had changed shape. She’d taken the form of a two and a half-foot tall woman made of semi-transparent, colorful gelatin. Her body was lush, an exaggerated mirror of Asenath’s, and anime-large eyes watched soulfully as my lover pulled me into her mouth.

I swear: the damn slime looked like she was drooling as Asenath proceeded to pound my dick into her throat like she’d accidentally swallowed a piece of chalk and it had gone sideways. Only when the slime’s drool appeared, it merged with the creature and created a watery illusion of constant moisture.

Not knowing whether to consider Luxara a monstergirl or a monster who’d shapeshifted into a girl, I directed my attention to my lover.

At some point, Asenath’s shirt had vanished. Maybe she’d used the clothing removal spell I’d demonstrated before, or maybe something else was at play. Regardless, her perfect breasts and tan-lines bobbed enticingly as she took me all the way to the root, then combined swallowing and humming like her mouth was the scene of a German Rave.

I’m talking about the hardcore kind, where you really can’t even dance to the music.

Drops of my cum flooded her throat enough to enliven the woman. With the reward in her stomach, she popped to her feet and kicked off her pants and panties. The aroma of her sweet-yet-musky arousal filled the air as she gave me a heavy lidded look.

“Reggie, take me in my chamber of secrets!” With a lusty cry, she turned to face the slime and ground her pert, thick ass against my dick.

With an invitation like that, who was I to say no?

I slid inside like her pussy was a home I hadn’t visited in far too long. I hooked my thumbs around her pelvis and added a little flourish. I lifted one hand and brought it down, smacking her ass.

A delighted cry rose from my lover and the damn slime, who’d spread her legs and was panting with visible delight as I plowed Asenath from behind.

“Again,” Asenath begged. “Spank me again. Use me like I’m your whore. Let’s show this slime who I belong to.”

Of all the strange sayings I’d come across since visiting the school, this was… one of the least, actually. With a mental shrug, I did as she asked: alternating spanking slaps that made her pussy tighten even more with my thrusts.

Neither of us lasted long after that.

To make matters stranger, when we came together, Luxara flickered like she might have been having a slime version of a climax, only it involved recycling bits of her material in itself.

Whatever.

I wasn’t paying that much attention.

After, once we’d gotten dressed, the slime flowed over. Still appearing as an anime-style exaggerated version of Asenath, she climbed out of the water. “That was... perfect.”

I bit my lip to stop from pointing out that it hadn’t been particularly romantic. Telling the slime that we’d only completed half the test felt like a silly thing to do, now that it was done.

Asenath purred happily and went to fetch her wand. Still naked, glistening with sweat, she steadied her hand as she cast the binding incantation. “Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico.”

The magic flowed smoothly. Golden light wrapped around the slime. With a sigh of joy, Luxara announced, “Oh, this is going to be so much fun,” before vanishing.

After dressing, we made our way back out of the halls to find the rest of our team.

We found the others in our private dining room. They were taking advantage of the late afternoon lull between classes. Kasirah sat with a stack of books spread before her. Bekkah lounged in a chair with her feet up. Tizzy was mid-bounce when we entered, and she almost seemed to freeze in place with both feet off the ground for a comical split second before gravity remembered its job.

“You got her!” Tizzy landed with a thump. Her green eyes were bright even with the exhaustion darkening the skin beneath them. “You’re all glowy and happy!”

“Guilty as charged,” Asenath said with a tired smile.

I took a seat and asked, “Are we going to try and get Tizzy’s summons today, too? We can if you want.”

The jackalope girl shook her head slowly. “I’m thinking we go tomorrow. First thing in the morning. It’ll give us all that much more time to fully relax. Besides, we still have to meet with Summer, right?”

That was true. “Real time” Summer would be expecting another study session, and the girls were getting to the point where they legitimately needed the hands-on experience to push through the harder bits of the advanced spells.

“Tomorrow is fine,” I agreed, then looked over at Bekkah. “I still owe you and Tizzy date nights. Maybe we can replace the summon capture tonight with one for us?”

The vila perked up at the thought, only to immediately slump again. “I want to. A lot. But maybe... after the Games? It’s just, I don’t want to have a special night when we’re like this, with so much on our plates.”

“There will always be something on our plates,” Kasirah pointed out. “We must take the time we can, as we can.”

“True,” Bekkah agreed. “But we should have time after the Games, right? A little prudent patience won’t hurt, will it?”

I didn’t like the idea, and I was about to say so when Tizzy cut in. “Prairie gods know, I don’t like it, but I think you’re right. We need solo Big Bro time when we’re not exhausted, or about to go into obstacle course training.”

With the two of them united against me, I had little choice but to concede moving their dates to after the Games. Hopefully, the Swallowers and their warlock leader would give us enough time to make that possible.

[image: ]


Summons – Luxara

Name: Luxara, the Chromatic Essence

Rarity: Legendary

Summon Type: Sentient Pleasure Slime

Hit Points: Moderate

Intelligence: High/Empathic

Threat: Low-Moderate

Mana Cost: Moderate (willing bond reduces cost)

Difficulty to Summon: Difficult (requires complete honesty and vulnerability)

Movement Speed (Land): Moderate

Movement Speed (Aquatic): High

Movement Speed (Aerial): None

Special Abilities:

Chromatic Shifting: Body changes colors to reflect and amplify emotions; can mirror any texture or basic shapeEmpathic Resonance: Feels and understands the emotional state of all creatures within close range; cannot be deceived about true feelings

Sensory Amplification: Can enhance physical sensations (pleasure, comfort, warmth) for willing targets through touchFormless Nature: Immune to physical weapons; can slip through small spaces and reform after being dispersed

Combat Capabilities:

Enveloping Defense: Can envelope allies to protect them from harm while providing healing

Corrosive Touch: When defending, can secrete acidic compounds to damage weapons and armor (non-lethal to living beings unless specifically desired)

Distraction Field: Releases euphoric pheromones that can confuse and pacify hostile creatures

Magical Properties:Bond Deepening: Amplifies the magical connection between bonded summoner and their partners by 30%

Emotional Clarity: Helps summoner understand their own desires and emotions without shame or confusion

Pleasure Magic Enhancement: Any spells related to comfort, healing, or emotional connection are 40% more effective (this includes sex magic)


Chapter 30: Tub Thumpin’


(Awake; Day 3)

The morning alarm went off at seven instead of five, a small mercy that everyone appreciated. I woke to find Tizzy already up, her head bobbing up and down beneath the sheets at my waist. She was humming happily, her tail thrashing the air like a cat hyped up on every cup of coffee ever brewed.

Bekkah, also awake and watching the show with growing interest, had to dodge horns as the other girl adjusted her angle to suck and lob kisses across the underside of the shaft.

Amused and aroused, I murmured to the clearly expectant Bekkah, “You know, whenever I start to worry about our sexcapades being just to juice up on mana potion, I remember moments like this.”

The fairy stirred and stretched enough to reveal the perky, taut peaks of her bare breasts as she rested a long, slow kiss on my mouth. “How so?” she asked, smiling against me as Tizzy filled the air with her music.

I gestured. “It’s just... well, it’s nice knowing that you all genuinely enjoy what we do, and it’s not motivated by the benefits.”

Asenath, laying on her chest across from us and also watching the proceedings, laughed huskily. “Reggie, you silly man. Your love and charm bring us together. The tasty baby batter in your cock is just a very nice bonus.”

Pop! SLURRRP!

“Very nice,” Tizzy agreed excitedly. “I just love having Big Bro in my mouth. It’s so fun to make him twitch and dance and earn a little treat now and then, especially knowing he’s going to fill all my tingling holes.”

Nuzzling my neck, Bekkah threw an arm over my chest. “Being safe. Knowing you’re here for us, and you care for us, that’s what really matters.” Then, with a playful grin, she added, “Also, I’m absolutely going to get you all the way in my booty soon.”

That derailed things for a while, but we managed to call it short before we got too far into the weeds of a romance-fueled group thing. Those could take hours.

Once we’d taken the edge off, we dressed and began on our way to get her summons: a ram-bunny named “Rummy.” The jackalope was buzzing with excitement by the time we set out, her feet tapping rapidly on the stone paths as we made our way toward the meadow.

Skipping beside us with her pixie face pulled into an enormous smile, Bekkah said, “Tell us about Rummy again? What’s he like?” She was still glowing from our extended makeout session. Her fluttering wings were still producing the globes of focus-inducing ambrosia even though we hadn’t had sex.

“He’s perfect,” Tizzy said immediately. “He’s big and strong and can jump even higher than me. He’s playful but also fierce when he needs to be.”

“That sounds amazing!” Bekkah gushed, radiating pure eagerness and joy for her friend.

After twenty minutes of walking, we passed into a wide, open meadow filled with tall grasses. Wildflowers bloomed everywhere: purple lupines, yellow buttercups, white daisies nodding their heads. Ancient standing stones ringed a clearing where the grass was shorter, as if regularly grazed.

And in the center of the clearing, munching contentedly on a patch of clover, was the largest rabbit I’d ever seen. Even compared to Mr. Fluffbottom, the cotton hopper Tizzy had previously showed off as one of her personal summons, this one was massive.

Rummy the Thumper was the size of a small pony, with thick brown fur that gleamed in the sunlight. His hind legs were massive, built for incredible jumping power, and curving horns like a ram’s spiraled back from his head.

“There he is,” Tizzy breathed, and without waiting for anyone else, she took off running. “Rummy!”

The ram-bunny’s head came up, and he regarded Tizzy. Then he thumped his back foot three times in rapid succession. Each thump sent a shockwave through the ground that made us stagger.

“Whoa,” Kasirah said and spread her wings for balance. “I’ve never seen a bunny that can stomp earthquakes before.”

Tizzy reached Rummy and threw her arms around his neck, pressing her face into his fur. “I missed you. I know we just met in the dreams, but I missed you.”

Rummy took the surprise hug in stride before speaking in a deep, resonant voice. “Tizzy Cottontail? Is that you?”

She giggled and pulled back to look him in the eyes. “Of course it is, silly. And I’d like to be your summoner. Would you help me and my friends overcome the big bad guys and win the Games, too?”

The beast snorted with amusement. “Truly, you warren jumpers are quick to move. Very well.” His eyes gleamed and his head tossed as he announced, “Show me your joy, little jumper.”

The result was one of the most chaotic and delightful displays I’d witnessed at Thistlewick, which was saying quite a bit. Tizzy and Rummy engaged in a jumping contest that defied physics and common sense. Both of them bounded around the clearing like furry pinballs, clearing the standing stones with ease, bouncing off trees, executing flips and twists in mid-air that shouldn’t have been possible.

“Should we be concerned?” Bekkah asked, watching wide-eyed as Tizzy executed a triple backflip.

“Absolutely not,” I said, grinning in spite of myself. “This is fucking majestic.”

Kasirah laughed brightly. “Look at her. When was the last time we saw Tizzy this purely happy?”

“An hour ago?” Asenath said with a snicker. “When she had Reggie’s... what did she call it? Ah, that’s right, it was, ‘Delicious gummy of deliciousness,’ and it was when it was in her mouth.”

That drew a round of snickers and agreement from the girls.

The jumping contest continued for ten glorious minutes. Rummy would launch himself twenty feet into the air, and Tizzy would match him. He’d do a barrel roll, and she’d counter with a corkscrew. They bounced like that show from the 90s: The Gummi Bears, every moment taking them here and there and everywhere, her laughter and Rummy’s wind-chime braying filling the meadow with pure joy.

Finally, both collapsed in a heap in the center of the clearing, panting and giggling.

Yes, Rummy was giggling. It came out a lot like if James Earl Jones had taken laughing gas. The sound got all of us going, and soon we were laughing too.

Tizzy gasped from where she was sprawled on her back in the grass. “That was amazing. You’re the best. The absolute best.”

Eventually, Rummy came to his feet. “You have exceeded the first test beyond all expectations, but there is another. In this trial, you must show me that you can be serious when the moment demands it. Joy is my nature and yours, but a true guardian knows when to be fierce. Can you do this?”

Tizzy’s expression shifted, and all the playfulness drained away. Her green eyes took on a hard edge I’d seen only once recently: when she’d defended me from Summer Shandy’s initial proposal. “I can be fierce.”

“Show me,” Rummy said, and suddenly the air around him shimmered with magical energy. “Pretend I am a threat to your Warlock. What will you do?”

Tizzy responded right away. She drew her wand with blurring speed and positioned herself between Rummy and me. Her cute, bouncy attitude was long gone, replaced by something bloodthirsty.

“You will not touch him. You will not hurt him. You will leave now, or I will make you leave.”

Rummy’s eyes gleamed with approval. “And if I do not leave?”

Tizzy’s wand began to glow. “Then I will use everything in my power to make you regret that decision.”

Under other circumstances, with humans, the moment might have seemed absurd. The tone change was so fast, so comically abrupt, that I nearly laughed. Then I remembered: Tizzy’s true form was as a jackalope, not a girl. Her instincts and behavior were always earnest. In this, she wasn’t play acting.

When the legendary animal told her to be serious, she became truly serious.

The tension held for a long moment, then Rummy thumped his foot once and the magical energy dissipated. “Good. Very good. You have the heart of a warrior when needed, little jumper. You are joy and chaos and laughter, but beneath it all, you are fierce and loyal and true. I would be honored to stand with you.”

Tizzy’s threatening posture vanished and was quickly replaced by boundless enthusiasm. She launched herself at Rummy in a tackle-hug that would have knocked over a smaller creature. “Yes! Oh yes! We’re going to be the best team ever!”

Rummy caught her easily, his massive form barely budging. “Indeed we will.”

Stepping back, she raised her wand and took a deep, steadying breath. “Per virtutem et honorem, ego te vindico.”

The binding magic flowed freely, and Rummy accepted it with a joyful thump that shook the entire clearing. He shimmered, glowing brightly, before vanishing into the magical place of bonded summons.

The walk back to campus was pure celebration. Tizzy was unstoppable, bouncing and doing acrobatic jumps. She even summoned Rummy to cavort with her again and didn’t think to cast the analytics spell until Kasirah pointed it out.

While our unofficial mascot bounded around, the rest of us drew close. Asenath asked, “What’s the plan for today?”

“Recovery,” I said firmly. “We take it easy. Rest. Prepare mentally for ramping back up.”

Kasirah pointed to a newly-completed ramp, huge on the horizon. “The obstacle course should be complete. We want to practice, right?”

She was right. We’d been waiting for access to the actual course, and having it available meant we could take advantage of a dreamwalk to double up on practice.

Frowning, I tried weighing the pros and cons, particularly with the upcoming Games. “Take it light today. Tonight, we’ll do one dreamwalk to practice the course. Maybe two, if we can avoid spending too much mana.”

The girls agreed with my assessment. Bekkah asked, “And what about tomorrow? After today, we’re down to our last three.”

“As much real-world training as we can do,” I replied. “You’re all so close to mastering Summer’s advanced spells, I’m not too worried about that. In terms of broom practice, I’ve had a ton of that on my scouting trips, so a few days with the course should put us on par with our competition. The rest is all about combat practice.”

“We still need to get more of Summer’s intelligence about the competition,” Kasirah pointed out.

“True. We’ll put that on the schedule during spell practice with her.”

One thing I didn’t mention was my need to scout the Swallowers and their progress, but I figured that went unsaid. Crossing my mental fingers, I made a mental note to use extra flight practice time to scout the terrain multiple times a day.

If anything snuck up on us, I wanted to be ready.

Summons – Rummy the Thumper

Name: Rummy the Thumper

Rarity: Legendary

Summon Type: Ram-Bunny Guardian

Hit Points: High

Intelligence: High/Playful

Threat: High

Mana Cost: Moderate-High (willing bond reduces cost)

Difficulty to Summon: Difficult (requires demonstration of both joy and fierce protectiveness)

Movement Speed (Land): Extreme (when jumping)

Movement Speed (Aquatic): Low

Movement Speed (Aerial): High (while jumping)

Special Abilities:

Seismic Thump: Powerful back-leg strikes create shockwaves that knock enemies off balance and can be felt from great distances; can be used as warning system

Legendary Leap: Can jump up to 50 feet vertically and 100 feet horizontally; precise enough to land on small platforms

Ram's Charge: Spiraling horns can be used for devastating charging attacks; momentum-based strikes ignore most armor

Chaos Aura: Presence inspires joy and reckless courage in allies while unnerving careful/methodical opponents

Combat Capabilities:

Kinetic Mastery: All movement-based attacks (charges, kicks, body slams) have devastating impact force

Evasive Leaping: Nearly impossible to pin down; can escape most restraints or traps through sudden explosive movement

Protective Fury: When defending loved ones, gains 50% increase in speed and impact damage

Magical Properties:

Momentum Magic: Bonded summoner's kinetic and force-based spells are 40% more powerful

Boundless Energy: Provides stamina boost to summoner; reduces magical exhaustion from sustained casting

Vibration Sense: Can detect movement and hidden enemies through ground vibrations within 200 feet


Chapter 31: Easy Days


(Awake; Day 3-4)

The evening and next day passed blissfully enough. We’d agreed to rest, truly rest, after pushing ourselves through multiple dreamwalks. Summer Shandy led us through spell refinements during scheduled sessions, but nothing too intense. Since I’d already mastered the advanced spells, I focused on learning a new flight spell called Aerial Swap that let you trade positions with another flyer mid-air.

It was tricky and draining, but fun.

Each day I flew out to check the Swallowers’ progress. The pattern stayed consistent: one new lustfruit installation daily, methodically placed. I sketched their locations, noting how they formed an arc around the school’s perimeter. The spread wasn’t random.

After the Games, we’d deal with it properly.

By dawn of the third day without dreamwalking, everyone felt recharged. The exhaustion that had been dragging at our bones had lifted. When we gathered for breakfast, a new energy ran through the group.

Kasirah’s voice had excitement threading through it. “The obstacle course should be finished. We’ve got three hours before classes, so we should head there first.”

Nobody argued.

We flew toward the castle’s northern perimeter as the sun broke the horizon. The orange-tinted valley opened before us, and Tizzy gasped at what we saw.

“By the prairie gods. It’s beautiful.”

Beautiful wasn’t the word I’d have chosen. The obstacle course stretched across the landscape like a fever dream painted by someone who’d eaten too much candy before bed. Rainbow-colored tracks looped and twisted through the air, defying gravity and common sense. Floating platforms drifted in lazy circles. Giant rotating hammers the size of houses swung in predictable arcs, and floating rings glowed golden.

Bekkah breathed out slowly. “That’s insane.”

A kwagrom stood at the starting line with a clipboard in hand. He squinted at us as we landed. “Ah! Students! Excellent! The course is open for practice. Please review the safety guidelines posted on the board. Particularly section seven regarding what to do if you’re flung into the dimensional pocket on the third turn. Very important, that bit.”

“Dimensional pocket?” Bekkah’s voice went up an octave.

“Nothing to worry about!” The kwagrom beamed. “Only happened twice during testing. Both test dummies were recovered mostly intact.”

That was not super reassuring.

While the girls read through the safety guidelines, I studied the course layout. The track started simple enough with a straightaway leading into a gentle climb. After that first curve, though, things got interesting. A corkscrew section twisted through floating crystal formations. A loop-de-loop passed through a localized rainbow or something that looked like one. Those speed boost rings were positioned near obstacles that would make using them risky.

Kasirah rejoined me after scanning the posted rules. “The safety spells are really comprehensive. We can fall or get hurt, but nothing worse than a broken bone. They’ve got emergency teleport anchors every fifty feet.”

“I can’t imagine racing on brooms without protective spells,” Bekkah said. “We’re in school, not going to war.”

Tizzy snickered. “Plus, magic is real. It would be insane not to use it to keep the Games safe, right?”

Remembering fantasy stories from Earth involving kids using magic with zero safety nets, I nearly said something. Then I remembered the dangers of angering the copyright gods and kept my mouth shut.

We mounted our brooms and took exploratory runs, going slowly at first to memorize each turn and obstacle. The corkscrew section required precise control to avoid bottoming out or hitting the crystalline walls. The loop-de-loop had a trick to it. You needed exactly the right entry angle or you’d get spun off course entirely.

On my third pass, I hit the dimensional pocket. One moment I was following the track through a shimmering section that looked solid. The next, I was half a mile away, disoriented and confused. The course wrapped around the school, which meant the teleport had flung me to the opposite side. Precious seconds ticked by while I figured out where I was and how to get back on track.

My first complete run clocked in at seven minutes forty-three seconds.

“What’s a good target time?” I asked the kwagrom at the finish line.

The mole-looking man blinked a few times and licked his lips. “Well, under five if you want to place at all.”

Under five minutes. I had a long way to go.

The girls had done better, thankfully. Even Asenath, who struggled with flying compared to combat magic, had managed five minutes twelve seconds.

“Again,” I said and mounted my broom.

We practiced for an hour, each of us pushing for our personal best. Everyone’s times improved incrementally with each run. I got down to six minutes by my fifth attempt. The course was revealing its patterns: optimal angles for the corkscrew, the exact entry speed for the loop, which boost rings were worth the risk.

Kasirah had gotten her own time down to five minutes thirty seconds. She watched me nail a particularly tricky sequence and nodded approvingly. “You’re learning fast. What changed?”

“Pattern recognition.” I demonstrated the line through the next section. “Every obstacle has an optimal approach. Once you see it, execution becomes mechanical.”

Asenath straddled her broom nearby, catching her breath. “It’s like a riddle. Break it down piece by piece.”

“Exactly.”

We spent the rest of our practice time doing just that: analyzing each section and identifying the rhythms and patterns. When we broke for breakfast, everyone had shaved significant time off their initial runs.

“We need to get down to sub-five consistently,” Kasirah said over sandwiches in our private dining room. “That’ll put us in the competitive range.”

Asenath pointed out the obvious complication. “The Grand Prix will add chaos elements we can’t practice yet. We’re talking position swaps, magical buffs and debuffs, and interference from other racers. That’s going to change everything.”

“Which means we focus on fundamentals now,” I said. “Get the course layout so ingrained that we can handle chaos on top of it.”

After their classes, we headed to the library to meet Summer Shandy. She’d sent word that morning about having competitor intelligence ready, which sounded promising.

We found her in a private study room, surrounded by notes and diagrams. The unicorn looked up as we entered with an unusually serious expression.

“Good, you’re here.” She gestured to the chairs around the table. “I’ve compiled everything I know about the other cabins competing in the Games. Some of it is going to surprise you.” She paused and met my eyes. “Some of it is going to be a problem.”

Kasirah settled into a chair. “How big a problem?”

Summer pulled out three folders, each labeled with a cabin number. “Let me start with Cabin 4. Led by Sultria Brimstone.”

“The succubus.” Asenath’s said in a tone that seemed a little acerbic.

“The succubus who’s been busy.” Summer opened the first folder to reveal pages of detailed notes. “She’s pulling together an all-female coalition. Three full Cabins, all women who have one thing in common.”

Bekkah said it quietly. “They want Reggie?”

“They want more than that.” Summer’s expression darkened. “They’re planning to issue a formal challenge before the Games. A binding wager under the old traditions.”

The room went still. Even Tizzy stopped wiggling her butt.

I looked around at the girls’ faces and saw recognition there. This was clearly something they understood. “Someone want to fill in the Earth boy?”

Kasirah’s jaw was tight. “The wager system is ancient. It dates back to when the Games were actual combat trials and territorial disputes got settled through competition instead of war. As immortals with modest population sizes at the best of times, life was too precious for war. Any cabin could challenge another, though, before events began. If both parties agreed to terms and the Dean or other event overseer certifies the stakes as equivalent, the magic enforces whatever the deal was.”

“And if we refuse to take the wager?”

“You can always refuse,” Asenath said as her leonine tail lashed once against her chair. “But declining a formal challenge means you can’t issue any challenges of your own, and it marks your cabin as having ‘declined honorable contest.’ In Everafter politics, that reputation sticks.”

Tizzy’s ears had flattened. “It’s not supposed to be abused, though. The whole point is that both sides have to offer equivalent stakes. You can’t just demand someone’s firstborn and offer a nice hat in return.”

“Which is exactly why Sultria hasn’t filed yet,” Summer added. “She’s still trying to figure out what her coalition could offer that the Dean would certify as equivalent to breeding rights with a Warlock.”

I rubbed my temples. “So they’re hoping we’ll just... what? Panic and agree to whatever terms they come up with to maintain our honor?”

Kasirah shook her head. “They’re hoping you as leader won’t understand the system well enough to counter properly, and that we might be overconfident in your abilities. That’s my guess. Or maybe that you will feel pressured into accepting something one-sided out of guilt for their species’ situation.” She gave me a soft but serious look that I decided to read as protective. “Which, knowing you, isn’t an unreasonable assumption on their part.”

She had me there. Honestly, it was a win-win for the ol’ dickaroo in at least one respect. Even if I lost, I was guaranteed sex with a ton of beautiful women. My hangup, of course, was a sense of loyalty to the women I was already with, and some respectable reservations about entering fatherhood with so many different mothers all at once, who no doubt all had different ideas about how I was going to be involved in the lives of my own children.

“So we need to get ahead of them,” Asenath said slowly. “File our own challenge first, with terms we control. If they refuse reasonable terms...”

“They’re the ones marked as declining honorable contest.” Kasirah finished the thought, but her expression was troubled. “Although...”

“Although what?” I asked.

The valkyrie exchanged glances with the other girls. Bekkah was the one who spoke up, her voice careful. “Filing a challenge specifically designed to be hard for them to accept... that’s not exactly honorable either. It’s using the letter of the tradition to undermine its spirit.”

“It’s the kind of thing people talk about,” Tizzy added quietly. “Not illegal or anything, but it gets noticed. Especially among the older families.”

I looked at them all. “So we’d be playing the same game Sultria is, just shrewder.”

“Basically, yes.” Kasirah didn’t flinch from it. “Under normal circumstances, I’d say we find another way. But these aren’t normal circumstances. Sultria started this by trying to use tradition as a trap. And frankly...” She glanced at Asenath, then Bekkah, then Tizzy. “Protecting you matters more to me than what some nobles might whisper about our tactics.”

Asenath nodded firmly. “Same. Let them talk.”

“If Sultria wanted an honorable contest, she shouldn’t have tried to corner us with a one-sided wager in the first place,” Bekkah said. There was an edge to her voice I didn’t hear often.

Tizzy’s ears slowly lifted back up. “Besides, our terms won’t actually be unfair. Right? We’re going to offer something real, not try to cheat them.”

“That’s the plan,” I said. “We make the terms genuinely equivalent. If they refuse, that’s on them.”

Summer had been listening quietly, but now she leaned forward. “If you’re going to do this, you need to be smart.”

“Agreed.” I’d been thinking about this since the conversation started. “What could we offer that they’d actually want?”

“Knowledge is the obvious starting point,” Kasirah said. “Everything you’ve learned about fertility magic, the lustfruit, how Warlock abilities might help their species. Offer them the hope of an alternative to forcing you to breed them.”

Asenath shook her head. “That’s not enough on its own. Reggie would share that information eventually anyway, and everyone knows it. The Dean won’t certify it as equivalent to what they’re asking for.”

“So we add something else.” Kasirah’s wings rustled as she straightened. “Service. If their coalition beats us in overall standings, we commit to helping them with whatever fertility research they’re conducting. Hands-on assistance, Reggie’s direct involvement in their magical experiments, for a set period. Six months, maybe.”

I turned that over in my head. Six months of working closely with Sultria and her allies wouldn’t be pleasant, but it wasn’t the same as being treated like breeding stock. I’d still have autonomy. I’d still be helping them with their problem, just on my terms instead of theirs.

“Is that really enough, though? Again, we run into the same problem,” I admitted, frowning. “I would do all that for free anyway, and I think the Dean would probably believe that about me already, thanks to how loose Lady Katherine’s lips seem to be.”

Kasirah just frowned.

“I hate to say it, Reggie,” Bekkah began, fingers folding in front of her. “We might have to offer some kind of guarantee. If you can’t find a way to fix the fertility issues—”

“Then I have to breed them myself,” I said, nodding. “You’re right. But… would you all be okay with that?”

My women all looked at each other, searching one another’s eyes. To my surprise, it was Tizzy who spoke up first. “I don’t know, Big Bro. I don’t think I’d like it, but I also don’t want to see our classmates keeping going on and without any hope for the future when we’re hogging the solution to their problems to ourselves.”

Kassi sighed and shook her head in defeat. “I hate to say it, but I can’t disagree with you, Tizz.”

Summer was nodding slowly. “That’s what it should be then. A promise to help with research and problem solving, with a guarantee to breed them all as needed if it becomes clear that no other solution is coming anytime soon. The Dean should certify that without issue.”

“We still need to think about what we want from them,” I sighed. “Honestly, I don’t really need anything, but we have to come up with equal terms, and something they’d feel eager to agree to so they don’t besmirch their own honor by refusing. I don’t want to put them in a tight spot.

Tizzy’s ears perked back up fully. “If you win, then offer the same thing.”

I blinked in confusion and looked around the room to see if anyone else was as confused as me. As it turned out, though, everyone else was nodding emphatically.

Asenath spoke up before the others could. “Exactly. That’s actually brilliant! If we lose, we promise Reggie’s help and guaratee he’ll breed them if it comes to that, but if we win, we offer the same thing! It’s not that different from what we’ve been planning all along, right? This way, we’re basically giving a guarantee of our, uh, benevolence or whatever by using a magically binding wager system as a guarantor!”

Kasirah studied me for a long moment. “Holy shit, yeah. That works really well.”

I met their eyes one by one, made fists at my side, and nodded. “Then that’s what we’ll do.”
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We found Sultria in the courtyard, surrounded by members of her coalition. The red-skinned succubus looked up as we approached, her black eyes gleaming with interest. She was wearing a plaid skirt, thigh-high black boots, and a crop top tied tight beneath her impressive cleavage. Her hair was in twin pigtails, and she was sucking on a lollipop.

The girls behind her were equally attired.

If you want to get an idea of what I was faced with, check out "Oops I Did It Again," the music video.

Pop.

Popping her full lips off the candy, her voice carried an airy, playful edge. "Cabin 7. Come to discuss our little proposal?"

"Actually, we came to tell you about ours." I kept my voice pleasant. "We've filed a formal challenge with the Dean. You should be receiving the terms shortly."

Sultria's playful expression flickered. Just for a second, something sharper showed underneath before she smoothed it away. "You filed first? How... proactive."

"We thought it would save everyone time," Kasirah's said in a tone that was diplomatic but firm. "Our terms are straightforward. The Dean should have no trouble certifying them."

One of the other coalition members, a dryad with bark-textured skin, stepped forward. "You can't just—"

Sultria raised a hand, cutting her off. "What exactly are you proposing?"

I laid it out simply. "Win or lose, I commit to helping your coalition with fertility research. We’re talking about my direct involvement and hands-on assistance, for as long as it takes to find a real solution. And if we can't find one?" I paused, making sure she was listening. "Then I guarantee breeding access. Scheduled, fair, with everyone who needs it."

The courtyard went quiet. Sultria's lollipop hung forgotten in her hand.

"That's..." She stopped. Started again. "That's the same offer regardless of outcome."

"Yes."

"Then what's the point of the wager?"

Asenath answered before I could. "The point is that it's binding. Magically enforced. Reggie isn't just making promises he could walk away from later. He's putting it in a form your people can actually trust. By accepting this deal, you’re securing your futures no matter what."

Understanding dawned slowly across Sultria's face. The other coalition members were murmuring among themselves, and I caught fragments of confused conversation. This wasn't what they'd expected. They'd been preparing for a fight, for negotiation, for the kind of political maneuvering that Everafter nobles had perfected over centuries.

Instead, we'd offered them exactly what they wanted and asked for nothing in return except a fair competition.

"There has to be a catch," the dryad said flatly. "Nobody offers terms like this."

"No catch." I shrugged. "Look, I know what you all are facing. The Barrening isn't some abstract problem for me to ignore. If I can help fix it, I will. If I can't, then yeah, I'll do what needs to be done the old-fashioned way. The wager just makes it official."

Sultria studied me for a long moment. Her black eyes were unreadable, but I could practically see the gears turning behind them. She was looking for the angle, the hidden advantage, the trap she was certain had to be there.

She wouldn't find one. There wasn't one to find.

"Why file a challenge at all, then?" Her voice had lost its playful edge. This was the real Sultria, the one who'd organized three cabins into a coalition and planned political maneuvers weeks in advance. "If you were going to offer this anyway, why not just... offer it?"

"I would have been happy to." I met her gaze steadily. "But you forced my hand, so I had to propose something. This was the best thing I could come up with for all of us."

That landed. I saw it in the way Sultria's shoulders tensed slightly, the way her grip tightened on her lollipop stick.

"You're making us look bad," she said finally. There was something almost like respect in her voice. "Filing terms this generous after we tried to trap you. The old families will talk."

"Let them talk." I chuckled. "We're not doing this for political points. We're doing it because it's the right thing to do. In a generation, you’ll come out of this as winners either way, with children and legacies, one way or another. I think that’s worth a little gossip."

The silence stretched. Sultria's coalition members were watching her, waiting for direction. Whatever she decided, they'd follow, but there really was only one logical choice.

Finally, she laughed.

"Fine." She waved her lollipop in a gesture of surrender. "We accept your generous terms." Her smile returned, but it was different now. Warmer, maybe. Or at least less predatory. "But don't think this changes the competition itself. We still intend to win."

"So do we."

"Even though it doesn't matter?"

I grinned. "It matters to us. We've got something to prove, and I really want that portal."

We shook on it. Her grip was warm and lingered just a moment longer than necessary, but this time it felt less like a power play and more like... acknowledgment, I guess. And she did that flirty finger thing at the end. You know the one. I did get a little erect, but in my defense my penis was hypersensitive due to overstimulation these days.

As we walked away, Tizzy let out a big yet high pitched breath. "That went way better than expected."

"She's not stupid," Asenath said. "She knows a good deal when she sees one."

Bekkah was quiet in her head for a bit as we walked, then spoke up after the silence dragged on a bit too long. "Do you think she'll actually be different now? Or is this just a temporary truce?"

I thought about Sultria's expression at the end. The genuine surprise. The reluctant respect. "I think she expected me to be like every other person with power she's ever dealt with. Someone who'd use that power for leverage, advantage, or control." I shrugged. "Finding out I'm not... that probably takes some adjustment."

"You're too nice for your own good sometimes," Kasirah scolded me, but there was affection in it.

"Maybe. But I'd rather be too nice than too cynical. These people are scared, Kassi. Their whole species might die out. I'm not going to use that fear against them just because I can."

We walked in comfortable silence for a bit longer before anyone tried talking again. The sun was setting, painting the castle in shades of orange and gold. Somewhere behind us, I could hear Sultria's coalition breaking into animated conversation, probably trying to process what had just happened. They didn’t sound unhappy, so that was good.

Yeah. Let them process. Let them realize that I was their friend, not their rival. Maybe that would matter, when everything else started to get messy.

We spent the rest of the twilight hours in light practice. We did more broom runs to cement muscle memory and basic spell work with Summer to keep our skills sharp. We kept things manageable and tried our best to recover.

Even after some rest, though, my balls were a little tender.
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New Spell Entry - Aerial Swap

Spell: Aerial Swap

Incantation: Locus mutare volantes

Casting Time: Instantaneous

Mana Cost: High

Range: Close (within 30 feet, line of sight)

Duration: Instantaneous

Details: Instantly exchanges positions with another willing flyer or object of similar mass. Both parties must be airborne and within range. Commonly used in team racing to reposition strategically or assist struggling teammates. Unwilling targets can resist with a willpower contest. The sudden displacement can cause momentary disorientation. Attempting to swap with objects significantly heavier/lighter risks spell failure and dangerous momentum transfer.


Chapter 32: Power and Patterns


(Awake/Dreamwalking; Day 5-6)

The sunrise slid over the horizon as we gathered on the practice field with our legendary summons. Days of preparation had led to this: a series of final battles meant to push our combat magic and summons to their limits.

Frygiatus, Terradon, and the other legendaries split up as we divided into teams. Kasirah, Bekkah, and I took one side. Asenath and Tizzy took the other. We’d made the matchup deliberately uneven to test whether a smaller group with good coordination could overcome raw power.

“Ready?” Kasirah called.

Tizzy bounced onto Rummy’s back. “Born ready!”

I opened with Frygiatus and let the drake lead with his intimidation factor. Ice crystallized in the air around him as he advanced. Terradon responded by raising an earthen wall that cut off our line of sight and forced us to adjust our positioning.

Kasirah and Seraphelle went high to flank, but Rummy launched over the wall in a single bound and landed hard enough to knock Kasirah off balance. She recovered with a wing-assisted flip, but the disruption had worked.

“Luxara, now!” Asenath called.

The slime flowed forward and released a wave of euphoric pheromones that hit all of us at once. Suddenly I felt this wash of contentment that made it hard to focus. It wasn’t overwhelming, but it would definitely dull our combat instincts if we let it.

Bekkah giggled. “That’s cheating.”

“That’s tactics,” Asenath corrected with a grin.

I shook off the effect and directed Frygiatus to freeze the pheromone cloud. Ice crystals formed in the air and neutralized Luxara’s attack, but the delay had cost us. Tizzy and Rummy were already flanking, forcing us into a defensive position.

The mock battle went on for another ten minutes. Both sides traded advantages back and forth. Terradon’s walls were perfect for controlling where fights happened. Seraphelle’s shields could reflect magical attacks back at their source. Luxara’s debuffs were powerful but slow-acting. Rummy’s mobility made him a nightmare to pin down. Frygiatus hit hard, but his size made him an easy target.

“Break!” Kasirah called finally.

We all lowered our wands and stood there breathing hard.

Asenath celebrated quietly with Luxara before turning back to us. “That was enlightening. Now we need to start targeting each other, right?”

“Right,” Kasirah and I said at almost the same time.

We ran it again, this time incorporating our newest and most refined combat spells. Protective Barriers got Counterspelled, and Soporific Enchantments were nullified through clever timing with summons or quick thinking from allies. Targeting one another for combat training wasn’t new. Doing it while our summons fought simultaneously was. The spell-melee became hectic, disorienting, and surprisingly fun.

Our team turned out to be well balanced, too. Each of the girls benefited from our growing bonds, which gave them slightly more potent spells and faster mana regeneration. Their legendary summons had a versatility that few other students were likely to match.

We rotated partnerships and kept the skirmishes fresh. We only paused long enough for our mana to recharge between bouts, and by the sixth battle, we were all exhausted but had a much better sense of our rhythm and timing.

“Good work,” Kasirah sighed as we broke for breakfast.

We dismissed our summons and made our way toward the Dining Hall. The girls naturally formed a circle around me as we walked. Part of that was protective, I figured. With the entire female population wanting a chance at a slice of Reggie “baby-making creamy goodness,” it was smart to keep me surrounded.

Since we’d started preparing for the Games, we’d all grown a lot closer. As the girls murmured among themselves and had little snippets of conversation, I thought about how much things had changed.

At first, the draw had been fascination and lust. Nobody would argue that. But in the days since, every member of the harem had taken time to show devotion, both to each other and to me. Training constantly and learning to trust one another in dangerous situations had done something I’d never experienced before.

We were becoming an alloy, for lack of a better term. Every new spell we learned as a team, every evening spent laughing together while we watched movies, made the core of this unit stronger.

The sex was just a bonus.

We settled around the breakfast table, and Bekkah spoke up first. “We’re running low on time. What’s our priority?”

Kasirah yawned before answering. We’d been up late the night before watching Howl’s Moving Castle, which she’d loved. “Mastery of Summer’s advanced spells is a must.”

The fairy’s wings fluttered in agreement. “I’ve been practicing Combat Healing. It’s getting easier to split focus between healing and defending.”

Asenath talked around a mouthful of overstuffed sausage. “Ritual Acceleration is still kicking my ass. The visualization makes my brain hurt.”

“We’ll workshop it tonight,” I promised.

Later, after classes, and more fruitless research on the fruit, we did exactly that. Working with Summer, we took each girl aside for two-on-one practice. We kept at it until they could cast each advanced spell and its components instinctively.

It was hard work, but everyone made progress.

That night, we used the Sands again for the first time in days. We were physically tired and our mana was low, but we had to push through.

We packed in another full day of training, and, once again, I used the extra time to visit the lustfruit installations again. And once again, I was faced with the reality that they had continued to spread.


Chapter 33: The Last Day


(Awake; Day 7)

Lady Katherine’s office was cramped with all of us squeezed inside. The vampire stood behind her desk with my hastily drawn map of the lustfruit installations spread before her. Peaches hovered nearby, wearing a grim look on her pretty face.

“This is worse than I thought,” Katherine said finally. She traced the partial circle with one pale finger. “If he completes this pattern...”

“What happens?” I asked.

“Nothing good.” She looked up and met my eyes. “This is an entrapment ritual. Once closed, it creates a barrier that prevents anyone inside from leaving. The entire school would be trapped.”

Kasirah leaned forward, brows slanting together. “Can we destroy the installations? Break the circle before it closes?”

“You could try,” Peaches said. “But he’d know immediately. And if he’s watching...” She gestured at my description of the robed figure. “He might send his spellcasters and whatever minions he has waiting to stop you. If they come armed with lustfruit before we can find a counter...”

She didn’t need to finish. I still hadn’t made any major breakthroughs on new spells, not with everything else going on.

“So we’re stuck,” Asenath groaned.

“Not stuck,” Katherine corrected. “Aware. Knowledge is power, even when options are limited.” She straightened and rolled up the map. “I’ll inform the Dean and the other faculty. We’ll prepare countermeasures. But you five need to focus on the Games.”

She was right, but the weight of it pressed down on all of us. We weren’t just competing for glory or curiosity anymore. We were competing for survival.

“Go,” Katherine said, her voice gentler now. “Prepare. Trust us to handle the larger threat while you handle yours.”

We filed out of her office in silence. The morning sunshine felt wrong, too bright and cheerful for the conversation we’d just had.

Kasirah stopped in the courtyard. “Okay. We compartmentalize. The faculty handles the ritual circle. We handle the Games. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” we chorused, though none of us sounded particularly convinced.

“Good. Now let’s make sure we’re actually ready.”

We dedicated whatever time we had outside of class to final practice runs. We took turns on the obstacle course and pushed for our absolute best times. I managed three minutes and fifty-two seconds on my fastest run. Kasirah hit three and a half minutes flat. The others all came in within twenty seconds of the valkyrie.

Much later, as the sky turned purple and gold with the setting sun, we made our way back to Cabin 7. The campus was peaceful except for the sounds of spells as other students finished their own last-minute preparations.

Inside the cabin, we went through our evening routines. Showers, clean clothes, equipment checks. Everything we’d need for tomorrow was laid out and ready.

“Reggie?” Asenath’s voice was quiet. “Can we talk? All of us?”

I looked around at the four faces watching me. They all looked nervous, but there was anticipation there too.

“Of course.”

We settled onto the floor in our familiar circle. Not for dreamwalking this time. Just for being together.

Asenath’s tail curled anxiously as she spoke. “I’ve been thinking about what happens after the Games. Assuming we win.”

“When we win,” Kasirah corrected gently.

“When we win,” Asenath agreed with a small smile. “We’ll have the portal. Access to Earth. And we’ll need to deal with the Great Master and his ritual circle. That’s going to be dangerous.”

“Incredibly dangerous,” Bekkah added softly.

Asenath took a deep breath. “So before all that happens, I wanted to say something. To all of you.” She paused, and I could tell she was working up the courage. “I love you. All of you. Not just Reggie, though obviously him too. But Kasirah, Bekkah, Tizzy. You’ve become my family. My real family. And whatever happens tomorrow or after, I’m grateful for that.”

Tizzy sniffled immediately. “Oh, that’s so beautiful.” Tears were already forming in her eyes.

Bekkah reached over and took Asenath’s hand. “I feel the same way. You’re all my sisters.”

“Gross,” Kasirah said, but she was smiling. “But also accurate. This Summer Camp... it’s the best thing that’s happened to me. Ever.”

Tizzy full-on sobbed and launched herself at the group in a tackle-hug that nearly knocked everyone over. “I love you all so much! By the prairie gods, I’m so happy!”

We dissolved into a pile of limbs and laughter, and all the stress we’d been feeling vanished. For a few minutes, there were no Games, no ritual circles, no threats. Just five people who’d found each other and built something real.

Eventually we untangled ourselves and climbed into our beds. The cabin settled into a peaceful quiet. Everyone was exhausted but content.

“We’re going to win,” Kasirah whispered into the darkness. “I can feel it.”

“We’re going to win,” I agreed. “And then we’re going to figure out how to save everyone.”

“No pressure,” Asenath muttered, but I could hear the smile in her voice.

Sleep claimed us one by one. Tomorrow would bring all sorts of challenges and problems, but tonight we were together, we were prepared, and we were ready.

The Summer Games could bring whatever they wanted.

Cabin 7 was ready to meet it head-on.
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