
        
            
                
            
        

    
Elementia: The Goddes's Academy of Magic

A Magical Harem Fantasy Adventure Book 1

Alaric Haze

Sultry Ladies Publishing

[image: ]


Copyright © 2024 Alaric Haze

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

About The Author


Chapter 1

Everything around me was a menagerie of swirling lights.  I was weightless, hurling through a void, and I knew not where I was going.  Suddenly, the blinding lights began to clear, and I saw a pentagram surrounded by robed and hooded figures.  All I could think about was that the moment I hit the center of that pentagram, I would go Ka-splat! My remains would have to be cleaned up with a mop and bucket.

I spotted a thick tree limb out of the corner of my eye. Without thinking, I reached out and grabbed it. At the speed I thought I was going, my arm should have been torn off when I caught the limb. However, when I touched it, everything slowed down, allowing me to grip the limb with both hands and move my weightless body to safety.

In an instant, the tunnel of light cleared. It was night, though three bright, full moons illuminated everything. The ground was slick with rainwater, and I suspected an earthquake had occurred because of the vibrations I could feel through the tree. The motionless air was a relief, given that I was in a tree.

Beneath my position, I saw a pentagram illuminated by fires and surrounded by seven-robed figures. Each figure wore a robe unique in color and decoration scheme. I suspected they were ceremonial for some magical spell I, unfortunately, got swept up in.

“Supreme Head Mistress Celestia Vexx, where is the goddess’s champion?” one of the figures said in frustration. The voice caught my attention. I was securely positioned on the thick tree limb. I was careful to remain silent and stealthy.

I listened carefully to the next voice, “The spell was performed exactly as dictated on the sacred scrolls, Professor Esmerelda. Our chosen may have landed somewhere nearby. I suggest we go and look.”

The figure I suspected was Esmerelda responded, “Get the servants to look! I am not trudging through woods for a non-existent champion. Let’s get back to the castle.” The other human figures nodded in approval.

The figure I assumed was Celestia Vexx sighed and motioned to the others. They waved their hands, and the fires were extinguished. I watched from my perch as they left the clearing in single file. The one called Celestia looked around for a moment after the others left before leaving herself.

I waited 10 minutes before reaching into my backpack to pull out some climbing rope and hooks. I was about 40 feet above the clearing, so I knew I had plenty of rope to get down. I wrapped the rope around the trunk and secured the line to myself.

I checked my belt to ensure I was secure for the descent before rolling off the limb and dangling for a few seconds. The trip down was quick. I was worried that someone would hear me when my boots thud on the ground, but nothing stirred.

I removed my backpack, pulled out my flashlight, and checked myself. As a U.S. Army ranger, I was well equipped. In addition to my M-16, pistol, clips, knife, and various tools on my belt, my pack was filled with basic camping and survival equipment for the wooded environment. Once I was sure I was alone, I freaked out!

I was a month away from the end of my army service. I had geared up and headed into the woods of the local nature reserve for one last training op. Suddenly, I was surrounded by a blinding light and hurtled through what appeared to be a portal. “Remain calm, examine the situation, and take control!” I told myself. I breathed in and out several times, and then I took a good look at the environment.

I spotted a hill to the east. It was an excellent location to survey the area, so I headed there to see if I could locate a settlement. I briefly considered following my summoners but decided keeping my distance for now was better.

I looked at the pentagram inscribed on the ground before leaving the clearing. In my slightly unhinged state of mind, I was beginning to believe these people were witches and somehow used wicked magic to bring me across time and space. I had no idea what was happening, but thankfully, my training was beginning to overwrite my freak-out.

I walked and continued thinking about what had happened. I was Ethan Harman, a Montana native, US Army Ranger, and prospective survivalist. I kept breathing in and out slowly. “I will sort all this out somehow. I need to find out where I am! Maybe this is some elaborate prank!” I said to myself. However, every time I looked into the sky, gazing at the three glowing moons and the unfamiliar stars, it became increasingly apparent that this was no prank or dream.

I reached the hill several hours later. Since arriving, I climbed a tree and beheld my first view of the area. In the east, I could see a large well, illuminated fortified complex, a storybook castle with a massive wall surrounding it with what appeared to be a town between the keep and the wall. Another city was on the outside of the wall and also well-illuminated. I looked in every other direction, seeing no signs of large settlements.

I was tired, hungry, in unfamiliar territory, and desperately needed information. Since there was no indication that those people knew who I was, I decided to head towards the town.

Walking through the woods, I noticed the unfamiliar flora, adding to my realization. I also put myself on alert for any predators in the area. If something like the movie Predators happened to me, then I needed to be on the watch for unknown beasts. Growing up in Montana with a survivalist father, I developed a strong sense of awareness, which would help me now.

Making my way through the woods, I noticed the trees were very tall, indicating they were old. The woods were relatively easy to walk through, with only a little underbrush and bushes. I flashed my light on the ground and noticed black ash, indicating the land had been burned off recently.

I spotted what I assumed were deer, a few rabbits, and various birds. The bright moons illuminated the landscape well enough for me to see, but I kept my night vision goggles handy just in case.

I thought about what I should do upon reaching the town. I had to determine if the residents were human, and I would need to procure some clothes. I had some money and a credit card, but I doubted if the villagers would accept those forms of payment. I did have a watch and several silver coins in my pocket. Dad taught me, “Always carry some solid currency like silver or gold because everyone accepts it.” I only had ten silver-plated coins, but it might get me somewhere.

Suddenly, my awareness peaked! Everything had gone silent. No birds were chirping, and the squirrel creatures ran into burrows as I walked through the trees. I WAS BEING STALKED!

I immediately dropped my pack and placed my hand on my M-16. I heard a snap behind me to my left! I brought my rifle up and switched on the night vision scope. What I saw nearly caused me to shit in my pants. It was big with long arms that almost reached down to its knees, back legs like the hind legs of dogs or wolves, and its head was canine-like with antlers. It had thin fur all over its body. The creature was ugly as hell.

Suddenly, it began to growl, got down on all four legs, and prepared to pounce. It smiled at me, displaying its huge fangs. I had the safety on my rifle off. However, I was shaking like a rattlesnake’s rattle.

It lunged.

I fired three shots into the gruesome beast and dove to the right, evading its pounce.

The beast lay motionless on the ground, moaning in pain as it bled out over the ground. It landed on my feet, so I had to free them before getting up. I checked myself for injuries. Once I knew I was ok, I proceeded to inspect my predator-turned-prey.

Maintaining my weapon at the ready, I walked around to its head. It had an expression of surprise on its dying face. I probably never saw a gun before. Otherwise, it would not have attacked me head-on. It was still alive, and I thought about putting several rounds into its body.

Then I thought for a second. I did not know when or if I would get back to base, and ammunition was an irreplaceable resource. So, I pulled out my knife and stabbed it through the eye, finishing the beast off for good.

I retrieved my pack and got on my merry way. I was not quite as afraid anymore after taking down Mr. butt, ugly beast. I smiled, “Army Ranger 1, Mythical alien beast 0.”

I continued through the forest towards the town until I spotted a road. I decided to stay off the road, instead keeping to the brush. My heart soared when I spotted two people on a horse-drawn cart who, thankfully, were human. However, their clothes looked crooked and medieval, so I decided to find a cloak to blend in more.

“Did you hear the noise coming from the west,” a young male voice said.

“Yes, perhaps the witches of Elementia are casting spells in the woods again. We always hear strange noises when they are using magic,” an old voice said.

“But this was different—three fast popping sounds. I never heard anything like it before,” the young voice said.

“It’s not our worry. We need to get home tonight so we can work tomorrow,” the old voice said.

I watched them from the bushes as they passed. I learned several things. First, these people were human. Second, they spoke English. Third, witches were real.

I needed more information. I had to get into the town.

After they passed, I continued until I found a homestead. To my good fortune, a cloak and sheets were drying on a string in the midnight air. I checked the surrounding area and the house to ensure no one was watching before dropping my bag and making for the cloak and sheets. I set a silver coin on a table nearby. I hoped it was worth something here before bolting back to the woods.

I covered my pack in sheets and wore the cloak over my combat uniform. I position my rifle under the cloak in case I need it.

With a disguise, I walked on the road now. I was approaching the town and castle. More houses and buildings came into view. Most were quiet, but I saw a few people meddling, all clearly human. I looked up at one of the lights illuminating the roads near town. I expected an electric light bulb but discovered it was a glowing orb in an iron cage suspended on a chain.

I continued, still uncertain what I would find in town.

No wall surrounded the town, so I was able to walk in. Few people were on the streets. All the signs were in English, so I could spot a sign labeled ‘Ocilla’s Tavern and Inn.’ I took a deep breath before walking up and opening the door.

It felt like I was walking into a cantina in Star Wars. It was not crowded, and there were humans among the small crowd. However, many people who were not human were present as well. I saw a waitress with cat ears and a cat’s tail. A patron with red skin, horns, and leather wings on his back. Another had horns and scales and a spiked tail. Beings who I determined were goblins were chatting at a table with each other. A creature I recognized as an orc was gulping down a mug at the bar.

I played Dungeons and Dragons with Fantasy game enthusiasts in high school. I also read a fair number of fantasy books and saw fantasy movies. What I could remember was helping me now.

Thankfully, I did not freak out again. I knew I was in another world when I saw three moons in the sky, so this was expected. I looked around and spotted an empty table in a corner. I immediately went over and sat down. I positioned my pack beside me and hid my gun beneath my cloak. A waitress, who was a fox girl, came over to me. She leaned forward, putting her ample breasts on display. Her sweet smell, combined with her exotic looks and big breasts, caused me to have an instant boner.

“How are you, traveler? Can I interest you in something?” the fox beauty said in her sweet voice.

I mumbled a bit before I collected myself and responded, “What are your prices for food and drink?”

She smiled, “Well, 20 copper crowns or four silver crowns will buy you a cup of beer, a piece of chicken, bread, and peas.” I winced because half the silver was in my possession, and they may have devalued my silver because no one’s face was printed on the coins.

I was feeling hungry. I reached into my pocket to pull out my silver. I was about to find out what my silver could buy when a cloaked figure behind her said, “He does not need to pay you. I will cover his meal, and I believe the price is one silver crown for a meal, not 4. I do not think Ocilla or her husband would appreciate you gauging the prices and pocketing the extra.”

The color drained from the fox girl's face as she turned around to face the cloaked figure, “Y…Yes, my lady, so sorry. I will get his food immediately, and Y…You don’t need to worry about payment at all.” The fox girl quickly scurried away.

“Do you mind sharing your table with me,” the figure asked gently.

This woman just saved me from being cheated. However, I did not know anything about her. I needed information, and she was the best start for me. “Of course,” I motioned her to sit on the chair opposite me. The cloaked woman gracefully sat down and removed her hood.

She was gorgeous. Her raven black hair with a white streak hinted at her age but did not diminish her beauty. She had deep blue eyes and well-defined facial features. Her crow’s feet hinted at her age, but she had the vision of a goddess. I was breathless for a few minutes before a realization hit me. She wore the same robe as the figure I identified as Celestia in the clearing where I arrived.

My survival instinct immediately kicked in, and I held the trigger grip of my rifle in case things turned hostile!

“That will not be necessary. You’re in no danger. Please relax, and you can ask me your questions. I am sure you have many,” the gorgeous woman said.

I calmed down and collected myself before beginning, “Where the hell am I? How did I get here, and who are you?”

Her face assumed a serious expression, “You are in the magical realm of Staricia, home of the Wicca academy of Elementia, founded by the Sorceress Supreme Lilith for women blessed with the gift of magic.”

I had come to grips with it and dropped into another world. I resolved myself to that fact in the woods. I was still skeptical about magic, but given what I had seen thus far, I was willing to believe anything.

“An Academy of magic…?” I mumbled.

“Yes, an Academy of Magic. You are the special being, born amongst mortals, blessed with powerful magic, and chosen amongst billions throughout the realms to attend our school of magic. Oh, and I am Celestia, the humble headmistress of Elementia.” the raven-haired witch responded.

Wow! My old nerd friends would be shitting themselves if they were here. Magic and witches! This was unreal. Wait a minute! “Are you people devil worshipers…?”

Celestia rolled her eyes, “Lies spread by so-called holy men and witch hunters! We worship the goddess of Universal balance and nature. Some witches admittedly use their powers for evil and some for good, but it is an individual choice!”

She made her point. I could not judge people by the actions of a few rotten eggs and wild accusations. Wait a minute. She said, ‘Women of all races blessed with magic.’ I am a guy!

“You implied women are blessed with magic, so how is it I have magic? I’m a dude,” I asked.

She smiled, “Well, I guess I was misleading. Men and women can be born with magic, but Elementia is a Girls-only magic academy. By gender-neutral wording in the summoning spell. You have been chosen for a grand destiny to attend Elementia, learn the Goddess’s magic, become her champion, and protect her followers from true evil!”

This was a dream! Yes, I ate a mushroom in the woods and had a trip. I will wake up in the middle of the woods or the Army base infirmary. I will tell my fellow rangers about this wild dream over beer, and everyone will have laughs at my expense.

“Dinner is ready!” the fox girl broke in as I started losing my cool. She set the smoking dinner down on the table in front of me.

Celestia, noticing my expression, turned to the waitress, “Rosa, can you fetch the traveler a mug of ale? I think he needs something stronger.” The Fox-girl waitress bowed and returned to the kitchen with a big ale mug!

“A gold crown for your service,” Celestia said as she handed the astonished and grateful girl a golden coin.

“TH…thank You, my lady,” she responded before leaving us.

I looked at the food and the mug of ale, thought, ‘Fuck IT,’ and shoved a drumstick into my mouth, savoring the juicy chicken and then washing it down with ale. 

“This is not a dream, Ethan Harman. I cannot send you back until I find your home realm. That task will take time. Your only path at the moment is forward,” the headmistress said.

She had a point…wait! “How did you know my name?”

She smirked, “Magic! And your name is written on your jacket. By the way, thank me for casting the linguistic spell so you could understand what everyone is saying and what is written on the signs.”

If this was a dream and I was actually in the hospital on a slab in a coma, I apparently could not wake up. Well, since this was a dream, I might as well enjoy it!

“You should know, many of the girls of Elementia are man-haters,” the headmistress chuckled.

“Say What!” I coughed on some beans.

“Yes! Man-haters! Tragically, many of our girls were raised alone by mothers in isolation, were victims of persecution by human witch hunters, or had domineering fathers who viewed them as property. As an all-girl academy, we have attracted or rescued many such girls. For safety reasons, we only admit students 18 years and older. Underage girls, we rescue or help go to our prep school. Magic is dangerous and is not something to be used by minors. We do take every measure possible to protect our students from harm, though accidents do happen,” She stated.

So, this woman wanted me to attend Elementia Magic College, a college for adult women who hated men. And apparently, I got in by a fluke of wording. I tried to convince myself one last time that it was a dream, but everything felt natural, from hunger to this surprisingly good meal and ale. I could not see any way back out of the rabbit hole.

I always wondered what it would be like if I was a wizard. Wait a minute? Was I considering this? Unless this was an elaborate hoax, which was increasingly unlikely, I was about to live a childhood dream. I did not have much going for me back home. I was considering a career in the U.S. Army when Dad disappeared. I made the decision not to extend my 4-year contract. I had planned to take over the family ranch, which was in debt. Learning magic could make those financial problems disappear with a single wand wave. I continued down the rabbit hole until I reached the exit, the stage curtains came up, or I woke up.

Before continuing, I wondered, “Back in my home realm, people will look for me. What happens when I show up out of the blue?”

Celestia causally waved her hand, “Any problems you find upon returning home can be fixed with the wave of a wand.”

“OK, Sabrina, show me the way!” I exclaimed as I gulped the last of my ale.

“Great! OH…Who is Sabrina?” she asked.

“A…A powerful witch of legend from my realm who has many stories told about her!” I chuckled.

“O…Ow, comparing me to a legendary witch. I get that all the time!” The raven-haired woman laughed. “Now, get your things together. My enchanted carriage is outside. Elementia awaits!”

I gulped down the last of my ale and got my pack on.

Outside, the moon was hidden behind clouds, and it started to rain. The enchanted carriage was like something out of a fairy tale. It had a white frame with what looked like glittering crystals engraved in it. Feathery carvings in the wood panels gave it the illusion of feathers. It was a sight to behold.

I followed her into the carriage. The inside was beautiful and elegant, just like the outside, and I was surprised at how warm the interior was. Celestia motioned me to the seat beside her. I took off my backpack and sat on the soft, comfortable cushions.

“Magic!” It was the only explanation for this carriage's comfort and relaxation.

Well, dream or not, I had to go with it. I exhaled and gazed out the window, wondering what would come next.


Chapter 2

The journey was surprisingly smooth, but I should have expected it because it was an enchanted carriage.

I asked Celestia, “Are they expecting you to bring a lost girl who did not exactly fit in anywhere looking to find herself?”

The Headmistress giggled, “Yes, that is who they expect.”

My face shifted to a gloomy expression. “The student body had a huge welcoming party planned, didn’t they?”

She smiled a sinister grin. “Yes, it would have been a party for the ages.”

I faced forward and closed my eyes, “Can we omit the party?”

“I think your unveiling will crush everyone so much that they’ll all skip the party!” she smirked.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I accused.

“Yes…Yes, I am!” the headmistress said deviously. This would end up like when Shrek and Fiona first arrived in Far Far Away or Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy when the big computer told the crowd that the answer to the ultimate question was 42.

We approached the gates of the wall, crossing over the elegant drawbridge. As we went through the village of manors and mansions between the wall and the keep, which were the student dormitories, girls were peering out of their windows and coming out to follow the carriage, cheering. I noticed it was not raining within the grounds of the castle. I guessed it was magic at work.

We were coming up to the entrance to the castle keep. It was like something out of a fairy tale. It was made of white and blue marble, had large windows, and was decorated with grand, elegant statues of various women and creatures.

The students lined the stairway entrance in anticipation of our arrival. I looked at Celestia and said, “I think it would be better if we used the side entrance!”

She gave me a sharp look, “No! The student body needs to see the goddess’s Champion. They should get the surprise now. They will all be over the shock in the morning.”

The carriage stopped, and Celestia got up and unfastened her cloak, casting it aside. She was a vision to behold. She wore a corset and dress that appeared to be Victorian-era. The dress was black, white, and blue. Her silky black hair with a white streak ran down along her shoulders. Her corset barely contained her large breasts. I could feel my dick perk up from the sight of her marble-smooth cleavage. She gave me a seductive smile before walking outside into the crowds of cheering witches.

“I should have stayed in the tavern!” I mumbled

“Ethan! It is time to come out,” the Raven-haired witch chuckled.

Well! Into the rabbit’s hole, I go.

I was a handsome guy with black hair and blue eyes and a height of 6ft 5 in. Years of survival training, weightlifting, good dietary discipline, outdoor activities, and a lifelong ambition to become a survivalist gave me a well-sculpted physique. But I doubted this would endear me to the student body, who all probably had relatives killed by knights with similar good looks. I took a deep breath, stood up, strapped on my backpack, and went through the door to face the music.

When I exited the carriage, the loud cheer that had erupted suddenly died in the crowd's throats. It got so quiet that I heard a cricket chirping! The crowd stared at me with expressions of disbelief, shock, and anger etched on their faces.

With a big smile, Celestia announced to the stunned onlookers, “Ladies of Elementia and servants of the Goddess, this is Ethan Harman of the realm of…What was the name of your Realm, Ethan?”

“Earth,” I mumbled.

“Earth! He is the special being summoned from the farthest reaches of the known realms by the goddess's power to take his place as the Guardian Champion of Wicca kind!” she proclaimed. “Now, please follow me inside to the grand feasting hall. I will show you all the events of his arrival so that all lingering doubts will be quelled!”

She motioned me to follow her up the grand stairs into the castle keep. I glanced back left and right, seeing the faces of shock and confusion on the student body.

While examining their expressions, I quickly realized the sheer beauty of the students present. It was like the tavern because there were ladies who were hybrids or half-breeds of different creatures. I saw a gorgeous brunette with horns protruding from her forehead and a redhead with patches of scales. I saw a green-skinned student with orange hair. There were ladies of different races, such as elves and what I believed were dwarfs or halflings. I saw a tall, grey-skinned girl I realized was an orc. They were all divinely beautiful in various ways and dressed like naughty catholic school girls in their uniforms.

However, one amongst the crowd drew my attention for a minute. She had light purple leathery skin, spiraling black horns that grew from her forehead upward, silk-raven black hair, lush dark purple lips, a perfectly proportioned predatory face, cat-like purple eyes, enormous perky breasts, and black and dark purple wings protruding from her back. She had a perfect hourglass figure, and her body was well-toned and muscular.

When our eyes met, I saw no sign of shock or anger. Instead, I recognized a look of recognition and curiosity that contrasted with everyone else's expressions. It seemed strange and out of place. I lost eye contact when Celestia nudged me onward.

We continued into the great hall. The walls and floor were white and blue marble with grand statues and paintings depicting various witches throughout history. I looked at one closely to see if it moved! Sadly, though, it was just a painting.

There were grand tapestries depicting events and battles with witches standing triumphant atop the bodies of their enemies. Everything in this room was designed to inspire. It reminded me of the feast hall from fantasy films. It was much larger, implying tens of thousands of students attending this academy.

“Mother!” a voice in the crowd shouted. “What kind of joke is this!”

The headmistress looked upon the crowd and focused on a woman who was the spitting image of the headmistress but in a younger body and dressed in a student’s uniform, “It is not a joke, my dear! He is the Goddess’s champion.”

The student immediately shot back, “Mother! I was there tonight at the summoning. No one came through!”

“He was summoned, Selena, and I will show you all. Look up!” She pulled a wand and pointed it to the sealing, chanting a spell.

Immediately, a 3d image of the summoning appeared. It showed the witches chanting the spell and opening the portal that brought me here. It showed me flying through the portal and grabbing the tree limb just before I hit the ground. Everyone heard Professor Esmerelda's dismissive comments as I watched them just feet above. A blue-haired woman near Celestia dressed in an elaborate blue dress looked down in humiliation. I assume she was Esmerelda.

Everyone saw me jump down, organize my things, and go my merry way. Just as I had left the clearing, Celestia came out of the brush and quietly followed me through the woods. I had to find out how she could remain so quiet, though honestly, I knew the answer.

When the wendigo was stalking me, I heard many muffled cries—then gasped of astonishment when I dodged its attack and shot it with my AR-15. I heard comments of approval when I drew my knife to kill the thing. Celestia stood only feet away when I fought the wendigo. Her wand was in her hand, but she restrained herself, allowing me to fight the creature alone.

The rest of the show went through my trek into the village until she came to me in the tavern.

Once it was finished, Celestia waved her wand, dismissing the magic theater, and the ceiling returned to its original form. Everyone looked at me in silent amazement. Celestia broke the silence, “I know Elementia has been a sanctuary for women wanting to learn their magical gifts for centuries. This was a central reason why our goddess in the 1st age commanded Lilith to establish this academy, but even she acknowledged that change will always come. Ethan is a sign of great change coming to all the realms. This is the Goddess’s will, and we must obey as her loyal acolytes. If any of you have disagreements with the goddess’s will, then you have no place in this academy, and I will take personal pleasure kicking you out of the grounds by your perky little asses!”

Everyone gulped at the headmistress’s last statement. The one I identified as Selena looked down in fear. I thought Celestia’s statement was a joke, but everyone took her threat very seriously.

“The fall semester begins in a few days, and all of you ladies have things to do. New students must settle in, returning students must get their books for their new classes, and professors must prepare lesson plans. I need to get our new addition acclimated to our realm, settled into his dorm, and assessed for his academic skills. Everyone! Go back to your dorms. It is late, and we all need sleep for tomorrow. Dismissed!” Celestia announced.

Everyone immediately began departing the building. Selena walked past me, throwing a deadening glare my way. I looked around for the purple demon girl, who was already gone.

“Ethan!” Celestia said, “Follow me. I need to prepare you for your destiny!”

I sighed and followed her out. We walked down the main avenue and then took a left. We arrived at a dilapidated manor house surrounded by storage buildings.

“I apologize for the poor state of this building, but it was the only one available,” the raven-haired witch shrugged.

I honestly did not care. I was tired and just wanted a place to lie down.

When I pushed it open, the door fell in. I gazed into the manor, beholding rotting walls with mold. Every window I could see was shattered. The furniture was rotten and crumbling. The floor possessed a lair of leaves and dust.

“Well! I guess it is a fixer-upper. But I have slept in worse, so I will manage,” I said gloomily.

Celestia shrugged, “No problem!” She pulled her wand out and waved it across the room, reciting something in what I recognized as Latin. Instantly, the decrepit building was repaired, and everything was like new. I was genuinely awe-struck by this display of magic.

I looked back at her in amazement, “You were not awestruck by the show in the feast hall?”

“On earth, we have movie theaters and TV screens that do something similar through technology, but nothing we have developed can do what you did to this house.”

Celestia blushed, “Well, it is good to know you can be amazed! Now, I can only do this cleanup once. Over the first semester, you will learn the spells to keep this place clean. I will assign additional students to your house, and you can do some hands-on maintenance, but you will be expected to perform most of the upkeep through magic.”

“Get some sleep. You have a big day tomorrow! Oh! Clap twice to make the enchanted globes go out and once to turn them on,” The headmistress left me alone in the manor. I thought about checking the bedrooms, but the leather sofa looked inviting. So, I dropped my pack on the floor, unloaded my rifle and pistol, set them on the ground, and fell face-first onto the couch. I was out in five minutes.

“Rise and Shine,” Celestia shouted. I was still so tired that I considered shooting her so I could go back to sleep, but I thought better of it. The black-haired beauty was leaning over my head, wearing a dark blue corset and dress. Her large breasts squeezed in her corset were on full display beneath her divine face.

“You’ve got a busy day ahead of you. You need to get yourself measured for school uniforms, get you…”

“Wait a minute. Do you expect me to wear one of those tight little skirts?” I interjected.

“Oh! I did not think about that!” Celestia said.

“WHAT!” I shouted.

“Just kidding…I arranged for a special uniform to be made for you. It will consist of pants, a coat, a tie, shoes, socks, and a jacket appropriate for a man of your stature. If you have any problems, the tailor can adjust the uniform for a better fit. I need to approve any changes other than the uniform size.”

I sighed in relief, “So, what else is on the agenda? Will we tour the school first or sign up for my classes?”

Celestia’s playful expression turned severe. “I am not your assistant! I am only helping you this one time. After today, you are on your own! I do have a school to run, so pay attention.”

“My apologies!” I responded.

“That it is all right. Now, the first thing is you stink! So go upstairs and take a bath. I will send it to the servants so they can have your laundry cleaned. You have clothing in your pack, so wear that today until we have your school uniform ready. Second, I have breakfast ready in the dining room, so get something to eat after you are clean. We are stopping at the tailor and the bookstore for your school uniform and supplies. I will drop you off at the tour group for an excursion around the academy grounds. Afterward, you will go to the feast hall for lunch. Finally, you will go to find each of your classrooms.”

Celestia continued, “Tomorrow, you will be at the feast hall for academic assessment, but I am sure you will perform well within academic standards. We will also determine your study track.”

I stopped her, “What is a study track?”

The headmistress answered, “A track is what kind of witch or, in your case, wizard or warlock…Well, you will have to figure out who you are. It is whether you focus on healing magic, potions, herbology, magic animal care, magery, guardian magic, etc.”

I said, “The track is what I will major in.”

“Remember, I am unfamiliar with your earth lingo, but I think you have the point,” she replied.

Celestia continued, “Each semester, you will have four classes teaching various aspects of magic and a study session after lunch. To pass each class, you must pass written exams and practical tests to demonstrate your ability to use spells. At the end of each semester, you will have one accumulative final.”

“What happens if I miss class or fail?” I asked.

“Oh! We burn you at the stake!” She smirked.

I sighed, “Really?”

“No! Normal students take remedial classes or decide to transfer to another academy. However, you are a special case. Keep that in mind.” I nodded in grim understanding. “Now! Hop-Hop, to your feet!”

I got up and grabbed my pack and weapons. Upstairs, I entered the first bedroom, finding an attached bathroom. I placed my bag and equipment on the floor and entered the bathroom. I hoped for a shower but found a large bathtub. Thankfully, there was a bar of soap and shampoo. When I turned on the water, it was crystal clear and at the perfect temperature. I stripped my clothes, stepped into the tub, and scrubbed myself.

Once I was clean, I got out and dried myself off. I took a moment to look at my nude body in the mirror. I was not a bodybuilder but had defined muscles, rock-hard abs, and movie-star looks. Some friends were surprised I was not an actor or a model. I never had a problem getting dates, but I could never keep a steady girlfriend, which was surprising.

I ran my hand through my black hair and stared into the reflection of my blue eyes for a moment. I was not dreaming and not unconscious. This was real, and I was about to learn magic in a school filled with divinely beautiful women, many of whom probably hated me. “WHAT THE HELL DID I GET INTO?”

I got my change of clothes out of my pack and folded my dirty clothes. Before heading downstairs, I stowed my armor, gear, and weapons. I hid my rifle and pistol, along with my ammunition, in the closet but kept my knife on my person just in case.

Celestia looked over me, “Wonderful, you're spotless!”

“Why couldn’t you wave your wand and instantly clean me up?” I asked.

“Magic spells are more complicated than you think. This building, for example, has many spells woven into it. I reset them to fix the house. You will eventually learn basic housekeeping spells and restoration magic. You must learn to weave spells and enchantments if you want self-cleaning clothes. Please get your breakfast. We have lots to do!” she pointed to the dining room, where a meal was on the table.

In the dining room, I found bacon, sausage, scrambled eggs, and fruits I could not recognize on the table. I made myself a plate and quickly ate, then washed it down with a green fruit drink. I met Celestia in the living room, reclining on a chair with her legs crossed. We were soon off.

Outside in the light of day, I took in the sheer magnificence of Elementia. It was like entering the epitome of a fantasy Disney town and castle. Each manor house along the perfectly crafted stone roads and sidewalks was picture-perfect. The castle itself glistened with the colors of the rainbow as if it were made of crystals.

Celestia veered to the left on the road, heading away from the castle toward a sizeable multi-story building complex. When We reached the entrance, Celestia turned to me excitedly, “This is, in my opinion, the most magical place on campus. It is our one-of-a-kind centralized multi-level market pla…”

“On my realm, it’s called a Mall,” I broke in.

“Oh! Your realm has a place like this?” She asked.

“Hundreds of places like this all over!” I stated.

“Oh! I will need to visit them when we find your realm!” she said, a bit astonished.

We entered the building, which was as I expected of a witches' version of a shopping mall. It was exquisite and polished, with magical devices substituting technology. Levitating stone slabs moved people up and down between the floors. Enchanted stairs stood in for escalators. Enchanted billboards displayed advertisements. 

Our first stop was the tailor’s store. A witch named Greta, aged yet no less stunning in her beauty, took my measurements by hand before pulling out her wand and summoning my uniform. She set it up beside me and waved her wand to adjust the fit.

Greta then turned to me and said, “All right, sweetie. Look over the uniform to make sure everything is to your liking.” It was like something out of Harry Potter: black pants, a black coat, and a white shirt. The tie was blue, and the cloak was black on the outside and purple on the inside.

“It looks fine! Do you have a changing room so I can try this on? And can you make several extra uniforms?”

Greta giggled, “I don’t have a changing room, but you will not need to try them. Those clothes will fit you exactly, though I would not mind seeing you undress. I will have this uniform plus four extra uniforms delivered to your dorm.”

I blushed, “Thank You!”

“You’re welcome, sweety. I wish you the best of luck here,” Greta responded.

We next went to the bookstore. Unlike the one from Harry Potter, which was old-fashioned, this bookstore put every bookstore and library on earth to shame. It was yet another magical place fit for royalty. It was huge, with at least a dozen levels filled with books. Like the rest of the mall, everything was shining and polished. It was like something out of a dream.

Celestia directed me to follow her to a stand full of stone tablets. She picked one up and called me over, “This is a magically crafted stone called a tablet. It does everything. It will show your schedule. It can calculate basic and complex mathematical equations. You can write papers on it, and it will remember so you can edit them later. It truly is a wonder of…”

“We have those in my realm too. We call them smartphones, laptops, and, yes, tablets!” I then remembered! I had a smartphone that I stuck in my pocket without thinking this morning. I pulled it out; fortunately, it still had a full battery. I thought of calling home until I saw no phone or internet service bars.

Over the next few minutes, I demonstrated and explained to Celestia how my smartphone worked. She seemed amazed that my realm had developed technological wonders comparable to magically crafted devices.

We went over the magical tablet in detail. It worked a lot like my smartphone. It had access to the Psychic web, which was the magical equivalent of the internet, except there were no porn pages, it was a closed network, and everything was dedicated to academic educational purposes. A real bummer!

With my tablet, I pulled my booklist up and gathered the books and supplies I needed for the semester. My classes were introductory enchantments, far-sight, basic magery, and rudimentary potions. I went around the store gathering various books. I half expect one of them to bite my hand. Thankfully, they were all regular books. I also grabbed paper, pencils, quills, ink, a black book bag, and everything else I would need.

I looked at the pile in my arms and realized how I would pay for it. I thought they accepted something other than cash or credit cards.

“Wondering how you’re going pay?” Celestia asked.

“Yes! The classes, the books, the supplies, and the house must all be expensive,” I said.

“They are, but don’t worry, you’ll work off the debt after graduation,” she replied.

“Doing what?” I asked in frustration.

“Whatever you decide to do,” she replied.

I groaned and rolled my eyes.

We went to the clerk, who pulled out her enchanted tablet, waved her wand over my purchases, and said, “I have added the bill for your supplies to your current accumulated debt of 3,324 gold crowns!” My eye was twitching. That fox girl in the tavern was grateful for one gold crown. I was in debt over 3000 gold crowns, even though I only possessed 4000 dollars. I did not know what the exchange rate was. The debt could be in the millions of dollars.

“Do not worry about the money. Many of our graduates make hundreds of gold crowns a year, and your current debt includes all the anticipated bills for everything we will provide you this year. Relax! many of our students come to school and pay tuition later!” Celestia assured me.

I was getting ready to pack my purchases when the clerk waved her wand, causing everything to levitate away, “We will deliver your items to your dorm house.”

I thanked her before leaving. “Well, they were nice!”

“Those witches have husbands and families to care for. Not all the witches of Elementia are man-haters, and those who are eventually change!” Celestia stated. “Now the tour will meet at the café over there. Sit down, relax, and order a drink. The tour group will assemble soon.”

As I found a chair in the café, I observed the ladies passing by. The mall was largely empty except for the clerks' staff. I guessed it was because the regular students had already done school shopping and took extra time to get over their hangovers from the previous night. I suspected a lot of drinking had happened after the welcome last night.

After Celestia left, some of the student witches started coming in to do some shopping. They all took one look at me, held their noses up, and walked by me without a second look. The witch café server was kind enough to offer me a cup of juice, which I accepted. I noticed a newspaper stand, and I quickly grabbed a paper.

There were no moving portraits like in Harry Potter, but the stories were continuously updated on the paper. An article that caught my eye on the front page was ‘Knights of Leoni's Realm Strike Again!’ There were pictures of a witch and a man with the headline ‘Elisa, wife, and mother, brutely killed with her husband by the Knights of the Leonis realm. Their children were out playing at the time of the attack and are currently in the care of grandparents.’

I looked at another picture and saw an image of the Knights. They were like any storybook knight with shiny white armor and good looks riding stallions bravely into the unknown. I knew enough about real knights from Earth’s history to understand that beneath the façades were brutal, uncaring men. I made a note to remember their white lion symbol on the armor and shields, then continued reading.

A few minutes later, as I was reading, I noticed a group of witches assembling in the center of the café. The tour was about to start. A witch with a badge on her uniform, whom I recognized as Selena, walked up to the group, “Hello, everyone! I am Selena, head girl and daughter of headmistress Celestia! It always warms my heart to guide young wicca through elem…” I walked up to the group. “Oh! You,” She grumbled upon seeing me. Everyone turned in my direction. A choir of whispers and quiet sneers arose. “Silence, we have a tour to complete. Please follow me,” Selena announced. I sighed as I followed the group.

“Don’t worry about them,” A voice said from next to me. I turned to lock eyes with the voice’s source. My gaze fell upon purple-skinned, blacked-horned, winged, exotic wiccan beauty. She was dressed in a school uniform, clearly too small for her gorgeous body. Her skirt barely went below her cunt. Her blouse and school jacket hardly held in her perky melon-size breasts. Her curvy hourglass figure and wide hips were on full display. The only clothes that fit were her shoes.

The purple beauty seductively smiled, “Are you going to stare at me, or are you going say hello?”

“I'm sorry. Everything is new to me, even the different races. By the way, uh, what exactly are you?” I said.

She licked her dark purple lips with her forked tongue, “I am of the infernal race called succubi, and my name is Keliria.”

I froze a little bit, “A succubus!”

“Don’t worry! I’m not going to suck your soul out!” She chuckled.

“OK,” I said nervously.

We must hurry or lose the group!” she insisted. I nodded, and we caught up with the rest of the group.

Selena took us around the entire castle. Our first stop was the grand library, which, with its sheer expanse and size, left us in awe of its majesty.

“This place is the collective knowledge of thousands of years of magical study of our alumni.” The raven-haired wiccan beauty motioned her hand around her. “You’ll have plenty of time to delve into our accumulated knowledge. Come along. We have much to see.”

She led us to the feast hall, which was massive, sophisticated, and beyond description, like the rest of the castle. We toured the grand hallways decorated with portraits of great witches and statues of various magical creatures. Selena pointed out the multiple classrooms, “Make note of the classroom numbers. You can use your tablets to find your classrooms this afternoon by entering the room number on the map hieroglyph.”

Walking through the castle and taking in all the sites, I had to admit that even Versailles could not compare to the scope and grandeur of this castle, and that was saying something. I wondered if this place had a ‘Hall of Mirrors’ or ‘Amber Room.’

We came to a grand entrance, and I noticed girls dressed in tight-fitting tank tops and pants were going in and out. Selena looked at us, “This is our revitalization and body health center. Students and staff come to rejuvenate, exercise, and relax here. Given how much time you will be in a chair and studying, you will need time for physical refreshment, and this is our sanctuary. The best times to come are during the study period or in the evening after classes. Follow me, and I will guide you through Elementia’s greatest creation.”

I smiled. This was a spa and gym. The only thing amazing was the architecture.

Inside, I quickly revised my previous thoughts. Walking across the walkway overlooking the exercise area, I saw indescribably gorgeous female coeds who would put supermodels to shame. They exercised on magical treadmills and bike machines, lifted barbels, and used various other equipment. Many were wearing skin-tight exercise shorts and workout bras. Their finely sculpted muscles were visibly flexing as they went through exercise repetitions.

We moved on to the water park size pool, and my dick threatened to explode out of my pants from the sight I beheld. Female coeds, hundreds of female coeds with the most exotic fantasy bodies were swimming, sunbathing, or frolicking in bikinis, string bikinis, thongs, V-string suits, Micro bikinis, and any other revealing bathing suits conceivable—various women with horns and tails, swan-winged women and fairies, splashed romped in the water. I saw a group of satyr women running by. There were elven women with various hair and skin colors. There were women of races I could not identify. Among them were human ladies just as gorgeous and exotic. This was God’s promised paradise, and I knew this place would wash away all my reservations and doubts.

“Ethan!” Selena said from next to me. I need to inform you that this facility was only built with the female gender in mind. We do not have the necessary facilities to maintain appropriate gender separation. Therefore, I must inform you that you will not be allowed back to this facility for now. This issue was discussed with and approved by the headmistress.”

It was like someone popped a moon-sized balloon in my head or set off an atomic bomb, which burned all my dreams away. I had seen paradise, which had just been ripped away from me, burned to ashes, and blown away in the wind. How could anyone be so imaginably cruel aside from Satan himself?

I wanted to smash my head on the stone wall, curl up on the floor, and cry. I wanted to grab Selena by her perfect shoulders and scream, ‘WHY!’ Alas, I wrestled these emotions, driving them into a chest and locking them away into the deepest recesses of my mind.

When I came out, I looked at Selena and smiled, “I trust in your and the headmistress’s decisions!”

“Well, everyone, it is time for lunch, so follow me back to the feast hall. After the meal, I suggest you retrieve your tablets and course schedules from your dorms. You will need to find your classrooms. Classes will begin in three days, and we will be punctual here in Elementia,” Selena announced.

I felt a clawed hand on my shoulder as we left the gym. I looked over and met Keliria’s gaze. “Do not worry. Your exile from paradise won’t last forever! I am sure Celestia is not that cruel,” she giggled.


Chapter 3

We came back to the grand Feast Hall. I remained as stoic as possible even though I wanted to sob a Niagara Falls worth of tears.

The tables were full of food, reminding me of the feast hall of Hogwarts. Every kind of food imaginable, from various roasted birds to fruits and vegetables, was on the tables. After having had paradise ripped away, I was ready for some comfort eating and a little drinking.

“Each of you has a table assigned to your house. I will direct you each to your house tables today. In the future, you will all need to use your tablets to locate your house tables. The house table will have the logo of your assigned houses. The locations of your tables in the feast hall will change daily!” Selena explained.

She guided us to our assigned tables one by one until it came down to Keliria and me. “Ethan, this is your table. If you did not know, a dragon insignia represents your house.” Selena turned to Keliria, “My mother has assigned you to Iron Dragon. If you want, I can change…”

“No! I am fine being in Dragon house, thank you!” the purple succubus responded.

“You Succubi are all the same, Cock-sucking whores! Really, can you please at least dress appropriately!” Selena criticized.

Keliria held her nose high, “It is part of succubi culture for adult succubi to wear as little as possible! My mother argued that I should only wear school panties and a bra! Celestia agreed, but you just kept screaming and insulting me, so out of the generosity of my heart, I was willing to compromise with wearing this insult!” The succubus twirled around, displaying her scanty and slutty school uniform.

I got a view of the holes in her blouse and jacket for her bat wings and where her skirt went under her forked tail, displaying the tops of her butt cheeks. I was feeling aroused by her exhibition. Selena just scoffed in frustration and left.

We both sat down and began filling our plates with food.

In between bites of food, I asked Keliria, “So, you were assigned to my house?

“I was not assigned initially, so I was not there last night. I volunteered for your house this morning when the headmistress requested volunteers,” she stated.

“Thanks! How many volunteered?” I asked.

“None! I was the only one. Don’t worry, Celestia will assign more students to join our house!” the purple succubus said as she ate a roasted chicken.

I lay back on my chair and breathed, then wondered about Keliria, “Why did you join my house?”

The purple succubus smiled, “Because you’re interesting, and I am an oddity in this academy too!”

“An oddity!” I asked.

“I originally went to another magic academy. What do you know of the elemental sources of magic?” She stated.

“Absolutely nothing! I am new to all this: magic, other realms, and magic creatures like yourself. Until yesterday, I thought Earth was the only human realm in the universe!”

The purple succubus shrugged, “I heard that is common thinking among the mortal realms. Magic is everywhere. It is in the very fabric of the universe. Not everyone is born with the ability to use it, though there are many paths to magical power.”

“Like…spells, runes, or making deals with the devil?”

“Runes…Yes! With the right understanding of the precise angles and structure of runic symbols, mortals can tap into intrinsic magical power in the physical environment.” Her luscious lips frowned, and she sighed, “But…it takes a lot of study and practice to master the runic arts. They were passed down to mortals from the gods, and those bastards always made poor mortals work to achieve anything.”

“Do you know about the pentagram?” The purple-skinned demon beauty asked.

“Yes, it is commonly symbol associated with the occult in my realm, but I don’t know what is fiction or fact!” I responded.

“It is a runic symbol of elemental magic passed down originally from our goddess, which was later adopted by most of the other magical sects that emerged from the various followings of the Gods.”

“And there are gods? Like literal all mighty beings who reside in palaces of gold and marble up in the heavens?” I asked in bewilderment.

She rolled her slitted eyes and scoffed, “You are describing the Sanctus realms of the Angels. Those stuck-up dickheads are always getting people to think their gods or divine messengers with their awe-inspiring light shows. They are so lame. They always try to be goodies and put themselves on pedestals of righteousness. But believe me! Those perfect little cunts can be just as bad as any Demon!”

“OK…but there are gods?”

“Oh…Yes…Well, the gods…walked among us in our plane of existence in the Dawn Age of the Universe after creation. Some were good-for-nothing goodies guiding mortals to greatness and collective prosperity. Some were baddies, the cool gods. They inspired people to go forth into the universe, wage war, conquer, fuck the neighbors’ spouses, you know all the fun stuff! Some were real bastards commanding their followers to commit the cruelest and most heinous horrors upon creation. I mean the things that make everyday dark adherents like myself shiver. And some were like, ‘fuck this shit’ let’s just enjoy the moment.”

I stared at Keliria in wide-eyed astonishment. “My world is filled with legends of gods and goddesses fighting epic battles with monsters and demons. My father said all the legends start somewhere. I always believed it was humans fighting humans with sticks and stones.”

“Well, it was humans fighting with sticks and stones,” She fluttered her eyelashes and smiled her lips seductively. “Of course, they had magical sticks and stones!”

I leaned back in thought. “Why did the gods leave!”

“No one knows for sure!” she shrugged. “Probably thought using proxies and their followers to fight was better than doing the dirty work themselves. Or perhaps they believed themselves too powerful to engage in such epic struggles. Afraid they might accidentally destroy the universe.”

“That makes sense,” I sighed.

“Anyway, the gods made devil’s deals with the mortals, bestowing magical power, creating the first witches, sorcerers, warlocks, mages, wizards, etc. And obviously, their children inherited their magical abilities.”

“I already have magic, though I have not cast a spell. I have never had weird things happen to me. No windows vanish, and no cut hair suddenly growing back!”

“Don’t worry, Ethan,” the purple succubus giggled. “Magic manifests itself through our communions with the natural world. Have you ever felt a sense of connection when you walk through forest, swimming in the water, or looking into flames in a fire?”

I pondered her words. Throughout my life, I had these bizarre moments of insight and strength whenever I was out and about on escapades in the woods or making things in my dad’s workshop. Those feelings were why I loved the outdoors and carpentry or metalwork. “Yeah! I do.”

“That is your magic manifesting itself, Ethan. When you learn to harness magic, you will be spellbound by your displays of magical power!”

I contemplated for a minute before returning my gaze to Keliria, “How did Succubi and the other magical creatures come into existence?”

“Good question! The Wicca Goddess was one of seven elder gods who brought forth creation. She and the other gods entered the universe to shape creation into their visions of life. For millions of years, life rose and flourished under their guidance. Then one day, they decide to create life in their likeness, and that is when everything went to shit!” she smiled, her luscious purple lips leaning back in her and giving me a jaw-dropping view of her gigantic cleavage.

I shuffled in my chair, trying to hide the boner building in my pants. My cock had been perking up throughout the day from the hundreds of divinely beautiful women crossing my gaze. But Keliria was a succubus, the sex demon of legend who preyed on human sexual desire, and she was putting all her assets on display.

“Um…Uh…Ok,” I was fighting the burning urge to leap upon her, tear that flimsy blouse off, and bury my face between those twin mountains called boobs.

“So…How did everything go to…well shit?” I asked, trying to refocus on the conversation.

“They molded life into their visions! Some gods believed power should be achieved through struggle and personal growth, so they created mortal humans with all their flaws to overcome. Others spoiled their creations by giving them long lives and perfect natural beauty. The elves and angels are perfect examples. A few gods gave their creations great gifts but subjected them to lives of hardship to prove their worthiness. The Demonic races are textbook examples,” she said proudly.

“Ok…so that explains the creation of magical creatures and humanity, but again how did everything go to shit,” I inquired as I came down from my latest boner.

She grinned mischievously, then jumped to her feet, spreading her arms and massive wings to their full extent, casting a shadow over me. “They fucked their creations! Literally. They sired divine offspring! Those kids grew up, got power-hungry, overthrew their parent deities, and established domains in our plane of the universe. They waged epic wars for ultimate dominance over the universe. Zeus, Odin, Ra, Shiva, and Shangdi, to name a few of the self-proclaimed rulers of creation, all ruled domains from great floating fortresses in clouds. The mortal traditions are filled with stories of them destroying great cities and laying waste to entire civilizations at a whim.”

This was biblical shit in the literal sense! I was shivering in my seat. “Uh…what happened to them?”

She retracted her wing, flopping back down her seat. “Our Goddess who watched over us was the only elder god of the original seven to survive because she had the sense not to sire any potential usurpers. She, however, had many adherents and worshipers, and she felt their suffering. So, she summoned the usurpers to a great divine counsel, gave them all the speech, and decreed they must reside in the gods' plane. They could no longer directly interfere in the beings' lives on the mortal plane.”

“How could she get them to comply with her decrees? Wouldn’t they gang up on her? Wait a minute! I thought you said no one knew why they left.”

“No one knows why the usurper gods agreed with the goddess to leave. Well, the good and not-so-bad gods. The truly evil gods were surrounded by enemies and banished to the deepest depths of hell.” The sexy succubus brought her hands behind her head, leaning back in her chair, jutting out her breasts. “Their followers continued in the name of their gods, organizing the people and building dominions. The gods kept contact with their followers through their high priests, who interpreted the will of their deity. The various magical factions established schools of magic to teach the subsequent generations.” She reached for a mug of beer, taking a drink.

As she drank, I noticed a small stream of the brew run down from her mouth onto her huge breasts. My eyes followed that stream as it made its way down the curve of her right breast into the dark slit between the two melons that made up her cleavage. She knew how to toy with me!

“So, Keliria!” I was trying to get back to the conversation. “I heard your race serves warlocks and demon lords as soldiers and servants …” She held up her hand, calling for silence.

“The succubi and incubi do not serve anyone except our own! We were slaves to the other demonic races until the followers of the Goddess helped us break our chains and establish our dominion in the infernal realm of Tartus. Slavers poach my kind to sell as magical enslaved people, but my kind is forming alliances to stamp out the practice.”

I scratched, contemplating everything I had just learned and how much I did not know.

Keliria smiled, “There are plenty of books in the library and bookstore concerning magical disciplines and the history of the realms. In addition, none of the first-semester students except me have cast spells before.”

I had many more questions but needed to hit the books. I thought about the library and the bookstore. I needed to find books on the basic history of the realms and the fundamentals of magic! “Let’s finish lunch and retrieve our tablets. I want to get this orientation over with!” I stated.

“I will send a list of good magic fundamental reads. Everything you need to know concerning magic and the realms in four books!” the sexy succubus said. She seemed to ease off on her toying, allowing me to finish my meal peacefully.

Back at the Iron Dragon House, I found a symbol of an iron dragon growling proudly displayed over the main entrance. Keliria’s bags and luggage were neatly situated in the living room. “Do you require help getting your things upstairs?” I asked.

“If you’re hoping for a reward…You’re not getting one today!” she smirked.

“Do I get points?” I asked.

“You get 1!” she responded.

“It's worth it! Let’s get you settled in,” I grinned. I loaded her heavy luggage and proceeded upstairs. Keliria chose a room on the left wing of the house. It had plenty of windows for light and a balcony, which she wanted as a taking-off and landing point whenever she wanted to stretch her wings and fly.

Once the succubus was settled, we grabbed our tablets and pulled up our schedules. Our first stop was the enchantments class, so we used the map glyph to find the classroom. The map led us through the streets like a GPS into the castle to our destination.

The enchantment room looked more like a workshop than a classroom. I pulled up the class description, which informed me that enchantments were involved in making enchanted objects we would need for our future classes.

The room for divination possessed a sky mural painted on the seal of a sun and clouds that seemed to move across the stone seal. There was elaborate décor everywhere in the style I would find in a cathedral. Behind the teacher’s desk was an elaborate glass mural depicting an angel hovering in the sky.

Next was the Magery room. The classroom was a training gym. In the gym's center was a pool of water, a mound of dirt, and a fireplace lined with bricks. There was also a large glow sphere overhead.

“This room is for learning how to manipulate the magical elements,” Keliria said as I looked around. “Elemental manipulation is a staple of magic.”

The Rudimentary Potions classroom looked like a chemistry lab from my high school, except for the elaborate decorations. Sinks and workstations lined up from side to side, facing a podium with its workstation. Cabinets lined the walls with various flasks, cylinders, and beakers. I saw a line of metal cauldrons, but they looked less like the ones associated with witches and more like something professional chemists would use. They were not rough iron pots but smooth, refined, shiny cauldrons.

With our tasks completed for the day, Keliria headed for the gym, and I went to the bookstore. Keliria sent me the list of books she recommended. I showed it to the clerk, who summoned the selections and charged them to my account. I spent the next several hours reading about the history of human magic, and it was astounding.

What caught my interest were the passages describing humanity's lost home world. No one knew where humankind originated. Terra was supposedly destroyed during a three-way fight between three of the most powerful gods. I knew it was Earth. I was the only one in this entire realm who knew the answer to where humanity came from.

I was rubbing my head from the psychological impact of everything I had learned in the last few hours when I felt a sensation. My tablet was sending me a psychic signal for an incoming new message. I reached for my tablet and found that Keliria had sent a message to get back to the house. Dinner was starting soon, and our three new housemates arrived.

I groaned, “This was probably not going to be good.”

I stared at the Dragon emblem above the entrance, breathed, and opened the door. Standing in the living room talking to Keliria were three stunning human witches. They turned to me with various expressions of anger. The first student was tall with bushy, bright red hair. She had emerald green eyes, skin smooth as a baby’s bottom with freckles all over, a sharp, angular face, a curvy-toned figure, and ample breasts. She had a look of disappointment and anger on her divine face.

The second witch, who appeared to be of Asian ancestry, stood a little shorter than the redhead. She had yellow-slanted eyes, porcelain skin, an athletic build, perky round breasts, and black silk hair cut short above her shoulders. Her face was well-defined and chiseled. She looked like a predator and gave me a death glare, spooking me a bit.

The last witch was short with curly raven hair. She wore glasses over her light blue eyes. She had a heart-shaped face, porcelain skin, and a curvy figure with wide hips and pillowy breasts. She adverted her gaze when I looked at her.

“I do not know how you conned your way into this academy in the goddess's name, but I know you are a knight. Your armor is crude, but only knights have such gear. I know what your kind is capable of. I am not some whore who will spread her legs and beg you to fuck me for mercy!” the redhead growled.

I crossed my arms, “OK! My name is Ethan Harman. What yours?”

“J…Jessica,” she said, somewhat confused.

I looked to the second witch, who growled, “I am Misumi! Just know, knight. I am no one’s whore. If you touch me, I will cut your dick off, impale you with my katana, and watch you bleed to death slowly!”

I sighed and asked sarcastically, “Do handshakes count, and what if I try to help you after a fall or if you get hurt? Will you kill me for trying to help you?”

She recoiled, looking stumped. “W... Well! Just no touching my chest or my…”

“I understand! That’s fair!” I exclaimed.

I shift my vision to the last witch, “And you are?”

“My name is Nudea, Sir Harman,” the Raven-haired witch said softly.

“I am not a knight. I was a soldier in service of the United States of America.”

“I have never heard of that realm,” Nudea whimpered.

“It’s not a realm. It's a country on Earth, isolated from the rest of the universe and run by mortals. I did not know there were other inhabited realms until a day ago. I even believed magic was the creation of storytellers.”

She blinked at me, “You are far from home!”

I exhaled, “Yes! Yes, I am.”

I looked to others, “I am sorry all of you got stuck with me, but we must make the best of this situation. Celestia promised me she would find my home realm, and I would be allowed to go home. Hopefully, at the end of the semester, I will be leaving. Until then, we need to work together. I want to leave knowing you will all succeed.”

My proclamation must have got to them because they all perked up when I finished. Misumi’s death glare wavered slightly, Nudea looked less anxious, and Jessica seemed less angry.

“Dinner will start in the feast hall in an hour. We need to get our new additions settled in, and you need to get dressed in your school uniform,” Keliria said.

“Does anybody need help with their things?” I asked.

“I think we will all need help getting our things upstairs. Perhaps you should get yourself dressed first,” Jessica stated.

I nodded in approval and went to my room to get changed. The suit fits like a dream. It was loose enough to be comfortable yet hugged my skin like a glove.

Upon my return, Keliria said, “Hello, handsome!”

Jessica sneered, “At least he doesn’t look like a knight painted to look like a bush!”

Misumi gave me a simple nod of approval, and Nudea smiled. I helped them get the rest of their things upstairs before we all headed to the feast hall.

The feast was as grand as I expected. The witches continued to hold their noses up whenever I was around, but I did not care. I was here for the food. The tables were full of familiar and exotic delicacies. Roasted turkey, potatoes, beans, noodles, and many other dishes sat on the tables. We all took our seats and made our plates. Halfway through the meal, a voice sounded through the great hall, calling for attention.

Celestia stood up on the podium at the end of the great hall where the professor was seated. “I welcome all of you tonight to the beginning of the new semester. This, of course, is an extraordinary semester, for the goddess has delivered her latest champion to us!” She pulled out her wand and waved it, and the lighting around me brightened. Everyone gave me aggrieved stares for a moment, and I inwardly groaned.

“Ethan Harman is new to the wider realms. Let’s show him Elementia’s support as he fulfills the goddess’s will!” The headmistress announced. From the murmurs I heard, I doubted her speech made much impact.

I glanced at my housemates. Keliria was cheery as usual, Jessica frowned and shook her head, Misumi rolled her eyes, and Nudea gave me a sorrowful look.

I thought to myself, ‘Fuck it,’ grabbed a mug of beer, and drank away!

We let the crowd clear out before leaving ourselves and returning to the Dragon House. We all went to our rooms.

In my room, I stripped off my clothes and soaked my anxieties in the bathtub. My assessment tomorrow would determine if I genuinely had magic. I honestly did not care what the results would be now, though I felt a tinge of excitement.


Chapter 4

The next day, we all ate breakfast quietly in our dining room—except for Keliria, who kept talking about the gym and how wonderful it was. My left eye could not stop twitching! I was relieved beyond words when we left for our assessments.

At the feast hall, new students were lining up. In all the Magical Academy movies and TV shows, I never once heard of any wizards or witches assessing the general education of their students.

We completed academic assessment tests that were reminiscent of the SATs. The significant topics tested were mathematical, Analytical, grammatical, and basic scientific understanding. I was worried they would push my historical knowledge of the many realms, which was zilch aside from some basics I learned from Keliria and independent study. Luckily, there was no section testing History.

Three hours later, a beautiful blonde professor reluctantly informed me that my score was among the highest they had ever seen. It was established that I could perform within Elementia's academic standards.

We received a lunch break, and then the magical abilities assessment began. From my independent studies, magical abilities were determined through the pentagram. Witches placed a hand on the pentagram and chanted the invoking spell, which would reveal their magical potential. This was done behind closed doors. Keliria said it was a tradition that went back centuries when witches were unsure who was magical or mortal. I suspect that in the old days, mortals were sent through the back door so no one could see them leave.

However, in the last 400 years, Elementia had allowed mortal women who demonstrated the ability to inscribe and invoke the magical power of runes into the Academy. But those lucky mortals were accepted only after spending years studying and practicing runic spells under the supervision of wicca instructors. They were subjected to more rigorous academic standards for admission than naturally gifted witches, considering how much effort they would require to learn magic with runes. These conditions were why, from my reading, many of these runic witches became famous and influential. In the magical assessment, they were required to inscribe the runic spell into an object that would allow them to summon magical power to cast spells and then demonstrate their power on a pentagram.

The line moved slowly forward until it was our house's turn. Each of us was assigned a different chamber.

“Go nail them, stud!” Keliria gave me a wink as she entered her assigned chamber.

When I entered my assigned assessment chamber, the doors were closed behind me. The witch assessor motioned me to the pentagram, “Place your hand on the pentagram, close your eyes, and repeat after me: Per deal gratiam magical me.”

I did as the assessor instructed. I placed my hand on a pentagram, closed my eyes, and recited the spell.

My entire being was suddenly absorbed in the powers I had invoked. Life, death, creation, destruction, transformation, order, chaos, the Universe, and everything beyond came to me. Through the infinity, I felt a singular divine presence that baffled my conscious mind.

I wanted to bow in reverence to its divinity, yet I knew such an act was unnecessary. It reached out and touched my very soul. I could feel the entity bestow its blessing upon me. I felt a rush of primordial strength and enlightened understanding surge through me to elicit sensations beyond mortal comprehension.

I opened my eyes and said, “So, how did I do?” I looked at her and realized she was in pure shock. “Was I that Bad?” I asked. She said nothing, instead pulling her tablet and frantically sending a message.

Later, I found myself with the assessor in Celestia’s office. Celestia was viewing my assessment on her tablet. Finally, the silence was broken when the girls entered, followed by Selena.

With a massive grin on her perfect face, Selena addressed Celestia, “Well, Mother, I guess this farce is at an end. We will send you to stay in the town, Mr. Harman, until we find your home realm. Oh! I do apologize for this entire…”

“Stow it, Selena,” I said, glaring at the witch. “You should hear your mother out before you make yourself sound like an idiot!”

Her expression shifted to pure rage in a heartbeat, “YOU UNGRATEFUL, INSOLENT...”

“SILENCE, SELENA! Ethan is correct. It would be best if you listened to me first before making assumptions,” Celestia asserted.

The color drains from her face, and the girls all look confused.

“Headmistress, what happened that required summoning all of us to your office?” Jessica anxiously asked.

“Because you are all living under the same roof, I feel all of you deserve to know the magnitude of what has occurred today!” Celestia responded. Everyone focused their eyes on her. Even Selena got over her momentary daze to listen to her mother, “Ethan has invoked the Goddess’s Light! This kind of power has not been seen since the first age!”

Everyone was stunned upon hearing the news. Selena looked at me in shock and turned to her mother, “HOW? How could this be?”

The beautiful headmistress smiled, “The Goddess has delivered a guardian to us that our enemies will never anticipate. They always expected some all-powerful woman to rise and lead us. They never considered the Goddess would endow a man with great power and make him her champion!”

The part about enemies never expecting me triggered red lights in my head. I wanted a private talk with Celestia about their…enemies.

Celestia turned to the girls, “I chose each of you to aid Ethan because I believe you are all unique in ways that could be decisive in the battles to come. I am assigning all of you to the Wicca Guardian tract. Before any of you argue, I know I have disrupted your lives by pairing you all with Ethan, so at the end of the semester, I will give each of you a choice to leave Dragon House!”

“Well, my answer is ‘I’m staying in Dragon House!'” Keliria said proudly. The rest of the girls looked uncertain. I was sure they wanted to do what Elementia and the Goddess required of them, but they also had their dreams and lives.

Celestia peered at us with a penetrating gaze, “Accessor Bella and Selena! You will both say Ethan completed the invocation spell, producing a robust response from the pentagram. It will be noteworthy but not realm-shattering, as the truth is. None of you will repeat what was said here today. If any of you speak about this, it is an automatic expulsion from Elementia! Am I Understood?”

Everyone gulped before saying in unison, “Yes, Headmistress Vexx! We understand!”

“Bella and Selena, return to your duties. Dragon House, return to your manor and get ready. Classes begin in two days. Ethan, please remain for a bit longer,” she commanded.

Once everyone left, I exploded, “WHAT THE HELL, CELESTIA! You expect me to fight your enemies? I am not going to fight a war for you! You people kidnapped me!”

She exhaled and leaned back in her seat, “Yes, we did kidnap you, and I am sorry. I need you to understand that our enemies are your enemies. What do you know of knights and witch hunters?”

“From what I know of history, knights in my world were gangsters. They robbed, pillaged, and killed without remorse. Witch hunters were often misguided religious zealots or opportunistic scumbags who accused people of being witches and then charged huge fees for their services,” I answered.

Celestia smiled, “Throughout the realms, there are orders of knights and witch hunters who stalk and kill Wicca and anyone standing in their way.” 

I remember the news article I read yesterday about the couple brutally killed by knights. After losing my mom during my childhood and my father just recently, I had an idea of what their children were going through. It was pain beyond belief.

“No one is asking you to fight a war! I want you to explore your magical gifts for a semester. Once you learn about our worlds and yourself, decide. I have astronomers searching for your realm. By the end of the semester, we should have located and established a portal to Earth.”

“How do you know what to look for?” I asked. She smiled and placed a map on the table, “After you fell asleep, I took this out of your things. Its map of the Montana area and an image of the rest of your realm are in the corner, so we have a general idea of what we are looking for! Can you add any other details?”

I spent the next few minutes describing the Earth’s solar system while the headmistress took notes. Once I gave her all the information I knew, I made a request, “I need some workout equipment. Selena informed me I was banned from the gym, so I needed to establish a personal gym at my house.”

“Gym! Oh, that is what you call our rejuvenation center. I had the basement set up as your personal…gym, and there are plenty of places for running on campus. When the semester is over, we will set up appropriate separate gender facilities in our gym. You know! That is a most interesting word to say, Gym! I will have our rejuvenation facility renamed.”

On the way back to the house, I was still angry, but thinking about that family in the news made me reconsider. If I was so powerful, I could prevent such tragedies. Yet, I felt obligated to return to earth and report everything I had learned. However, was Earth ready for this? My leaders might throw me into a psych ward, lock me in Area 51, or both. Worse yet, they may go into full panic mode, trying to seek magic. A magic arms race could precipitate an entirely new cold war or worse!

When I arrived at Dragon House, everyone was at work. Jessica was working in the garden, getting it ready to plant. Nudea was busy reading some books on the porch. Keliria was soaring overhead in the sky. She stopped in the air to wave at me, and I waved back. I was somewhat surprised she was not flapping her wings to stay in the air. I guessed it was magic keeping her suspended. Misumi was in the front yard practicing with the katana she boasted about.

I headed for the basement and found various weight-lifting equipment and exercise mats. On a table, I also found a pair of shorts, a T-shirt in a camouflage pattern, and running shoes. I smiled inwardly. I just needed a place to run. After garbing my new exercise clothes, I went outside to the back and peered at the gigantic stone wall. I noticed an entrance to a stairwell built into the wall to my right. I headed up the stairs, and after a strenuous climb, I got to the top.

At the top, I found a clear running path along the embattlements in both directions. The Castle walls were miles long. The area between the castle in the center and the wall was massive. An entire city was inside the fortifications.

“Whatcha doing?” Keliria asked from behind me.

“Looking for places to exercise!” I responded to the purple succubus.

“This certainly is a good place to run. There is fresh air, a good view, and no one around except for me,” she chuckled.

I turned to face the succubus and was met with a jaw-dropping sight. She was not in her tight school uniform, instead wearing a black and dark purple G-string which barely covered her clit and the nipples of massive breasts. Keliria had dark purple and black leg stockings that ended level with her big clit. Her beautiful bat wings were stretched to their full length. They were massive and suspending her in the air. She smiled widely, displaying her prominent fangs.

“Looking beautifully deadly, Keliria!” I smiled nervously.

“Still think I’m going to suck out your soul?” she smirked.

“Maybe!” I mumbled.

Keliria landed next to me and retracted her wings.

“Why are you so nice to me? Everyone here has held their noses up to me except for you. Why?” I asked.

“Succubi are lusters, not haters, and…you are interesting. Another mort…person in your situation would have fallen apart, but you pulled yourself together when it mattered. It was amazing!” she exclaimed.

That made me feel tall. “So, are succubi stronger than us mere ordinary men, or is that another myth?” I teased.

“Let’s find out!” the purple succubus purred.

The top of the wall was as wide as a two-lane road, and towers were built every half mile. This was effectively a fortified city. We got into our starting positions and sprinted on the count of three. I was in good shape, and the army rangers demanded high physical standards, so I was confident about my fitness.

Unfortunately, Keliria was on another level entirely. I maintained good speed, but she would pull ahead of me every time I caught up with the succubus. I finally quit trying to pass her and focused on maintaining a sustainable running pace.

Following the succubus was not a bad deal. I got a good view of the sex demon’s heart-shaped ass bouncing and her forked tail swaying as she ran in front of me.

When we reached the tenth tower, I called Keliria to stop. After I slowed to a walk, she said, “You did pretty good for a human; I broke a sweat and got a little sore maintaining my lead over you.”

I looked at her cynically before laughing, “The legends of succubus superiority are true! You have me beat.”

She giggled, “Very true! Succubi are naturally gifted with superior physiques to humans. But do not worry, Ethan. You will be able to perform great physical feats once you learn to harness your magical power!”

“So, I’ll be faster than a speeding bull…arrow more powerful than locomotive…dragon,” I boasted.

“Maybe!” she smirked, “You have enormous potential, that’s for sure!”

We stopped and rested in the 11th tower. Peering out a window, I took in the full scope of the mega castle. It was a pentagon shape. Each wall had open triangular fields jetting out. From the air, the complex would look like a pentagram.

“This place is truly massive! Was Elementia a fortress at one time?” I questioned.

Keliria stretched herself in the sun, showing off her exotic body. I admired her tone figure for a moment before she responded, “Lilith, the goddess’s first champion, founded this academy as a place for the most devout female followers to learn magic near the end of the 1st age. This was one of three great strongholds where she rallied wicca-kind, male and female alike. It was a savage time when sects of Wizards and witches under the influence of rival gods were battling for ultimate power. These great walls were built to withstand the collective power of thousands of wizards, witches, and armies of mortals.”

I could envision Return of the King times ten-scale medieval battles fought here. Witches, archers, and soldiers lined these walls, looking down on endless hordes of attackers. Massive siege towers moved forward with gigantic trebuchets and other siege engines hurling stones at the embattlements. I almost wished I was there in the heat of the epic action when the defenders were fighting for their lives.

I looked at Keliria. She was soaked with sweat over every visible portion of her purple skin. She had her mouth open, which was inhumanly wide, and her foot-long tongue was out, licking the sweat off her arm. My dick went hard in a heartbeat. This demon had teased me for the last two days, and I was getting to limit my endurance. If this was how demons tortured the damned in hell, I could finally understand why no one wanted to end up there.

Keliria looked up to me, and I beheld overwhelming lust, greed, and envy in her spirit. I felt momentarily as if I could reach out and stoke her flaring passions into unstoppable conflagration consuming her very being. Was this my magic, allowing me to sense and intensify her passions? I could not deny it was as if I could peer into her soul.

“You’re connecting with your magical power, Ethan. Do not resist it; let it flow through you. And whatever happens, just let it happen!” The beautiful buxom demon purred.

We were inside a tower so that no one could see us. I had a whale-size boner in my pants, which I was dying to relieve. The seductive succubus walked up to me, pressed her luscious lips against my mouth, wrapped her arms around my neck, and pressed her boobs against my chest. Her long tongue moved deep into her mouth, probing every space. I wrapped my own hands around her and felt her silk-smooth skin.

After a moment, which felt like an eternity, she broke away, looked me up and down, and reached for my shirt. “I want to see what is under those garments. Ethan, I want to see you in all your true glory!” she begged. I was already high on lust and too willing to comply with her desires.

I pulled my shirt up over my head and dropped my shorts and underwear to the ground. Keliria gasped, “You are so well sculpted, like a statue of the ideal human physic. Just enough muscle to be perfect, but not too much.” She ran her taloned hands up my abs and around my chest.

The succubus suddenly expressed concern: “Oh! What happened to give you this?” her hands stopped at a gunshot scar.

“I was in a firefight on a battlefield,” I responded.

“A firefight? Fire would have done more damage to the skin!” she said, confused.

“Remember the weapon I used to bring down the wendigo? I was fighting people who had weapons like that. I was wounded but survived,” I said.

“Well, I am glad! It is another testament to your potential.” Her foot-long tongue extended out and caressed my face, then ran down my left shoulder.

I noticed her mouth was more comprehensive than possible and asked, “Your mouth can open very wide! How do you do that?”

“All of my kind can disconnect our jaw bones so we can pull big things in! You got a big thing down there!” she teased.

Suddenly, I felt something wrap around my erect cock and begin massaging it. I glanced down, beholding Keliria’s sexy succubus tail squeezing my dick and her forked end teasing the tip of my penis. I look back into her purple-slitted eyes, “You're such a tease!” Her tail tightened around my cock, causing me to let a groan of pleasure.

“I know!” she purred. “Now that I have seen yours, I will show you mine.”

The beautiful succubus reached to her back, undoing her top. Her top piece soon fell away, freeing her enormous breasts. Her hands immediately went down to her thong, pushing it down and letting it drop to the stone floor next to her discarded top.

I was livid at the vision before me. Keliria’s nipples were erect, and her big clit was soaking wet with her juices. I examined her perfect form and concluded that the lavender succubus was hellishly divine! She grabbed my hands and guided them to her massive breasts. I felt the silk-smooth skin of her huge tits and pinched her erect nipples between my fingers. I squeezed them, causing her to squeal.

While fiddling with her nipples, I notice something, “You pierced your nipples?”

She responded, “Yes, piercings are part of the traditional demonic culture, and the locations of the piercings are symbolic of each demonic race. We succubi pierce our nipples and vagina to symbolize our nature as sex demons.”

I immediately moved my fingers to her piercings, fiddling them, “AH! Careful, my piercings are a bit sensitive.” I suddenly made a devilish grin and twisted her nipple piercings. Keliria’s head went back, and she let out a deep moan, “AH! AH! AH!”

“Did I hurt you?” I asked.

“No…no! That was amazing! Do it again,” she insisted. I twisted her nipple piercings again, and the purple succubus let out another deep moan.

When she came down from her second bought of moaning, our eyes locked on each other. Looking at her purple-slitted eyes, I could feel magic swirling in her. Her greed and lust were extreme now. I could have stopped her, but I was content to allow the demonic beauty her fill. “So, this is what you feed on magical energies generated from sex?” I stated.

“We call it sexual energy, but yes, our demonic magics are fueled in part by sexual energy we generate from ourselves and from stoking the passions of others through sexual attraction and intercourse,” she panted.

Keliria broke away from me, “It’s been fun teasing you, but I am tired of playing games!”

I made a big smile. I had a feeling where this was going.

She grasped my hands and guided them to her perfect ass. She then grabbed my shoulders with her taloned hands. Her wings stretched out, causing her to levitate off the ground. The succubus wrapped her firm muscular legs around my waist. She used her tail, still enveloping my massive erection, to guide my penis tip to her moist entrance. “Be careful! Your dick is long, and your girth is huge. Honestly! Your manhood could put an incubus’s thing to shame!” the purple beauty purred.

“It will!” I boasted.

The purple sex demon locked her lust-filled eyes with mine, “Drive your big sword in and drive it deep!” I smiled and obeyed her command.

Keliria’s fully erect nipples were pressed against my chest, and my hands were squeezing the cheeks of her perfect ass. I could smell the sweet scent of lavender flowers emanating from her flawless skin. I had never been so turned on before, and I was ready to reach climax. I impale the sexy succubus on my erection, driving as deep in her as I could go. “AHAHAHAHAHAH!” she screamed.

I could feel her taloned fingers digging into my back, “Careful on my back!”

“Sorry! You were just so big and hard! I had to grip something!” she groaned. I smirked before thrusting in out her repeatedly.

The purple succubus continued to moan in response to my deep thrusts. I could feel her moist tunnel tighten around my cock. She bit on my shoulder, causing me to groan in pain, but I did not care.

I tightened my grip on her bubbly ass and pushed even deeper with my cock. Her long tongue stretched out and caressed my lips. I felt the sensation of her pierced nipples squeeze against my chest and her clawed hands digging into my back as she pulled me in against her body.

As we embraced, something began to happen. I felt the magic all around come into me from the air I breathed, the water I sweated, the stone beneath me, the light and shadows around me, and the sun over us. Magic in its entirety was rising in me and reaching its zenith.

“Ethan, something…something is happening!” the succubus moaned in the grips of her sexual bliss.

I was thrusting my rock-hard erection into her like a jackhammer. Her lilac eyes were rolled back into her head, her face was staring up at the ceiling, her mouth was open inhumanly wide, and her tongue was fully extended, waving in the air.

The succubus let out a frantic cry, “I…I’m coming, I’m coming…AHAHAH.” I felt her juice gush out all over my shaft.

Her head came back leveled with mine, and our gazes met. I looked directly into her glowing eyes and realized her soul was in my grasp. She was mine for the taking. All we had to do was seal our lips together, but I hesitated momentarily. I did not want to take this succubus without her consent. It would be a horrid curse upon me if I forcefully claimed her.

The purple succubus must have sensed the choice was hers because she seemed to consider it for a second before saying in her soft, seductive voice, “Ethan, please take me! I want to be yours.”

I drove my cock inside the velvet folds of the willing succubus deeper than I had before. She screamed in pleasure until, finely, I came! My seed shot forth into the succubus like a fire hose. Keliria let out a squeal upon my release, and we gripped each other tightly.

It was as if her divine spirit had opened, inviting me to claim her. I held Keliria’s ethereal form and pulled her tightly against me. I felt her essence bond with my own. At that moment, the succubus was now and forever linked to me.

My vision cleared, and I came back to myself. I was dazed by the experience for a moment before realizing I was holding a gasping, naked, lustrous succubus. I gently placed her on the ground. We lay on the stone floor, embracing each other. My penis was still lodged in her tunnel though she had loosened her tail’s grip on my dick.

I gasped, “UH…Keliria…UH did you…see or feel…that sheer power and divine…”

“That was all normal when having sex with a succubus,” she exclaimed.

“So, sensing all the magic around me and the presence of your spirit is normal?” I asked with shock.

“Yes, when you have sex with a succubus, you invoke all your magical powers. What you felt was something that normally happens. The sensations of divine power and myself opening my spirit to you all that was normal. Do not worry about it!” she insisted.

“O…OK,” I said with uncertainty.

“Oh, by the way! We are married!” She whispered.

The blood drained from my face, and a chill over my body. “WHAT!” I gasped.

“HAHAHAHAHAHAHA,” Keliria laughed hysterically. I looked over at her, seeing the huge smile on her face. “I am kidding!” she chuckled. The blood came back to my face, and I sighed.

“Do not be so serious! It would be best if you loosened up!” she teased.

“I am a soldier. It is hardwired into me, and that was not funny!” I responded.

“We will fix that, and it was hilarious! For now, we need to get back,” she said.

I exhaled and got to my feet. We got our clothes back on and headed back. On our return run, I comprehended what had just occurred with Keliria. She said everything I experienced was normal for succubus sex, yet somehow, I knew it was anything but.

When we returned, everyone was still at work. Jessica took one look at me and sneered, “I knew you couldn’t resist that cock sucking succubus!”


Chapter 5

The next day was our day off.

I got breakfast in the dining room, sat in the living room, and continued reading the history books Keliria recommended. My class books were also next to me.

“Doing some reading?” Nudea said from behind me.

“Trying to get up-to-date concerning the history of the realms and the workings of magic,” I replied.

“I have been researching to find any realm called Earth. Strangely, your people named their realm after the magical element. I have looked all through texts detailing various realms, and I have found no world called ‘Earth,’” the curly-haired witch said.

“Thank you for searching for my realm, Nudea, but Celestia is already on it,” I said.

“I was not interested in getting you home. You possess magic and are chosen by the goddess for a great purpose. You belong here in Elementia with us!” Nudea asserted.

“Except for Keliria, you seem to be the only other student on my side!” I acknowledged.

“I do not favor you. I am simply trusting in the goddess’s will,” she declared.

Nudea sat down in the chair opposite to me. She was dressed in her school uniform. Her curly raven hair tumbled down around her heart-shaped face and shoulders. Her smooth porcelain skin was like marble. Her light blue eyes shone, and her thin lips were bright red. She possessed ample breasts, which were covered up by her blouse and jacket. I could make out her boobs along with her curves through her uniform. She had thigh socks that went past her skirt, covering her shapely legs. The sight of her aroused me.

“Do tinkerers and locksmiths like the Sildo dominate your civilization?” the raven-haired hair asked.

“Earth has tinkerers capable of creating great wonders, but I am unfamiliar with the Sildo,” I stated.

“The Sildo are a canine demi-human race. They possess a natural genius for engineering and mechanics. Their realm of Lupin is highly industrialized, where most of the mass-production materials and goods for the many realms come from. Sadly, their race is also frequently enslaved because of their natural mechanical skill,” she explained.

“What industries does your realm have?” She asked.

“Earth is isolated, so we manufacture, mine, and grow everything we need. Our realm is broken up into competing countries,” I answered.

“I heard from the clerk in the bookstore that you had a non-magic tablet. Can I see it?” she inquired.

“Yes!” I handed her my iPhone, which I still carried around. I tried to turn it on, but the screen kept flipping in and out. There was no damage, and it had worked the day before. I shrugged and set it aside.

“You said you were not a knight,” the bookish witch said.

“Yes, Knights as a military force were rendered obsolete by paid professional armies centuries ago in my realm,” I responded.

Nudea continued, “Understandable. Knights remain a credible military force because enchanted armor is impenetrable to mortal weapons, and enchanted swords can break any mortal shield with a single blow! Some countries have tried to break up the knight orders, but they are resilient. So long as paranoid and gullible people exist, the knights can continue their terrors. Your armor and equipment, I assume your government paid for it?”

“Well, they did,” I replied.

“Do you have noble title?” she inquired.

“No,” I answered.

“Do you own an estate?” Nudea questioned.

“My father owns land out in the wilderness. He raised cattle and goats and had a decent-sized house. He did not have a castle,” I admitted.

“Hmm! You certainly do not have the posture or demeanor of a knight. The others may disagree,” she said.

“Thank you!” I replied.

She looked at me quizzically, “Many of the girls here experienced trauma at the hands of powerful men. Jessica, Misumi and I have all suffered at the hands of men wielding power over the masses. I cannot tell you what Jessica and Misumi experienced because it is their stories to tell. I am suspicious of you because my father, who was an ordinary mortal bookstore owner, was murdered after being accused of witchcraft.”

“My noble-born mother chose to marry him instead of a noble lord named Tarvus. After many years, Lord Tarvus accused him of being a warlock and paid the witch-hunter general to investigate. The Witch Hunter General’s investigation consisted of walking into our store with a gang of Knights and, beating my father in front of his wife and three daughters, then dragging him off. They tortured him for a week, but he did not give in. He finally broke only when accusations were made concerning my mother being a witch.”

“I am sorry, Nudea,” I replied

Nudea relaxed and breathed, “It was true, but my mother never cast a dark spell against anyone. My parents were honest with each other. My mother admitted to him that she was Wicca, and my father accepted her. They loved each other. When my father realized his family was in danger. He confessed to crafting a love potion and then using it on my mother so she would marry him.” I noticed some tears fall from behind her glasses, “They hung him like a common criminal! And my mother was forced to marry that bastard, Lord Tarvus. They did not take me or my sisters away from her, but Tarvus despises us. I worry every day about my sisters and my baby brother!”

I was lost for words. Nudea had a good reason not to trust anyone who looked like a knight or noble. If Jessica’s and Misumi’s stories resembled Nudea’s, then why they distrusted me would be understandable.

We continued to read in silence.

I read through the history books of the realms, but I still felt I needed a history class to get the facts straight.

Reading about the magic, I discovered it was not as simple as waving a wand. There were clear limits on what kind of spells could be cast and what they could do.

Magic was the most fundamental energy in the universe. It was everywhere and continuously generated by everything. The magical energy was harnessed to power spells and create various occult objects.

You can get worn out casting spells repeatedly. This could be remedied through physical training and practicing spells to develop endurance.

Latin was the language of the ancients used to cast spells.

I was so engrossed in my studies that I lost track of time until Nudea yelled, “Lunch time.”

I looked up from the book I was reading and found the girls were gathering in the living room for the reading session. Everyone got up and headed for the dining room.

“Should we be going to the feast hall?” I asked.

“Only on special occasions! Most of our meals will be served in our house dining room. They are cooked in the castle kitchen and portal here. Any dishes we don’t eat will be transported to the taverns to be sold, and our leftovers will be sent to the kennels for the beasts to eat. Nothing goes to waste at Elementia!” Nudea said proudly.

I feasted on the delicious bounty, savoring every piece. When we all had our fill, the food disappeared. We all returned to the living room and continued studying. I looked up once and saw everyone deep in concentration. Even the most playful among them, Keliria, was focused intently on her book.

I pulled out my tablet. Classes were scheduled to start the next day. I had to admit I was feeling excited about learning magic. Being magical, casting spells, and making potions were some of my favorite childhood fantasies. I was about to live the dream. Nerds and geeks worldwide would be ecstatic upon learning magic was real. Part of me still felt this was all a wild dream. However, as I learned and experienced magic, the last bit of doubt would eventually fade away. I would be left with my new reality.

The girls went to the gym in the afternoon, and I went to the basement to do my workout. As I did my reps, I considered my situation. In my few hours of studying, I accumulated important information about human history and the universe. I would undoubtedly cause many waves when I got back home. I suspected I could sell the rights to my story for a big production movie.

The morning of the first day of class was chaotic. I instinctively put on my combat fatigues, only to remember I was at an academy, not my ranch or a US Army base, so I changed into the Academy uniform. The girls were slow getting up, and Jessica was a bit annoyed that I was dressed and walking downstairs for breakfast when she was still in her bathrobe.

Once we ate our breakfast, The girls and I assembled in the living room and left together

Students lined the sidewalks to the castle while horseless carriages moved along the road toward the academy. “If we do well in our classes, Iron Dragon House will be awarded a horseless carriage next semester!” Keliria said. I admitted to myself that a horseless carriage would be very cool.

Through the crowded hallways, we entered the castle to the Enchantments classroom. None of the other students made eye contact with me, and I also avoided their eyes. Upon our arrival, our tablets began to vibrate. Our assigned table came up when examining the messages, and we proceeded. We took seats and pulled out our Enchantments textbook, General Magical Enchantments.

More students continued to arrive and take their seats until a sweet voice possessing an undertone of authority, “Welcome to the first of your magical education. I am Professor Lydia, and I will be your enchantments teacher this semester. Your very first magic lesson is truly a moment to remember. I hope you cherish it through the rest of your magical education.”

I looked to the source of the sweet voice to behold an enchanting sight. Lydia was an elf with white hair that contrasted with her dark skin. Her hair was cut above her shoulders and surrounded her heart-shaped face. Her eyes were lilac, and she had long, pointed ears extending from both sides of her head. She had a curvy figure. She wore a flowing white and blue gown that hugged her figure and squeezed her massive breasts to bursting. She was enchanting.

Professor Lydia walked gracefully to the podium and continued, “Now, take out your textbooks and turn to page 20, chapter 1, Introduction to Enchantments. For this class, our goal is to fashion your first magic wand! Wands will enable you to cast various spells. Oh! For those who do not know,” she looked at me. “Wands, staffs, and other magical objects used to cast spells are called our magical focuses because they focus our magic, facilitating the casting of spells. Now, let us begin our lesson!”

Before Lydia began her lecture, I half expected instructions on blood sacrifice and satanic rituals to produce magical wands. When she described the spells and ingredients needed to make a wand, I was relieved this was not the case. The pentagram was vital to channeling magical energy from the natural world into an object. A piece of wood from a tree representing the maker was required to form the wand's body. The blood of the intended first owner was necessary to ensure the wand would only serve those mint to use it. The blood of a magical animal willingly given would endow it with supernatural power. Finally, the essence of a living thing voluntarily granted would initiate the spell to create a wand.

As I read the text, I noted that each section contained warnings about what not to do. For example, forcefully taking blood from a magical animal could result in a wand that might betray its owner. Essence forcefully taken could result in a wand that, if the owner's resolve weakens, will cause it to shatter.

“Your assignments over the next several weeks will be to develop skills and acquire ingredients to forge your first wands.” Lydia raised her hand, “I know some of you would prefer magic staffs or something else to cast spells. I knew a witch who crafted a magical fork. In Elementia, your first focus is always a wand!” She flicked her wand and caused individual seeds to appear before each of us, “These are Plirsus flower seeds. They grow fast, but you will need to care for them. Everything required to plant and care for them is in the shopping center. Treat them well enough, and they will grant the essence for your wands. If you fail your assignment, you must use your essence for the wands. Trust me, it's not a comfortable experience!”

“No lesson is complete without performing an enchantment, so turn to page 43. We will perform a basic enchantment spell. This will be your first time, so the powers you grant will be random, but eventually, you can grant objects unique powers for a time. The spell is ‘entire natural spirits elemento habitat in meam hoc conceit.’ Take an object, a piece of paper, or a pen, and try the spell,” the elf instructed.

I took a piece of paper, touched it with my hand, and muttered the spell. I felt the surge of power travel from my hand into the paper.

The paper was surrounded by a swirling glow of light in an instant before seemingly returning to normal. I picked up the paper to inspect it. It seemed normal—like any other paper.

I began to hear commotion emanating from around the classroom. I gazed around the locking sights, which caused my blood to boil. A petite witch had enchanted her pencil with a water enchantment. She was instantly soaked with water when she casually tapped it against her wrist. Her soaked school uniform was now transparent, and I had a nice view of her perky boobs.

Another student had enchanted a hand fan. When she flapped it at a green-haired witch, the green hair beauty’s clothes were blown off, leaving the witch's butt naked. The green-haired witch immediately moved her hands to cover her exposed clit and voluptuous breasts. The witch’s cheeks went red in embarrassment.

She was not alone. There were witches everywhere I looked, with some portions of their Goddess-like bodies exposed. My penis was fighting to break out of my pants from the divine visions of beauty I beheld.

Professor Lydia laughed at the chaos in the room, “Yes, your first enchantments can be very unpredictable.” She moved about the students, summoning robes to dress the girls whose clothes were soaked, burned, blown, or sliced away by enchanted objects and stopping the destruction the magical objects were causing.

I looked at the girls of Dragon House. Jessica had enchanted a little clay figure in her bag, and it was now walking around on the table.

Misumi enchanted a pen that burned the paper she tried to write on. Lydia summoned some water with her wand to stop our table from burning.

Nudea folded a piece of paper into a bird and enchanted it. The paper bird was now flying around her head.

Finally, Keliria took Nudea’s glasses and wore them. She had a big grin as she looked around the classroom.

“What did you do to those glasses, Keliria?” I asked with hesitation.

The succubus’s gaze turned to me. She had a wildly playful look on her face, which made me nervous.

“I CAN SEE YOU! AHAHAHAH!” she giggled. I was suspicious about what those glasses could do but kept it to myself.

I looked back at my paper.

“So, what does it do?” the purple succubus asked. She reached out and touched my paper.

Suddenly, writing appeared on the sheet: “Your greatest hope is to find the love who will satisfy you forever. Your greatest fear is that you will never find your love for all the years you will live!”

Keliria’s ordinarily cheery and playful face took the expression of shock, then trepidation. “Um! UH! I…” she mumbled.

I placed my hand on hers, guiding it away from the paper, “You don’t need to say anything!”

The bombshell succubus smiled at me before a voice from behind us spoke, “Interesting! A paper that shows our Hopes and Fears! An enchantment of divination magic. Good work, Ethan!” I turned to behold our elven Professor bending over my shoulder. Her enormous breasts were right next to my face. “It is exceedingly difficult to enchant objects with divination magic!” the busty ebony elf said. “Give it a try!” she commanded.

I nervously placed my hand on the paper, and the words formed on the surface: “You hope to make your family and friends safe and happy for all their days! Your fear is fear!” I was surprised. I had not expected this answer, yet it described my hopes and fears to the letter.

“Do not be ashamed! Facing the truth of ourselves can be very difficult for anyone!” the professor said. Lydia then looked to the entire class, “Class is over for today! You have your assignments! Plant your seeds and care for flowers that will grow. The instructions and spells to find the wood and enchanted blood for your wands are in your books. If you take a magical creature without its consent, I will know! It will be an automatic failure for the class! And do not even think about hiring a carpenter. You are to bring whatever piece of wood your magic guides you to! Dismissed!” she commanded.

As we all began to get up and gather our things, Lydia added, “Anyone who lost their clothes should go back to their houses and change. Do not worry about being late for your next class. The professors know what happens here!”

This was a great start to Magic Academy. I thought about University and looked forward to having fun with the coeds when my contract with the US Army was over. Elementia put every college on earth to shame with its student body and teaching staff of divinely gorgeous hotties. In addition, clothing accidents in class appeared to be a regular thing! I was still bound and determined to return home, but my time here was terrific thus far.

“Come on, Keliria, give me back my glasses!” Nudea yelped nearby.

“OK, Nudea, but remember you asked for them!” the succubus giggled. Keliria handed the glasses back to Nudea, who immediately put them on. As she looked around, her face flushed red.

I had no idea what she saw, so I decided to spice things up. “Nudea! Are you OK?”

She turned to me and gulped. Her already red face turned redder, and I noticed her eyes traveling down to my boner. The moment the bookish beauty’s eyes stopped at my groin, her eyes widened, her breathing became rapid, and her leg began to wobble.

“Is something wrong, Nudea!” Jessica said as she came to her side and helped her to a chair.

I decided this prank had gone on long enough, so I went to Nudea and removed her glasses. “I think Keliria’s enchantment is adversely affecting Nudea. Nude, I suggest you refrain from wearing your glasses until the enchantment dissipates,” I advised.

Jessica looked at me sternly and nodded, “Ethan is right! Leave the glasses off until the enchantment loses its power. I will help you to our next class.”

As Jessica led Nudea out of the room, I looked over at Keliria, still barely containing her laughter, and grinned, “Nice one, Miss Bond!”

Our next class was divination. Since fortune tellers back on Earth were all frauds, I was interested in what this class would teach, but I had no idea what to expect. Chairs were quickly taken, and we had to sit in the back.

Suddenly, we heard the doors close. An alluring yet commanding voice called for attention. A blonde-haired, porcelain, smooth-skinned, curvy beauty walked through the center of the room from the entrance to the front. As she passed, I realized she had white swan wings on her back and a golden hallow ring hovering above her head. Her ears ended in white pointed feathers. She possessed a grace and poise, exuding authority. I was looking at a fucking Angel. I was in total awe!

Upon reaching her desk, she turned to the class. “Welcome to Divination. I am Professor Octavia. Question one: Why is this class called Divination?”

Nudea, who had recovered somewhat, immediately shot up her hand. Octavia motioned her to speak, “To date, no one has demonstrated the ability to perceive the future with absolute clarity. In stories, only the gods could grant visions of the future. These events were infrequent, only occurring when the receiver of the vision required the future knowledge.”

“Correct Nudea! NOW! While we cannot see the future clearly, we can see the past and the present. Today, you will learn a basic divination spell. It will overwhelm you the first time you use it, but that is expected when your mind is flooded with all you perceive from your first vision. Over time, you will all learn how to focus your visions, allowing you to clearly perceive objects and events beyond the limits of normal senses. Open your textbook to ‘Visions of the Past and Present’ Page 23 and read,” she stated.

Everyone did as the professor commanded. When I reached the page, I found detailed instructions on casting a basic Divination spell of the present. Reciting the spell required a clear mind and focus.

“You will each be given a chance to try this spell. MR HARMAN! Would you be willing to demonstrate this spell first?” she asked.

“Sure thing,” I said confidently. I went up to the teacher, who commanded me to use the spell with a smirk. I cleared my mind and recited, “Prae oculus visual mihi spirits element!”

For a moment, I was overwhelmed by the influx of information coming to me, but I concentrated my thoughts to bring everything into focus. I could perceive everything in the classroom, right down to a particle of dust. My body remained motionless, but I did not need to move. I only needed to focus on anything or anyone in the room, and understanding would flood my mind. I concentrated on Octavia, which caused an awareness of her to surge into me. It was as if I could strip her clothes off with a mere thought and peer at her in all her naked glory. I could feel her healthy tone legs, her juicy pussy lips with her tuff of blond hair, and her ample firm ass. My focus traveled up her toned hourglass figure into her voluptuous boobs with her bright pink nipples.

My gaze traveled further up her body to her face. I admired her chiseled face, blue eyes, and perfectly proportioned features. I could feel the smooth silk sensation of her hair and smell the violent lemon scent emanating from her. I pulled myself back to appreciate her again. When investigating her face, I realized it bore an expression of fury and rage. I realized it was time to return, so I pulled my senses back into myself, causing my perception to return to normal. Everything seemed less detail-defined compared to what I had just experienced. However, my attention momentarily fixated on Octavia, who still bore the expression of hateful furry.

She smiled, “Well, it seems you have a natural talent for divination. You may take your seat.”

Over the following hours, the other students attempted the spell. Keliria had no problems. Jessica, to her credit, could hold herself for a few seconds before dropping to her knees. Nudea and Misumi both collapsed in pain upon their first attempts. Most of the other students collapsed, clutching their heads. A few screamed from the experience, but Octavia was there to comfort them with support and praise for their efforts.

“Good work today for your first attempts at Divination. Continue practicing the spell for your homework, but do not perform it alone. Always have a partner to watch you. Continue reading into the next chapter. However, all of you will be required to be confident in using this basic spell before we proceed to the more intricate spells. You are all dismissed. Ethan, will you please remain after class?” she asked.

After everyone left, Octavia ordered me to go to her desk. She stared at me for a long moment and said, “I was genuinely impressed with your mastery of the spell, but I was not amused with how you used it. If you were not the Champion, I would immediately remove you from this academy!”

“But you cannot! So, I am sorry about violating your space. Admittedly, I got carried away. I am sure quite a few of your high and mighty ladies have done similar things outside the classroom—even you, I bet!” I casually committed to the commanding beauty. She did not respond immediately. Instead, she blushed bright red. She had to have undressed a few men with this spell.

“Get out of my classroom!” she said furiously.

I gathered my things and left the room. As I walked out, I heard soft laughter behind me. I pulled up my tablet to see where the girls were. They had all gone to the feast hall for lunch and headed there to join them.

When I reached the feast hall, the girls were talking and eating. I decided to eavesdrop on their conversation.

“Keliria, I know succubi love messing with people, but what you did with Nudea went too far!” Jessica shouted.

“Well, Sorry! I did not know all her blood would go to her head!” Keliria responded.

Jessica sighed, “Keliria, we need to talk about Ethan. He is the Goddess’s champion chosen to protect the Wicca kind. However, he was kidnapped and wants to return to his realm. I think he is going to leave us.”

“No, he will not! Ethan is beginning to learn about the magic, Wicca, and the Goddess. After this semester, he will not want to leave! You do not like him because you thought he was a knight when he was presented to the school. I have seen his uniform and armor. Knights do not have armor or weapons like his. Ask Nudea!” Keliria responded sharply.

Jessica’s freckled face assumed a concerned expression, “I know succubi and incubi spend their lives searching for true love, yet never find it. You think you love him, Keliria, and maybe you do, but I am afraid he will break your heart.”

I noticed tears coming down Keliria’s purple face.

I walked out and greeted them, “Hey Girls!” They all turned to me as I came and sat at the table. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

Jessica answered, “We are all fine!”

Keliria quickly wiped away her tears and nodded. I sat down and made myself a plate.

As I ate, Jessica said, “After lunch, we should go to the integrated market complex. We need pots and fertilizer for our seeds. We also should practice Divination back at the house. And this weekend, we should go into the woods to summon our magic beasts for the blood offering and to find our wood.”

I nodded in approval. We all finished our meals, and we headed out.

While going to the mall, I pulled Keliria aside and said, “Let’s have a private study session in my room tonight.” I winked at her for extra measure. The gorgeous succubus’s Lucious lips formed a big smile, and she kissed me on my cheek.

We picked up our supplies from the mall and returned to the house. We planted our seeds and set the pots up in the garden. We then practiced the Divination of the present spell. With some help and tips, the girls began to master it.

After a While of practice, the girls sat down to rest, and I decided to do one more practice casting the spell. I chanted the spell, causing my senses to reach through the entire area around me. I focused on the wall and examined every stone and spell used in its construction.

During my examination, I felt something grab hold of my vision and pull me away. My consciousness was guided into the great Elementia Library, moving by the countless volumes of magic to settle on a book titled ‘Branda’s History and Spells of Covens.’ I saw it was on level 18, bookshelf 30. I was released from the grip, and my mind returned to my physical body.

I was reeling from the experience. I thought about why someone or something would want me to find this book on covens. I could not necessarily say the force guiding me was steering me wrong. It brought me to this academy where I learned my gift magic. So, I decided to fuck caution and just go with it. After class today, I would swing by the library and get that book.

“Having trouble?” Jessica said in a cynical tone.

I responded to her, “I am not sure what happened! It was as if someone grabbed my mind and pulled me to the grand library.”

The freckled face and redhead burst into laughter, “It seems like someone wants you to study more!”

Nudea immediately added, “Studying is not something to laugh about. It is important for the development of the mind.”

Misumi just sneered. However, when I turned to Keliria, she expressed genuine interest.

“That is enough for today. Our afternoon classes are beginning soon. We need to go, or we will all be late,” Jessica stated.

As we left, Keliria came to my side and whispered, “Tell me about what happened after class.”


Chapter 6

We returned to the castle for Magery class. Upon our arrival, the classroom, which was more like a gym room, was already packed with students. Most of the ladies kept their noses up to me, though I did hear a few whispers and giggles as I passed. I was beginning to make a good impression.

After the last few students arrived, a thundering voice called for attention. We all turned to the source. The woman who stood before us on a podium was nothing less than a vision of Amazonian perfection. Her long Brunette hair was silk smooth. Her skin was tanned and soft with a slight shine. She possessed muscular physic that rivaled female bodybuilders, yet she had curves and a well-proportioned body that could put Playboy models to shame. She was tall, at least 6 feet close to my height. She wore what resembled workout shorts and a tank top, which strained to contain her enormous breasts.

When I forced my eyes to her face, I discovered more reasons to drool like an idiot. Her face was chiseled and well-proportioned. Her almond eyes were dark brown, and her gaze was penetrating, which reminded me of army drill sergeants.

“Hello everyone! I am Professor Clolete. Welcome to your first class of Magery. Unlike other classes where you learn magic through chanting spells or rituals, you will learn how to strengthen your elemental connections on a spiritual level in my class. We will perform special physical and mental exercises to develop your magic. The exercises and lessons practiced in this class will improve your mana endurance, allowing for more frequent use of magic and developing your ability to use magic by thought,” The Amazonian beauty announced.

She jumped down from the podium and moved to the area of the gym with mounds of dirt. She stood in front of the dirt mounds and stretched out her hands. In moments, a stream of dust lifted from the mounds and moved in a stream over her body. The dust began to form into little scales covering her muscular body to form. Suddenly, she was encased in a brown scale suit, which morphed into shiny armor steel.

She turned to us, dressed in gleaming body suits, “Mastering my lessons will allow earth elemental magic to summon iron from the ground and craft steel armor or weapons. All of you have taken lessons in writing and speaking the ancient language of the elders in primary school, which is why many of you were able to cast your first spells in Enchantments. I must tell you that nothing from your primary education can prepare you for this class. You must concentrate and focus on feeling the magic flowing through you. Only then can you direct the magical flow to manipulate the elements.”

Professor Clolete waved her hand, and the scale steel armor turned to dust, returning to the dirt mound. The Amazonian beauty approaches us: "When you first connect with elemental magic, picture it in your mind, then reach out and feel it. Just as you did in the magical assessment. I have set up stations for you to practice for the physical elements. For the elements of the soul, I have set 2 stations in the back for Sanctus and infernal magic. Soul magic will require the utilization of feelings and emotions to draw magical power. All right, everyone! Let’s begin.”

Jessica looked over the rest of us like a teacher inspecting her charges, “Choose an element you feel you have a strong connection to, but we should all start with a different element. I am starting with Earth!”

Everyone moved off. I started for the soul stations, unsure which one to go to when Jessica stopped me and whispered, “I know what you and Keliria did on the wall. I will not hold it against her because she is a succubus or you because you are a guy. However, it would not look good if you drove the women in this room into sex rage. I suggest you practice at the Sanctus station!” She gave me a penetrating glare before moving off to the Earth station.

I proceeded to the Sanctum station. I passed by the table where the infernals had gathered to practice. Gorgeous human witches were among them, but some girls were clearly of the infernal races. Some demonesses had wings ranging from leather bat wings to black swan or scaly wings.

All the infernal fae girls had horns of various sizes growing on their heads. I saw ram horns, classic demon horns, and different bull-like horns. Some of the infernal girls had spikes growing along their backs.

Some of the girls had tails coming out of the tops of their asses. The tails varied from leathery tails, which ended in forks, to scaly with spikes, and some finished in simple points. Their skin colors were as varied as their appearance. Some, to my surprise, were blue or pink. Some had black skin, and some had regular human pigmentations. When I glanced at their hands and feet, I noticed many had clawed hands to some degree, and some had hooves instead of human feet. All the infernal girls were gorgeous. They possessed the faces of carnivores on the prowl for meat, though I did not think meat was on their minds.

As I passed the infernal table, many held their noses up to me or ignored me, as I anticipated. A few gazed at me with interest. I noticed a blue-skinned infernal girl seductively licking her lips as I passed.

As I approached the Sanctum elemental table, I saw the girls were different from the infernal witches but no less gorgeous. The Sanctus Fae had the girl next door and the hot churchgoer appearance. Among the human girls were students who were Angels with swan wings and the golden halo rings that hovered over their heads. I spotted a few other fairies with butterfly and insect-like wings.

Their skin colors and features were as varied as those of the infernal girls, though none had claws, spikes, scales, or forked tails. There were a few girls who, I believe, were satyrs or some demi-human race. They had a peaceful, ethereal glow.

I casually sat down and watched the others practice. Most of the girls seemed too busy to notice me. A few looked at me, making friendly smiles. I nodded and smiled in recognition.

Many were making sparks, and a few managed to form small constructs that quickly faded away. Professor Clolete went to each station to give tips and encouragement. It was clear that everyone would need tons of practice before they could approach Clolete’s mastery.

“So, are you going to give Sanctus magic a try?” A kind voice said from next to me. I met the brown eyes of the holy witch. She had brunette hair and light-tanned skin. Her face was heart-shaped, with round eyes behind rectangular glasses, a button nose, and bow lips. With her girl's next-door body, she had curves, a toned figure, and voluptuous breasts.

“Well…Yes...Ah?” I mumbled.

“Abigail, but you can call me Abbie,” the brunet witch said. “So, give Sanctus magic a try!” Abigail insisted. I could feel the ethereal aura emanating from her, making her seem like an angel. She smiled sweetly, “Come on! What are you waiting for?”

I remember sanctum magic was partly derived from positive emotions like courage, kindness, mercy, etc. I closed my eyes, and my thoughts went on a camping trip back in my childhood. While collecting firewood, I came across a giant rattlesnake. It was curled up and rattling louder than a police siren. I froze solid and called out for help. My father was by my side in a heartbeat. I was so scared, but his hand on my shoulder assured me. “Stay calm, son!” he told me. I pulled on every ounce of courage to stay calm. He slowly pulled me away, and the rattling slowed down and stopped.

“Let’s Shoot it!” I cried.

“No! We are in his territory. He was protecting himself. If he were intruding in our home, I would kill him, but we are not in our home,” my father asserted. We headed back to our camp. I looked back to see the snake moving off in the opposite direction. In that instant, I was thankful we had demonstrated mercy.

It happened! I felt a tidal wave of power surge through me. I envisioned that energy form into a great sword. I opened my eyes to discover a tremendous shining sword of ethereal light. I grasped it, feeling the righteous power in my hand. It resembled a sword used by heroes of the many anime series I watched as a kid. It was beyond surreal!

I would have loved to slay some deserving prick with it, but this was not a battlefield, and there were no deserving pricks to slay. I envision myself grasping the energy and pulling the power back into myself. The sword shrank like a receding erection and disappeared in a small cloud of glimmering silver mist.

Just after coming down from the surge of power, I looked around at everyone, who I realized was staring at me with their mouths open.

“Wow! That was...Heavenly!” Abbie complimented.

I was about to respond when I felt a hand on my shoulder, “That was…admittedly excellent, Mr. Harman! Tell me what emotion you used to draw so much power?” Clolete had a forced smile on her face, which looked disturbing.

I answered awkwardly, “I used…a…childhood…memory!”

“Well…childhood memories are the most powerful! Perhaps you should take a break while everyone else continues!” she responded.

I sat back in my chair and relaxed as everyone slowly returned to practice. I felt a nudge on my arm. “Our Trax Professor acknowledges you. Being from a matriarchal realm, she never acknowledges a man. You were so powerful she had to take notice.” Abbie smirked. That made me smile.

Everyone continued practicing until Clolete called for attention, “Good work, everyone. In the next session, we will continue practicing, but at different natural elements. Eventually, we will begin combat training and obstacle course drills. Once you make your first wands, we will introduce spellcasting to our exercises. Dismissed!”

Abbie smiled at me, and I bid her farewell. I was getting ready to meet with the rest of the Iron Dragon House when the Amazon professor stopped me. “I want you to stay after class for a moment.”

I acknowledged her and went over to the girls. I told them to go on to the potion class and that I would be along soon.

“Well, it seems everyone is noticing you!” Jessica grumbled.

After everyone left, Clolete addressed me, “Mr. Harman, have you ever had any lessons in magic before coming here?”

“No!” I responded.

“There is no way you could have done that without substantial training and preparation! You may have the Headmistress fooled, but I am not. I do not know how you hex the summoning to get here, but I will find out!” She growled.

I rolled my eyes and replied sharply, “Listen, I am probably four years older than most of your students. I have been extensively trained in combat and warfare. To achieve my position as an army ranger, I had to work my ass off. The median age in my divisions is 24. I was 18 when I became a ranger! No! I am not a knight. I am a commoner. I was recruited and trained by my country’s government.”

Clolete remained silent momentarily, then sighed, “Any training that sharpens focus can improve individual mage abilities. Military training qualifies as mental sharpening. I assume your culture is a patriarchy.”

“At one time, we were, but in the last 100 years, there have been calls for change from men and women alike to tear down social barriers and allow women and men to work and serve in all levels of society as equals!” I responded.

She scoffed, “Impossible! The realm of Trax only achieved lasting peace when the male population was put in their place as workers and servants and nothing more! The high Matriarchs concluded equality of the sexes was unworkable and female supremacy is the only way forward as females are the superior sex!”

This woman was a fucking female Fascist!

“Whatever!” I said and turned to leave.

“Common male filth!” she snorted as I exited the room.

Given how strict and uncompromising her society sounded, Trax may be one day away from a revolution.

When I arrived, the potions class had yet to start. The girls had taken seats, and Keliria waved me over. I sat next to the purple succubus and waited for our class to begin.

While relaxing in my chair, I reveled in the presence of the exotic coeds, even if most of them scoffed or outright ignored me. A friend once told me that every day could be good if you focused on the good things. At that moment, all the heavenly bodies were brightening my outlook.

“Welcome to Potions!” a familiar voice announced. My attention immediately went to the front of the room, and I whimpered in despair when I saw the source. Walking across the front to the teacher’s desk, dressed in her school uniform with her head girl’s badge in full display, was Selena Vexx!

“For those who do not know, I am Selena Vexx. I will be your student teacher for potions this semester,” the black-haired witch said proudly. The room erupted in a chorus of approval, congratulations, and applause from the students.

All the praise and admiration Selena received made her burn with pride. I did not need magic to sense her inflated ego.

Her eyes went through the crowd, giving each witch reassuring glances and smiles. When her eyes fell on me, I received a cold glare, sending me chills. She was hot and cold at the same time!

“Witches and wizards throughout the realms are famous or infamous for brewing potions!” she lectured. “Potions are made for many purposes. The more famous potions are poisons such as the Eternal Sleep potion or the rotting death drought. However, the most commonly made potions are for healing to cure illness, repair injuries, or make cosmetic alterations! Today, we will make a simple hair-growth potion for our first class. Take out Vara’s Basic Potions and turn to page 32! You’ll find instructions for a basic hair growth potion on the page. Your ingredients and equipment are on the table to your left and in your cabinet. This is a simple potion, everyone. Easy to prepare!”

Selena waved her wand and muttered, “VOLANT.” In an instant, cauldrons flew off the shelves, landing perfectly in front of each of us. At that moment, I decided I needed to get the ingredients for my wand as soon as possible to try that spell!

I took out my book and read through the instructions. “Insta-grow Hair potion”: 1 gram will cause hair to grow 1 foot. Warning! Do not drink, or you will look like a Yeti! The potion will break down in cold water. Ingredients: 2 cups white vinegar, ten drops of hairy Gark blood, a bundle of dog’s hair, one squirt of bugle slug slime, and one tablespoon of baking soda. Mix in cocoa butter and apply to the scalp.

I found bottles labeled white vinegar, Vugle slug slime, a cocoa butter container, and a baking soda box in the cabinet. I also found a cutting board, mortar, and other equipment I would expect for a chemistry experiment. On the wall table to the left, I spotted containers labeled dog hair and Gark’s blood.

I had to mix the ingredients in a cauldron. The essential steps included adding vinegar and drawing a pentagram underneath the cauldron to channel magic into the brew.

“Ready to do something Enchanting!” Keliria whispered as she passed.

I retrieved the ingredients and set up the brewing. In no time, I had my first potion prepared. Keliria and the girls also had no difficulties preparing their potions.

Selena, who walked around inspecting everyone’s work, came by to a whiff of my potion and muttered, “Passed.”

She continued examining the students' brews and called for attention, “Know that you made your first potions. Let us try them! Do not worry. I will be the first to try it!” Selena went to a chocolate-skinned witch and mixed some cocoa butter with the witch’s brew.

The Dark-haired beauty applied it to her head, and two minutes later, her hair cut above her shoulders grew three feet long. Her black silk hair flowed down her curvy body like a waterfall, spilling on her shoulders and ample breasts. The class applauded.

“All right, everyone! Give your potions a try!” Selena cheered.

In a few minutes, the classroom was filled with ladies having good hair days and lots of laughter. Next to me, Keliria’s hair now reached the ground.

“Ethan! Oh, Ethan! Let down your hair!” she giggled.

I thought about growing some hard-rocker hair. It would come in handy at heavy metal rock concerts back on Earth. But instead, I decided to mix things up, so I applied my potion to my chin. In a few minutes, I had a beard to rival Santa Claus.

“Eek! You are an older man. What did you do to my handsome stud?” the succubus chuckled.

Since I arrived, Selena had acted hostile toward me, but I had to admit she was a fantastic teacher. The gorgeous witch's smile and emanating confidence made her alluring. I could not help but wonder what was underneath her naughty school uniform.

“That is it for today! Read Chapter 1, and we will perform another potion tomorrow.” She waved her wand, and racks of vials appeared before us. “Pour your potions into the vials, rinse your cauldrons, and place them on the shelf. You can take one vial of your hair potion. It will remain potent for several weeks. Finally, I recommend some of you stop by the Hair Salon,” Selena suggested.

Everyone filed out of the class, giggling and laughing. I caught sight of Selena as I exited. When our eyes met, she still glared at me, but I noticed a slight smile and a sparkle in her eye. She loved teaching.

I met up with the girls outside the classroom. Jessica looked like she was wearing a red bush that dropped down below her waist. Nudea’s hair extended to her feet in a curly mess. Misumi’s dark silk hair extended down to her waist in a beautiful, solid flow. I was seriously digging her new look.

“You’re not seriously keeping that beard, are you?” Jessica grumbled.

I smiled, “No, I will shave it off! I love your hair.” I saw a hint of a smile on Jessica’s face.

“Except for Misumi, who has decided to keep her new hair due, we all require our hair cut to manageable lengths. Our dinner will be served at our house tonight so that we will meet you there.”

“No problem for me!” Keliria boasted as she pulled a pair of scissors from her bag and cut her hair at her waist. “Manageable!” she said. Jessica rolled her eyes.

“I only need a shave tonight to lose the beard. Keliria and I must go to the library for a minute. We will meet you all back at the house,” I said. We parted ways.

Once alone, Keliria turned to me and said, “Ethan, where were you taken, and what did you see?”

“I was brought to the grand library. I was shown a book called Branda’s History and Spells of Covens. It was on level 18, on the bookshelf 30,” I answered.

She looked at me seriously and said, “As far as I know, taking hold of consciousness during a Divination spell is impossible. In the Succubus and Incubus lore, only the gods had that power. They used it to guide their servants in the physical realms. If the goddess guided your consciousness to that book, we should find it.”

The grand library took my breath away upon our entrance, just as it did when I arrived. It was massive and was said to have the accumulated knowledge of a thousand realms. The rows of books went on forever. Keliria pulled her tablet, keyed in the book, and said, “Follow me!” We found the book and brought it to a table. Few students were around, so we were not drawing any stares.

“What do you know of covens, Keliria?” I asked.

“A better term is soul bonding. Through bonds of the soul, magical power can be pooled, allowing members to grow very powerful. Coven is just a term describing the physical organization of people. Soul bonding is achieved in many ways, though some ways are better than others,” the purple beauty explained.

We opened the book and dove into its pages. Keliria was right! There are many ways to form soul bonds.

The most common spell of soul bonding used was the bonding of Fellowship. The soul bond was achieved through the power of commonality and friendship. These covens were democratic and inclusive because there was no master, and all were equal in magical power in the coven because as everyone developed, the entire coven benefited. Many covens were formed through this bond, which has existed throughout history and grew large. However, their members' divergent beliefs, goals, and power struggles often fractured them.

Soul bonding formed through elemental affinities was another common bonding spell. The soul bond was achieved through common affinities for certain elemental magic. The covens formed through this soul bond form were also democratic but not as inclusive. They had the same benefits and weaknesses as the Fellowship soul bond but tended to be more enduring.

Blood bonds involve the binding of the soul through blood magic to a master, resulting in the initiates becoming slaves to the coven master's will. This form of soul bonding was viewed as dark magic because the bond was forced and not a natural bonding of souls. The initiates’ souls were gradually absorbed by the master, causing the initiates’ bodies to become mindless husks. The master harboring multiple souls eventually went insane, thus becoming suicidal and self-destructive. The book described many examples of these dark covens that were ultimately destroyed. This form of soul bonding was popular for a short time among dark wizards and witches until their prospective initiates realized the members were becoming zombies and the masters were becoming insane.

We continued reading until stopping at the chapter titled "The Soul Bonding of Sex." “The Sex Bond! I heard about this soul bonding in my people’s lore. Supposedly, the gods and their demi-god children used this bond to bind witches to them for their armies,” she said.

“They must have been scoring around the clock,” I teased.

“They most certainly were!” she hummed. “The demi-gods and goddess used this soul bond to form harems of devotees!”

I whistled before continuing to read.

Soul bonding was formed through sex. Since the bond involved the natural reproductive process, it was not corruptive like the blood bond. When the first two individuals initiate the soul bond, the prospective master invokes the elemental powers. He summons their patron deity to bless them, allowing the first bond to be made.

The Covens formed through the sex bond were strong so long as the master remained the central object of passion, love, lust, devotion, and desire. The Master became more potent as he gained more followers.

According to the author, in the 1st age, when the gods walked among men, they used this form of soul bonding to increase their power. They were able to achieve large harems because of their inexhaustible sex drives and their already immense magical power drew and held the devotion of many. Their covens were broken not by internal descent but when rival gods or armies defeated and destroyed them. The former followers and harem were released from the god's direct influence upon the death of their physical form.

No witches and wizards had successfully cast the spell for this soul bonding since the end of the 1st age. The author noted that the spell was documented as being used by magic practitioners, but it was always done in the presence of a living god, demi-god, or someone supposedly blessed by a god or goddess. Since no one throughout the realms was known to be a living god or blessed by a go, it had never been used. Also, there was no guaranteed way to invoke a deity for the blessing aside from prayer, which is iffy.“

“Many succubi or incubi have tried vainly to cast this spell to enslave entire realms!” the succubus smirked. “The sex bond would theoretically allow my kind to manipulate anyone permanently!”

“Could you do that with your attractive and seductive abilities anyway?” I asked.

“Whether it is a few months or a few years, our hold over our victims eventually weakens and breaks. So, if one of my kind attracts a rich and powerful bastard or bitch, we take the jerks for everything their worth and leave them in the gutter as soon as possible!” she boasted.

I asked hesitantly, “Are you going to do that to me?”

She smiled sinisterly and said, “Maybe.”

I thought for a moment, and then a realization hit me, “That day on the wall when we had sex, we formed a soul bond, didn’t we?”

“Yep!” Keliria smirked.

I continued, “But we did not chant any of the spells to initiate the…”

She placed her taloned finger on my lips, “As the Goddess’s Champion, you have her blessing in all things. You do not need to chant spells to forge a bond with a willing witch. It is the Goddess’s will for you to become more powerful.”

“Keliria, why would you want to help me at all? How do you know it is the goddess’s will, and what is in it for you?” I inquired.

Suddenly, the playful expression that was her norm was gone. “In the first age, Lilith freed my kind when she defeated and killed the Dark god Azazel. She did not ask for our devotion, only that we stand with her against the enemies of her goddess. The goddess’s enemies were our enemies, so it was to our benefit. My people may disagree with Wicca, but we have never forgotten what the goddess’s servants did for us.”

“To answer your second question, As I said before, only the gods could guide witches and wizards in the grips of Divination. Possession and deception spells can lure people into becoming puppets, but those spells lull and placate an individual. If the goddess truly guides your actions, then you need to follow her will,” she insisted.

“To answer the third question, the Goddess always awards her devoted servants with their deepest desires. By helping you follow her will, I will be awarded for my devotion,” she purred.

I assumed you desired to find true love,” I smirked.

She made a wide grin, “Something like that.”


Chapter 7

We returned to Iron Dragon house to find everyone eating dinner. Keliria and I sat down with the others and ate our fill. The food at Elementia was always perfect, though I was beginning to miss burgers, pizza, and barbecue.

“So why did you go to the library?” Jessica questioned.

I decided to be honest with her, “I went to find the book I was shown during my divination vision. It was a book on soul bonding and covens.”

Jessica gave me a suspicious look, “Thinking of starting a coven?”

I smiled at her, “A fellowship coven is a no-go because no one in this school feels a kinship to me. I am not interested in taking others' souls and going wild with the blood coven. Elemental coven is also a no-go. We were looking at the…”

“We formed a sex coven! And I am Ethan’s first harem bitch!” Keliria yapped.

Jessica and Misumi froze stiff.

“You soul bonded with Keliria? Wait…Don’t you need to chant a bonding spell and invoke the goddess's power to receive her blessing?” Nudea gasped.

I sighed and covered my face with my hands, “It was an accident!”

“Sex covens are considered the strongest type of soul bond. It has the benefits of blood bonding without the negative consequences. Most importantly, the Master of the coven must maintain and strengthen the emotional commitment of his followers, or the soul bonds will break. It is almost a magical marriage!” Nudea stated.

“I am not trying to marry Keliria!” I replied.

“Through the soul bond, her natural sex appeal will not affect you anymore. This way, you can get over her sooner rather than later,” Nudea said.

“So…Ethan, are you fine with being soul-bonded with Keliria,” Misumi questioned.

“Well…I don’t believe in destiny or being chosen for a greater purpose. Sometimes, fate or God throws a metaphorical stick in your path, and it is up to you whether or not to go where it points. Well…I am following the stick witches!” I answered.

“So, Keliria won’t become a zombie? Will she be free to break the bond if she desires? I am uncomfortable with anyone being subject to another’s whims,” Jessica said.

“Well…when two people forge the soul bond, everything must be consensual, or the bond cannot be forged. Keliria will be free to break the bond if she desires,” Nudea explained.

Jessica suddenly made a big grin, “Well…Ethan, I have no objections if you and Keliria want to experiment!”

“Thanks!” I replied awkwardly.

“I would be very interested in seeing how this develops. Given Ethan’s potential, it would be fascinating to witness the results,” Nudea stated.

“Alright, Ethan and Keliria, would you two newlyweds like some time alone in the marriage bed?” Jessica smirked.

“Oh, thank you, Jessica. You’re such a good friend, and we’ll be such good harem sisters when you finally give in to Ethan’s overwhelming masculinity and forge your bond with him through passionate sex!” Keliria exclaimed as she embraced her in a hug. Nudea and Misumi giggled while Jessica looked horrified.

I chuckled and said, “Let's go eat!”

We finished dinner and went to our rooms. I spent the next several hours completing my reading assignments and practicing the spells I learned today until my head ached.

I had to admit the more I learned about this world, the more I wanted to know. I was seriously considering not going home. I stayed in Elementia for only several days, but I was beginning to like this place. Whatever problems were waiting for me, I could resolve them with magic. I still had plenty of time to decide, and I was not in any hurry.

I took off my clothes and went into the bathroom. I wished the witches knew what a shower was because I missed one. I filled the tub with water, which was the perfect temperature, and slid in. I scrubbed myself down, relaxed for a few minutes, and got out. I threw a towel around my waist and returned to my bedroom. I was retrieving my clothes when a sweet voice drew my attention.

Leaning on my bedroom door and wearing a very sexy black negligee that could not hide her pierced and fully erect nipples was my drop-dead gorgeous lavender succubus, Keliria.

She gazed at me seductively, her slitted purple eyes matching her flawless lavender skin. “Ready to do some bonding?”

My massive erection pitched a tent in my towel, which I overlooked because Keliria’s nearly nude body so entranced me. She looked down at my crouch and licked her lips. Her eyes returned to mine, and she smiled seductively.

The succubus causally walked to me. Her hips and long black hair swaying, her massive tits jiggling, and her tail wagging behind her. Her black horns shimmered in the light. Knowing where this was going, I allowed my towel to fall away, exposing my erection.

The moment the seductive succubus made embraced me, I pressed my cock against the black panties covering her cunt, and Keliria pushed her massive breasts against my chest. She wrapped her hands around my neck, pulling herself to my face. She pressed her luscious lips against mine for a long kiss. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths.

After a minute, she pulled herself away. The lavender beauty gazed at me with her sparkling eyes. I could feel the swirls of emotions hinting at the succubus's passion and desire. I wanted to ravage and caress her body at the same time.

The lavender succubus smiled and whispered, “Don’t worry about tearing up my Negligee. I’ve got plenty of them in my wardrobe.”

My hands slid off of the shoulder strings, revealing voluptuous breasts. I took a minute to admire their size, perfect shape, large areolas, and fully erect nipples. I inhaled her lavender flower scent and reveled in its sweetness.

The succubus’s hands went down to her panties. Using her claws, she cut the silk of the undergarment, causing it to fall down her well-toned legs to her feet.

We were both now butt naked, standing in my room. My blood was boiling with passion, and I could also feel her lust. I swept her off her feet, tossing her onto the bed.

I brought myself over the seductive succubus beauty. I felt her tail wrap around my manhood and constrict it tightly. I gazed upon her face, smiled, and plunged my cock into her depths.

“AH…AH…AH. You are such a beast, Ethan. Such a Beast!” she moaned in passion.

She thrashed and moaned in delight beneath me. I could feel the two of us approaching the tipping point of sexual ecstasy.

“I... I…I think I am about to come!” the sexy succubus moaned.

I thrust into her with all the strength I could muster. Her huge breasts were making a slapping noise against her skin, which mixed with the echoes of our passion in the room.

“I…I cannot hold…any longer. I’m…I’m coming, I’m coming! AHAHAHAH,” I groaned as the bed creaked beneath us.

“AHAHAHAH, it feels so good!” she cried when I came. Her back arched, and her claws dug into my skin, but I felt no pain.

“You are and shall always be my Master,” Keliria purred in my ear as we came down from our sexual high and relaxed.

I moved myself off of the beautiful succubus, admiring her nude body lying on my bed before me. Her huge breasts moved up and down as she breathed. Her pierced nipples were fully erect, begging me to twist them. Her rock-hard abbs were a testament to her strength. Her decent amount of pubic hair formed a V, pointing to her entrance, which was dripping with my seed.

“The night is still Young?” she purred. “Up to it?”

I grinned as I felt my manhood harden once again.

The next day, I found Keliria seductively soaking herself in my bathtub. She regarded me momentarily, then reached for me to join her. We scrubbed each other’s nude bodies clean.

I told Keliria she could borrow my robe once we dried ourselves. She scoffed at me, insisting the other girls needed acclimation to frequent nudity for their eventual initiation.

After she strutted out my door, Jessica screamed, “KELIRIA!!! DO YOU HAVE TO WALK AROUND NAKED!”

The seductive succubus hummed in response, “I’m naked? HUH! I didn’t notice.” More shouting followed, and doors slammed. I could not help but laugh as I dressed. When I finished dressing, I went to the dining room for breakfast.

As I ate, I watched the girls come in and take a seat. Jessica was glaring death at Keliria. Misumi kept her eyes on her plate, and Nudea was as red as a cherry. Keliria radiated contentment, confidence, lust, and passion as she slid a big sausage into her mouth: “MMM. This is so big and good, just like Ethan last night!”

I looked at Jessica, who looked like a volcano about to erupt.

I decided to break in, “I want us to go out and retrieve our wood and magic creature blood for the wands this afternoon.”

Jessica turned to me and resumed her serious manner, “I agree! Creating our wands is a top priority. They are essential for our progression. The class will be starting soon. We need to go.” I nodded in approval. We finished our meals and headed out to class.

Classes in the morning appeared to fall into a routine. We started with bookwork and then practiced a new spell. Lydia and Octavia spent most of their classes teaching the concepts behind spells before allowing us to practice them. The study was slow, but we were progressing.

During Magery, I decided to train with infernal magic. I had been avoiding that magical sub-element of the soul because of Jessica's warnings, but I decided I could not avoid it anymore.

“Not casting with us today,” Abbie said when she spotted me.

“I want to practice with Infernal magic,” I replied.

The Satyr Witch nodded in understanding, “You’re not turning to the darkness, are you?”

I smiled at her, “Hell no!”

The Infernal women were beautiful predators. Some eyed me with suspicion. Others displayed apparent sexual interest. Everything about these ladies turned me on. They bore striking resemblances to demons from legends of Earth, yet they were gorgeous. I sat beside a dark-haired, busty witch with black wings, ram horns, and a forked tail. Her skin was pale as marble. She wore a slutty school uniform like Keliria’s.

She turned to me, and my blue eyes met her red eyes, “Well! Keliria did say you would come to us eventually. By the way, my name is Liora, Chaos Infernal. Try drawing magical power from fear, rage, hate, or wraith and channel the power just as you did with Sanctus magic! Do not think of anything lustful or passionate. I don’t think anyone wants to go into sex rage today.”

I closed my eyes and thought of the moment I was wrathful in childhood. I focused on when a kid pushed against me, causing my ice cream to fall. Being five years old and very headstrong, I went into a temper tantrum.

I felt infernal energy flow out of my soul and surround me. I focused on the vision of a battle axe. Upon opening my eyes, I discovered a glowing axe with a simmering red-colored blade. I took hold of the mighty weapon, which emitted an ethereal crimson mist.

“Good job!” Liora complimented. The other Infernal witches nodded in approval of my work.

“Another exceptional application of your potential, I see. I do not see why you need to practice. Take a break!” Professor Clolete said from behind me before moving on.

I allowed my axe to dissipate and relaxed when Liora spoke up, “You’re not going listen to that busty bag of shit, are you?”

I replied, “Well, she instructed me to…”

“Witches get stronger by pushing the bounds! It is survival of the fittest in the magical realms! You will need way more practice to summon magic on impulse instead of closing your eyes and focusing like a douche. Our teacher is bitch who is insanely jealous of your potential, so flaunt it in her fucking face!” the Chaos Infernal insisted.

I like the way this sassy demoness talked! I immediately closed my eyes, drawing on more negative emotion, this time creating something big. In an instant, a vast crimson-red spider stood before me. It stared at me with dark red eyes and shrieked in aggression. It was fearsome, but it was my creation under my control!

I thought of something, and the beast scurried off to Professor Clolete. Upon witnessing my creation, the professor screamed, immediately summoning her earth sword to crush my spectre. She came down with her mighty blade only to have my beast evade her strike, then penning the blade on the ground.

Professor Clolete was frightened and furious as she struggled to wrestle her blade from the spectre's grasp.

The Coup de grace of the ordeal was when her breasts popped out of her workout bra. Her two massive melons were jiggling as she struggled in the match with my spectre. Giggles and chuckles emanated from all sides of the room as everyone turned to watch the show.

With my cock at full mast, I wanted this to last forever. But my sense of caution overruled my lustful desires. I silently commanded the spectre to dissipate, causing the monster to vanish.

Her tormenter gone, Clolete fixed her garment malfunction and stomped over to the infernal station. “Who summoned that thing?”

For a moment, I thought the infernal witches would sell me out. To my pleasant surprise, they all remained tranquil.

“How could we? None of us have gotten to spectres yet! We are all still working on simple objects,” Liora retorted.

Clolete slowly turned in my direction, “YOU……U.”

Liora rolled her eyes in mock, “That pompous loser has been sitting there with a smirk on his face, thinking you are letting him rest as a reward. I tried challenging him to a summoning, but he thinks I am far below him!” Liora had a way with words!

Another infernal witch spoke, “The culprit was probably from the upper class. They play pranks like this all the time.”

Clolete face-palmed and sighed, “Everyone, continue your practice. I will return soon!” A few minutes after her departure, everyone burst out in laughter.

Liora turned to me, “That was wicked!”

Potions was tamed compared to Magery. Selena continued her lessons with a laughing potion, a bit more complicated than the hair-growing potion. She had us add Mora mushroom bits to delay the effect for a few minutes.

Intent on retrieving our enchanted creature blood, we borrowed some flasks from the potions supply closet following class with Selena’s permission.

Later, at the gate, I exhaled before stepping through the threshold into the unknown. We stopped at a triangular field near the entrance and pulled out our Enchantment books. The Spell to summon a magical beast required us to face the woods and chant an incantation. Jessica brought healing potions, knives, and bandages for the animals we drew blood from.

“Well, who wants to go first?” I asked.

Jessica smirked, “What, you’re not going first?”

“Something incredible always happens when I do a spell for the first time, so I'd rather you all go before me,” I answered.

“Good point!” Jessica smiled.

Jessica walked far from us, closed her eyes, breathed, and chanted, “Spiritibus de ratione exaudi me. Ut mittas me bestiae sanguinis officina obiectum justo.” There was a gush of wind, then nothing. I thought the spell did not work until a great white stag burst out from the woods, running towards Jessica.

I turned to Nudea, who answered my unspoken question: “That is a white forest stag, a powerful magical creature of the forest. Its fur, saliva, urine, and feces are used in healing potions and fertilizers. Its pelt is like steel, and its hooves' stomp can shake the earth. She has summoned a beast symbolic of herself.”

The beast trotted up to Jessica, who knelt before it. The beast presented its leg, which Jessica slashed with a knife. The red-haired witch quickly collected the blood and then administered the healing potion to the stag’s wound before it retreated into the woods.

We all applauded Jessica.

Keliria went next, summoning a moon swan to her. Misumi summoned a drake whose scales changed color to match the vegetation it hid behind. Nudea summoned a black unicorn, who caressed her face before leaving.

When my turn came, I chanted the spell, followed by the usual gust of wind. I waited a few minutes before hearing a massive roar in the distance. I turned in the direction of the roar, beholding a gigantic black dragon heading straight towards me.

“OH SHIT!” The girls were fleeing to the safety of the woods.

I did not blame them for running. I was on the brink of running, too.

The great beast landed before me, shaking the earth and causing me to collapse. It stared into my eyes momentarily. His gaze burned through to my soul.

I gathered myself and reached for my flask in preparation to collect the blood, only to find it was broken. I immediately looked around for some container to hold the blood when I spotted a big jug. I deduced it was left here by villagers having a good time. I grabbed the jug, popped the cork, causing an odor of ale to assault my senses, and emptied it. I approach the great black dragon wearily with my jug ready to catch blood. The beast raised its claw, injuring itself.

For a massive beast, it had inflicted a minor injury analogous to a paper cut that gave enough blood to fill the jug I had. When it had filled, I corked the container and pulled out the healing potion to heal its injury. I used the entire potion to be safe. It gave another mighty roar before flying off. After the beast left, the girls ran to me with looks of wonder.

“You seem to upstage everyone when you do a spell,” Jessica exclaimed.

“It was good you went last!” Misumi admitted.

I checked the jug and found it intact, with no cracks or leaks. I then turned to the rest of the dragon house and said, “Now, we need to get the wood.”

We went over to the forest's edge, and Jessica spoke, “Keliria, can you create a light orb to guide us back after we get our wand wood?”

“Already on it,” the succubus said. She lifted her hand, conjuring a glowing orb of light, “Give me a few minutes, and our beacon will be ready!”

We waited a few minutes until Keliria announced that the orbs were ready.

“The spell will guide us back once we have found our wand wood. The wood we are drawn to will become our wands regardless of shape. Once you find it, return here!” Nudea instructed.

We all chanted at once, “Dirige me in terram integrity spirits manus mihi.”

In an instant, we were moving with purpose in different directions into the woods. Guided by an unknown force, I ran urgently until I suddenly stopped and looked down at my feet. There was a branch from an alder tree I reached down and grabbed hold of. I knew at that moment when the skin of my finger came in contact with the branch’s surface. It would become my wand. I went through the vegetation back to the clearing guided by Keliria’s light.  One by one, all the girls returned to the meadow.

Once everyone returned, I asked, “What wood did you get?”

Keliria immediately showed hers. “It’s wood from a Cherry tree—the tree of love and romance.” She winked at me, and I blushed.

Jessica showed her wood, “The goddess guided me to an oak twig from an Oak, a tree of strength.”

Misumi said, “I was guided to an olive tree, which symbolizes my ability to demonstrate my potential in any situation.”

Nudea proudly presented her branch, “I was guided to an Elm tree, which symbolized intuition and inner strength, which is very descriptive of me.”

Nudea asked me, “What wood did you get?”

I smile, “I was guided to Alder wood.”

“Alder wood represents one’s ability to protect others. I think it is a good representation of you,” Nudea said.

“We have our blood and wood. Let's get back before it gets dark,” Jessica advised.

We all gathered ourselves and headed back. I had my wood and enough dragon blood to create a thousand wands. I began to think, “What else could I use dragons’ blood for?”

Over the next few weeks, we were nose-deep in books studying. I realized that 90% of our time was spent studying books and writing papers, and only about 10% was practicing spells.

I talked to Professor Lydia after class about it. “That is a common misconception. Many people come here thinking it will be all casting spells most of the day. That is somewhat true for the upper-level classes. But, for the first several semesters, it's mostly bookwork. After we make your wands, Octavia will send you all out on your first field practical exams. During the exam, you will have the opportunity to put your skills to work!”

After class, I took out my tablet to research the practical exams. These exams involved students going out into the field and using magic to complete quests under a professor’s observation.

Professor Lydia continued teaching us about enchantments and adding new general spells we could all cast without wands. We learned housekeeping spells, charms to grant temporary abilities to objects, some rudimentary defensive magic, and more about enchanting.

Octavia continued teaching us the various uses of the Divination spell. The spell had many applications, from examining distant places beyond normal vision to reviewing the very molecules of matter. I learned more about human anatomy, virology, biology, and physics from divination than all my science courses during my primary education.

Professor Clolete began running us through obstacle courses like what I ran through during army training, except I had to use the spells. We also continued learning new ways to harness elemental magic.

Student teacher Selena progressed to mind-altering potions, poisons, antidotes, and cure-all potions. I began collecting shelf-stable potions for various uses should I need them.

However, one day in her potion class, we received a surprise. Instead of the beautiful Selena strolling in, a striking woman with pale skin, red silk hair, defined facial features, a tall, slender body, and medium but perky breasts glided into the classroom. She was dressed in a long, flowing, blood-red dress.

“Welcome, students! I am Professor Natalia. I will be teaching a special lesson in transmutation today. Basic transmutation involves rearranging the chemical elements into a different formula. More advanced transmutation would turn lead into gold, which is extremely hard to do! Today, we will turn some basic substances into something else,” Professor Natalia announced. The exotic witch waved her wand, and beakers filled with unknown substances appeared before us.

“Inscribe a pentagram underneath your beakers. In the center, write the formula for the substance you want to create. You can make anything as long as it is not toxic or will turn into a poison gas. I will check your formulas before we cast a spell,” she said. The professor waved her wand again, “These are some formula reference books if you need ideas.”

Everyone began flipping the reference books to look for a formula to make. I absent-mindedly wrote out the chemical formula for World War 2 Napalm, a terrible idea, but I was not thinking then. 

“Everyone chant Elemnta mutantur in substantiam quae cupio hanc potestatem,” Natalia instructed. We all chanted the spell in unison, and whatever substance I had before was transformed into the gel substance of napalm.

The professor walked to each student, inspecting their work. “Good work! You changed most of the original substance. No, you chant the spell incorrectly. Try again. You did well on your first try. No one gets this right on the first try…Mr. Harman, you appear…to have performed…a perfect…transformation.” She picked up the beaker of Napalm I had just created. “What is this substance?”

“It's called napalm and burns everything when ignited,” I answered.

“WELL, LET’S IGNITE IT AND SEE WHAT HAPPENS!” the professor exclaimed.

“WHAT?” I exclaimed.

I tried to reach for the beaker before the crazed professor was out of reach, but I was too late. She glided to her front table, placed the beaker in the center, backed away from the table, pointed her wand at the beaker, and chanted, “Ignitus.” From the table, a ball of fire and smoke erupted. The front half of the room was quickly consumed in black smoke.

“It's official. Natalia is my favorite professor!” Keliria declared as we huddled behind our workstation.

Jessica turned to me, “We need to get everyone…” She was cut off when the smoke and flames disappeared. We peeked over the table and saw that the front of the classroom was clear except for a smoldering table.

Natalia stood, her wand extended before the table. She turned to face the class. Black soot was all over her face, her dress was stained as well, and it looked as if some of her skin was burned, but she looked as radiant as when she first stepped into the room.

“Congratulations, Mr. Harman. You earned your first A+ in my Alchemy class. Good Job! Class dismissed!” she said with a flutter.

We all left the classroom as fast as we could, and no one remained except for Keliria, who said she was staying behind to ask the Professor some questions about her lesson.

The day of our wand crafting came. The plants we spent weeks caring for were grown and ready to give essence. Everyone was excited to finally be blessed with wands. When Professor Lydia came around to inspect our materials, she complimented our house for the healthy plants, proper wood, and impressive collection of magical creature blood.

The elf smiled when she checked my magic creature's blood, “Good work as always, Ethan.”

During the rest of her inspections, I heard her say unacceptable several times. I had a feeling some of the students either tried to use a carved wand, plants were not cared for, or the creature's blood was retrieved improperly.

She returned to her desk and waved her wand, causing little cauldrons to appear before us, “It is time for the crafting to begin. First, look under your cauldrons, and you will notice a pentagram. Touch the pentagram then chant ‘Spiritus terreni ignis aer aqua anima una virtute conficere potes.’” After chanting the spell, the five pentagram points lit up, and the water started boiling.

Delia continued, “Now turn to your plant and chant ‘Esse autem natural essential te praebueris.’ When you see the aurora, reach into it, pull some of its aura, and place it in the cauldron. Then pour your beast blood in.”

We chanted the spell, and white auroras suddenly surrounded all the plants. I reached into the ethereal mist surrounding my flower and pulled my hand out with a glowing ball of mist in my palm. I quickly placed it into the cauldron. I poured my sample of dragon’s blood into the cauldron, and the liquid began to flash in all the rainbow colors.

“Now prick your finger with the knives I have provided and place a few drops of your blood on the wood. Then drop the wood into the cauldron,” she instructed. We all pricked our fingers and smeared a few drops of blood on our wood. A minute after our wood entered our cauldrons, they emitted blinding lights before going dark.

I peered into the misty cauldron, recognizing the piece of tree limb I had dropped in. I felt complete the second I touched it in a way I could not describe. This wand was a complex tool. It was part of me, an extension of my power and soul, always at my side.

“Congratulations to all! This is a momentous day for your wands to complete you!” The dark elf pronounced. “Over time, as your skill becomes more refined, your little sticks and tree limbs will morph into something like this,” the voluptuous elf held up her wand. It was beautifully crafted with elven symbols and carvings. “Again, do not go to a wood carver to try and style it up. There are consequences for such actions! I do mean dire consequences! Do you all understand?” We all nodded to the elven Professor’s warnings.

“Now let’s review some spells with those new wands!” the dark elven said. We practiced spells for the rest of the class. With my wand, I could perform them with greater power and precision.

At the end of class, everyone felt 10 feet tall. I could take any challenge. The girls were radiating confidence as well. Even bookish Nudea displayed uncharacteristic poise as we strolled into Divination class.

Octavia walked in with her usual commanding grace fitting of an angel, though I noticed a disturbing smile on her flawless complexion. “Good day, class! Congratulations are for crafting your wands. The first great step to becoming full witches and… a wizard is made. Now for the second great step! This class is ready for a Divination Practical Exam, which will be held in 2 days!” She smirked.

Immediately, everyone began to whisper and murmur. The confidence many felt at the end enchantments went up in smoke, and I saw expressions of worry in many students. I turned to Octavia, beholding her perfect angelic features twisted in a predatory grin. I thought of one phrase at that moment, ‘BRING IT ON ANGEL BITCH!’

Classes the next day were canceled for first-semester students so we could study and prepare for Octavia’s practical. The girls went outside and practiced the various uses of the Divination spell. They had no difficulty using Divination. Octavia had trained us to the point where we could perform the magic with a thought.

Practicing the Divination spell was redundant, and we should use the time to practice other spells. Jessica was spiteful, as usual, when I gave advice. However, she considered my recommendation and discussed it with the other girls in what was becoming the norm. I soon heard splashing, crashing, cursing, and commotion from the yard as the girls practiced spells on each other.

I wanted an edge if I was going into a potentially deadly situation. While studying to craft my wand, I did some secondary research into enchanting armor, weapons, and clothes. Professor Lydia indicated I could use the spell to create wands and permanently enchant my combat uniform, armor, and weapons. The dragon’s blood could grant my gear abilities vastly superior to any other weapons or armor, provided they were not enchanted with the dragon’s blood. She insisted I use armor, weapons, and clothing of high quality to guarantee the best outcome.

After breakfast, I gathered all my combat gear, flowers, and dragon blood and went to the basement. A sizeable old cauldron was in the basement corner opposite my workout area. I filled the big cauldron with water and inscribed a pentagram beneath it. I chanted the incantation, and the water boiled. Lydia indicated that I did not need to place my blood on every object. I could put my blood in the water, which would be enough to guarantee the Eternal loyalty of what I enchanted. I added a vial full of dragon blood and the essence of my flower. I then dumped my guns, bullets, armor, underwear, socks, pants, and everything I had on me when I arrived in this fantasy world.

Minutes later, a blinding light emanated from the cauldron, followed by a thick mist. When it cleared, I peered into the cauldron to find my gear resting at the bottom. The second my hand felt the steel of my rifle, I knew I had my edge.

I flicked my wand, causing my gear to fly out of the cauldron and neatly assemble on a sofa. The cauldron was instantly dried, and everything was put back in place. I was getting good with my spells for house cleaning. More often, I used magic to perform my daily tasks. I felt the strain of the spells on my body time as if I were getting an intense workout.

I was getting physically stronger. My muscles and body figure were becoming more defined. I was beginning to understand why all the women in this school possessed the bodies of goddesses.

On the day of the practical, I dawned on my combat gear for the first time since I arrived and received a shock. My gear was as light as a feather. It was loose and tight on my body frame, as if I was wearing nothing. I checked myself in the mirror, discovering that my clothes, armor, and vest hugged my muscular frame like a futuristic form-fitting body suit. This was awesome!

With my rifle on my back, ammunition, and some essential equipment stored in my vest and belt, I strolled downstairs confidently. Octavia instructed us not to dress in school clothes, but she did not say I could not dress in army gear.

Downstairs, everyone had assembled. Jessica was dressed in a white corset, which displayed her large ample breasts, and a brown ankle-length dress I associated with commoners of the 1700s. Misumi was dressed in a white Yukata with patterns depicting red flowers sewn into the silk fabric. Nudea was dressed like a 1900s upper-class lady with a black dress and coat that covered her white blouse. Sadly, her breasts were covered.

As usual, Keliria was dressed like a slut. She had fishnet leggings ending at a pink skirt that was probably a belt that barely covered her big pussy and ample ass. She had a purple tank top which her massive tits threatened to burst out from. She had two black upper arm-length gloves, and her black hair flowed wildly down every crevice of her luscious body.

“Ready for battle? I do not think you need all that stuff,” Jessica scoffed.

“You're right about the battle part, Jessica! Ethan looks deadly in his armor. I cannot wait to see him covered in the blood of his enemies! I think I will have orgasms from the sight!” the succubus purred.

Misumi asked, “Why do you believe your weapons and armor are necessary?”

“On my first day here, I encountered a wendigo. Headmistress Celestia was watching me, but my life was still in danger. I must be prepared for the unexpected, which happens often here!” I quickly answered.

“That is completely understandable. I think…wait a minute,” the ninja witch ran upstairs and returned with a Katana. “Ethan is correct. We should have some form of personal defense,” Misumi acknowledged.

Keliria and Nudea immediately bolted to their rooms and returned with weapons. Nudea clutched a cane, revealing a sword blade hidden inside. “I am a trained fencer. It is a form of sword fighting practiced by commoners of my realm for personal defense, and it's almost a sport.”

Keliria displayed two metal gloves with sharp talons at the fingertips, “These are traditional succubus/incubus battle claws carried for personal defense and a fashion statement!” the seducer boasted.

Jessica was furious at the unfolding situation, but finally, she threw her hands in the air, “Oh Well!” She stomped upstairs, mumbling curses, before returning. In her grasp was a beautifully crafted bow, a quiver of arrows over her shoulder, and a pouch. She stood before us and held her head high, “My father’s family were Yeomen folk of the wood. He was weak in magic, but he imparted his family’s tradition of independence to his children. This included crafting and wielding a bow. I crafted this bow myself, gradually tightening the string over the years until I could draw 100 pounds of pressure. I am deadly accurate as well!”

“My family are descended from Yeoman folk too. We were escaping oppressive monarchs and their endless wars of glory. I trained every day with a smaller weapon similar to my AR-15 until I could shoot the wings of a fly. The old monarchs never wanted us to possess guns because it gave us the power to protect ourselves from their rule, so owning a gun was a symbol of our freedom!” I proudly stated.

“I also have various healing, strength, and mind potions!” the headstrong witch added.

“Those potions might be useful if we got in a pickle!” I admitted.

We arrived at the main gate entrance. Octavia spotted us and exclaimed, “This is an exam, not a battle!”

I was about to respond, except headmistress Celestia cut me off, “Not necessarily! The Knights of the Leonis realm have acted increasingly brazen lately. Our students should exercise greater caution!”

Upon hearing the Headmistress's comment, other groups of witches immediately asked permission to retrieve personal weapons. Celestia gave them permission over Octavia’s objections. Soon, every girl possessed knives, swords, axes, and other casually worn armaments.

“All right, everyone. Line up at the gate. A professor or student teacher will take each group to the location of your practical and monitor your progress. You will all have three days to complete your tasks. You will have all weekend. Do not hesitate to have fun, but remember, ‘Work before Pleasure!’ Now, ladies and gentlemen, please line up,” the headmistress announced.

The groups lined up and were shadow-ported away with a staff member to their practical. When our turn came, Octavia motioned us to her, “I will be administering your practical personally! Everyone take hands, and I will take you to the exam location.”

We did as she instructed, and in a haze of colorful smoke, we found ourselves in the middle of a desert next to a Stonehenge-like structure with a solid orb above it. I realized this must be a portal.

The angelic professor spoke commandingly, “This realm is called Gazar. It is a desolate desert realm of few inhabitants. There is a place called the Pleasure Oasis somewhere in this realm. It is a den of scum and villainy. Your task is to find this lair, win 2000 gold crowns from those criminals, and return here by dusk in 2 days. May the goddess’s blessings be with you.”

Octavia disappeared in a swirling cloud of smoke, and we were alone. “So, we use divination to find the Pleasure Oasis, and then we will travel there,” Jessica stated. She had the right idea, but I suspected this practical was about to get very complicated.

We all reached out with divination. I was amazed by the landscape and the vastness of the realm. Even in this seemingly desolate place, natural wonders existed. Unfortunately, I could not find the Pleasure Oasis. I saw a few villages, but nothing looked like a gambling den.

“Did anyone find anything?” Jessica asked.

“I found a few villages but nothing resembling a gambling den,” Misumi reported.

“Same here!” I answered.

"It's just a bunch of wildlife, plants, and sand,” Keliria said.

“I shifted my focus to the air and found some very expensive-looking airships flying about, so the den of gambling is out there somewhere!” Nudea said.

An idea struck me like an anvil on a wildly coyote’s head, “Nudea, you said there were airships! Expensive-looking airship, right!”

The curly witch glanced at me, “Yes, why?”

“If they're here for the Pleasure Oasis, it is logical these ships are flying to or from the same location. If we can plot their courses and find where they overlap…”

“Then we found the location of Pleasure Oasis!” Nudea exclaimed.

Jessica added, “But we did not find anything with Divination.”

“Like most criminal dens, it is probably hidden from magical sight with cloaking spells,” Misumi stated.

Within a few minutes, we found several dozen airships and followed their paths to where they intersected. Unfortunately, the point of intersection was 50 miles away over rough, uneven terrain. It would take at least several days or more to get there.

“Do you have a speed potion, Jessica?” I asked.

The freckled witch shook her head.

“Dam it!” I murmured.

I surveyed my team. Keliria could fly, but she could not carry all of us. Ideas! I needed ideas! I started randomly thinking about old TV shows or video games from childhood, and then it hit me, “Jessica, can you levitate a slab of stone and for how long?”

She responded awkwardly, “I can lift 800-pound slabs easily and hold them for several hours! Why?”

I smiled broadly, “Keliria carries you. You levitate a piece of stone with us on it, and we ride the stone while Keliria carries you. We stay low to the ground if something happens or you need to rest. I can switch with you if required, but I will not last as long. My earth elemental powers are not as developed as yours.”

Jessica radiated excitement, “Let’s do it!”

A few minutes later, Keliria was in the air, her arms secured around Jessica while she levitated a stone slab. As we raced across the desert, Nudea, Misumi, and I clutched for dear life. I was surprised at how fast Keliria could fly. At our speed, we were leaving a trail of dust.

“At this rate, we should be at the point within several hours,” Nudea yelled over the gush of wind.

We came to a vast plateau hundreds of feet high. Through divination, we saw airships arriving and leaving. This had to be it. “Do you think you can get us up there?”

Keliria grinned, “No problem!”

Jessica nodded, “We must get to the Pleasure Oasis quickly and complete our exam!”

I checked Jessica, noticing her labored breathing, which sparked my concern.

As we ascended to the top of the plateau, I instructed Keliria to stay close to us just in case. Jessica insisted she was fine, but I could tell she was getting exhausted. We were making good pace in our quest, alleviating my concerns until I felt our slab tremble.

“WHATS HAPPENING!” Nudea screamed.

I immediately turned to face Jessica, who I realized was passing out from exhaustion. I pulled out my wand and summoned my Earth elemental magic, taking hold of the slab as Jessica’s grip slipped away. Keliria landed on the floating slab, handing an unconscious Jessica to the waiting arms of Misumi and Nudea. Keliria grasped me in her arms, and we continued.

When we finally reached the summit, I maneuvered the slab onto the ground. Jessica was conscious and drinking a rejuvenation potion. She sent me an approving nod, which I returned.

Once we collected ourselves, we walked to the top of the hill to behold an incredible sight.


Chapter 8

The plateau was indeed an Oasis. Lush vegetation surrounded a city illuminated with flashing lights and marked by tall buildings. I even spotted what I thought resembled a golf course.

Amid our trans, a colossal airship flew overhead. It looked like an old wooden ship of the line, except instead of gunports, it had windows and sails mounted on its sides. I watched as the boat landed in a vast lake before the city and docked among the other anchored vessels.

“We are going to need money. Did anyone think of bringing gold?” Jessica panted.

Everyone, including me, shook our heads

In complete incompetence, I left the ten silver coins in my room!

“Money won’t be a problem!” the purple succubus smirked.

“How!” Jessica groaned.

The succubus waved her wand, and a pile of jewels appeared before us! “I can make a perfect jewel illusion. There are certainly pawn shops to sell jewelry and other valuables for gold crowns. We use a jewel illusion to get gold crowns. Then, we hit the casinos to get our gold. If the shop owners come looking for us, we pay them back with some of our winnings. Demons do tricks like this all the time!”

“Well, any other Ideas?” I asked. Everyone shook their heads. “Let’s get moving.”

I worried my party would stand out because of our weapons and clothing. My fears were dispelled as we walked through the streets. Humans of various sizes and colors swarmed the roads, as did other races, including demons and angels. I guessed everybody needed to sin on occasion. They wore a wide range of garments in multiple colors and patterns. No one stands out in a crowd where everyone stands out, which was the case at Pleasure Oasis.

There were many pawn shops, so I closed my eyes and pointed at one.

Keliria was about to enter when Jessica barred her path, “You cannot go in there. The owners may catch onto the scam if they see a succubus. Ethan has the bearing of a knight. If he steps in and offers those jewels for coppers, compared to what they would be worth if the jewels were real, they may believe they are scamming Ethan.”

Keliria stared at Jessica and grinned, “You're devious!”

I grasped the fake jewels, put on my best frantic expression, and hurried into the shop. The pawn shop had weapons, stones, gems, and other artifacts. My eyes moved to the counter and beheld two hideous beings. They were Goblins and butt ugly as hell. They were green, hunched over, and big-nosed with warts everywhere on their skin. The smell of the two made me want to vomit.

I exhaled and proceeded to the counter. I greeted them with a fake smile and desperation, “Hay, how is it going? Are you interested in buying valuable jewelry? I got some in my hand! See, See! How much can I get for it? You know what? I will make you a deal of 400 gold crowns, and it's yours!”

The two goblins immediately snapped to attention and examined the jewels, then grinned at each other before turning to me with fake sad expressions. The taller one answered me, “Jewels and treasure are a glut in the city market. We cannot give that much, but I can see what we can do if you let me examine the items.”

I was worried they may see through the illusion. However, there was no other way to get the money. I gave the illusion jewels to the two goblins, who immediately examined them. I held my breath for eternity before they finally lifted their ugly heads to meet my gaze. “It is valuable. Regrettably, we already have plenty of jewels of similar value. We can offer you…50 gold crowns. That should be enough to get you back on the tables, and you will not get a better price anywhere else,” the smaller goblin said.

“Deal! You have a Deal!” I said excitedly.

The large goblin asked, “Do you need a document of…”

“No! The gold! Just give me the gold!” I said frantically.

The goblins snickered, “OK.”

They handed over 50 gold pieces, and I used divination to confirm the number and value.

I pick up on their conversation at the door, “What a Doofus! We will get at least 2,000 gold crowns from this piece.”

“Yeah! Hope the moron enjoys his few minutes at the Casino tables before he loses it all again, AHAHAHAH!”

Jokes on you. You ugly bastards!

I exited the shop in a rush and met the girls at the corner.

“Did it work?” Jessica asked. I showed them all the gold, and sighs of relief followed.

“What casino should we go to?” Keliria asked.

“I recommend a mid-rank establishment. They will not care how we are dressed,” Jessica advised.

“Good Idea! We would probably stand out too much in the high-end places,” I responded.

Walking down the main street, I caught Jessica glancing at me. It was not her usual spiteful glair. Her eyes sparkled with appreciation. I smiled, and the redhead blushed before facing forward.

We settled on a casino called the Golden Water Hole. The people coming and going were not lavishly dressed, but they were not filthy.

Upon entering the establishment, I was struck by its similarity to casinos on Earth. They had shops, advertisements for shows, a buffet, what looked like slot machines, and exotic dancers performing on a stage.

A scantily dressed, auburn-haired human waitress greeted us, “Welcome to the Golden Water Hole. Do you have a reservation, or are you just visiting tonight?”

“We are here to gamble and have a good time,” I responded. “Great! All tablets are open. We use golden crowns only. If you decide to stay with us tonight, the Check-in desk is next to our restaurant. We will require you to leave your weapons in the lockers.” She pointed to a double door with the sign ‘weapons lockers.’

“Enjoy yourselves, and do not hesitate to ask for any…assistance,” she said before strolling away, swaying her butt.

We stowed our weapons in the lockers and took our locker keys. We sat down at a table in the restaurant.

“I have 50 gold crowns, so we can each take ten. Octavia taught us how to use Divination to play cards, so we should start with poker and blackjack,” I suggested.

“Let’s meet back at this table in 2 hours,” Jessica stated.

We got up and hit the tables.

Being in the US Army, I played my fair share of card games, including blackjack. I was good, but I wasn’t great!

I sat down at a tablet for a blackjack game. Divination granted me the identity and location of every card on the table. I applied my experience with blackjack on Earth and my skills at decrypting patterns to play the game.

In the first game, I started with two sevens. I waited for several other players to hit before I did. When I chose to shoot, I got another 7-card, which granted me 21 and 5 gold crowns in winnings. I continued using Divination to read the deck and position myself to get the best possible cards.

“You’ve got the Goddess’s blessings, son,” a fat Satyr man dressed in a black suit and cowboy hat said beside me.

“I certainly do!” I responded.

In no time, I accumulated 90 gold crowns. I noticed the dealers were getting a little suspicious of my winning streak, and it was almost time to rendezvous with the girls, so I left the table.

“Leaving so soon? You are on a roll, kid!” The fat satyr man boomed.

“Got several hot dates waiting. Maybe I will get lucky!” I chuckled.

The Satyr laughed, “Maybe you will!”

The girls were already at the table chatting when I returned.

“How are we doing so far?” asked. They all faced me as I sat down.

“I played blackjack. I have made 70 gold crowns thus far,” Nudea said.

“I have about 90 gold crowns,” I added.

“I’ve collected 100 gold crowns pick-pocketing,” Misumi stated. Since we were all stealing from the casino, I had no reason to call Misumi out.

“I used Divination and a glamor spell to give me a winning set each time at the Blackjack tables. I have acquired 130 gold crowns,” Keliria giggled.

“Isn’t that cheating?” Nudea said accusingly.

“We are all technically cheating Nudea,” I said.

Nudea gasped.

“Hey! We need to be careful about winning and stealing gold. The Casino does not mind cheating the guests, but they do not like to be cheated themselves!” I stated.

“We must establish a systematic approach to winning our gold,” Nudea said.

I decided to lay out a plan, “Yes, Misumi and Keliria, I suggest you two try the poker tables. You both have poker faces, and I think your opponents will either be intimidated or mesmerized by your presence. Me and Nudea will…”

Jessica dropped a bag full of gold, which made a smacking sound as she hit the table, “220 gold crowns I won at the slot machines. I got an inside view of the widgets, rigged by the way through Divination, and I used my terra magic to manipulate the gears to get winning combinations.”

I wanted to kiss the redhead witch. Cheating the slot machines would draw less attention and accumulate gold faster. “Can you show how you work them?” I asked.

The curvy redhead smiled, “The Goddess’s chosen Champion wants to learn from me?”

I rolled my eyes, “Yes, I do!”

“Why?” she smirked.

I exhaled, “Because you are beautiful, brilliant, and a good leader when you’re not acting spiteful!”

“Very, very true,” Jessica smiled.  “Now! Ethan, join me at the slot machines. Keliria and Misumi work the poker tables as Ethan advised. Nudea, you should continue working the blackjack tables, but you must display your…assets to keep the pit clerks off your back. We should all go to the casino shops and get better clothing,” Jessica directed.

I could not argue with the redhead. Her recommendations were in step with my thinking.

“Lead the way! Ranger Jessica,” I announced. I noticed the redhead giggle, which made me smile.

We all rose and walked to the casino shopping area, navigating to the casino clothing shop. The girls went ballistic upon entering the clothing shop and beholding the sheer expanse of exotic dresses, jewelry, and shoes. Before I had even considered a tux, Keliria, Jessica, Nudea, and Misumi were headed to the changing room, their arms full of selections.

I turned my attention back to the tuxedos. Various styles were on display. Tuxedos jackets with slits in backs for wings and zippers in pants’ rears for tails were among the choices. Pictures displayed human men of various magical races modeling clothing. I saw pictures of demons, angels, fairies, elves, and even centaurs modeling in different clothing.

I grabbed a tuxedo in the human section and strolled to the changing room. It was a standard black-and-white suit-like earth tuxedo. I peered into a mirror, checking myself out. Initially, I was worried about the clothing price, but my fears were abated by the price tags, which indicated two gold crowns for the tux and matching shoes.

I was surprised it was so cheap, and then I remembered gold crowns were one of the highest-valued currencies in most realms. The fox waitress at the tavern almost cried upon receiving one gold crown. The Pleasure Oasis appeared to be a cross between Canto Bites from Star Wars, Las Vegas, and Nassau when it was a pirate haven in the 1700s.

Since warriors, renegades, pirates, or tourists came here to sell loot and spend gold, this place flowed with millions of gold crowns. The casinos used seemingly cheap hotels with inexpensive shops to draw these ruffians flushed with gold in and high stakes gambling to squeeze every crown out of them.

Stepping out of the changing room, I was greeted with views that took my breath away and nearly caused my growing dick to break out of my pants.

Keliria wore a tight-fitting black and purple fishnet mini dress, making it difficult to determine where her skin stopped and her dress started. She wore dark purple silk underwear and matching high-heeled shoes under the dress. Adorning her body was a necklace of purple and red rubies encased in gold, purple ruby earrings hung from her ears, and gold armlets and bracelets adorned her arms. “Like What you See?” she said provocatively.

“You Know I do!” I chuckled.

Jessica wore a Deep-V dress which displayed her ample cleavage, and dual slits displaying her shapely legs. She embellished her body with bracelets, earrings, a necklace, brown rubies, and gold armlets.

“I was expecting a green dress, but you are just as stunning in brown!” I acknowledged.

“Brown is the color of the soil and the origin of Terra magic,” Jessica said proudly.

Misumi was dressed in a yellow chainmail mini dress, which displayed her petite body. I could make out her underwear under the dress. Like Keliria and Jessica, she was adorned with jewelry of fire gems. I noticed a slight blush and smiled on her usually emotionless face.

Finally, my eyes turned to Nudea, who chose a white V-cut single high-slit dress that splendidly exhibited her large breasts and smooth left thigh. She adorned herself with diamond jewelry embedded in silver chains. Her cheeks were bright red, and she averted her gaze as I stared at her divine body.

Keliria stepped beside the black curly-haired witch, “Do not be shy, Nudea! Ethan loves your choice of dresses. He cannot help but stare because you're so sexy and alluring. Embrace your inner hotness, and Ethan will fuck you like bull-lion!” Keliria smacked Nudea's shapely ass, causing her to jump and squeal.

“Ok, Keliria! That’s enough. We have work to do!” I groaned.

Ethan is right. We have plenty of work to get our 500 gold each and whatever we need to pay our expenses. We’re going to stay two nights, so we need a room. I will check us in and pay for our clothes,” Jessica said.

“Let’s add some travel bags. I don’t want to leave anything behind!” I decided.

“Already did!” Jessica replied.

“Great! Let’s get our stuff, check-in, and return to the gambling tables!” I stated.

We were given a two-bedroom suite with two bathrooms and a living room when we checked in. The rooms looked surprisingly like hotel suites on earth. They had a carpeted floor, pictures portraying tropical scenery, and a sizeable enchanted tablet in front of a couch with advertisements rolling through its screen. Light orbs illuminated everything, just as in Elementia.

My bedroom had a king-size bed, a stocked alcohol bar, and a hot tub next to the bed. I peered into my bathroom and received a great blessing: I had a walk-in shower! I thanked the Goddess for the first time in gratitude for this gift.

I entered the girl’s bedroom after stowing my gear. The room had a double king, and I fantasized about four lovely naked ladies having a pillow fight. A guy could dream!

I went back to the casino and stopped at the buffet. I was starving. In minutes, I grabbed a plate and had a pile of exotic foods, some of which were a mystery to me. At the table, I noticed Keliria and Jessica had equally large amounts of food.

I began thinking about the meals at Elementia and decided to ask, “Hey, I have noticed everyone at Elementia eats a lot of food, but nobody is fat. Everyone at Elementia seems in good physical shape, even the nerds! No offense intended, Nudea.” “None taken,” Nudea replied.

Keliria swallowed her food and replied, “I told you magic exerts a physical toll on the body. Using magic burns body fat better than any exercise. It exerts strain on muscles uniformly across the body. Did you ever feel strained during our mage classes as if you had a workout?”

“Yes, even when we were… sitting down and performing basic elemental magic!” I realized.

“In short, practicing magic is the ultimate beauty treatment, exercise regiment, and life prolonger,” Keliria smirked.

“But you must perform regular physical exercise, stretches, and cardiovascular workouts to maintain normal function. Witches and Wizards who neglect physical workouts can develop low flexibility and circulatory problems, so remember to exercise regularly!” Nudea stated.

We finished our meals, and I joined Jessica at the slot machines. The freckle-faced beauty glowed with pride as she taught her methods of cheating the slot machines. Metal, being of the earth, was subject to the influence of terra magic regardless of its refined state. Jessica stopped the machine at a combination every few turns, giving her a medium amount of gold. She avoided the jackpot combination and switched machines every few turns. She pointed out the best combinations to stop at and how to avoid breaking the machines.

Once I went solo, I accumulated faster than when I was at the tables. Over the next few hours, I won over 800 pieces, well above my required goal. I went back to our table at the restaurant and found Jessica waiting. The rest of Dragon house gradually returned over the following hour, each flushed with gold crowns.

“Those idiots were so busy staring at my boobies they did not realize their cards were bad!” Keliria sniggered.

“I knew when my cards were bad and folded,” Misumi said.

“Our opponents saw your worried and confident face the first few times. Then you flipped your faces, and the idiots folded when they thought you had a flush!” Keliria exclaimed.

I smiled, “It sounds like the two of you had a good time! But did you get all your…”

“I have 634 gold crowns, and Misumi won 689 gold crowns. We are over the goal!” Keliria said.

I looked to Nudea, “I won 723 gold crowns. You were correct about showing my assets. For every 50 gold crowns the house lost to me, they won 300 from the other players. The morons kept looking at me and not at their cards. The floor clerks were content to let me keep playing as long as the house was getting more.”

“We have a day to burn. What should we do!” I asked.

“They have a water park. We could buy bathing suits and have fun at the water park,” Keliria suggested.

The girls began discussing activities for tomorrow. I leaned back and relaxed. Jessica’s green eyes looked over the others until her gaze settled on me. She was glowing. I admired the redhead’s divine beauty when her face suddenly froze in horror. It took me a second to realize it was not me but someone behind me who caused this sudden change. I turned myself around to meet this person.

The man was tall, had blonde hair and a beard, was physically fit, and wore shining armor. However, what identified him was the sigil of the Leonis realm engraved on his armor. He was a Knight of the Leonis realm order!

“Greetings, Patrons and Hosts! I am Master Knight Arnet the Righteous, of the Knights of the Leonis realm, come to bless you all with my righteous presence and patronage. Ah! Ah!” he said to no one in particular.

“Hello Hun! Your usual suite?” a scantily dressed human Hostess asked as she passed.

“Yes! Humble lady! Perhaps you can honor me with your presence in my room tonight?” He inquired.

“Sorry, Hun! I am on the clock! And there are no weapons in the Casino or Hotel. Please turn them in at the weapons lockup,” she pointed at the sign. The knight immediately complied with the hostess. As he proceeded to the weapons lockers, the Hostess made a face of disgust at the knight’s back.

“Girls, we need to get back to our room NOW!” I ordered.

“Why? We have not finished dinner,” Keliria said.

“That’s why!” Misumi answered, pointing to the Knight.

“Back to the room!” I commanded.

Everyone nodded, and we all got to our feet except Jessica, who was in shock. I went to her side and tapped her shoulder. She broke sight of the knight, turning to meet my gaze. I had never seen Jessica like this before. Unlike the usual robust and stern expression, she had a look of pure terror on her face.

I grabbed the witch's arm, pulling her up. “It's OK! I got you!” I said, taking her into my arms and carrying her to our room. The other girls flanked us as we left the casino floor.

Back in our room, I laid Jessica in my bed. “Get her some water. If she is hungry, I will go downstairs and get her more food.” I sat in the living room contemplating my next move when Octavia appeared on the tablet before me.

“Congratulations on finishing the practical in record time. Dragon house is a testament to the magical education Elementia offers,” She smirked.

“That is great, but we have a problem here!” I replied.

“Yes, you do! I did not give you a practical that was hard enough to test your skills. Therefore, your new assignment, in addition to winning the 500 gold, is to lure the Master Knight Arnet the Righteous into a private poker game and leave him penniless in the storm gutter,” the Angelic professor commanded.

I retorted, “Jessica was shocked at the sight of the Knight. She needs…”

“She will be fine after some rest. Inform the rest of your house. You have until 6 pm the day after tomorrow. Good L…Luck!” she said sarcastically.

I almost smashed the tablet with my foot. This was not an ideal situation. I sighed and went to inform the girls of the change.

“This is Neutral ground. The Knights cannot attack us without breaking treaties. It’s all detailed in the Pleasure Oasis Guide. We are safe for now,” Nudea stated.

“So, I, Keliria, Nudea, and you are playing poker tomorrow!” Misumi said.

“All of us! We need six players, and I want to control as much of the board as possible. We need Jessica,” I replied. A sense of gloom hung over us.

“Let her sleep this off and see how she is tomorrow. In the meantime, we can order room service for dinner,” Nudea recommended.

I sighed, “Alright, let’s get cleaned up, fed, and into bed.”

I walked into my room, intent on showering. Jessica was in my bed resting. I gaze upon her perfectly sculpted body. Her large breasts rose and fell with each breath she took. The slits in her dress allowed the ideal view of her smooth-toned freckled thighs. The freckled beauty shifted to her side, causing part of her dress, which covered her freckled butt, to fall aside. I was blessed with a view of her booty covered only partially by a green thong. Jessica was practically a nymph in my eyes, and I wanted to protect her with every ounce of my strength and magical power.

I planned to check how my freckled goddess felt in the morning. I’d not hesitate to call the assignment off if she was not up to the task. No grade was worth risking any of the women of Dragon House.


Chapter 9

I stood atop a hill in the middle of a green field. Before me were masses of people. They stood silent, their eyes fixated on me, waiting for my command. They were dressed in armor and wielding weapons prepared for battle. I raised my hand, baring a sword, and crowds roared approvingly. I then turned, facing an approaching horde as diverse as the one behind me.

I leveled my sword at them, and the masses surged forward, meeting the approaching hoard in a clash of iron.

“What's going on?” I thought to myself. “What am I doing here.”

I jolted to consciousness in a flash. My eyes squinted from the light pouring in from the open window.

“Good morning, sleepy stud!” Keliria cheered as she passed behind the sofa.

“What time is it?” I mumbled.

“It is morning and still early,” Nudea said as she entered the living room, baring a breakfast tray.

“How is Jessica?” I asked groggily.

“She is just fine—better than fine!” the raven-haired beauty said with a big smile. She is determined to take down Arnet!”

“Does she have an insane scheme to get him?” I asked nervously.

Nudea smiled reassuringly, “She is not planning some hair-brained all-or-nothing scheme. She is being very considerate and reasonable. She sent Misumi and Keliria out to find out when Arnet will be at the casino today and how much money he has on hand.”

I sighed in relief and asked, “Why didn’t you wake me up sooner?”

“Because we all need to be at our best tonight when we put Arnet in the poor house!” I turned, facing Jessica, dressed in a bathrobe and carrying a hot, steamy mug.

“Feeling better?” I asked her.

“Very much. Thank you,” the redheaded witch answered as she brought her steamy mug to her lips. “Sorry to give you a scare yesterday. And…thank you, Ethan, for allowing me your room last night.”

“No problem.” I knew there was more to this than she said, but I decided not to delve deeper for now. “You said Misumi and Keliria were out retrieving information on Arnet?”

Nudea smiled reassuringly as she laid the breakfast plate on the coffee table before me. “These casinos have entertainment venues designed to keep loaded guests in the hotel when they are not losing their money at the tables. Arnet probably reserved seats at all the best shows and placed his wealth in the casino volts. That information will be at the front desk.”

I let out a sigh of relief. Knowing those two, Keliria would probably sweet-talk the clerks while Misumi snuck behind the desk to peruse the casino records.

I wolfed down my breakfast, then made a beeline for the shower in my room. I thanked the goddess when hot water droplets hit my face and streamed down my skin. I lost track of time until Keliria came knocking.

“Are you coming out, or do you want me to come in?” the purple succubus cooed. Fuck if I would not mind taking her in the shower, but alas, being in a potentially life-threatening situation was a natural buzz killer for me. All my attention was focused on keeping everyone alive.

“No, I am coming out.” I cut off the shower and grabbed a towel. “And get everyone assembled in the living room!”

“Well… you're no fun today. But I should have expected this, given Jessica did not put out!” she faked a pout. I rolled my eyes as I put my tux back on and came out.

In the living room, everyone was seated on the couch in their dresses from the casino shop. Before continuing with this assignment, I had decided to make an offer to call this thing off.

“Before we proceed, if anyone thinks we should call this assignment off, speak up right now. Do not be shy or afraid. We are taking a big risk, and if anyone feels this is too much for us to handle, you need to speak up.” Everyone remained silent. Keliria casually examined her claws. Misumi remained at attention, though somewhat uninterested. Nudea looked like she wanted to speak up but instead held her tongue and averted her gaze. Jessica was stoic and determined.

“Alright, we are all in!” I sighed. “Keliria! Misumi! What did you find.”

“While Keliria was flirting with the clerks, I stealthily peered through the files for Arnet.” Just as I guessed. “This morning, he is being served breakfast on a naked woman.”

“Wait! He is eating food from a woman’s body seriously?” I gasped.

“Yeah! It is one of the…services the entertainers provide.” Misumi explained.

“OK, continue!” I seriously was going to check out their…services.

“He spends the morning at the pool. Then, he has a seat at the Casino Theater through lunch. In the afternoon, he has a game of stickball.”

I held up my hand, stopping Misumi, “Stickball! What is that?”

“Nobles and the wealthy love to play this game. They walk around a field, hitting a little ball with a stick. The game aims to get the ball in a hole marked by a flag in as few hits as possible.” Misumi relaxed on the couch. “The game is boring! I do not see the point in it.”

So! Golf is a game here. “Keep going,” I said.

“In the evening, he will be at the casino. The hotel staff have everything arranged for him at each place. Food, drinks, whores, and his preferred chairs. The guy is a high roller, spends a lot, and tips big. They cater to him every time he shows up!”

“That is when we make our move. We get him into a private game, then shift the odds against him,” Jessica said.

I considered our plan, “Yes, Keliria can use her charm to keep Arnett lulled while we take his money. What about the staff? Do you think they suspect something if we manipulate the odds against him, Misumi?”

Misumi smiled predatorily. “The staff only cater to him because he is loaded. They do not like him at all. I even found a memo that the man causes a slump in overall profits whenever he shows up. The Leonis knights deter many potential patrons. They would bar him from the casino, but the Pleasure Oasis charter forbids baring patrons from casinos unless they did offense to the establishment.”

“Like…What,” I asked with interest.

“Threatening other patrons with weapons on casino grounds, certain lude acts, or not paying your bills.” That was something to keep in mind.

“We cannot do anything until he gets to the casino this evening. So, can we go to the water park pretty please?” Keliria begged. “I bought us all the cutest bathing suits. I know you will all love them!”

I, Nudea, and Jessica winced.

“Uh…Sure.” I managed to mumble.

Misumi smiled at us reassuringly, “I made sure she bought something you would like.”

The succubus reached inside a shopping bag, pulling out a pair of skin-tight swimming trunks. “This is for you, Ethan. It is purple, black, and white embroidered with little wands,” she said as she thrust the trunks into my hands.

“For you, Nudea, I wanted to see you in black, so I got you this cute single piece that shows off your smooth belly and impressive breasts.” Nudea blushed red as she received her swimsuit.

“Jessica, I wanted to see you in green, so I bought you this green two-piece,” she said as she passed the redheaded fold bathing suit.

“I have this cute dark purple suit that goes great with my skin, and Misumi…has this cute red single piece you will love,” the purple succubus cheered excitedly.

We returned to our bedrooms and changed. My trunks slid on like a glove, hugging my skin comfortably, though I had a sizable bulge in my crotch. I entered the living room as the girls emerged from their room.

Keliria bounced out wearing a dark purple bikini that was practically string, holding scant fabric covering her nipples and pussy. The other girls soon followed her.

Nudea wore a single-piece black bathing suit, which displayed her smooth, firm belly and exquisite cleavage. Misumi wore a red single-piece bikini with a plunging V-neckline, and Jessica wore a two-piece shimmering green bikini.

“Looking good, Stud!” Keliria smiled widely, displaying her pearly white fangs. The others all blushed and adverted their gazes when theirs stopped on my crouch.

“Let’s go get wet!” Keliria cheered.

As the girls turned their backs to leave, my eye went wide when I saw their asses were on full display. Keliria looked back at me and winked her lilac eye.

The casino provided us with a carriage to the water park, dropping us off at the entrance. I was given a stone to call the carriage when we were ready to leave. They also gave us a list of vendors at the park who would sell us food and merchandise at a discount. I suspect those vendors worked for the Casino.

Given everything I had seen, I half expected the water park would resemble one from Earth, but I was pleasantly surprised! It was like a watery palace ripped from ancient Roman fantasy. Slides and swimming pools were built around extravagant stone statue fountains and columns in a style resembling Roman architecture. Statues of mythical, magical, and mundane beasts stood everywhere, spouting water, which people of many ages and races splashed and soaked themselves.

My eyes went wide! The women! Frolicking in the waterfalls and fountains, they were divinely beautiful women! There were human women, but interspersed among them were elves, fairies, beast kin, dwarfs, angels, demons, and various women of other races. It was a glorious sight to behold.

I could only compare this to when I was in the university gym. A dark shadow loomed in my mind as I instinctively braced myself for everything to be ripped away with a few words!

“No one is going to rip you away from paradise this time, my love,” Keliria whispered. She gripped my hand and led me into a waterfall, where the sweet, calm waters washed away the looming darkness in my soul. Nudea, Misumi, and Jessica soon joined us. My eyes darted between the three Wiccan beauties as they soaked in the crystal-clear cool water. Streams flowed down their bodies, highlighting all their features.

“They will all be yours in time,” Keliria whispered. She caressed my earlobe with her forked tongue and pointed her talon finger at one of the vast, lavish water slides, “Let’s go on that slide first!”

“Ok!” I yelled in a daze. The succubus had her seductive factor in overdrive, and I was as high as a bird in the sky.

“Come, Everyone, To the slide!” Keliria cheered as they herded us towards the stairway.

My eyes glued to the girls’ bouncing exposed asses as I ascended the stairway behind them. I had to give Keliria points for her bathing suit choices. When we reached the summit, a park attendant motioned us into the water pool.

“Who wants to go first?” I smiled.

“Jessica and you should go first! They have tubes for two, and you need to break some ice before tonight,” Keliria said, smiling deviously. I met Keliria’s gaze and then shifted my eyes to Jessica, who, to my surprise, was cracking a smile and possessed a touch of cherry red on her freckled cheeks.

Keliria grabbed a tube and pulled me over to the pool, pushing me down onto the tube. “Come on, Jessica…You know you want to!” the purple-skinned succubus purred as she grabbed the redheaded witch by the wrist and guided her into the pool.

“You’re both going to have such a good time,” Keliria laughed as she pushed Jessica down on top of me. I caught the witch settling her perky ass on my lap and her back on my chest. My cock which had pitched a tent in my skin-tight bathing suit. My erection slipped into her butt crack, brushing against the fabric of her thong. The redheaded witch did not seem to mind. I could feel her ass cheeks squeeze around my erect cock. The attendant watching us laughed as he pushed us into the slide.

I wrapped my arms around Jessica’s firm abbs as we descended through the slide, passing through its twists and turns. Her ass bounced on my lap with each sudden drop in the slide. I felt my cock get hard from the unintentional lap action.  We yelled in unison as we splashed into the base pool.

“That was wicked!” Jessica laughed as we found our footing and motioned away from the slide base as the others came down.

We soon laughed and talked excitedly as we rushed to the next slide.  Jessica sat in my lap at each slide we went down, not making any comment about the fact my cock was sticking up her butt. My head was in space every time I went down the water slides.

After going down each water slide three times, we went to the enormous wave pool.

“Nudea! Misumi! Let us go take a dip.” Keliria took their hands and pulled the two beauties into the pool. She glanced at me, winking her eyes and flashing me a grin.

I turned my gaze to Jessica beside me. She was smiling and giggling as the others crashed into the waves. She turned to face me, meeting my gaze with her emerald-green eyes.

“Want to get a drink?” I asked.

“Sure!” Jessica said as she took my hand and led me to a bar. We sat down at a table, and she ordered us drinks.

A busty waitress soon brought us two tropical drinks served in coconut-like shells. When I took my first sip, my mouth was flooded with tangy flavors. I relaxed in my seat, allowing the alcohol to dull my senses. I gazed upon Jessica’s gorgeous body, mentally stripping that glittering green bikini of her body.

I suspected Jessica was doing the same because she kept giggling and smiling at me.

As much as I wanted to remain in the moment, we had a job. I had to understand why Jessica had been so stunned by Arnet’s presence.

My expression became serious as I locked gazes with Jessica. She seemed to read my intentions because she stood up straight in her chair and took on a firm expression.

“Ethan, can we talk!” she asked.

“Sure!” I responded.

We both took a drink before she began. “I am sorry about freezing up back in Casino. It has been six years since I’ve encountered a knight of Leoni's realm.”

“What happened between you and the Leonis realm knights?” I asked.

The freckled witch frowned, “Nudea conveyed her story to you?”

I replied, “Yes, I asked about your story, but…”

She cut me off, “It was my story to tell.”

I nodded.

Jessica sighed, “Six years ago, my father was one of the best animal breeders and groomers in all the realms. He was not as gifted with powerful magic as we are, but he had a connection to elemental magic, allowing him to commune with animals to a degree. His talents were in high demand by Lords and Ladies, some of whom were not wicca-friendly.”

“My father and mother descend from long lines of witches and wizards. They met at a town gathering and courted each other for several years before my father proposed. Their marriage was full of happiness.” Jessica giggle, “My mother, who was part of the matriarchal Wicca faction, even decided to have two boys.”

Jessica inhaled, “One day, he received a summoning from a wicca-hating lord named Guiot the Mighty to become his master of horse and livestock. My father was reluctant at first, not wanting his family in danger. My mother assured him they had nothing to fear. Many Lords were oblivious to the wicca who served them.”

She sipped her drink, “For the first several months, everything was fine until…”

I broke in, “The Knights of the Leonis realm!”

Jessica shivered, “Yes, led by Arnet the Righteous.” I grimaced at his name. “Lord Guiot allowed the Arnet’s gang the run of his castle. Men were beaten, and women were assaulted. We stayed in our cottage most of the time. My mother was not a servant, so she hardly ever went to the castle except when her healing talents were required. One of their numbers fell ill the day before the knights were supposed to leave, and she was summoned.”

“My mother is a lovely witch. The knights certainly noticed while she tended to their ill comrade. She never discussed what they said to her at the castle. I only know what happened afterward.” Tears trickled down Jessica’s freckled face, “Arnet and some of his ilk came to our house and called my mother out to perform the honor of pleasuring righteous Knights in the name of the Light. My father came out demanding they leave. Arnet drew his sword, and my father communed with the horses to attack them. The Knights deduced my father’s machinations and attacked. My father was a strong man and decent fighter, but he was no match for several armored knights.”

Jessica’s face turned gloomy, “They strung his mutilated body up in the village square, declaring him a servant of evil! My mother was tard, feathered, and paraded out of town.”

A smile came to Jessica’s gloomy face. “After the knights left, some villagers and castle servants found my mother, cleaned her up, and reunited me and my siblings with her. They retrieved some of our things and booked our passage to a Wicca-friendly realm.”

The freckled, redheaded witch took a massive gulp of her drink before setting her shell down and leaning back against her chair, “I thought I had come to terms with my father’s death. I have not.”

I caressed Jessica’s cheek with my hand, and she tilted her head into it. I was feeling an infinity of emotions, but there was one thing I was sure of. I was going to take down Arnet the righteous one way or another.

“I thought you hate me!” I chuckled.

“I did hate you at first because I thought you were a knight. I started realizing you were something else when you did not strike anyone for insulting you. Knights are too proud to ignore insults! They would sooner impale transgressors for the slightest disagreement than move on,” she said.

“The Knights have haunted my dreams for years. I am ready to drive them out!” I grinned at Jessica’s determination and initiative. This knight had no idea what was coming.

We headed down to the casino.  Jessica and Keliria worked the slot machines to acquire additional gold for the game. Misumi, Nudea, and I watched for Arnet’s arrival while playing the blackjack tables.

I was beginning to believe our target had left when he finally showed himself. Wearing a white tunic and dress trousers, he emanated opulence and self-importance while descending the stairwell. I remember what Jessica had said about these knights. The knights’ egos were so inflated that they could not turn away from even the most minor slights against them.

I grabbed a glass of red wine from a tray carried by a passing waitress. I walked into the knight’s path, intent on intercepting him. In a split second, our paths crossed, resulting in a slight collision. From my glass, a tiny droplet of red wine splashed on his perfect tunic.

His reaction was immediate. His eyes went wide, and his face flushed red. He faced me with a deathly glare, “You clumsy Oaf have insulted a knight of the divine order of the Leonis realm. What say you, Sir!”

“Uh…What I do?” I lazily responded.

“DO!!! Look here!” Arnet pointed to the small stain on his tunic, “You stained the most sacred cloth of thy order, thus casting the most grievous insult to all knights of the Leonis realm.”

I rolled my eyes, “Send me the cleaning bill then!”

“You…You…F…foul Common trash! No simple payment can repent for this insult. You, sir, have no choice but to face me in a duel to the death!” Arnet proclaimed.

I did not come here for a death match. I just wanted to lure this loser into a poker game. Fortunately, Nudea reviewed the laws of the Pleasure Oasis. No duels to the death were allowed. Grievances by law were settled through gambling. If I kept putting on the dumb act to enrage Arnet, he’d agree to the game without question.

“Excuse me, good sir! Is my husband bothering you?” A sweet but firm voice spoke from behind me. I turned to find Jessica standing in her beautiful brown dress.

Arnet was taken aback for a moment by the gorgeous witch standing in front of me before recovering, “Apologies, my lady! But your husband has insulted my order. Thus, he must face me in a duel of Honor.”

Jessica’s demeanor shifted to concern, “I am sorry for the mishap, good knight, and I understand how important honor is to a man of your stature. However, my husband is pathetic regarding sword fighting and dueling. I cannot, with good conscience, allow him to face you in a duel. Also, such competitions are prohibited in the Pleasure Oasis. Would you be willing to face him in a game of poker? Allow the gods to dispense justice through chance. He will likely lose all his coin to you and face my father's wrath, but he will have me and his life. I beg of you, good sir.”

I sensed Arnet's ego rising and knew he was itching to accept the game.

“PPPPPHHHH…I’ll beat this old goat with my eyes closed,” I jibed.

That must have done it because all of Arnet’s blood went to his face, and he burned with fury. “I am a blessed servant of the gods. Their light always shines upon me in all things. Waitress!!!” he roared, and a scantily dressed elven waitress was immediately beside him. The knight turned to the little elf and commanded, “Miss, I want a private table for…”

“Six Players total. I am sure I can find some individuals who would like to compete,” Jessica said.

“Yes, six players,” Arnet finished.

“Give us 20 minutes, and your table will be ready. Assemble your group at waiting table G at the bar, and a waitress will fetch your group when the private game room is ready,” the elven waitress replied, then scurried off.

“I met some friends at breakfast this morning who might be interested in a game. I will find them. Honey, please stay out of trouble!” Jessica departed to retrieve the rest of Dragon House, leaving me with Arnet the righteous.

I noticed Arnet's eyes locked on Jessica’s perfect ass as she left. I made a sinister grin, “Like my wife’s ass?”

“E…Excuse me!” the knight mumbled.

I chuckled, “I saw how you were looking at her big breasts and well-crafted body. She is a fine one. I could not get her in bed until our wedding night, and DUDE! She was a fucking sex goddess on our first night. I can hardly wait for my other girlfriends to join us for a five sum. But you probably know all about wild orgies. You guys get a lot of women ready to show there…”

Arnet held his nose up, “The Knights of the Leonis realm are chase and pure. We resist temptations of the flesh!”

“Dude, why are you even at Pleasure Oasis? There are women at every corner and bar ready to put out!” I taunted.

“I am here on sabbatical. Given the order's continuous mission of righteousness, we must have rest periods,” he said proudly.

“Basically, after looting and plundering, you need to fence your booty and party!” I exclaimed.

“W…Well…UUUHHH…I…EEEHHH…I…I am here for relaxation!” he struggled to say.

“Well, since you are in this casino, it is safe to say you are succumbing to temptation! You know the old saying. What happens in Pleasure Oasis stays in Pleasure Oasis! Am I Right?” I patted the Knight on the shoulder.

Arnet the righteous looked like a tomato about to explode, “Y…You disgusting, despicable man. How you married such a loving chase woman, I have no idea. Y…You are going to burn in…”

“There you two are. Our game room is nearly ready!” We both shifted our gazes to see Jessica walking up to us.

“Sorry, my lady. I and…What are your names?” Arnet asked.

“I am Lady Faya Sheffield, and this is Lard Sheffield,” my redheaded witch said.

My name is Lard! Well, it was my fault for not choosing my fake name. Arnet seemed to perk up after hearing my phony name. I exhaled and followed Jessica.

At table G, the girls relaxed in their chairs, leisurely sipping alcoholic beverages. Upon seeing the visions of heavenly beauty around the table, Arnet’s red face went even redder. I honestly thought his head was going to burst like a balloon.

Jessica gestured, “Ladies, this is my husband and The Knight Arnet the Righteous. Gentlemen, this lady Leeta of house Scholar.” Nudea extended her hand, and we kissed it.

“I am Aiko!” Misumi said as she got up and bowed.

“I am Allura!” Keliria waved her hand while pushing out her chest.

“Ah…Ah…I…It’s a…P…Pleasure meeting all of…you!” the knight stuttered

“Please follow me. Your table is ready,” a waitress announced. She ushered us into our private room, and we all took a seat.

“Welcome to the Golden Water Hole’s private poker room,” the female dealer announced.

We were given an instruction paper on the rules. The dealer would pass out five cards to each of us. We had the option of exchanging any number of our cards. We could raise bets until we hit the limit, and then we showed our cards. We could fold at any time. Ranking combinations were the same as in earth poker games.

“Do you have any questions?” the dealer asked. Everyone shook their heads. “What is the betting limit?” she asked.

Jessica immediately answered, “500 gold crowns.”

We decided to start low because we had no idea how much gold Arnet possessed, and we only had 4000 gold crowns between us. With divination revealing all the cards, I was confident we could slowly drain Arnet of gold.

First, I received a three-of-a-kind, and Arnet had two pairs. Several of the girls had a single pair and decided to fold. I continued to raise the bet until we reached the limit. Arnet exchanged a card, but his hand remained the same. I won the first round.

We continued in silence for a while. Whenever Arnet had good cards, we folded. When his cards were terrible, we pushed him to the limit. Keliria flirted with the knight periodically to keep him distracted.

Over the next hour, we milked gold from Arnet, building our hordes, until Keliria suddenly deviated from our strategy. The limit was up to 2000 gold crowns, and I did not want anyone except Arnet to go bankrupt. She had no combinations but continued to up her bet until we showed our cards, “Well, Fu wee! I cannot obtain more gold until tomorrow, so I am out. It was good to play with all of you. Especially you, Noble sir!” the succubus purred as she caressed Arnet.

“Ah…Ah…My dear Allura, perhaps I…I could lend you some gold,” the knight stuttered.

“REALLY! Thank you, sweety,” the succubus kissed Arnet’s cheek, causing him to blush red.

I wanted to rip his head off! But my killer impulse was suppressed by the realization that Keliria had hit on a faster way of milking gold from the Knight. I looked at the other girls and recognized from their expressions they had caught on to what Keliria was doing. Keliria received 4000 gold crowns from Arnet, and the game continued.

Over the next few hours, Arnet suffered net losses of gold crowns. Because our succubus had him wrapped around her seductive fingers, he did not seem to realize he was losing almost every round. We folded, denying him a big win even when his cards were good. The dealer administering the game did not notice we were cheating Arnet or did not care!

Arnet had calmed from our altercation and acted more socially, indicating he was open to discussion. I wondered what Arnet knew about the broader realms and the conflicts between Wicca and the knights. I had not asked Celestia or the other students and teachers because I did not trust them to tell me the entire truth.

“Sir Arnet, you have traveled throughout the realms?” I asked.

Keliria was caressing his cheek. He managed to collect himself and respond, “Oh yes! I have traveled with the Knight of the Leonis realm since I was a squire! There are many realms and conflicts to fight.”

“Conflicts? What kind of conflicts?” I asked.

“Most are the conflicts between rival countries and monarchs. The queens seem especially prone to wage war! Given their women, I guess the queens believe they must prove their martial abilities to the kings. Practitioners of dark arts are always trying to seize a kingdom or conquer realms. The dark witches of the Wicca orders have been major targets of our ongoing crusades as of late,” he answered.

“Practitioners of the dark arts? What classifies as a dark arts practitioner,” I inquired.

“Well, the most serious dark arts practitioners are distorted and corrupted to the point they do not look human anymore. They are hideous. However, increasingly, the order suspects the witches of the Wicca orders of using their magic for nefarious purposes. We have interrogated many suspected witches and executed quite a few,” he responded.

We reached the betting limit of 10,000 gold crowns. Arnet had two pairs, but Jessica had four of a kind, winning the 28,000 gold crowns on the table.

“What constitutes evidence of nefarious witchcraft?” I asked as the dealer dealt us new cards.

“Well, the obvious things for dark witches are inhuman appearance, states of living decay, and a putrid smell. However, for those evil witches who use elemental magic, we must be more flexible in our approach to righteous justice,” he explained.

“You mean torturing some unfortunate woman or man until they confess because someone claimed they were evil witches with flimsy evidence. Then forcing the locals to pay extortionist sums for your…services?” I questioned.

Arnet sweated a little from my inquiring. “You should talk to a witch hunter. Witch hunting is within the sphere of the Witch Hunter’s guild.”

I shook my head. All the power and wisdom of many realms, and Arnet was still an ignorant moron. “So, what kind of quest is your order occupied with now?”

I absent-mindedly asked. I received three of a kind, but Arnet had a flush, so I folded.

Arnet perked up when asked this new line of questions. “Ah, my noble order quests. I am sure you all heard about the Wicca summoning at Elementia. The ceremony only occurs once every 700 years since the first age!” he said excitedly.

My interest was piqued, “Who…Has not heard of the Wicca ceremony!”

“Of course! Normally, the Wicca have a great celebration to showcase their new champion. But for this summoning, there was no big announcement or celebration. Elementia has been very silent concerning the new Champion,” the knight stated.

“Maybe she is butt ugly!” I suggested.

“AH…AH…AH…Y…Yes, that could be the truth,” the knight laughed. “However, for some reason, the Priesthood of the Light has issued commandments to the knight orders for the identification, capture, and execution of this new champion! They have never worried about the Wicca champions before. The past champions were powerful and became formidable witches but hardly threats to the Light.”

Jessica squeezed my hand, and her face edged with worry. The others also expressed concern.

“Is there a reward?” Jessica asked.

“A king’s ransom! Ten million gold crowns!” Arnet exclaimed.

“No one has managed to collect yet?” Jessica inquired.

“No one can get into Elementia, and no information is coming out. Headmistress Celestia Vexx has closed all the doors in and out of the academy,” Arnet said.

“What about the servants?” Nudea asked.

“The servants all signed magical contracts, preventing them from discussing the happenings within Elementia with outsiders. The contracts are so powerful not even the strongest truth potions can force information from them,” Arnet answered.

“Miss Misumi has a straight. She wins,” the dealer said, giving her 23000 gold crowns.

As Keliria caressed his face, Arnet said, “Well, my luck has to change sooner or…”

“I am sorry, Sir Arnet. The gold you had on deposit with the casino was used up. Your balance is zero. If you cannot provide funds, I am afraid you will need to leave the table,” the Dealer said to Arnet.

“Too bad, sweety. I hope to play with you again,” Keliria purred.

Arnet blushed and reached into his tunic, “This is the deed to my skyship. It is worth at least 20,000 gold.” The dealer immediately cashed the deed and handed Arnet his chips.

The dealer dealt the cards, and everyone froze. Arnet had a straight flush! Nudea and Misumi folded immediately. Jessica hesitated for a moment but decided to fold, as did Keliria.

“I guess it’s you and me,” Arnet sneered. Usually, I would have folded, but a familiar presence pushed me on. “Raise!” The girls stared at me in disbelief.

Jessica whispered, “Ethan! he has a straight flush!”

We continued to raise the bet. I exchanged three cards, and Arnet held his. The bets continued to mount as our war of wills raged.

Finally, we reached the bet limit of 20,000 gold crowns. Arnet showed his cards. “Strait flush,” the Knight laughs triumphantly. The girls sighed in disappointment as Arnet reached out to claim his winnings.

I quickly stood up, gripping his outstretched hands. With my free hand, I slammed my cards in front of him, “Royal Flush.”

Arnet stared in disbelief, and the girls were equally amazed.

“You insolent rodent! I demand a judge examine this game. This miscreant cheated!” the knight shouted.

A casino representative who had come to observe the match when our bets went above 2000 gold crowns stepped in, “I have observed the game. No extra cards were used, and no cheating was observed! Sir Arnet, please come with me. You have accounts to settle.” The black-suited human summoned two orc guards who dragged Arnet, kicking and screaming away.

The casino representative turned to me and said, “I gathered your winnings in this chest.” He motioned to the large chest next to him and said, “Over 200,000 gold crowns! I assumed you were all together, so I included all your winnings in this chest. And would you like the deed to his sky ship or the gold equivalent?”

We needed a quick escape, and an airship fit the bill. “We will take the ship,” I responded.

He handed me the deed and continued, “The White Wings is berthed at the port lake. We will send a message to the port authorities alerting them that ownership of the vessel has changed.” He presented me with a tablet, and I pressed my finger on the surface to transfer ownership. “I have already settled your party's accounts with the casino. Please give Celestia Vexx our sincerest regards.”


Chapter 10

“They knew we were using magic to cheat the tables!” I realized. My thoughts moved to Arnet. Suppose Celestia had been associated with this casino. In that case, the staff may have alerted her of Arnet’s arrival beforehand, which meant our encounter with the knight had not happened by chance.

“Excuse me!” I exclaimed. 

The representative looked at me.

“This will cover whatever Arnet owes.” I handed the man a sack of 1,000 gold crowns.

He smiled, “Thank you for settling his accounts. However, Sir Arnet will be removed from our establishment for the commotion.”

“Wait…Strip him off his clothes and throw him in a gutter on the street, preferably one with plenty of filthy water,” I requested.

He smiled and nodded, then left the room. I turned to our scantily dressed female dealer and said, “For a good game.” I passed her a sack of 300 gold crowns. She could barely contain her excitement. “Thank you, good sir!”

I turned to the girls, “We fulfilled this assignment! Let’s take the skyship and get out of dodge.”

Keliria countered, “Why do we need to leave? We still have a day to burn.”

“Ethan is right!” Jessica said, “There are probably more knights of the Leonis realm in the city. We must depart now before Arnet can organize them!”

I threw caution to the wind and used the levitation spell on the chest to bring it with us.

We hurried to our room, changed into our original clothes, pact our new garments, and dashed downstairs to retrieve our weapons.

At the weapons lockers, we met the casino rep., “I have arranged a carriage for your transportation to the port. It is outside waiting for you.” I was about to tip him, but to my surprise, he declined, “You have already paid the Casino its due. A room will be available if you are in our city again.”

I nodded in appreciation. We retrieved our weapons and got into the carriage. The journey to the port was smooth and swift.

The port appeared to be a cross between an airport and a seaport. There were docks and loading stations, baggage collection stations, and security checkpoints. I was worried we would need passports. However, when I showed a desk clerk the deed to the White Wings, and she directed us to the private docking stations.

I paid the clerks the 100-gold docking fee at the lobby for the private docks, and they guided us to the ship.

When I first saw the White Wing, it was like something out of a fairy tale. The ship's wood was polished white, and the sails seemed to be made of bird feathers.

Upon closer inspection, I noticed the unique design features—Sail masts and rigging protruding from the ship's sides. The steer bridge was mounted in the front of the boat instead of the rear. Below the water line, I saw barrels secured to the hull. I suspected whatever was in those barrels allowed the ship to fly. Walking to the rear, I noticed what looked like dual rocket engines mounted in the rear.

The clerk directed us to the gangway, and we all gathered on the deck. “So, does anyone know how to fly this thing?” I asked. Everyone stared curiously at me.

“You don’t?” Jessica frowned.

“I grew up in the mountains. The flying machines my people have require years of training to operate,” I stated.

“My family were animal breeders and groomers,” Jessica said.

“I was trained as a shinobi, not as a sky sailor,” Misumi admitted.

“I have read a book about sky sailing,” Nudea added.

I looked to Keliria, “I rode on a skyship several times when I was little. My mom and dad always had a thing for Fu…”

“Stop right there, Keliria! We don’t need to hear the rest!” Jessica exclaimed.

This wasn't good! None of us understood how to operate this ship. For all I knew, a gang of armored knights was coming here.

“Who are you bloaks?” An Ausie-accented voice yelled from behind us.

I whirled around to the source of the voice and beheld yet another vision of otherworldly beauty. She had shiny, curly strawberry hair that fell to her waist. On her head were a pair of pointed dog ears. On her perfect face were hazel almond eyes and a pointed human nose. She wore a skintight blue, red, and silver body suit, unzipped down to her belly button, granting a magnificent view of her massive cleavage, but as my eyes traveled down, her muscular abs realization hit me! This creature had two additional sets of breasts underneath her first pair. I was feeling lightheaded!

“She is a Sildo!” Nudea said in realization.

The dog demi-human immediately replied, “Hey, I am asking the question. Aye! Now! Who are you, bloaks? This ship and everything on it belong to Master Arnet! Unless you all have business or written work order from Arnet, get off!”

I stepped forward and informed the Sildo, “Master Arnet lost all his money and possessions, including this ship, to us in a poker game.” I stuck out the deed to the White Wings. “I am the new owner!”

She looked at us quizzically for a moment, then burst out laughing, “I always knew thy hypocritical asshole Arnet would lose his shirt gambling someday. Damn glad I saw it. I’m Silvana, by the way, your slave.”

“Slave!” I choked.

“Yes, I am a slave who is a mechanic, navigator, carpenter, part-time inventor, blacksmith, and well! I am a lot of things!” she boasted.

“You’re a slave, and I am your owner!” I gasped.

“Um! That's what she said, Ethan!” Misumi stated.

Ok! I had to do something about this. “Arnet got his naked ass thrown in a sewage gutter after losing everything! He probably has his knight buddies looking for us right now! We need to get out of here pronto! At this moment, I set you free, and I will give you the ship if you can get us back to the portal and onward to Elementia! Do we have a deal?”

The dog woman stared at me in disbelief, then she turned to the girls, “Is this guy shitting me? or is this for real?”

They all enthusiastically nodded, and Jessica replied, “I can make a magically binding vow if you want.”

“Can’t do it! I am a magically bound slave. I cannot make contracts. I have to take your word!” Silvana declared.

“You have my word!” I stated.

She smiled, showing her pearl-white fangs, and winked at me, then headed for the front of the ship. I took a second to admire her wide hips and shapely ass with her cute strawberry-haired tail swaying behind her.

“Hey! What do you want us to do!” Nudea called.

“Just sit back and enjoy the ride!” Silvana responded. I looked at the girls, and we stared at each other for a minute.

“Let’s go explore the ship!” Keliria blurted.

Under our feet, the ship rumbled, and I noticed it was climbing into the air. Silvana ran around at breakneck speed, untying mooring ropes, raising sails, and adjusting various lines.

“She has everything covered; let’s go…” Keliria tugged at me to follow her.

Keliria led us into the captain’s quarters. The room was lavishly decorated with stylish white curtains emblazoned with the white rose. Sets of knight’s armor were set up on dummies. Racks of weapons ranging from axes to swords lined the right wall. This was the dwelling of a knight.

“Hey everyone, I found a secret door!” Keliria said excitedly.

Nudea glanced at a book she found. Jessica turned from a display case, and Misumi returned a sword she was studying to the arms rack.

“You’ll not believe this!” Keliria exclaimed.

We all rushed past the secret door to see this surprise. The hidden room contained rows of dresses, women’s underwear, and high-heeled shoes. At the center was a makeup table with a mirror. Erotic portraits of men hung all along the walls.

“Arnet the righteous has a dirty little secret!” the succubus giggled.

“Keliria! If this guy favored other men, then…how could you seduce him at the poker game?” I stuttered.

She smiled sinisterly, “Bisexuality is the norm among succubi and incubi, remember? I can get a rise out of anyone regardless of their sexual orientation. For example…” The eyes of the succubus locked on Nudea.

The curly black-haired witch’s eyes widened, “No Keliria, don’t you da…re…Uh Uh…I…I…hate…you!” Keliria glided over to Nudea, taking the bookish witch into her arms. In an instant, Nudea tightly gripped the purple succubus and frantically kissed her, “I really…Uh…really…hate you, Keliria!”

“I know…,” the succubus purred between their lovemaking.

I was loving this. But tragically, good things must come to an end.

“KELIRIA! STOP!!!” Jessica shouted!

Keliria immediately broke away from her victim, looking lustrous and sexy. Nudea, on the other, was anxious and sweating.

“We have more of the ship to look over. If Arnet is going to attack us, we need to be ready,” Misumi asserted.

“Misumi is right. We should take stock of the cargo and weapons in this tub. If Arnet is pissed at us, he will try to intercept us before we reach the gateway!” I said with certainty.

My military intuition sparked! What weapons did this ship have? What kind of ship would Arnet and his knights chase us in? What would be their method of attack? They may not have warlocks or wizards, but the order had access to magical weapons, devices, and creatures.

“Jessica, go top side and talk to Silvana. Ask her what kind of ships and creatures the Knights of the Leonis realm might use to attack us. Misumi, look through Arnet’s weapons. We will need crossbows, swords, and shields to repel borders. Nudea, look through the books and anything concerning the Knights’ Air capabilities and attack methods. They must have some manual on air combat! I will check the cargo hold. Keliria looked through Arnet’s secret room. You might find something we can use.” I commanded.

They looked at me, and for a second, I thought one of them would say Who put you in charge? “Ethan is the only trained soldier among us! I will submit to your leadership, Ethan,” Misumi acknowledged. The other girls voiced approval and immediately went about their tasks.

Looking through the cargo hold, I found various containers packed with treasure, trinkets, wines, and fabrics. There were several barrels of olive oil. In potions, I transfigured an oily substance into napalm. I figured I could do the same here. I half-hoped to find a cannon but only found ballistae and several strange steampunk-looking gun weapons. I decided to go topside and find Nudea and Silvana. They could tell me what these guns were.

On the deck, the airship was high in the sky, and the view took my breath away. I went over to the railing to peer over the ship’s side. The city was beneath us, and I could see the surrounding fields and forests on the plateau. Beyond me, I could see the vast expanse of desert burned by the double suns. I never in my wildest dreams imagined such a view!

For an instant, I considered what I would do at the end of the semester. If I stayed in Elementia, this was only the first of the many wonders in the broader realms I could experience. It was not like I had anything to return. The Colleges and Universities back on earth did not compare to Elementia, and I was learning many incredible things. Dad said I was going to leave someday to do something extraordinary. Was this it?

I suddenly snapped out of my thoughts and returned to task. At the bow of the airship was the ship’s bridge. I entered the bridge, finding Jessica next to Silvana, who was telling them about the Knights. “The Knights of the Leonis realm are very well armed. They have no permanent base. Instead, they operate several giant airships of the line, which serve as their mobile bases. Their ships are armed with mana canons and ballistae.”

“Those long tube weapons. Those are mana guns?” I inquired.

Silvana glanced at me, nodded, and continued, “If the knights attack, they will likely try to take the ship. They will come alongside, secure the ship with grappling hooks, and board by swinging over with ropes from the mast. I have modified this ship with large sildo rockets, which can give us a speed boost for a few minutes. Unfortunately, my former master, in his infallible wisdom, did not think Sildo propulsion was worth further investment.”

“Can we use the rockets to reach the portal gate faster?” Jessica asked.

“I would not recommend using them unless we need to put some distance between us and our pursuers fast,” Silvana replied.

“Those Mana guns in the hold. Could we use them to fire at our pursuers?” I questioned.

Silvana looked at me matter-of-factly, “That would be the best way to guarantee they will annihilate us! The best you can do is use anti-personnel weapons to eliminate individual knights. They won't use their mana guns to destroy us as long as they think they can take the White Wings.”

Jessica continued questioning, “What kind of defense do they have on their ships?”

Silvana answered, “Magical shields to protect against magical and material attacks, thick oak sides to protect against arrows and harpoons, and antifire spells to protect the hull, though I have heard the crew saying their fireproofing spells are of questionable value.”

I changed the subject by asking, “When will we reach the portal gate?”

She motioned us to a table near the bridge containing a holographic area map. She pointed to a raised area with clusters of buildings, “This is the Pleasure Oasis. The orb to the northwest is our target portal gate. It will transport us directly to a Staricia Imperial realm. We are moving at 30 km per hour. Reaching the gate should take about an hour and a half.” The strawberry-haired woman pulled out and unfurled a map that projected a holographic diagram of what I realized were gate portals. “

“Luckily, Staricia is a hub realm where many gate portal routes converge, so we won’t need to pass through too many realms getting there,” the dog woman informed us. Silvana pulled another scroll out and unfolded it, causing a holographic image of a ship resembling an old wooden ship of the line to appear, “This is the vessel that will pursue us. They will probably use their rockets to catch up with us. We need to hold them off until we get to the gate. These bastards are brave, but they will soil themselves if they get transported to the Staricia Empire."

I looked at Jessica and ordered, “Come with me to the cargo hold. I want to bring barrels of olive oil to the deck and transfigure them to napalm. We could use it against the knights.”

The redheaded witch grinned, “Napalm would be a very unfortunate surprise for the knights!”

I smirked, “It would be a nightmare!”

We levitated the four olive oil barrels to the deck. Jessica inscribed a pentagram and placed the first barrel on it for transformation. Casting a spell on the barrels of olive oil was substantially more taxing than on the beaker, but I managed. “Do not overexert yourself like I did. We have a battle to fight and…We need you,” Jessica said.

“Don’t worry. I’ll be ready,” I responded. Jessica approached me, pressing her lips against mine. Her soft hand caressed my face when she pulled away, and she seemed to glow. We held each other’s gaze.

“We should meet up with others!” Jessica giggled. I smiled and took her hand.

In the captain’s cabin, everyone assembled. “We have plenty of weapons to use. I have already loaded crossbows and placed them on the main deck,” Misumi informed us.

“I found some ledgers describing payments for male and female wicca prisoners ages 18 to 22 from an unknown buyer,” Nudea grimaced.

“Are you saying the knights have been selling captives?” I inquired.

“It seems so! We need to get this back to Celestia. Something terrible is happening!” the bookish witch said with fear in her soft voice.

I turned to the others, “This ship has a wealth of information on the Knights of the Leonis realm. We must...”

I was cut off when my senses pinged. Over the last several weeks, I developed the ability to use divination mentally without chanting the spell. It became like a Spidey sense alerting me of imminent threats, and it was blaring like a bullhorn now!

“Everyone to the main deck,” I yelled.

Up on deck, we spotted the danger. Thirty knights riding on Pegasus were closing on us. I immediately unswung my AR-15 from my shoulder, bringing the rifle to the firing position. I got the most distant mount in my sights and was about to pull the trigger when I heard Jessica scream, “ETHAN!!! Please…Please do not kill the Pegasus. They are innocent creatures!”

I lowered my rifle and turned to the weeping witch. “It is OK! I’m targeting the knights, and this rifle is enchanted with dragon blood. It never misses its mark!” I assured my gorgeous redhead. I made a reassuring smile to calm her down. I was going to shoot the flying horses because they were bigger targets and, therefore, easier to hit. But how could I say that to a divinely gorgeous witch?

I turned back and raised my rifle again, bringing the most distant knight into sight. His armor glimmered like moonlight on the water. His sword was pointed at our ship, challenging us to fight. He grinned and shouted, “Thou hast dishonored our master knight Arnet the righteous this day. Thou deceitful evil doers shall feel the divine justice of the knights of the…”

He did not have a chance to finish his speech because a bullet caught him right between the eyes and blew through the back of his head. His body went limp, and his head and arms started dangling around as his Pegasus flew towards us.

I zeroed in on the next knight and began picking them off one after another. Thirty Pegasus were flying just behind our airship in minutes with cold, dead knights flaying around on their saddles.

Jessica came up next to me as I lowered my weapon. She took my hand and looked fondly at me with sparkling emerald green eyes. “Thank you, Ethan!”

I caressed her cheek, “No problem!” My redheaded witch looked at the winged horses and made an Inhuman sound. The Pegasus immediately began moving behind our ship. They lined up in two lines to follow our vessel.

I looked at Jessica in amazement, “How…How did you do that!”

She smirked, “It was a gift from my father. He could commune with animals, remember? He passed on that gift to me!” I smiled in amazement.

My wonder of Jessica’s ability was broken by a massive object approaching us fast.

“It’s the Enduring Holiness, one of the order's primary ships of the line,” Silvana yelled from the bridge. As the behemoth approached, I noticed the twin jet streams of the Sildo rockets trailing lines of white steam behind the ship. “Everyone front and center, we are about to be in a fight!” I shouted.

Soon, Keliria, with her battle claws, and Misumi, with her katana in hand, were next to me. I looked to Jessica, “Get up on the rear castle of the ship and try to pick them off as they board.”

“Everyone, drink one of these. They're rejuvenation potions!” Jessica passed out bottles containing green liquid before taking her position with a bow and arrow. I was reluctant at first but decided to go for it. It tasted like mint, and I soon felt a million bucks better.

“Thank you, Jessica,” we all said in unison.

The behemoth war vessel maneuvered next to us, and harpoons slammed into the side of our hull. They shifted their vessel so their main deck was level with ours. I first saw the boarding crew, and the sight took me aback. They looked less like a professional fighting force, which I was expecting, and more like a bunch of drunk frat boys from Animal House. I spotted the ropes dangling from the rigging and realized they were getting ready to swing over.

There had to be at least 100 hundred men on the deck. I began sweating and felt a sliver of panic. “IDEAS! I need ideas!” I thought. Then it hit me! We were in the air and could move in all directions, and the harpoon lines were loose, so we could still maneuver! “Silvana, on my signal, move the ship up as fast and far as you can,” I yelled.

“Got it, Say NOW to signal me,” she responded.

“I heard you!” I replied.

The boarders lined up on the ship side, ready to swing over with their weapons secured on their waists. I even saw a guy with a knife in his teeth. They got up to the ready, and I identified the foot motions of looming jumps.

“Silvana NOW!” I shouted at the top of my lungs. We felt the ship's sudden acceleration. Some of the boarders recognized what was happening and stopped themselves just before jumping, but for most, it was too late.

They swung toward our ship, and some screamed in terror from what they knew was about to happen. A few died when crossbow arrows we fired hit them. The White Wing’s hull echoed with thumps as the boarders smashed into the wooden side. Many lost their grips on their lines, falling to grizzly fates on the desert floor! Some managed to grip the hull and climb up.

Jessica quickly reached the railing, picking off survivors with her arrows. As her arrows killed their intended targets, they instantly disappeared and reappeared in her quiver. Misumi, Keliria, and Nudea took position along the railing to kill any of our would-be attackers as they climbed over the fence.

To my surprise, Nudea killed two of the boarders with well-practiced thrusts of her sword through their eyes, Misumi cut the heads off several attackers with her katana, and Keliria took off the faces of the boarders with her razor-sharp battle claws.

In contrast to the precise actions of the others, the succubus attacked with the furry of a wild animal. She snarled at a boarder displaying her fangs before slashing his lips, nose, and part of his left eye off and sending the bastard screaming to his death. She turned to me, grinning from ear to ear, exhibiting her pearl-white teeth. Blood smeared her already torn school uniform. Her breasts were exposed entirely, with blood splattered on them and streaming down her abdomen. I wanted to fuck her on the spot, but the noise of a struggling boarder diverted my attention. It was the guy with the knife clenched in his teeth. Pissed that he broke me from the hellish vision of exquisiteness that could have given me the most enormous boner ever, I smashed his face with my foot and sent him to the sands far below.

I turned back to Keliria, finding her face in front of my own. She wrapped her bloody hands around my neck and pulled our lips together in a kiss. “When…we get back to Elementia…I want you to ravage me all night!” she gasped.

“Whatever you want you get!” I grinned.

The girls finished off the remaining boarders. I looked at the gore on the deck in satisfaction. The knights had rushed to attack us, thinking it would be a cakewalk walk, and they were paying for it.

“I will sever those boarding ropes with my fire blade wave. Nudea, use your lightning strike spell to break those mooring lines,” Misumi told Nudea.

The curly witch rose her wand and cast a fierce lightning bolt at the lines, breaking them, while Misumi hurled blades of fire at the swinging ropes, cutting them. I smiled. The girls were showing initiative. Without the ropes, the knights could not send another wave of boarders. And without the mooring lines, we could maneuver away from them.

The crew of Enduring Holiness were stumped for the longest time as the realization of their failure took hold. Soon enough, however, they were preparing for another round of fighting. For an instant, I thought they were going to swing over another wave of boarders until I spotted the small boat-like craft on their deck. The boats resemble old-fashioned launches crossed with magical steampunk tech. Underneath, I noticed rocket boosters like the rockets on the rear of our ship. “This is bad! They’re going to use those sky-skimmers to ferry Knights and men over,” Jessica yelled.

I immediately responded, “Then we need to destroy them! Nudea fire a lightning spell at tho…”

“NO!!!” Silvana screamed. “If you use attack spells like that, they will use mana cannons.”

“We can use the jinx spells Lydia has taught us!” Nudea suggested.

Four skimmers maneuvered over our deck, each containing six fully armored Knights weapons at the ready. I pointed my wand at the rear engine of the first skimmer and muttered, “Affligo!” Nothing happened.

“They have magic shielding!” Nudea exclaimed.

The first skimmer landed on our deck, and the first knight to step out was Arnet the righteous, “Well, Lard, if that is even your real name.  Thy obscene deception is over.  Cavorting with foul witches, using dark magical tricks to swindle righteous men of their wealth, and acting as a pompous moron to noblemen.  Thy crimes deserve the righteous furry of the…” He was cut off when one of his companions stumbled into him as he exited the skimmer. I glanced at the other knights, and it dawned on me.

Either they were drunk or had terrible hangovers. They were probably in the middle of drinking binges when Arnet drafted them on his latest quest.

I looked to the girls, but they needed no commands. Already, they were taking advantage of the knights's weakness. Nudea and Misumi were thrusting their swords through the knights’ vision slots. I turned to Keliria. Two knights she was attacking were too busy gawking at her massive blood-stained breasts to realize they were about to lose their faces to her battle claws.

Arnet was still on the ground, trying to get a drunken knight off himself. I looked up at the other three skimmers and made a decision. I unslung AR-15 and took aim. I didn’t know if what I was aiming at was a critical system, though I was counting on my enchanted bullets to find their marks. I took a shot.

The skimmer suddenly began to spin out of control. It slammed into the skimmer next to it, and both careened into the side of the Enduring Holiness before falling to the desert below, taking their entire loads of knights with them. The last skimmer aborted its landing and returned to their behemoth skyship.

Arnet finally got up, assuming his fighting stance, “Thou villain is no match for a righteous knight and his gallant band.”

I rolled my eyes and pointed behind him, “What band?” The knight turned around, and his face went white. Two of his party were lying dead on the deck, and blood flowed out of their helmets where Nudea and Misumi thrust the ends of their swords. One knight lay dead with his face wholly mauled, while Keliria was on all fours over another knight, chewing on what was left of his face. A knight at Arnet’s feet was passed out drunk, and the sky skimmer pilot was crouched down with Jessica standing over him, arrow drawn.

He turned back to me. In his eyes, he realized that he had lost. I thought for a moment he would go down fighting, but instead, he dropped his sword and raised his hands. I looked around, and all the girls looked back at me, grinning.

“I hope you bloaks enjoyed yourselves because things are about to get lethal!” Silvana shouted from the bridge. “They're arming Mana cannons. The knights know they cannot take this ship, so they’ll blow it up!”

Shit! The portal was in sight, but we were still far away, and I spotted gun ports on Enduring Holiness opening. Ideas! I needed Ideas. What did we have…NAPALM!

“Girls! get the barrels of Napalm and load them on the skimmer!” I commanded. I pulled out my wand and pointed it at Arnet. “Take your helmet off!” I commanded. He reluctantly complied and dropped the helm on the deck. “Dormientibus,” I chant, and Arnet fell to the deck fast asleep.

I turned to the captured pilot. I was surprised at how young he looked. He had to be at least fifteen or sixteen years old, and he was chained to his skimmer, “Pilot, who are you, and why are you chained to this skimmer?”

He looked at me with a face full of hopelessness, “M…My name is Klaus Fogel, and I am from Illealyn's r-r-realm. I…I was working as a messenger pilot at the Frouburg docks when these knights conscripted me for their divine quest.”

I did not bother to ask what the ‘divine quest was.’ I got to the point, “Did you willingly join these Idiots?” It was evident from the chain that he did not, but I still felt compelled to ask.

“W…What? No! I had a comfortable job at the docks and was training to become an independent sky pilot. I came to their ship to collect docking fees. Instead of paying their debts, they grabbed me and announced I was required to serve in their noble crusade. I…I want to go home!” He stuttered.

I did not sense any deception from him. “Can you rig this boat to crash on the deck of the Enduring Holiness?”

“No! You cannot use your magic to direct it back to the ship. This vessel has anti-magic enchantments,” he replied.

“Can you fly the ship over and set it to crash on the deck?”

His face turned deathly pale as he mumbled, “Yes.”

“I want you to fly the skimmer over the Enduring Holiness and set it to crash into the deck. I will use a levitation spell to bring you back to our ship,” I stated.

He stared at me as if I was joking and shrugged, “Load your cargo on the skimmer. I will pilot it into the ship.” As I loaded the skimmer, he whispered, “At least my suffering will end.”

We quickly loaded the napalm onto the skimmer, and Claus piloted the skimmer off our deck with a sad face. The skimmer glided over above the deck of the Holiness. I thought the crew might attack the skimmer, but it appeared there was a pause in their activity. They must have believed I was sending some peace envoy. I raised my wand at Claus, focusing on him in preparation for the levitation spell. Claus hovered the skimmer over the Holiness’s deck for a minute. I saw the gloom in his face as he flew the craft, and I almost believed he would land on the ship until the craft suddenly took a nose dive into the Enduring Holiness.

“Volans,” I shouted, and Claus hung in the air while skimmer plunged away from him, slamming into the deck. The skimmer itself smashed through the planks to the next deck down. The barrels shattered into pieces, spilling Napalm everywhere.

“Venire ad me,” I chanted. Claus immediately flew across the expanse, separating our vessels and stopping before me. I lowered my wand, causing the spell to disengage.

Claus dropped before me, his shock quickly turning to indescribable gratitude. “Y…Y…You saved me?” he said.

“Of course! I said I would!” I chuckled.

“T…Th…ank You, Thank You,” he struggled to say as tears streamed down his eyes.

“Go to the bridge and help our pilot, Silvana! We’ll take care of the knights,” I gave him a reassuring smile.

Clause nodded and muttered, “O…K,” then headed to the bridge.

I walked to the ship's railing and looked at the behemoth skyship.

“Isn’t the napalm supposed to burst into flames?” Misumi asked.

“It just needs a spark!” I answered as I pulled a flare gun I had enchanted with dragon’s blood. I loaded a flare and aimed at the wrecked sky skimmer doused in napalm lodged in the deck of the Enduring Holiness. The crew scurried about trying to get a hold of the situation, unaware of the danger beneath their feet. I pulled the trigger, the flare fired out, hitting the skimmer, and an enormous fireball consumed everything surrounding it.

Crew members went over the sides, falling to the distant ground as human torches. Those untouched by the flames raced to control the growing inferno. The preparation for mana cannons stalled, and the ship veered away from us.

“I think we’re…OH, Come on!” I exclaimed.

Another titanic sky ship was rapidly coming up to take Enduring Holinesses place. All its cannon and ballistae ports were open, and weapons were ready to fire. We were almost to the portal gate, but that second ship was coming so fast I doubted we could make it. I thought mounting the Pegasus would take too long, and I did not know if anyone could ride the flying horses.

“Silvana! Use the rocket boosters!” I shouted. A sudden jolt shook the ship, then nothing,

“Oh bugger!” That was not good. “Uh! Ethan, I think I might have forgotten they were broke!” Silvana shouted.

Everyone turned to me.

“Ethan, we need a plan!” Nudea cried. I turned to face Jessica and was about to tell her to call the Pegasus horses when they came.


Chapter 11

The witches flew fast at the ship in formations like A-10 Warhogs swooping in to attack. They shot spells of fireballs, lightning, light, and other magical attacks I could not describe. The spells hit the ship's protective magical shields, which rapidly failed, allowing subsequent spells to strike the Titanic ship.

The sky around us was filled with witches on broomsticks, demon women with leather wings, angel women with soft feathery wings, and fairies with colorful butterfly wings.

The skyship began shooting at the passing witches. Bolts of light and arrows shot out from the deck by the crew, desperately trying to ward off their attackers. But their efforts were hopeless as the witches poured attack spells upon them.

I thrust my arms in the air. “YEAH!” I yelled.

The entire scene was like in an action movie where the cavalry shows up at the last possible moment to blow the bad guys to kingdom come. I caught sight of Misumi and Nudea, who were laughing and hugging each other. Jessica glowed with joy as she watched the knights get their asses handed to them. I only saw a brief glimpse of Keliria before the succubus tackled me to the deck, frantically kissing me. She was covered in blood, but her lips tasted of sweet nectar. I did not resist her. I let the lavender-skinned beauty have her way with me.

Once we got over our euphoria, I addressed Jessica, “Have the winged horses follow us through the portal gate.” I turned to Nudea and Misumi, “We need to contact the witches and find out where to put this ship down.”

An Angelic Witch landed on our deck at that moment. She wore gleaming silver form-fitting armor that sparkled like moonlight reflecting on the water. The armor was decorated with runic symbols. She had a helmet with metal wings like the ones worn by Valkyries in legends. The angelic woman had golden blond hair, an angelic face, and white swan wings. It was Professor Octavia.

“Good work, Dragon House! Not only did you drain Arnet of all his wealth, but you also lured most of the Knights of the Leonis realm into a hopeless battle. I would give everyone in Iron Dragon House A’s for these great feet, but unfortunately, it was not part of your assignment,” The Professor proudly said.

I was too glad to be alive to care about additional grades. “We also captured Arnet. He is right there under a sleeping spell. Oh! You won’t believe the dirty little secrets he has in his cabin!” I stated.

Octavia looked stunned for a second, then followed my finger to Arnet, “Why should I be surprised? Have your pilot take the ship into the portal gate. Once at Staricia, one of our students will guide you to Elementia’s port complex, where you can dock your prizes! Imperial Magistrate officials will meet you there. Tell them you have Arnet in custody. They will want to question him immediately!”

She turned her back to us, spreading her majestic white wings, then suddenly turned her face to me and met my eyes with her penetrating gaze. “Do not tell the Officers of the Magistrate you are a student, Ethan! Now, excuse me, I have a battle to win!”

Octavia propelled herself towards the retreating ship in a powerful gust of wind.

I sighed and looked over to my lustrous succubus. Her eyes were burning with passion that begged to be satiated. “One thing at a time, Keliria. When we get back to Elementia, we can do it all night! And can you please get some new clothes,” I said. She grinned before dashing into Arnet’s cabin.

I entered the bridge. Claus was at the ship controls, navigating our vessel into the portal. Silvana was relaxing on a chair with a spyglass in hand. “Master Ethan, we are ready to enter the portalgate. We will experience a momentary disorientation,” Silvana said.

“Engage!” I gestured my finger at the portal!

In an instant, everything warped, and then we were out of the portal in the realm of Staricia. I was on the floor, barfing my guts out. I looked up to see the transition seemingly did not affect Claus or Silvana. I got myself up and stumbled out of the bridge. A black-haired angel landed on the deck. She wore the blouse, skirt, and thigh-high socks of an Elementia student.

Our eyes met. Like many of Elementia's students, she looked at me with disgust and anger. “I’m to guide your ship to the Elementia dock,” the angel grumbled.

“The Bridge is right over there,” I pointed.

Her angelic face formed a sneer, “Many of our Elementia sisters, along with Professor Octavia, are fighting off the knights you foolishly allowed to follow you! Some may die because of your stupidity!”

As a former soldier, I understood the risks of going into combat. I did not need this angel bitch lecturing me, “If you want to blame somebody, I suggest you blame Octavia for assigning first-semester students on a last-minute ego assignment!” I shout. My response took aback the black-haired angel.

“And the all-knowing Professor did not think to warn us about the other Knights in the Pleasure Oasis!” I added.

“Well…UM,” She stuttered.

“WELL, WHAT?” I shouted.

She looked away from me.

“Just go to the bridge and get us to the dock!” I demanded. The black-haired angel Witch preceded to the bridge without another word.

Arnet and the other surviving knight were passed out on the deck. I gave them both new doses of sleeping spells to keep them out. Nudea and Misumi were nowhere in sight. I did a quick divination search and found them in the captain’s cabin, with Keliria cleaning themselves up from the battle. Jessica was on the aft castle, maintaining watch.

I approached her. Even after a battle, Jessica possessed a stoic, intimidating, and divinely beautiful pose. “Are you all right?” I asked.

She looked at me with a broad smile, “Better than I have felt in a long time! My father is about to get justice. I never thought this day would come! Honestly, any other witch, including myself, would have killed Arnet on the spot, which, thinking about it, would have been hollow and meaningless. Bringing him in will allow us to show all the realms who these Knights truly are. I admit it will be far more satisfying seeing Arnet sweat!”

I wrapped my arm around my redheaded witch’s waist and pulled her beside me. I smiled, “Want to party with me, Keliria, tonight?”

Her red lips curled in a smile, and her freckles cheeks turned red, “No!”

“Huh?”

“You’ve done enough to earn the privilege of taking me into your arms, but you’d have to become the supreme divine being before I’d get in bed with you,” she purred. Deciding I had pushed my luck, I started withdrawing my arm from around her waist when she stopped me. “I did say you could take me into your arms.” We stood at the railing, watching the land pass beneath us.

Our ship flew over the countryside on its way to Elementia. The forests were vast, the air fresh and clear. In the expanses of forest, I saw little farms and villages. They looked surprisingly clean for a medieval society. I guessed that because magic was present in this realm, a witch or wizard could wave a wand and clean up a village instantly, though more likely, the magic practitioners had told them that cleaning prevents disease and pestilence.

We flew over the city outside Elementia. The town was not large by Earth's standards, but it was way above an Earth medieval town in layout. It resembled the layout of a Roman colonial town. Aqueducts brought water in, and the market area was clearly defined by the rows of stalls and people meddling about. There was a theater, a housing district, and a street lined with shrines and temples. I even spotted the tavern I stopped at on my first night.

As we left the city behind, the familiar pentagram shape of Elementia came into view. The castle complex was even more magnificent from the air. The expansive castle complex neatly arranged a collection of various mansions, villas, chateaus, warehouses, shopping centers, office buildings, and recreational facilities. Crowning the heavenly view was the fairytale castle in the center, glimmering in the sunlight. The sheer magnificence of the scene took my breath away!

We flew to the eastmost field that formed one of the pentagram's points, Elementia.

Past the pointed end of the field was a sizeable crystal-clear water lake with a dock. There was also a large meadow with various creatures grazing.

“I will direct the Pegasus to the meadows. They can remain there until we can tend to them.” Jessica called to the herd, and the white flying horses made a beeline to the meadows.

The White Wings smoothly touched down in the lake, barely causing a ripple and maneuvering into a boat slip.

Upon entering the slip, the angel came onto the deck and waved her wand. Ropes on the dock magically tied themselves to the sky ship’s cleats, securing the vessel. A gangplank was secured, and we were ready to disembark.

Jessica and I came down to the main deck, where the others joined us. The Angel approached and addressed us, “Remain here. Some Imperial Staricia Magistrate officials want to talk to you.”

From the gangplank, seven figures boarded our vessel. Four were armored Knights. Unlike the Leonis realm order Knights, these armored warriors possessed blue and gold colored armor with a gold star logo on the shoulders. I recognized one as the blue-haired Professor Esmerelda of Elementia. The last two were men and women dressed in fine clothing, carrying themselves with authority. “Arnet and his buddy are there,” I pointed to the two men passed out on the deck. The Imperial knights immediately secured them in chains and dragged them off.

The female official said, “I am Shyla of the Staricia Imperial Magistrate, and this is my colleague Magnus. You have done the Empire of Staricia a great service, bounty hunter.” Her last words caught me off guard, and I was about to correct her when some frantic head shaking from Esmeralda and the angel student stopped me.

I suddenly remembered what Octavia said and quickly revised my response, “I appreciate your gratitude, but I am expecting a big reward for my service. I have a herd of Pegasus and 30 dead knights still mounted on them. I expect each of them has a bounty.”

The two officials stared at me in amazement. The woman stammered, “30…Knight…H…H…How…d…did…you?”

“How did I kill them? Trade Secret! They're over in the meadow. I would appreciate it if you could get those bodies buried,” I said with a bit of swagger.

Silvana and Claus exited the bridge, and I pointed to them, “Claus over there was chained to a sky skimmer when we captured him. He flew a skimmer packed with fire potion into the Endure Holiness, setting it ablaze. The witches got him out of the skimmer at the last minute. I promised we would send him back to his home realm.”

Shyla’s face became stern, “He will be taken to the Magistrate's office, interrogated, and punished for…”

“We can perform an anima vero spell to determine his guilt,” Magnus said. The wizard pulled out his wand and pointed it at Claus, then chanted, “Anima Vero!” The blonde-haired kid went stiff, and his eyes rolled back briefly before Magnus released him. “Claus was impressed a few weeks ago by the knights into their crew against his will. They deprived the boy of food and sleep, and he was regularly beaten to make him compliant. The boy did not willingly participate in their crimes,” Magnus said after lowering his wand.

Shyla glared at Magnus, “He will still go to the Magistrate's office for questioning and testimony.”

“So, boss! When do you take my slave collar off and sign the White wings over to me?” Silvana chuckled.

Shyla went to attention, “An enslaved person! You own a slave and brought her to Staricia.” I noticed her lips widen into a big grin, “Bringing a slave to Staricia territory is an automatic 10-year sentence!”

This got me a bit nervous, “I granted Silvana her freedom back on Gazar.”

“Then why does she still have a slave collar?” the official inquired.

“Because we did not have the time or knowledge to remove it. But the Declaration of Intent of Freedom was made in front of all of us. Under Staricia law, vocal promises of freedom are recognized as legal contracts when made in the presence of witnesses,” Nudea explained.

“He promised me the White wings if I got him here! Which I have,” Silvana added.

Magnus’s eyes furrowed, “The Wicca student is correct. He promised freedom before entering our realm. Technically, he brought a formerly enslaved person into Staricia. We only need to remove her binding collar.”

Shyla, who I firmly believed wanted to arrest me, waved her wand, causing Silvana’s collar to fall away.

Silvana became ecstatic upon being freed from her binding. “I’m free! I’m free! I’m Free!”  the dog girl cried joyfully, jumping up and down like a maniac.

Shyla's eyes shift back to me. “Mr. Harman, the Empire of Staricia thanks you for your service this day. Wicca and mortal citizens of the Empire will rest soundly tonight knowing these criminals were brought to justice.” She did her best to smile, but I recognized the malice in her expression.

As I pondered, I noticed a genuine grin of amusement on the witch’s face. “Please keep the ship here until we have searched the vessel for any dangerous artifacts!” she said to Silvana.

“Concerning the bodies of the dead knights. The armor they wear and the Pegasus are by right of victory yours. Therefore, you are responsible for disposing of the bodies of the slain. You are required by law to burn the corpses. Their personal effects are yours. But I recommend you have Magistrate Wicca inspect them for hexes,” the bitch witch smirked.

“Hey! Wait a minute!” I shouted as Shyla turned her back to me and proceeded down the gangway.

Once Shyla was out of earshot, Magnus addressed me. “I am sorry for her behavior, son. The witches of the Magistrate do not appreciate bounty hunters like you bringing in felons who constantly elude us. They think bounty hunters and mercenaries doing their jobs makes the Magistrate look incompetent.”

I shrugged, “I am used to it! If me being so damn good at my trade makes a bunch of Witches bitchy, that is their problem!”

Magnus burst into laughter, “Quiet, Right! good sir, Quiet Right!” The wizard smiled at me and extended his hand for a handshake. Handshakes were a thing here. I took hold of his hand in a firm grip, and we shook.

Then he turned to Claus, “Come with me son. We will go to the Magistrate to get your testimony into the record and then send you home.” Claus began to jump and shout in exhilaration. Once his euphoria wavered, Magnus placed a hand on his shoulder and headed down the gangway together.

“Come on, everyone! Let's go…”

“Mr. Harman.”  I turned, facing Esmeralda, “You have bodies to burn!”

I sighed. Mortician duty was not what I had in mind after a life-or-death situation.

I felt a soft, smooth hand grasp my arm. “I’ll help you get those horrible men off those poor Pegasus,” Jessica said.

“I can burn the corpses with my fire magic,” Misumi added.

“Keliria and I can strip the bodies of their armor before Misumi burns them,” Nudea stated.

“I am not handling any reeking corpses!” Keliria griped and held her nose high.

Nudea rolled her eyes, “The dead knights probably have lots of gold and jew…”

“I’ll strip the bodies!” Keliria yelled in excitement.

I was surprised everyone wanted to help me with mortician duty. “Listen, girls! This is going to be a disgusting job. I don’t think you’d want to…”

“Ethan! We have handled dead creatures and seen people executed. This is not anything new to us,” Jessica responded.

“Yeah, we’ve all been to public executions of criminals,” Misumi added.

“Public…executions?” I gasped.

They looked at me oddly. “Ethan, H…have you ever been to a public execution?” Nudea asked.

It dawned on me that these girls lived in quasi-medieval societies, and public executions of criminals were common in medieval times. Well, I decided it was best to come clean, “No, my country developed a legal system with codified punishments for crimes depending on severity. Many of the…Provinces of my country have outlawed the death penalty for most crimes because it is viewed as uncivilized and barbaric.”

They stared at me, “Where do you keep all criminals?”

“We have lots of prisons!”

“That would be very expensive!” Nudea stared at me in disbelief, “How do your people pay for them.”

“The people pay taxes,” I said.

“But the constant arrest of criminals would fill the prisons!” Misumi said.

These questions were going nowhere, so I changed the subject. “Thank you, Girls! You are all the best!”

Jessica smiled, “We are Dragon House. We stand together.” Everyone nodded in agreement. I had to admit. Initially, I was unsure if these girls would accept me into their fold. But everyone had warmed up to me, and I could not be happier with our team.

“We should not forget the gold we collect from the casino and Arnet. We are still performing an exam,” Jessica reminded us.

Some thumbing sounds drew our attention from behind us.  Silvana overheard us because she was dragging the chest to the deck, “HERE, YAH GO!”

I used divination to confirm that all our gold was present. “Thank You for everything, Silvana.” I reached inside the chest and pulled out a bag of about 3000 gold crowns. “To help you get started in your new life,” I said, thrusting the bag into her eager arms.

For a moment, the Sildo female stared at me with her puppy dog eyes wet with tears. Then she did something unexpected. She dropped the gold bag, wrapped her arms around my neck, and pressed her red lips against mine in a kiss. I could feel the nipples of the dildo’s multiple pairs of breasts perk up beneath her skin-tight jumpsuit. I moved my hands up and down her back, feeling Silvana’s smooth skin and giving her perfect ass cheeks a squeeze. My tongue explored every crevice of her mouth as we kissed. My dick was pushing against my pants and pressing against the dog woman’s sex.

I wanted to strip her nude on the spot, push her down against the wooden deck, and thrust my cock deep into her inviting hole. I could imagine the satisfaction of driving into Silvana with my cock.

I was poised to fulfill my desires for the dog woman when Jessica’s voice brought me back to reason, “We have work to do, Ethan!”

Silvana pulled away from me, barring a lustful grin, “Until we meet again, Ethan Harman!”

I watched as the dogwoman retreated into the captain’s cabin. Suddenly, I remembered something and called to her, “Vex will want to talk to you about Arnet and the knights’ activities. Stick around until the headmistress comes!”

“Got it!” she responded from the cabin.

I turned to the girls, who were all sniggering. “I think you have another admirer,” Keliria smirked.

Jessica regained her composure and got serious. “We have the Pegasus to care for, and then we need to go to the main gate to turn in our gold before Ethan gives it all away.”

I grinned, “We still have way more than we need.” I opened the chest and displayed the gold inside. Everyone smiled at our glittering booty.

We made our way out of the dock to the nearby pasture with our chest of gold. The Pegasus were gathered at the pasture's eastern edge, grazing among the mortal horses and unicorns. The knights' corpses were still secured to their saddles.

“Why haven’t the bodies fallen off?” I wondered aloud.

“They are tethered to the Pegasus with safety lines. You would not want to fall off a Pegasus 1000 feet in the air!” Nudea answered.

“Those bodies are probably already putrefying if those flies around them are an indication. We need gloves, aprons, and masks.” Jessica pointed to a barn and house, “The animal keeper lives in that house. He should have what we need.”

“Wait, why can’t we use our wands to remove them, and why do you have an animal keeper? Can’t we use magic to do everything?” I asked.

Misumi sighed, then glared at me, “Spell-proof armor makes them immune to all except the most powerful magic! So, the armor must be manually removed. And we cannot use magic on enchanted animals. They must be cared for by hand. Even their shit has to be shoveled out by hand. Also, Elementia tries to employ as many peasants as possible on the academy estates, providing them decent wages to keep Wicca in amiable relations with the commons.”

That all made perfect sense.

I looked up to the house on the hill, spotting a figure walking towards us. He was carrying a box in his hands.

When he reached us, he said, “Hello, my name is Beri. I am the animal keeper for this pasture. The Headmistress sent me a message of your arrival. I have everything you need in this box to remove the bodies. I included some sacks for the knights’ armor and gear. Well, I’d help, but the mistress specifically ordered me not to. So, sorry!”

I groaned, “Vexx!!!”

“Celestia never makes it easy. We will need to set up the cremation pits,” Jessica sighed.

She gazed at everyone with emerald green eyes, “How good is your terra magic?”

The other girls either shrugged or shook their heads.

She beamed, “Consider this a terra magic lesson!”  My bushy-haired beauty reached down to the ground, pressing her hands into the soil. “Remember, magic is everywhere. Feel its presence in the soil. You are part of it, and it is part of you!”

We all spread out, following Jessica’s example. I pressed my hand against the ground and reached out with my senses to search for the earth's innate magic. My perception was suddenly flooded with sensations of magical power flowing through the soil beneath me. Connected, I parted the ground, forming a large rectangular pit.

Jessica had formed a pit to my left, just like mine.

I glanced at the others to see how they were doing. Keliria had a fully dug pit in front of her, Nudea had managed to part the grass, and Misumi was staring at the ground like she had an aneurism.

“Let’s get those bodies off the Pegasus and into the pits,” I said. We all dawned gloves, masks, and aprons and got to work.

Jessica communed with the winged horses, calming them while we unhooked the corpses from the saddles and pulled them off. I was surprised at how strong I had become. The knights were heavy in armor, but I had no trouble lifting them. “The power of magic at work,” I thought.

Once all the knights and their saddles were removed from the Pegasi, we disposed of the corpses. Keliria and Nudea began stripping the bodies bare of armor and stuffing their gear into the bags. Jessica and I pushed and levitated the bodies into the pits while Misumi cast incineration spells, causing the corpses to burst into flames.

In minutes, they were reduced to dust.

“These guys did not have much gold or jewels on them,” Keliria pouted.

“They were in combat, so most of their gold and jewels were likely left on the ships. Sorry Keliria! There might be more treasure on the White Wings, but the headmistress will probably want to inspect anything we find for hexes and curses,” I said.

“Ahahahahah…O well! How are we going to divide up the gold?” Keliria exhaled.

I admitted, “I know I gave out big tips. You can deduct them from my share.”

“We had to give the Casino rep a big bribe. It was probably why the Knights of Leonis did not get us coming out of Pleasure Oasis, though Silvana saved our necks sailing the White Wings to the gate,” Nudea acknowledged.

“Let's divide the gold after we hand over the 2500 gold crowns for the assignment. Except for Ethan, none of us need the money, so it is not a big issue,” Misumi stated.

“Let's get back to the academy!” Jessica said.

We left the pasture and followed the path back to the academy. At the entrance gate, we met a group of exuberant professors led by our illustrious Headmistress Celestia Vexx. The headmistress was looking radiant in her black and blue dress. Her silk hair flowed down her back. She bore a massive smile on her perfectly sculpted face, and her blue eyes were joyous. Her large breasts were on display, and I noticed the edge of her areolas were visible. If she was trying to get me aroused, it was working.

“Excellent work, Dragon House. Not only did you humiliate and capture Arnet, but an entire group of elite Leonis Knights were wiped out, and a liner was destroyed with another severely damaged. Your house has Earned an A+ with extra credit for the Divination practical, and you have earned another A+ for Natalie’s Alchemy class next semester for making more of your fire potion,” she said proudly.

I looked at the headmistress frankly, “Octavia said we only got credit for Arnet and Gol…”

“I have the final say on grades and what counts!” she declared.

That was great, but I had other concerns. “How many casualties did our rescue party take attacking the knights?” I asked.

Vexx laughed, “A few of our students were wounded, but none were killed. The liner crews were still very intoxicated from their partying at the Pleasure Oasis. They could not hit the stone wall of a castle even if they were standing right in front of it. Don’t trouble yourselves. All the students were senior-class ladies. They were all trained for battle, and all of them volunteered for your rescue.” I exhale in relief. I did not want anyone to die on my account, especially these wiccan beauties. “Admittedly, our operation was rushed, but we have never caught the Leonis order so unprepared and vulnerable!” Vexx stated.

“Arnet’s ship is filled with a wealth of information concerning the Knights. It would be best if you went over it with a magnifying glass. I did not mention it to the Magistrate officials, so you should have the first look at everything,” I said.

Vexx nodded in approval, “I have suspected the knights of selling Wicca captives, but now I have a lead concerning their buyers. Don’t worry yourselves about this. We will unravel this mystery.”

I could not help but worry. However, there was nothing we could do…for now.

Our headmistress said accusatorily, “Ethan Harman! While I am delighted with your academic progress today, I regretfully found a point of disappointment.”

“HANH!” I mumbled.

“That Sildo girl you freed, Silvana. You did an admirable deed freeing her. But then you give her a vessel, which is a battle yacht. It has no economical cargo capacity. She won’t be able to make a decent living with that kind of ship, and given its last owner, it would be a very poor sell. She’d be lucky to get a tenth of the gold put into that monstrosity of a vessel. Worse yet, she hasn’t completed her primary education. How will this poor innocent girl make it without proper education? I told the poor dear as much!” the headmistress stated.

“O…OK! What did you tell her to do!” I nervously asked.

Celestia grinned sinisterly, “I advised her not to accept the White wings. By the way, rename the ship! The White Wings is a corny name! Instead, she should accept my proposal to sign on as an Elementia staff member. She will be assigned to the docks as an airship mechanic and pilot and have opportunities to plunder whenever our senior students and professors go out on assignments! She will have a steady wage, develop excellent references for future employment, complete night classes at our primary school, and save up for her ideal cargo sky-ship.”

I exhaled, “So you convinced her to stay as a staff member and the whi…” White Wings was stupid. Mmm…Not Millennium Falcon, not enterprise, voyager, or defiant. I needed a name suitable for a ship full of rogues. I got it! “The Firefly,” I said.

“Hmm… a good choice. Considering what you did to the liner with your fire potion, Firefly is a fitting name,” the headmistress acknowledged.

The Buxom Headmistress glanced at our gold. “You won so much gold from Arnet, so I don’t see any reason to worry about counting.”

“How did you know which casino we would go to?” I asked.

“I didn’t! I have a working relationship with all the casinos at the Pleasure Oasis. Elementia students come around when requested to weed out cheaters and encourage patrons to gamble away their lives. In exchange, the casinos allow Elementia students to test their magical abilities at the gambling tables!” She chuckled.

“But how did you know we would be at the same Casino as Arnet?” I looked into her eyes, searching for an answer.

“Some questions are best left unanswered,” She said.

“Speaking of gold, Ethan, I will deposit your share of the winnings and bounties on the knights you have killed and captured into the Academy treasury. This will cover your future tuition if you decide to stay and the docking and maintenance fees for the Firefly. I will also set up a spending account. Your balance will be viewable on your tablet tomorrow,” the headmistress said.

“You can deposit my winnings into my tuition account,” the girls chorused.

I thought about our loot. “And we have some bags full of gear from those dearly departed Leonis knights! Can you…”

“Yes, I must examine these spoils before you officially take possession!” She broke in and waved her wand, summoning the bags to her and our gold.

I gasped, “I thought magic could not be used on enchanted…”

“The armor and weapons are enchanted, but not the bags therein,” Nudea explained.

The headmistress guided the bags and treasure chest behind her, then returned to us, “Great! Now, all of you get back to your house. It is getting late, and I am sure you’re all hungry. You all have off tomorrow, so rest, exercise, or shop in town. You’ve all earned it. Oh! One more thing. Aside from those on the rescue team, none of the students knew about this incident. It would be best if you did not discuss it with the other students until I say otherwise. Am I understood?”

“We understand, Headmistress,” we all chorused.

“These battle trophies will be delivered to you when the examiners verify their safety. Enjoy the rest of your day.” Vex smiled and nodded to us, then motioned her entourage to follow her, and she led them away.

“Well, I’m starved and beat! Ready to go home, everyone?” I asked. The girls stared at me.

“Ethan, we were just in a life-or-death battle, and we had disposed of some corpses. Of course, we are all hungry and tired!” Jessica exclaimed.

“Just trying to lighten up the mood,” I mumbled.

Keliria took my arm, “Let’s get home! You owe me some fun.”


Chapter 12

On the way back to our house, we did not encounter many students. Depending on their year, most were undergoing practical exams.

Back at the house, we all stuffed our mouths full of food until our stomachs were bursting. One by one, the girls retired to their rooms. It was not long before I heard the gentle sounds of sleep.

When I finished stuffing the void in my belly, I ascended the stairs to my room, finding Keliria lying in my bed. She was completely naked, reclining on her side with a look of eagerness edged on her divine face, “I’m ready for my punishment.” She pulled out a whip from behind her and gave it a snap.

I was not into the whole dominatrix or torture scenarios, but seeing this succubus brandish a whip just turned me on. I was ready to take my demonic beauty, but I stopped dead in my tracks when I realized a horrible fact. I was as dirty as a dog fresh from the mud, and I reeked of decomposing corpses.

Keliria noticed, too, because she looked away and pinched her nose. “You stink, Ethan! Didn’t you think about getting a bath before making love to me? Did you intend to defile my succulent succubus body with the putrid smells of rotting flesh from our enemies? Do you think so little of my love for you that you care nothing for your hygiene when we have sex?”

I rolled my eyes and sighed deeply, “Keliria…My bathroom is right there.” I pointed to the door, “I have to enter my room to get to my bathroom!”

The lavender succubus held her head high, “Well! Get yourself cleaned up quickly, dirty boy. I do not like waiting for my prize!”

I rushed into the bathroom and stripped myself bare in a heartbeat. I turned on the fossette for the tub and waited the long agonizing minutes as it filled with water at the perfect bathing temperature. I needed to talk with Vexx about a shower.

I hopped into the tub and was about to scrub myself down when a sweet, seductive voice drew my attention to the door.

“Hurry up, dirty boy!” Keliria purred as she stood naked in the doorway. Her luscious lips were curled in a smile, and her predatory eyes were fixated on me.

“If you want me to get clean faster, how about you help me?” I noticed flecks of dried blood on her breasts. “Did you take a bath? You still have blood on your breasts.”

Her hand went up in the air. “You caught me!”

I grinned, “Then how about you hop in with me, and we will clean each other!”

Keliria squealed in excitement. She extended her dark purple bat wings and hovered over the ground. She gently maneuvered herself over the large tub and landed opposite me in the water.

“Me first!” the purple-skinned succubus squealed as she jutted her breast forward.

I was drooling like a dog, and my cock was as hard as steel as it stared at her twin melons!

“Well, don’t just sit there like an idiot. Get scrubbing!” the purple beauty demanded.

I snapped out of my daze, grabbing a bar of soap and a rag. Keliria leaned back against the tub, resting her arms on the rim and closing her eyes. I pressed the bar of soap against her left boob rubbing up suds.

“MMMM…So good when someone else cleans my boobs. Be sure to get underneath the folds,” she moaned. I worked underneath and between her breasts, rubbing the soap until both the succubus’s glorious tits were smeared white with suds. I then scrub down her boobs with the washcloths.

“Uh…Yeah! Great to have clean breasts!” she rose to her full height. She stretched out he wings. “Well, I guess you will need to scrub the rest of my body,” the succubus purred. I started scrubbing around her legs, working my way up to her clit.

“Careful! I'm very sensitive down there!” the purple beauty moaned as she massaged her pink folds with soap. “Oh…Uh…AHAHAHAH,” she screamed as she came in my hand. “Oh well! Guess you’ll have to rinse off my pussy juices!”

I cleaned off her pussy…. again, then finished off with her abbs.  She then turned around, and I scrubbed down her butt and back.

“Can’t you hold your tail still for just a second?” I asked as I attempted to scrub it down while it flayed around.

“That thing has a mind of its own!” she giggled.

Her wings were less sensual and more strenuous to clean, given their size.

“My turn!” she said, rinsing herself in the water. “Stand up! I’ll start from the feat and work my way up.”

I rose to my feet, and she started scrubbing them and moving up my legs.

“You're packing a big one down here.”

My cock had been rock-hard ever since I started cleaning her breasts. Now, the succubus was on her knees, staring at it hungrily.

“I pay extra attention here, she purred. Keliria massaged soap around my shaft and balls, covering them sudds then using the wet cloths to rinse them off. I was feeling so turned on I could not help gushing precum. “OOO…I am going to retouch that,” she purred. Suddenly I felt the soft, moist sensation of her tongue around my cock as she took my length in her mouth.

“AHAHAH…Fuck!” I moaned as the demonic beauty beneath me sucked off my cock. Her lips moved up and down my cock in blinding motion. Pleasure surged through my body as I was about to cum.

“OHOHOH SHIT!” I yelled as my cock erupted, filling her mouth with my delicious seed. Keliria pushed her lips down to the hilt of my shaft, driving it deep into her throat. She did not withdraw my shaft until she had swallowed every drop of my semen.

We finished up our bath quickly, then I carried her to my bed, spending the rest of the evening ramming my cock into the greedy succubus’s pussy. I did not know what time it was when I finally fell asleep.

When I awoke the next day, Keliria was still asleep. I checked the old-fashioned mechanical clock on the wall. It was 6:00 a.m. I climbed out of bed and dawned my casual clothes, which consisted of Army-issued fatigues.

I went downstairs to the kitchen. Some witches liked to cook their meals and make potions and brews, so a kitchen was included in every house on campus. I pulled out my wand and chanted, “Incendio,” igniting the fireplace. I grabbed a kettle, filled it with water, and placed it over the fire. I found ingredients for hot chocolate. I was soon holding a steaming mug.

Hearing a board creek, I turned to the kitchen entrance. Misumi stood at the door wearing a Hakama, “Do you mind if I have a cup of hot chocolate?”

I shrugged, “Go right ahead.”

We sat in the living room, slurping on our steaming mugs. I gazed at the silk-haired witch, “So everybody has told their stories, so what is yours?”

She rolled her eyes, “My mom is a shinobi, and my father is a farmer with a fire spell talent. My parents live in the province of Okra, in the realm of Okama. Samurai come around periodically, thinking they own us. They…try to take what they want from us, but my people don’t bend to anyone except our nation’s Emperor. Before you ask, my parents and family are all alive. I have no life-changing tragedies in my background. The Knights and Samurai are nuisances, but not threats to the peace.”

The raven silk-haired beauty sipped her mug, “My animosity toward you stems from my parents, and the adults of my village, in general, are always keen on keeping their daughters out of reach from outsiders, so they teach us to avoid compromising sexual situations.”

I smiled, “Typical traditional parents!”

Misumi smiled, “That is very true.”

I continued, “So why, Elementia, doesn’t your realm have its magic school.”

“What happens when water sits unmoving?” she asked.

“It becomes stale and filthy,” I responded.

“The Council of Elders decided that several of the new magic users should attend foreign schools to learn different methods and traditions of magic. This is so our magical traditions won’t become too dogmatic or narrow in focus. It was decided, and I agreed that I should attend Elementia.”

I sipped my mug and savored its divine taste. “Wicca are very protective of their magical secrets. Did they make you swear an oath to the Goddess?”

Misumi cracked a smirk, “The Various Academies of Magic are protective of their teachings to the point of near paranoia. Did Keliria mention Vexx gave her a personal invitation to attend Elementia?” I nodded, and Misumi sipped her mug, then continued, “No Wicca student can enroll in Elementia without swearing sacred allegiance to the Goddess unless the headmistress grants a personal invitation.”

“She must think you and Keliria are exceptional,” I remarked. Misumi nodded in approval.

We reclined in our chairs and relaxed while drinking until Keliria broke the silence, “Good Morning, everyone! Sleep well?”

“Very well,” I cheered as I looked over to her. The succubus was dropped dead gorgeous in a tank top and boxers. Her smooth tone and muscular abbs were in full view, and I could not help but imagine my hands on her body.

Keliria locked eyes with me. In a flash, she came before me, pressing her lips against mine. We held each other briefly before she worked her way across my face. Her tongue was caressing my ear, which was getting me excited. She pulled away and winked before heading into the dining room for breakfast.

Nudea and Jessica soon came down dressed in their nightgowns.

Jessica faced us, “So, we have the day off. I was thinking about going shopping in the village today. My tuition is paid for the next few years, so I have some disposable income I want to use. What are you all up to?”

After the battle yesterday and seeing the limited weapons and armor the girls possessed, I had an idea, “I am going to visit the tailor shop in the mal…the Academy Market complex and the armorer in the village. I wanted to make copies of my armor and combat uniform tailored to fit each of you. If you want to, you can have the armor decorated and colored in your preferred styles. Once we have the armor, I want to give you enough dragon blood to enchant your weapons, clothes, and armor.”

Misumi's eyes went wide, and Jessica was taken aback.

“Is it a bad idea?” I asked.

“N…No …it’s a wonderful idea. It’s just that dragon blood produces the most powerful enchanted objects. To be granted even a drop to create an enchanted item is an honor beyond words,” Misumi said excitedly.

“Are you sure you want to give us this immense power? There are many things you make with your supply of dragon blood in the future,” Nudea inquired.

“I have a price on my head, which means you are all in danger as long as you’re all with me. So, I want to give each of you the most powerful tools I can to keep you all safe,” I stated.

The girls’ faces took on expressions of admiration.

“Let’s eat breakfast, then go to the tailor for the combat fatigues. Then I need to find a witch with the skills to help me make copies of my Kevlar armor,” I stated.

“What is kevlar?” Nudea asked.

“It is a material made of polymer fibers that form the protective layer in my armor,” I responded.

Nudea continued, “Let me take this... Kevlar to the alchemist track students. I think they can duplicate it.”

I shrugged, “Whatever you want to do.”

We ate our breakfast and returned to our rooms to get dressed.

I dressed in my spare cameo shirt, pants, and boots. When I met the girls in the living room, as usual, they were jaw-droppingly gorgeous. Keliria was dressed in one of her typical slutty outfits. She had black thigh-high leather boots, a pink skirt that looked like a belt and barely went below her clit, and a dark purple tank top. Jessica had a brown skirt with colorful flower patterns engraved in the fabric, which ended at her ankles, a matching brown top that displayed her ample cleavage, and colorful bead necklaces around her neck. Her bright red hair ran wild around her head. She looked like a hippie flower child.

Nudea was dressed in a tight black dress ending just below her knees. She wore black pantyhose on her legs and black high-heeled shoes. She wore a white blouse that displayed her cleavage and a black coat. The raven-haired witch looked like a naughty secretary.

Misumi wore red leather bell-bottom pants, a red tank top covering her chest, and red high-heeled shoes. Her outfit gave her the look of an anime chick.

“Where do you want to go first?” I asked.

Jessica responded, “Let’s go to the centralized mark…What do you call it again?”

“I call it a mall,” I answered.

“Mall…that is much easier to say! Let’s go to the mall first and see the tailor about combat suits for us,” Jessica said.

“I sent a message to my friend in the Alchemist track. She will meet us at the bookstore cafe at 11:30 am. I will need a sample of Kevlar,” Nudea stated.

“I have my vest right here,” I lifted it to show her. “It is enchanted with dragon’s blood, so I can’t take a piece out of it.”

“My friend just needs to examine it with divination, and she will have everything she needs,” Nudea replied.

“Once you finish your business at the mall, let's go into Elementiaton and shop. Ethan, you have not been back in town since your arrival. Would you like to go with us and have lunch?”

“I’d love to Nudea,” I replied.

“You’re going love Elementiaton,” Keliria blurted.

Walking through the streets, I was struck by how few students were out and about.

“If you’re wondering where everyone is, the professors tend to conduct practical exams around the same time. So, most of the students are still probably performing practical exams, or they have completed the exams and have the day off,” Jessica said.

We continued down the perfectly crafted streets to the mall. Passing through the grand entrance, we walked into the elegant halls of the shopping mall. Students meandered about shopping and talking in the stores and halls. Given what I saw of the townsfolk outside, I had expected medieval dress styles, but they were not. The women wore various garment styles ranging from robes similar to classical Greek and Roman styles to garments resembling Chinese and Japanese styles to styles reminiscent of Victorian-era fashion. As usual, no one acknowledged my existence, and I did not care.

“I’ll meet you all at the library,” I said as I parted ways with the girls.

At the tailor shop, Greta was sipping coffee and reading a newspaper. The headline read, ‘Knights of the Leonis Order smashed in a daring ambush by Wraith, Valkyrie, and Battle witches of Elementia Academy of witchcraft outside of the Pleasure Oasis.’ Arnet and the other surviving knight were shown sitting in a dungeon. I smiled inwardly at the picture.

Greta noticed us and laid her paper down. She locked eyes with me and smiled, “It's a Pleasure seeing you again, Mr. Harman. What can I do for you today?” I smiled, “I wanted you to make combat suits for the girls.”

She looked at me with bright eyes. “I saw your… clothes when you first arrived. I examined them with divination during your presentation ceremony. The materials they were composed of were very…practical in design. I have been toying with ideas for a superior design.”

I shrugged, “You have creative freedom. Just remember the design and the material you use must be practical and have the best all-around durability. Oh…and.”

I show her my bulletproof vest, “Can you reproduce this vest?”

She examined it, “I can provide a superior, durable fabric to make the exterior and connecting parts, but you will need to ask an Alchemist if you want this armor material. Or you could consult a blacksmith for steel plating instead. If you bring the material to me, I can reproduce your vest. I cannot duplicate a dragon blood enchantment, though. You will need to enchant the finished product yourself.”

“As long as you can make the combat suits, we will cover the dragon enchantment,” I responded.

“How many uniforms do you want,” she asked.

I had not considered spares, but it was a good idea, “Make two uniforms for each of the girls in Dragon House and two for me. Make sure they feel like we’re wearing nothing and make them in black.”

She made a big grin, “These uniforms will rank among my finest work.”

After we had placed our orders, we walked to the bookstore. Misumi, Keliria, and Jessica were in the café, ordering cafe lattes. Nudea and I perused the bookshelves for something interesting to read while we waited for the alchemist trainee. There was so much history, philosophy, and general information about the realms and magic I wanted to learn. I did not know where to start.

I settled on a book called ‘Rise and Fall of Inter-Realm Empires, ' a 1000-page book discussing various inter-realm empires of the last 2000 years and their impact throughout the many realms.

I returned to the girls and relaxed on a lounge chair to read my book selection. Everyone was making themselves comfortable, and I engrossed myself in the wonders of the many realms through my book.

I had read 50 pages, finishing the chapter about the massive but short-lived Empire of Warlock Rubeus, when Nudea nudged my arm, “She’s arrived, Ethan.”

Sitting down with the girls was yet another exotic vision of inhuman beauty. She had ocean blue skin and matching silk blue hair that flowed down her shoulders like a waterfall. I thought she was some water nymph until I noticed the red horns on her forehead. The scleras of her eyes were red, while the iris was black.

The demon-like beauty was talking with Jessica. She turned to me, gazing into my eyes. She appeared to study me as Nudea introduced herself. “Varuna, this is Ethan, our first male student.”

I extended my hand in greeting. She looked confused for a moment before responding, “OH! I forgot about this greeting.” She awkwardly extended her blue hand. Her fingers were webbed, and her fingertips were clawed. When I grasped her hand, I was amazed by the smooth feel of her blue skin. The smoothness was such that I believed I could hold her in my arms, and she would slip right out of them.

She must have noticed my gawking because she said, “If you’re wondering what I am, I’m a water imp.” That explains the webbed hands.

“It’s good to meet you…Varuna,” I said. “I was hoping you could reproduce this…”

The blue-skinned beauty immediately cut in, “I know! Nudea explained what you wanted…I’m very excited at the opportunity to examine the material of your armor. Oh, what is it called?”

“Kevlar,” I answered. “I believe by using magic in the production process, I can produce Kevlar of superior quality. It will be stronger, lighter, and fit better. Once it is enchanted with dragon’s blood, it will be indestructible,” she said.

“Great! I have the armored vest next to me. You can examine it right here,” I pulled up the armor so the blue alchemist could study it.

I recognized the look in her eyes and the demeanor of a witch using the divination spell. She studied my vest for a minute before returning to herself. “Some cultures say, ‘Necessity is the mother and father of invention.’ Magical cultures never seem to advance much aside from developing new spells and magical objects. But it seems when mortals are left to their means, they produce wonders. One can look at the Sildo industrial civilization and all the mechanical devices they produce.”

Her excitement was great, but I wanted to move things forward, “How long will it take?”

“Not long at all. I should have the Kevlar fiber ready by tomorrow,” she smirked.

“Excellent. Can you send it to the tailor once it is ready?” I asked.

“I will,” Varuna said.

I felt delighted with what I was getting from Varuna, but then I realized, “What do you get out of this? In my experience, no one works for free.”

She grinned, “Kevlar could be developed into next-generation enchanted body armor for wicca witches…and wizards of the empire. No need for bulky metal armor!”

I stared at her accusingly, “You would make a lot of money from something I gave…”

“Ethan, I have a magically binding contract ready for both of you to sign. If Varuna chooses to develop magical Kevlar armor and market it or something derived from it, she must pay you 40% of the royalty profits. She cannot legally pursue magical Kevlar development without this document,” Nudea explained.

I wondered, “What about the people in my world who made the original Kevlar vest?”

Nudea smiled sinisterly. “The makers on your world have no legal standing on Starcia or any of the realms, so officially, according to Starcia law, you and Varuna own the rights to make Kevlar magically! Besides, they are not here to argue.”

I smiled, “You should consider Harvard after Elementia.”

“What’s Harvard? I have never heard of that school of magic,” the black-haired beauty said.

“It’s a mortal academy in my country that teaches law and business, and it’s considered the top school in my nation,” I explained.

Nudea gazed at me with interest, “You should take me there sometime.”

I trusted Nudea enough to believe she covered everything, but I read over the contract anyway, and Nudea explained several clauses I asked about. Varuna and I signed the contract, and we shook hands again. We got up, and I beheld Varuna’s body. She wore a colorful robe of blues, pinks, and reds. Her body was curvy and well-proportioned, with decent-sized breasts.

“I am sorry the majority of the student body has been bitchy about your enrollment at Elementia. Many here are afraid of the ‘Male domination’ that many extremist witches preach. Still, eventually, they will all understand that this is the goddess’s will,” the blue imp woman said before bidding us farewell.

“Can we trust her?” I asked Nudea.

She looked at me scenically. " I once asked a tradesman if he trusted anyone in his business.”

“What was his answer?”

“I don’t trust anyone except my family, whom I require to earn my trust,” the bookish beauty responded.

I sighed and threw my hands in the air, “What now?”

“Let’s get out of the academy and into town!” Keliria suggested.

“There are dozens of good places to shop and eat,” Jessica added.

“Are all of you tired of perfect food, buildings, and air?” I teased.

“YES!!! All this perfection gets annoying. We need to go out where horses shit in the street, buildings are in disrepair, and there is grime and cracks on everything,” Keliria laughed.

“You’ve made your point, Keliria. Let's go,” Misumi acknowledged.

“Wonderful. Celestia is giving us a horseless carriage for the day, and it is on its way,” Keliria said.


Chapter 13

The carriage dropped us off at the town square. What struck me first was the smell of manure mixed with roasting meat and burning pine. Anyone else might have been revolted, but I was thinking, “Yeah, Oh Yeah, oh great smell of filth and hopelessness! How I’ve missed you!”

I looked around at the crowd. It was as diverse as the students of Elementia. Male and female humans were mixed with demi-humans, various elemental beings, and other races. I saw several demons, angels, and fairies flying through the air, unlike in Elementia, where the women wore various clean and pretty garments. These people essentially wore plain clothes. There were a few here and there with elaborate dresses or suits that were pristine and clean, but most had the dirt and grime of the working class and peasants.

Keliria pointed eastward down the main street, “That is the market district. We can find everything from armor and clothing shops to exotic restaurants. Don’t worry about getting sick. Sanitation enchanters inspect the markets daily to ensure everything is safe for consumption and use. There is a restaurant down Market Street called ‘Dora’s Place.’ They serve delicious exotic dishes from across the realms. You are all going to love it!”

We made our way down the road, passing stands and shops with signs and people advertising their wares. I saw magical signs with animated characters moving in repetitions, like neon signs on earth, in the windows and on the stands, fruit, vegetables, meat, and fish on…ice.

I turned to Nudea, “Where do they get ice?”

The bookish witch looked at me, confused momentarily, before answering, “Freezing spells! Witches make money using ice spells to instantly freeze water for ice or food produce so it doesn’t spoil. Ice spells are the only cost-effective way to preserve nutrient-rich food besides pickling or salting. This technique has been used for thousands of years.”

I bumped my head with my hand. “OOOWWW!!! On Earth, we flash-freeze food, too, but we use freezing machines. It was known to the people living in the polar regions that food flash-frozen was fresh when thawed. Those living in the warmer areas did not figure this out until an adventurer discovered the technique of instant freezing from Alaskans. He then returned South and developed the technology for flash-frozen food.”

“Your people’s technological abilities must be amazing,” Nudea said in awe.

“They are amazing!” I replied.

I looked to the street, observing a double-decker bus carriage drawn by a steel horse! Yes, a head-to-hoove steel horse breathing out steam from its nostrils. I tapped Nudea’s shoulder and pointed to the gadget, “What is that?”

She smiled now, understanding there were things I didn’t know about, “That is a golem horse built with Sildo mechanical devices and animated by runic spells. Our citizens and civil administration purchase them whenever possible because they are less temperamental and don’t produce horse manure. They are also cheaper than enchanted carriages and more practical for pulling heavy loads.”

We continued down the street until Keliria pointed to a large stately house, “That’s Dora’s Place.”

The restaurant resembled an old-time southern state home. It had white pillars and balconies where people sat, talked, and ate. We walked up the stone-white walkway through the well-manicured green lawn to the finely dressed waiter at the entrance. He greeted us with a smile and said, “Tablet for five?”

Jessica returned his smile, “Yes, please!”

“Follow me,” the waiter said softly.

We were seated at an outside balcony table. It was warm and sunny, so the table was in a prime location. I took a menu from the waiter and opened it. I could recognize no meal options, just a long list of names. “Can someone explain to me how this menu works?”

Keliria giggles in her usual seductive voice, “It’s a list of realms. Choose a realm, and it will display a menu list from that realm.”

I went down the list, and my eyes opened wide when they locked onto a familiar name: Earth! I almost jumped from my seat in excitement. The girls, noticing my sudden alarm, all looked at me in concern.

“Is something wrong, Ethan?” Jessica asked.

“I…I…found Earth my home realm…on the menu…” I exclaimed excitedly.

“What! Really?” Keliria asked in astonishment.

“Yes, look in the E’s,” I insisted.

They all scanned their menus and found Earth.

“There it is,” Nudea acknowledged.

“I believe the restaurant…Keeps a…record of where their menu options…come from. We can call the waiter and have them bring us the location,” Keliria said in a sad stutter.

I looked at the girls' expressions and realized they were all gloomy. I laughed, “Don’t tell me. You all want me to stay?”

Keliria sobbed, “Well, of course Ethan! I offered my heart and soul to you. We are bonded for life by the will of the goddess. You’re my true love. How could you abandon me!”

“Ladies! I am not leaving.”

They all looked at me and said in unison, “You’re not!”

“But Ethan, what about getting home?” Nudea asked.

“I am going home at the end of the semester to get my affairs in order,” I said. “Would you all like to visit my home sometime?”

“You want us to come to visit your home? Wait, are we even allowed to go to a mortal realm?” Misumi inquired.

“We are permitted to visit with Ethan if he formally invites us in the presence of a sanctioned witness. And Keliria, you must wear a glamour enchantment to hide your appearance. Uninformed Mortals tend to associate infernal races with the unholy demons of their religions,” Nudea stated.

“Well, in my country, people first would think Keliria is wearing an elaborate costume. The moment they realize she is a genuine succubus. The churchgoers would demand she be burned at the stake. The goths, satanic worshipers, and sleaze bags will either have a coming to God moment, or they will offer Keliria their souls for power, money, sex, or all the above. The media will want to do exclusive talk show interviews. The government will want to isolate her in a classified research facility for study and claim she was an elaborate hoax,” I admitted.

“Wow! Your people are fucked up,” Keliria giggled.

“Yes, yes, they are!” I replied.

“Well, it won’t be at the end of this semester for me. I am already planning to visit my family,” Jessica announced.

“I already promised my family I would visit them,” Nudea interjected.

“I am going home too?” Misumi spoke up.

“I want to check the Academy party scene in the interim between semesters. Many of the students have wild parties, party, have lesbian sex, or experiment with mind-altering spells in the week between semesters,” Keliria added.

“Don’t worry. We will all visit your realm eventually when things calm down,” Jessica said.

It was probably for the best they did not come with me at the end of the semester. I prefer to prepare things back home before bringing these lovely ladies to visit.

"Okay…let me show you all one of Earth’s greatest culinary creations, pizza!” I cheered.

I gave our waiter the order, and minutes later, he brought out a smoking fresh pizza. “This dish is a bit complicated to eat, I must say,” the waiter stated.

I studied the pizza, “Well, of course, it is difficult to eat. You have not cut it up. Can you please bring out a large cutting knife?”

He looked at me confused but complied, “Uh…of course, sir.”

He brought a large knife, and I cut the pizza into slices. “This is how you eat a pizza,” I said, lifting a slice to my mouth and taking a bite.

“You use your hands? That is disgusting, Ethan,” Nudea said.

“It's not disgusting as long as our hands are washed,” Misumi stated as she took a slice.

Jessica and Keliria soon grabbed pizza slices and started eating. Nudea got over her disgust and grabbed a slice. To the side of my vision, the waiter watched us eat with interest.

When we finished, we waved the waiter over for the bill.

“You’ve eaten this dish before, have you?” the waiter asked.

“It is from my home realm. By the way, do you have the locations of the realms from which you get your recipes?” I asked.

The waiter frowned, “I am sorry, but we receive recipes from explorers who travel the realms. We do not record the locations, just the realms' names, to categorize the various dishes. However, most of our recipes come from explorations of the Starcia Imperial exploratory corps. They may have a record of Earth.”

This new information added to my already growing suspensions. For weeks, I surmised Celestia knew where Earth was but lied to me so I would stay and learn magic. I wanted to stay, but I would make the condition to Celestia, ‘No more lies or deceptions.’

“We should talk with Celestia. She could have the Exploratory Corps exam their records for the Earth realm,” Nudea suggested.

“Don’t bother. I suspect Celestia will tell me she found the Earth realm at the end of semester finals, and I must finish the semester anyway with passing grades to progress.” I stood from my chair and stretched out. “Let’s go buy some shit!”

“Finally,” Keliria squealed.

Walking through the market, I marveled at the variety of wares sold. Samurai katanas, great swords, spears, and daggers were all for sale, next to fabrics, mechanical oddities, and jewelry. I had brought some gold but was not really in the spending mood. The girls, in contrast, were weighing themselves down with merchandise. They each pulled out their wands to levitate some of their bags but still carried heavy loads. I would have used my wand to help, except Celestia warned me not to use magic in town because everyone thought I was a hired sword.

I offered to carry a few bags and was loaded in a heartbeat. I guess this is what happens when a bunch of gorgeous ladies come into town with too much money and a shitload of stuff to buy.

I was beginning to struggle to keep balance with everything I was carrying when Jessica called out to me, “Ethan, our enchanted carriage is here to pick us up.”

The wall of bags blocked my vision, so I followed her voice. I was worried I would crash into something when all the bags suddenly levitated out of my arms. The girls had bags lad beside the carriage and more levitating in the air. I was worried we would have to cram into the cabin with all the purchases when I noticed the carriage had a cart latched behind it, and the girls were loading everything into it.

“Thank you for being a gentleman, but we will handle everything from here.”

I sighed in relief as I sat down the bags and entered the carriage, reclining in the center seat. The girls soon joined me in the cabin. Keliria snuggled up to me. I reached my arm around her waist and pulled the Wicca beauty close.

Keliria began to nibble and lick my ear when Misumi interrupted us, “UHUHUM…Keliria!”

“What? Ethan and I are just having a little fun,” Keliria cooed.

Jessica was chuckling. Nudea looked away, blushing red, while Misumi remained composed.

“Come on, Misumi, we are just cuddling,” Keliria insisted.

“Keep it in the bedroom!” Misumi said firmly.

Damn, that anime chick was a severe buzz kill. I was considering ways to remedy the situation when I felt a ping from my tablet. I removed my hands from the Keliria and pulled my tablet from my pack. I pulled up the screen and found a live chat icon from Varuna.

I activated it, and the blue-skinned water imp’s image filled the screen, “Hey, Ethan! After studying your vest, I went to the Alchemy lab to synthesize Kevlar. My first samples were very promising, so I synthesized a full plate of Kevlar using magical synthesis. The Kevlar plates I created are more flexible, stronger, and lighter than the unenchanted material your vest was made of. I have tested my plates against swords and arrows, tougher than any armor plating I have worked with.”

“That’s great!” I exclaimed, “Send the finished plates to the tailors and…”

“I communicated with Greta concerning the dimensions for the body armor plates before sending her the Kevlar. She wanted you to stop by her shop. And I am going to show Celestia the Kevlar. She is going to be thrilled,” the water-imp woman said enthusiastically.

“I cannot wait to see our new combat armor!!! Greta is such a genius,” Keliria said excitedly.

“I am directing our carriage to stop at the mall once we return to Elementia,” Jessica stated.

During the rest of the trip back, Keliria was more restrained, though the succubus witch caressed my hand and maneuvered her tail into my pants to play with my manhood.

A very enthusiastic Greta greeted us at the tailor shop, “I cannot wait to show you the suits. I have to say the best work I have ever done. And the Kevlar plating is both flexible and tough; I had no trouble fitting the amor into your combat suits. You have protection over most of your body except the joints, which are protected by durable and tough silk material. I also included boots similar to your original pair, except I custom-made them for each of you. Normally, I don’t have the students try on my work because I always see them sooner or later on campus. In this case, I would like to see all of you try on my creations now!”

With a flick of her wand, Greta summoned our new combat suits into the main room of her shop, closed the window blinds, and flipped the open sign to closed. “Girls, you can all change out here. These suits fit best when you are naked, so you all need to shed your undergarments before putting on the suits.” Greta turned to me, “There is a closet over there,” she pointed to a closet.  “Unless…you would like to show me your fine features...” she smirked.

“Ethan, please use the closet!” Nudea blurted.

I chuckled at the blushing Nudea, “Ok, I’ll use the closet.”

Greta levitated my new combat suit into my waiting arms. It was a one-piece jumpsuit starting at the neck and going out and down to cover the hands and feet. The witch tailor had also created a pair of combat boots that matched the black suit. The Kevlar armor plates were woven throughout the suit, even in the crouch area. I was worried it would be clanky like stormtrooper armor from Star Wars.

When I slipped the suit on, it fit like a glove, and I was surprised at how light the armor plates were. Greta also included ammunition and equipment pockets. I pulled up the zipper and knocked on the door, “Is everybody dressed?”

“We are all dressed, unfortunately,” Keliria pouted back.

I chuckled. My voluptuous succubus only ever seemed completely happy when she was butt-naked.

Upon leaving the closet, my jaw dropped to the floor, and cock went hard in a heartbeat. Before me were four visions of inhuman magnificence, which left me speechless and thoughtless.

The combat suits were seemingly ripped from the screen of a super spy movie. Their skin-tight fabric displayed every curve and crevice on the girls’ bodies.

My eyes locked on Nudea, who looked meek and was blushing red. As I admired her goddess-like body, I could discern why she was so uncomfortable. The form-fitting body suit covered her large, perfectly shaped breasts so seamlessly that it was almost as if the suit was painted on her skin. The curly, raven-haired witch noticed I was gawking at her chest because she immediately folded her arms over her large breasts, and her already red heart-shaped face turned even redder.

My eyes traveled down her curvy body. Her muscles were not as defined as the other women in Dragon House, but her body was superbly proportioned with an hourglass figure.

My wondering eyes traveled further down to her clit. The Kevlar and fabric material were woven into G-strings, starting from her pussy and winding around her waist to her back.

“Nudea, everything is fine. You look great,” Jessica told the nervous witch. Nudea faced her to respond, turning her back to me, and I was granted a view of her shapely ass. The G-string cut into the crevice between the cheeks, and the suit skin followed. I was enjoying this show.

My eye traveled further down her shapely legs to her feet, fitted with her combat boots. The boots were designed to fit her feet perfectly and had a feminine design that matched the suit.

As I reveled at Nudea’s exquisite body, my eyes slowly wandered to the other girls.

Unlike Nudea, Misumi was stretching out her limbs and flexing her muscles to test the flexibility of her suit. Unlike the buxom witches, who appeared to be the norm at Elementia, Misumi was petite with perky medium breasts and an athletic build. As she was stretching, I admired every defined muscle on her body.

The witch noticed I was checking her out while performing a roundhouse kick. Rather than sneer or ignore me, she locked eyes with mine for a moment, and a slight smile formed at the edges of her thin red lips just before she jumped in the air to perform a karate kick. While she was in the air for a second, I admired her booty and legs in the skin-tight suit.

Keliria looked as slutty as ever in her suit. “I have to admit these body suits are great. It fits my skin so smoothly. The sensations on my body are just divine!” she exclaimed as she ran her hands over her breasts, down her waist, and ended at her clit, which she began to massage. “OH! I can feel it through the suit, too,” the lavender succubus purred.

With the way the succubus was playing with her pussy and seductively moaning, she was going to make me cum from the sight.

I broke away from the succubus and turned to Jessica. Like Misumi, she tested the limits of motion for her suit.

“I have a full range of motion in this suit. It truly is the work of master tailor Greta,” Jessica said as she mimicked drawing a bow with her arms.

“Thank you, Jessica! These suits truly rank among my greatest work. I cannot wait to see their special powers when you enchant them with dragon’s blood. OH, something you all need to know about these suits,” the tailor pulled her wand out and touched Jessica’s suit on the wrist, then chanted, “Mutatio ad silvam exemplar!” Instantly, the surface of the redheaded witch’s suit turned into a forest camouflage scheme.

I was in awe. I heard a rumor that after viewing ‘The Predator,’ the US Military brass ordered developing a chameleonic body suit. But after millions had been spent, the military had yet to deploy such a battle dress uniform.

Greta just did it in a day at what I suspected was a minuscule fraction of the cost of the US military’s project. “Greta…You are a Genius!” I exclaimed.

The tailor witch giggled, “I know, I know.”

After gazing in amazement at her suit’s transformation, Jessica looked up at her, “You truly outdid yourself, Greta. Oh! How do you change the suit back?”

Greta grinned at Jessica, “Good question. When you chant the transformation spell, insert the word of the camouflage scheme or color chanted in the ancient language.”

Jessica pulled out her wand, tapped her suit, and chanted, “Mutatio ad Brunneus exemplar.” In a second, her suit turned brown. We all watched Jessica in amazement after she transformed her suit.

Soon, we were all transforming our suits into different colors and schemes. I changed my suit into desert, mountain, fall forest, and an ocean blue water scheme. Misumi went through several different colors and schemes before returning to black. Keliria was changing the colors of her suit and laughing like a crazy slut. Even Nudea got over her shyness to explore the colorful possibilities of her body suit.

“Greta, can these suits become transparent?” Keliria slyly asked the witch tailor.

Greta nodded her head, “Oh! Yes, they can!”

Keliria’s eyes lit up like stars in the sky.

“Keliria…Please…don’t,” Jessica begged the succubus.

“Sorry Jessica! The succubus desire to be nude calls to me!” Keliria said. The succubus tapped her wand against her suit and chanted, “Mutatio ad transparo exemplar!”

Her suit vanished in moments, and the purple succubus was naked in the middle of the store.

Jessica groaned. Misumi sighed, and Nudea covered her eyes. I laughed. Keliria jutted her chest and stood tall, “Think about it, everyone; we are in the heat of battle, and our enemies surround us, but suddenly, our suits go transparent. The idiots will be stumped at the site of our glorious nudity, giving us the seconds to grant them a gruesome death. Well, it probably won’t work the same way with Ethan. However, they would be so utterly stunned by the size and perfect of Ethan’s Manhood that…”

“That’s…enough Keliria!” I interrupted her between my laughs.

She smirked at me, “Seriously, this could be a good momentary distraction if we need one.”


Chapter 14

After a few minutes of laughs, sneers, and sighs, we returned our suits to black. “As they are, the suits are impervious against mortal weapons, but if they are going to stand up against magical weapons and spells, you will all need to enchant them,” Greta stated.

“I have the perfect blood for the enchantments. Thank You, Greta,” I replied to her.

“Get changed back into your Academy uniforms. You all don’t need to be walking around in these suits on Academy grounds,” Greta added.

After changing into our casual clothes, we left the shop, boarded the carriage, and set the carriage pad to return us home. As she did before, Keliria slyly maneuvered her tail into my pants and massaged my cock.

“I want to play tonight. Your room after dinner?” Keliria whispered.

I grinned and nodded in confirmation.

I looked over to Nudea and Misumi. Nudea had dozed off, but Misumi was wide awake. The anime girl gazed out the window as our carriage moved along the street. I stared at her, admiring her sharp, predatory face and raven-black silk hair. She was gorgeous, even if she could probably kill me in a dozen ways.  She turned to me, and her yellow eyes locked briefly with mine. I was surprised she gazed at me with a longing instead of her usual grim stare. I saw the hint of a smile at the edge of her crimson-red lips before she turned to the window.

“Students are returning from their practical exams. Looks like some of them ran into some trouble like we did,” Misumi said.

“Did they have to travel across a desert then run from a rabble of drunk knights with bloody murder on their minds?” I asked.

Jessica smiled, “Definitely not! All the practical exams are different and designed to test the student's unique abilities. And I don’t think they had half the hardships we did.”

“Those are the students who completed their practical. Failing students go to the feast hall to appear before the academic board to review their performance to determine if they should be allowed to advance, repeat the exam, or, in the case of previous failures, expulsion from Elementia,” Jessica grimaced.

Our carriage tilted slightly as it turned onto our street. Nudea stirred from her nap and fluttered her long eyelashes as her vision came into focus. “OH, are we home yet?”

“We will be home in a few seconds, so get yourself awake, Nudea,” I replied.

The bookish witch stretched her arms over her head, arched her back, and took a deep breath. Her large breasts jutted out, tightening against her white blouse, and for a moment, I hoped they would burst forth from her garments, but sadly, her back straightened, and her breasts retracted.

“Classes will restart tomorrow! We need to get ourselves ready,” Jessica announced.

“I would think after the stunt we pulled yesterday. the professors would give us passing grades in every course for the rest of the semester!” I admitted.

“We all wish! Unfortunately, that is not so at Elementia. We have completed two practicals testing our mastery of the keystone spells for divination and creating magical artifacts. We have two practicals left for Magery and potions,” Nudea replied.

I thought briefly, then enquired, “What can we expect in Magery and Potions?”

Misumi grimaced, “Knowing Clolete, she will unleash hell on you, Ethan.”

Nudea sighed, “I spoke to some of the upper-class women. They said she would test our basic competency in using our wands to manipulate the basic magical elements by preparing an obstacle course. She may try manipulating it against you, Ethan.”

“I’m not worried about that bitch. Whatever she throws my way. I can take it,” I confidently smirked.

“What about miss high and mighty Selena? She was not too welcoming at the beginning,” Keliria said.

“Selena is a dedicated teacher. I have never once seen her grade anyone unfairly. She will test me without bias and issue the grade based on my performance,” I respectively replied.

“Selena is wonderful in the classroom. She’ll be a great professor one day,” Nudea acknowledged.

“There is the final accumulative written test and Practical exam to consider. That will test everything we’ve learned. I only learned about the final test because it is written in tiny letters on the bottom of the syllabus,” Nudea said.

I perked in interest, “Celestia never mentioned an accumulative final and practical exam!”

Keliria laughed, “That grand academic slut loves surprises!”

“The grand finals are not meant to determine if we progress. They are used to assess what we learned and determine our study tracts. I got into a conversation with Varuna about the grand final when she was drunk and high on a pleasure spell. Students don’t normally talk about it because the Headmistress forbids it, but she has never placed a spell of secrecy around the final tests. Even so, Varuna was not forthcoming about the final. She only said the final practical exam would test us. The way forward is trusting yourself and your house sisters,” Nudea said.

It made sense. We were being trained as magical soldiers, and our ability to handle unexpected situations would need to be tested at some point. I still was not comfortable potentially fighting a war for these people, but I could not deny I was living every fantasy I ever had at Elementia.

“We need to get unloaded,” Jessica announced as she rose from her seat and exited the carriage. My eyes followed her swaying hips and ass as she left. Each lovely lady followed Jessica out, and I was treated to a good view of their hindquarters, which I savored.

Once the girls left, I rose and exited the carriage into the bright, sunny afternoon. The girls had their wands out and were levitating their shopping bags out of the cart. Remembering my predicament in the market, I considered quietly slipping away but realized now that I was back behind the academy walls, I could perform magic again. I pulled out my wand and strolled to Jessica, “Need any help?”

She turned to me with a gentle smile on her smooth, freckled face, “Well, of course we need help. Some of this stuff is yours.”

“I did not buy anything. I was to be busy carrying your things,” I buffed.

“I know, and you were such a gentleman, which is why we bought you gifts,” Jessica said with a big smile.

“You bought me presents. What do I get?” I questioned excitedly.

The redheaded witch rolled her eyes, “Help us unload, and you’ll find out!”

I spent the next few minutes leaving the house, levitating clusters of bags to the girls’ rooms. Once unloading was finished, Jessica walked over to the carriage and chanted, “Vos sunt dimissi.” The carriage drove back down the road and turned onto the main street, heading towards the keep.

The red-headed beauty strolled over to me, “Everyone is gathering in the living room to present their gifts. Come on!” I followed the freckled witch with a bit of excitement.

When Jessica and I walked in, everyone had taken a seat. Jessica guided me to the couch between Misumi and Nudea. Jessica then sat in the chair opposite Keliria. On the coffee table, bags of various sizes were lined up next to each other. I felt like it was Christmas or my birthday, and I could not wait to open my gifts.

“ME FIRST!” Keliria shouted. She pushed three bags to me. The first one was heavy, and I was shaking in anticipation of what it could be.

I reached in and pulled out…a bar…with cuffs. I was momentarily confused before saying, “Handcuffs…for prisoners?”

The succubus smiled, “No, silly! It’s a bondage bar, so you can bind us in the perfect position to fuck us from the rear.”

This was not quite what I anticipated, but what could I do? “Thank You…Keliria. This is very…very thoughtful,” I said, trying to mask my awkwardness.

Keliria fidgeted in her seat excitedly and smiled, displaying her pearly white teeth and fangs.

I looked to Jessica, who had a fake smile, “It is a great gift, Keliria, and I have the utmost respect for Succubus Culture.”

I glanced into the freckled witch’s green eyes to read her underlying message. Those emerald green eyes told me, “Ethan, just smile and say thank you.”

I did just that as I pulled out assorted male leather thongs, chains, various cuffs, butt hooks, nipple clamps, collars of different colors and styles with matching leashes, more bondage bars, and whips from her bags.

When I reached the succubus’s last bag, everyone did their best to maintain fake smiles.

Keliria appeared oblivious to the rest of us as she excitedly described the depravities and acts of sexual excess, which admittedly was giving me a severe boner we could perform with the various devices.

Finally, I got to her last bag. I reached in, assuming another sex torcher implement, but was surprised to pull out a red king's cloak and gold crown. “Royal garbs for you. Succubi have a natural fetish for powerful males, and Kings are at the top of the list! Oh, I had this made for you!” she pulled out of the bag a red and gold T-shirt with the words, “I’M THE STUD KING SLUTS!” emblazoned on the front.

“Keliria…this is all…very thoughtful,” I mumbled.

“You all are so sweet and thoughtful. I love and appreciate all of you so much…SOOOO, you can all stop faking gratitude for my gifts. I know succubus sexual culture is scary to the uninitiated…But once all of you succumb fully to Ethan’s overwhelming magical sexual dominance, we will have these implements to experiment with! Till then, I will bag it up and store them in Ethan’s closet,” she smirked.

Sighs of relief filled the house as Keliria bagged everything back up and flew her gifts to my room to stash in my closet. When she returned, Jessica moved her bags towards me, “I think you will like what I got for you.”

I returned her smile and reached into the first back, pulling out its contents, “A brown shirt and pants.”

She grinned, “I bought you shirts and trousers in matching colors … and I got your measurements from Greta, so these clothes should fit. I also got you beaded necklaces and rainbow shirts too. These are common male garments among my people in the realm of Addeasos. I figured you needed better casual clothes than those combat outfits you wear. I also bought assorted colored shirts and leather pants to work around the Pegasus. AND…I bought you several special things.”

She reached for a large, tall, square bag, pushing it over to me. I pulled a reflex bow and a quiver of arrows from the tall bag. “This bow is specially crafted so you can fire easily from horseback, and once you enchant it and the arrows and learn the necessary spells, you can guide the arrows to their targets over a great distance beyond mortal bows,” the redheaded beauty explained.

I was thrilled. I had a potential magical guided missile launcher in my hands, and with the right tweaks, these arrows would be a nasty surprise to the Leonis knights if I reencountered them.

“This is wonderful, Jessica. Thank you!” I said with genuine appreciation.

“You’re welcome. That bow is an authorized replica of one made by the Elven master bow crafter Nyana Araven. Her seal of licensed approval is on the hilt,” she said excitedly.

I propped the bow and quiver on the table and reached for her last bag. I pulled out what appeared to be snake-skin boots, pants, a jacket, and a belt. “Authentic Dragon skin apparel and NO dragons were harmed for these garments. A little-known fact is that dragons shed their skins every spring. Those clothes were made from discarded dragon skin, which is a glut on the market in Starcia because there are so many dragons in the Starcia imperial realms. And I checked it with the divination spell before purchasing it,” the freckled witch said proudly.

I was at a loss for words. Her gifts were beautiful.

“My turn!” Misumi announced. With a wave of her wand, she moved her bags in front of me, and I opened the first bag, pulling out a sheathed Katana. “Like your bow, it is an authorized copy created from an original sword craft by the master sword maker Seta Reizo, and I checked for his enchanted license seal on the blade,” she firmly stated.

“I will need to start training with you,” I said.

“Yes, however, you will need to use a wooden sword for the first few weeks so you won’t cut yourself accidentally,” the ninja witch replied. I pulled out more weapons from her bag.

“Shrekins and throwing stars. You can guide them to your targets with the right spells and enchantments,” Misumi said. I grinned and pulled out folded robes before reaching for her next bag.

“Black dragon Kimono set with wooden shoes, a proper garb to train with from my home realm, and a silk bathrobe so you don’t have any excuse to walk around naked like Keliria,” the ninja chick firmly stated.

I noticed a smile as she pulled out her wand and levitated a box over, settling it on the floor before us. Samurai battle armor is sized to fit you and magically replicated from a set crafted by a master. I bought it for training purposes.”

For the second time, I was thrilled. I had authentic samurai armor. How cool was this? “T…Thanks, Misumi.”

I saw a smile form on her porcelain face, and in a sweet voice, she said, “You're welcome, Ethan.”

“I guess it is my turn now,” Nudea said in her meek voice. She reached out and pulled her bags in front of me. I opened the bags and pulled out a giant, thick book, “The Imperial Exploration Corps Survey Reports on 2,000 of the Known Realms, volume 1 of 20.” This was something I’d been yearning for. A book about the known realms: I would use this as a reference guide when traveling to the other realms. “I got you books about Sildo mechanical engineering and various technological systems. I bought you several books about the politics of the magical realms. Also, I have a list of recommended reads if you want to further studies,” they said excitedly. Nudea’s love of the written word never ceased to amaze me. I did not doubt her brilliant mind, but I still believed there was another side to the shy, bookish beauty.

After going through all the books, I opened the last bag and pulled out its contents. “It’s a dress suit for formal events. Greta recommended a wizard tailor in the market who specializes in formal wear. It is simple: black silk pants, coat, white shirt, tie, and shoes. I know you have that suit from the casino. It's flashy but uncultured. This suit has refinement sewn into every inch of fabric. I hope you like it,” she said.

I looked over the suit and admitted that it was more refined than the casino tux. “Thank you! Nudea.”

“I also bought a bathrobe. It's not silk like Misumi’s. It’s made of cotton, a hot material, and very comfortable.” I smiled, “I love it, Nudea.” The curly, raven-haired witch blushed cherry red and formed a cute smile with her heart-shaped lips at my remark.

“It’s getting late, and we have class tomorrow,” Jessica stated. The girls help me gather everything back into the bags, and I use a levitation spell to levitate my gift to my room. Once everything was stored away, I joined the girls in the dining room, and we enjoyed another exotic meal from the castle kitchen, which included a familiar chicken, several mystery vegetables and fruits, and assorted dishes I had no name for. Still, they tasted delicious, so I did not ask.

After dinner, we all went upstairs. I went directly to my bathroom and filled the tub with water. Soon, I was relaxing in the warm water, wishing I had a shower.

Today was a wonderful day. I spent the entire day with four beautiful women, met another exotic beauty I hoped to see again, found a lead on Earth’s location, got a brand-new combat suit, and received presents from my adoring housemates.

When I finished my bath, I garbed myself in the new silk bathrobe and flopped on the bed for a quick rest before Keliria arrived. I was out in a minute.

The next day, I woke up early, finding Keliria lying next to me naked. I cast a restoration spell to clean up my room before wearing my academy uniform.

Downstairs, Nudea was quietly eating and reading in the dining room. I sat and made a plate of bacon, eggs, and fruit.

As we ate, the other girls all came down. Misumi and Jessica looked as stoic as ever, and Keliria had a lustrous grin as she ate.

In Enchantments that day, Lydia announced that with two practicals down, we should begin preparing for the end-of-semester grand finals. The written portion would test all the bookwork and studying we had done in every class.

When she got to the grand practical, I stood to attention. We would encounter obstacles similar to those we experienced in the individual practicals but in one grand test. Everyone was taking notes; I suspected many would review the spells used in the previous two practicals.

Lydia also announced that with the semester's end approaching, she was progressing to learning about crafting personal spell books. These books would be similar to wands, except they would require more intricate spells to prepare. The spell book would not be crafted until the next semester, but we were far enough along in our lessons to spend time learning about this critical extension of our magic.

Octavia congratulated everyone present for completing her practical. She informed us we would continue practicing the various applications of divination. Next semester, we would learn a derivative of the spell to learn the history of an object or person and spells and enchantments to block divination spells. She reiterated what Lydia had already said about the looming grand finals. She stressed the importance of using divination to identify and examine curses, hexes, obstacles, and whatever else we encounter.

After class, Octavia motioned me to stay behind. She did not seem antagonistic. She looked very amiable today. She wore her usual white dress with her ample cleavage on display. Her white swan wings were enchanting. Her golden hair cascaded down her shoulders, and her piercing blue eyes sparkled. I wanted to bend her over on the desk and drive my cock into her on the spot.

She sat down at her desk chair and motioned me to her. “How are you and your house doing?” she asked.

“We are all doing fine!” I replied.

Her face smiled, displaying pearly white teeth. “Thank you for being paranoid during the practical. Arming the students was a good idea. And I am sorry…Your house was pitted against Arnet. It was not my decision.”

“It was Celestia, wasn’t it?” I questioned.

She nodded and continued, “Yes, I thought you would return to Elementia.”

“I almost did, but Jessica pulled herself together,” I said.

She sighed, “I did not learn of her connection with Arnet until yesterday when he was formally charged with her father’s murder. That was a tragedy.”

I exhale, “She told me back at the casino.” She sighed and gazed at me for a minute.

“You handle the escape very well. At first, we were planning to send an escort the next day, but you left immediately after robbing Arnet. Good job having him thrown in the gutter,” she smirked.

“Thanks! And did I screw up your plans to extract us?”

“By the divine Goddess, no! If we had gone through with our original plan, the knights would have ambushed us outside the Oasis. It would have been a slaughter for us. When you left when you did, the crew was largely drunk, and a portion of them were left back at the oasis. We got them when they were most vulnerable.”

That was good news. However, I had another question, “How did my rescuers feel about my predicament?”

She laughed, “When we told those ladies you were fighting Leonis Knights, they were all furious that first-semester students were upstaging them. They could not wait to get to the battle and help their fellow students, including you, struggling against our enemies.”

That made me feel proud, but two more questions came to mind, " What happened to Claus?”

“He was questioned again. We confirmed through truth spells he was indeed kidnapped. The boy is back home with his family. He is just fine,” she replied.

“What about those papers we found in Arnet’s…well…My ship?” I asked.

The Angel’s grimaced, “Those records were alarming. The knights have captured Wicca and sent them to some unknown buyers. Enslaved people with magic are not common for obvious reasons. We have suspicions about what they are acquiring these prisoners for. We are investigating.”

We both gazed at each other for a time before Octavia broke the silence by asking, “Are you going to stay for the next semester?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“Good! You have proven yourself an asset here, and because there is a price on your head, your life is at risk if you leave,” she acknowledged. “You better get to lunch. You don’t want to be hungry during the next class.”


Chapter 15

I found the girls already eating lunch at lunch in the great hall. As usual, on our table was every delicious food imaginable, and some I could not recognize. Everything tasted good, so I could fill my plate with anything on the table and be satisfied.

“Ethan, why don’t you try the Kigma trout filet? It is very healthy for the skin and muscles,” Nudea suggested.

I figured, what the hell? Since I was experiencing new things almost every day, I might as well indulge in mystery fish.

“Are you enjoying perfect food again, or are you missing the imperfection of mortal cuisine?” Keliria smirked as she ate a steak.

“For something to be considered perfect, you must have something to compare it to!” I interjected.

Jessica ate some sautéed carrots before saying, “I would not say the food made in the Elementia kitchens is perfect. It is refined to our tastes, and it can change. The pizza we ate yesterday was unlike any food I ever partook in because it tasted different.”

We all stared at Jessica for a few seconds of silence before Keliria burst out, “Well, Jessica pretty much settled the question of Elementia cuisine perfection! What else can we argue about?”

I was trying to keep myself from barfing my food when a smooth, soothing hand touched my shoulder. I turned my head to gaze upon the heavenly face of Abigail. She had the girl-next-door vibe, which contrasted with the predatory vibe of the Keliria and the other infernal witches. She was comforting. I looked into her face and marveled at her heart-shaped face, brown eyes behind her round-rim glasses, cupid bow on her full upper lip, and long brunette that flowed down around her ample bosom.

“How was your practical exam?” the heavenly witch asked in her sweet, innocent voice.

“We went to a Casino. We had to win 2000 gold each,” I responded casually.

“A casino! Really! My house went on a scavenger hunt through a market. It was fun, but finding and buying everything on the list took forever,” she chuckled.

“How did you pay for everything?” I inquired.

Her face took on a mischievous expression: “Alas! We sinned by cheating some alleyway gamblers out of their hard-earned money.”

I smiled at the naughty witch, “I assume the point of Octavia’s practical was not just to test our ability to use divination but also to test our resourcefulness and flexibility.”

“Absolutely! Octavia may be a vision of heavenly divinity, but she has the ferocity and ruthlessness to make even Infernal Fae Lords quiver in fear!” Abigail said. I saw that side of her during our rescue. She was magnificent!

“Oh! Did you hear about her and the senior class Battle Witch capturing Arnet? It's wonderful that he is finally in a prison cell,” the heavenly witch said enthusiastically. I grinned at her statement. If only she knew.

“Abigail, would you like to sit and eat with us?” Jessica asked.

Abigail went giddy, “Of course!”

I pulled her up to my chair, and in a few minutes, the brunette witch was eating what she called a Corba sandwich next to me. Occasionally, she would gaze at me, flutter her long eyelashes, turn away, and giggle.

“Did your house have any trouble?” Misumi asked.

“YEAH! We did,” the brunette witch responded. “We ran into some street sorcerers!” Abigail looked upon us with concern. “They were talking to any female witches they could find about the goddess’s champion. The one we ran into got a bit insistent. But we flashed our weapons, and they backed off. Thank you for implying we arm ourselves. It saved us from trouble.”

“It is strange for low-level magic users to risk approaching students of a great magic school,” Nudea stated.

“I talked to some students whose encounters turned violent. Their assaulters were paid beforehand to ask questions. They were promised a commission for each witch they questioned,” Abigail said.

This sparked my interest. I was never in Army Intelligence, but I watched Burn Notice enough to understand what they were doing. “They were using intermediaries to question the students,” I stated.

Everyone turned to me.

“But none of us could answer their questions even if we wanted to. We all took a pact of silence when we were admitted to Elementia,” Nudea stated.

“Interrogation is not necessarily about getting the definitive truth. It’s about asking questions and getting responses, then analyzing those responses about the interrogee’s physical and emotional state,” I said.

“But Celestia’s spell keeps us silent about…”

I cut Nudea off, “Her spell keeps us from telling the truth, but it does not stop you from lying, correct?”

Abigail shriveled, “We did lie to several of them. We told them no champion was summoned this year.”

I grimaced, “I was warned by Celestia that certain parties outside Elementia were hunting me and that the safest place for me was here. Of course, I have already decided to stay. I am learning magic, which is beyond incredible.”

Abigail perked excitedly when I said, “I am glad you’re going to continue with your studies …and I am sure the Headmistress will keep you safe behind our walls.”

She suddenly grimaced, “D…Do you think we unknowingly gave them information about you? The people we talked to.”

“MMM…No, they did not learn anything they did not already know…so…don’t trouble yourself.” I held her hand to reassure the beautiful brunette.

She made a bright smile, “OK.”

After lunch, we parted ways with Abigail and proceeded to the library for a study session.

In magery, Clolete announced, “I congratulate all of you for successfully completing the Divination practical. But don’t get too relaxed. The Magery practical is scheduled in a few days.” Everyone let out a collective groan. “We just did the Divination practical, which was hard enough,” a student complained.

“Can’t we have a few more days off?” another student asked.

“Silence, this is Elementia. If any of you want an easy ride, there are plenty of community magic schools you can all go to for basic magical education,” Clolete proclaimed to the class. No one spoke a word after the muscular professor’s statement. “Because my class is all application and physical training, my exam consists only of a practical test. All I can tell you is that my exam will test your endurance, physical abilities, and ability to utilize your magical skills. During the semester, your statistics will be tallied. This will chart your progress through the rest of your magical education…my practical will be administered entirely on academy grounds. No weapons or armor will be necessary.”

“We have all worked hard developing our abilities,” I told the girls.

Keliria added, “Yeah! We can do this. Besides me, Jessica and Misumi as sisters of Ethan’s cov…AhAh.” Keliria cried in pain when Jessica stomped Keliria’s foot. Jessica and Misumi gave her a deadly glare, which quieted the succubus. Nudea looks at the others with an expression I don’t want to know.

Selena also announced her practical in potions class but assured us it would not immediately follow Clolete’s exam. I suspected she would want us to prepare some potion using the techniques we learned in her class to create a special potion.

While everyone was eating in the evening, I announced, “After dinner, let's go downstairs and enchant our body suits and weapons with the dragon’s blood.”

Keliria, with food in her mouth, mumbled in between chews, “Yeah…We should…go ahead and get…that done.”

In the basement, five cauldrons were set up for the enchantments. Since the beginning of class, the girls each brought down to the cellar their cauldrons.

We gathered all of the required ingredients and prepared cauldrons for the enchantment. We added our ingredients, including the vials full of dragon’s blood. We dumped our new suits and weapons into the brews, which exploded in a litany of rainbow-colored light and smoke.

When the smoke cleared, our enchanted suits and weapons lay at the bottom of the cauldrons.

The day of Magery practical came. After lunch, the class gathered at the east gate to await the professors' departure for our designated courses.

“Nervous, anyone?” I boomed to the gorgeous ladies.

“Nervous? do I look Nervous to you?” Keliria responded as she displayed her scantily dressed body, jutting out her enormous breasts and flexing her defined muscles in the bright sunlight, barely clothed in exercise shorts and top.

“I have already proven my abilities when I carried us across the desert. This should be simple in comparison,” Jessica boasted proudly.

“You’ve all seen me use my magic. I am up to it,” Misumi smirked.

“I’m ready!” Nudea squealed.

“Attention Everyone!” Clolete declared. “The Magery practical is now in progress! Line up and get ready!”

“Let’s meet at the mall coffee shop after the exam,” I said. Everyone nodded in approval.

I mentally reviewed the skills I had developed in Magery. I worked purely with magic and was surprised at what I could do without chanting spells.

Keliria nudged me, “The testers are calling names. Better Listen for yours, my love.”

I nodded in acknowledgment.

“Ethan! Come forward,” a green-haired witch called out. I stepped forward to her, and like many other professors and students, she gave me the cold shoulder. I turned to look at Keliria as I stepped forward. In her purple eyes, I got the sense she was telling me, “YOU GOT THIS.” I grinned at the thought and marched up to her with a confident stride.

She squinted her silver eyes at me. “Let’s get this over with! Ethan, take my hand, and I will shadow-port you to your exam,” the green-haired witch said in her elegant but commanding voice.

I took her hand, and a haze of multicolored smoke surrounded us.

When the haze cleared, we found ourselves in an empty clearing surrounded by forest. The tester witch turned to me and pointed into the empty clearing, “Start walking in that direction. Your path is marked by yellow crosses on the trees. You will find each of your obstacles along this path. Please do not attempt to avoid obstacles. It will cause you to fail automatically. You have till sunset to complete the course. GOOD LUCK!” She said the last bit with a sarcastic sneer before disappearing into a cloud of colorful smoke.

I took a deep breath and peered in the direction she had pointed with her manicured finger. I immediately spotted the yellow crosses on the trees marking the path and set out on my trek through the woods.

It was a lovely day. The sun was out, and despite the foliage in the trees, the forest floor was well-illuminated.

Five minutes into my trek, I was beginning to wonder if Professor Clolete sent me on a nature hike when SMACK! I walked right into something solid. I collapsed backward, landing on the ground in utter confusion. I immediately searched in front of me for the obstacle but found nothing.

Ok! Maybe the Professor didn’t send me on a glorified nature hike.

Getting myself together, I understood this was Magic College, so everything I understood about reality was up for question, which is why I suspected I had run into an invisible wall. I reached with my hand until I felt a solid surface. It was invisible and blocking my path, but I could see the path on the other side.

I instinctively used divination but found my obstacle was unreadable.

I considered the situation. This was Magery, not Divination, so I had to think critically for a solution. In Magery class, working with magic, I discovered that channeling Sanctus or light magic could dispel most basic hexes and magically purify objects. In this case, I could use light magic to temporarily dispel the invisibility charms, preventing me from seeing the obstacles blocking my path.

I channeled light magic into my hand and then touched the invisible wall. The magic flowed through my hand and entered the wall. I watched in amazement as it flickered into view. The barrier was twenty feet high, and I spotted grooves every few feet for climbing.

This was probably a level 1 obstacle. Like a video game, the course would only get more challenging as I progressed.

Climbing over the wall was simple until my Sanctus magic dissipated and the cloaking spell re-asserted itself. It was a bit frightening to see only the space where I was grasping. But I used my hands and feet to feel for each groove until my boots hit the ground on the other side of the wall.

I followed the trail of marked trees, wondering what else I would encounter.

The next challenge was a log balance beam. Military obstacle courses on earth had these, and Clolete placed the class through dozens of zig-zag balance beams, among other non-magical obstacles. I jumped on the beams, stretched out my arms, and proceeded across the zig-zag path to the end. I watched for any signs of magical traps or surprises the entire time.

Moving down the marked path in the woods, I encountered another obstacle. This stunned me. In the clearing, rope-like strands were moving through the air. When I reached out with my hand, the ropes stopped—one in front of my palm.

When I touched the ropes, it was like an electric fence. I shook violently before being repelled backward from the ropes. The Strands of rope continued on their paths in the clearing air.

I recovered from the shock and observed the ropes weaving through the air. I noted they were moving in a repeated orderly pathway, never intersecting. I went into deep thought. In Magery, I learned the magic of the soul could warp the very fabric of reality. In my studies, I learned of ancient Infernal and Sanctum witches and wizards who supposedly could transform lead into gold, warp living beings into new creatures, and effect causality.

I had experimented with the ability to effect causality with Sanctus and Infernal magic. I discovered it was one of those powers that both magics of the soul could use, though Infernals tended to favor disorder and sanctum magic preferred order. Both had their uses.

I tapped into chaos Infernal magic and projected it at the weaving ropes. In seconds, the rope began colliding with each other, getting tangled as they sped up, slowed down, or deviated from their original pathways. Soon, several balls of tangled rope were hovering off the ground in the clearing.

I carefully walked past the electrified bundles of rope and proceeded on the marked trail.

As I trudged through the woods, the obstacles fell into a pattern. I encountered obstacles in the order requiring specific elemental magics and non-magical obstacles. This pattern continued as I proceeded further, though I kept on guard for a sudden change.

I encountered an area that was too dark, so I summoned light elemental magic to cut through the darkness. I discovered a too-bright obstacle and used shadow magic to dim the light enough to see. I had to traverse upside down on a rope to cross a gorge. I crossed monkey bars, which had a pit of spikes underneath them. I nicknamed them the monkey bars of death.

In a soul magic obstacle, which I believe was Clolete sending me a message, I faced an infernal spectre. It took summoning a Sanctus sword and an enormous effort to defeat the spectre. I figured Clolete knew it was me behind the spectre incident but never proved it, or, more likely, Celestia told her to drop the matter.

I lost track of time trekking through the woods. The course seemed to have no end. I had not bothered to keep track of the number of obstacles I had encountered. I was beginning to believe the dear Professor Clolete wanted to kill me.

After using flames to burn my way through vines with serrated thorns (I hope Jessica never found out about that), I came to a door in the middle of the woods. It had a yellow cross on it, so I assumed I had to go through this door to continue. I tried opening it by turning the knob the door was locked. There was a keyhole but no key. I had not seen a key on the trail.

I rubbed my forehead. If only there were a spell to summon a key…I snapped my fingers in realization! I could use my magic to create a unique spectre that could be changed to fit the lock. I summoned a key using infernal magic and slid it into the lock, but it did not work. I was sure I had adjusted the key to match the keyhole perfectly.

I considered the situation. This course tested my ability to tap into elemental magic and my physical abilities. I rolled my eyes in a sudden epiphany.

I removed my spectre key and tapped into my magic, infusing it with elemental magic. My studies taught me that elemental magic could be woven together, but it must be done precisely, or an explosion could result.

As I infused the magic into the key spectre, I knew that the key could explode at any moment, and I could be reduced to charred raw meat on the forest floor. I focused harder than ever before, weaving the potent magic intricately into the key spectre. There were instances when the spectre almost did explode from the strain of the magical forces, but I managed to hold it together.

With a deluge of sweat falling from my head, I wove the last bit of magic to complete my elemental spectre key. I levitated my finished work level to my eyes and admired the swirls of silver-white sheen mixed with dark crimson red.

I took hold of the key, slid it into the hole, and turned the lock. Upon hearing the click of the lock, I twisted the handle and pushed the door open.

On the other side of the door was Elementia! I walked through, finding myself in a field facing one of the great Elementia castle walls. I soon spotted the green-haired witch approaching from the castle entrance. She was stunningly beautiful, as all the women of Elementia were, and walked with an elegant and imposing bearing.

She stopped before me, and I recognized the scorn on her face. “Well, Ethan, congratulations are in order! You completed the obstacle course and set a new record,” the gorgeous green-haired witch sneered.

I shrugged, “Great! Bring on the celebratory girls and booze.” She rolled her eyes and scoffed, “Follow me back to the entrance, and I will sign you off on the practical.”

We walked back through the gate into Elementia and an empty courtyard. “All the girls from your house and the others are still conducting their practicals. You are the first to complete your exam,” the witch informed me. “Come over here and sign your completion form.” She motioned me over, and I complied. I signed the form, and the witch promptly dismissed me from the exam area.

At the coffee shop, I sat waiting for the others. Most other students were in class or taking practical exams, so the mall was nearly deserted. I savored the flavor of a mystery fruit drink while reading a Newspaper. Ever since the defeat of the Leonis order, the newspapers had been filled with stories about Arnet's trial and the ongoing effort to round up the remaining members.

On the next page, I found a picture of Claus with his mother and father. He returned to present testimony concerning kidnapping charges against Arnet and his fellow knights. I scoffed at the picture of Arnet looking proud and confident as he was led out of an Imperial courtroom. Because the guy knew ‘his goose was cooked,’ he decided he might as well get cooked looking proud.

I turned the page, finding a reason to grin. ‘Succubi Gone Wild’ was the headline above a picture of succubi frolicking in a public fountain barely covered by skimpy bikinis. A group of succubi Keliria’s old Alameda visited the Starcia imperial capital and put on a show to the disgust or admiration of the citizenry.

“Don’t tell me you have eyes for other succubi. You’re breaking my delicate heart!”

I smirked, “I was thinking you would want another succubus to make out with while riding me.” Keliria came around and reclined on a chair, crossing her legs and propping them on the table. I was treated to a view of Keliria’s wet clit covered tightly by meager G-string panties.

“Very true!” the seductive succubus purred.

“So, how was your exam?” I inquired.

The succubus winced. “UH, that bitch of a professor must have it out for me! The tests started simple enough, but then the spike laid pits, the magical traps, the wild, magical plants and animals, and crossing the gorge on a ROPE! UUUUHHHH! I would like her if she was not such a bitch. She is so horrible to you, and…WAIT! Maybe she has a secret crush on you. YES! I did not sense it because…well…many of the girls have secret crushes on you, but now that I think about it…I sense foul feelings emanating from her. OOOHHH! Ethan, you have to…”

My eye twitched, “I am not having sex with Professor Clolete! On my realm, it is unethical.”

“PPPPPPPUUUUUUU, Ethan, Elementia has absolutely no rules governing the interpersonal relations between the professors and the students. You could sleep with the Headmistress and not get in trouble!” Keliria said.

That was an interesting fact.

Keliria sinisterly gazed into my eyes with her predatory glare. “Ethan, I acknowledge that for now, you should focus on initiating promising students into your harem…”

“Coven!” I corrected.

“Coven, Harem, our little group will be filled with women obsessed with having wonderful sex with you regardless!” she furiously said. “Eventually, when we become upperclassmen, we must give our game to the professors. Since the battle with the Leonis knights, Professor Octavia has acted differently toward you!”

I rolled my eyes, “I proved in that battle I was not her enemy!”

Keliria sighed, “Yes, you did and know…”

“Keliria, what did we agree on?” Misumi growled from behind me.

“Keep it in the bedroom,” Keliria sneered.

“Rumors are going around that we are fucking Ethan like rabbits in heat. It's true in your case, but I'd rather not feed the rumor mill!” Jessica said as she glided to our table. Keliria angrily groaned and leaned back in her chair.

“How did you do?” I asked the new arrivals.

“I had no difficulties, though. Towards the end of the course, it appeared the bitch professor was trying to kill me with her obstacles,” Misumi scoffed. “I swung on a rope across a pit filled with venomous Isui vipers, got past a fire spectre, and burned through viscous carnivorous plants!”

Jessica’s freckled face grimaced in horror. “I know how you feel, Misumi. I had to hurt a poor Bear-tiger, and I had hurt a precious Vukary rose…”

Misumi stared at Jessica. “Bear-tigers are vicious predatory animals originally bred as war mounts by orcs, and the Vukary rose is a carnivorous plant. How could you feel sorry for them?”

Jessica shriveled, “Their living creatures blessed with life by the goddess.”

“AH, OH, forget it,” Misumi said, collapsing in a chair and covering her face with her hands.

“Hey, everybody,” a soft voice said. I looked over to the source of the voice, spotting Nudea trudging up to our table. She appeared more disheveled than the rest of us. Her clothes were torn, her skin had scratch marks, and she seemed worn out.

“Looks like you had rough,” I inquired.

The bookish witch frowned, “That accursed professor was trying to kill me. I completed the course, but she had to be breaking academy rules with her obstacles!”

I got up to pull out a seat for the raven-haired beauty and helped her sit. “It was the same for all of us,” I assured her. I ordered mystery fruit drinks, and we all took a long drink.

Keliria leaned next to me and whispered into my ear, “I am up for some fucking! Are you in?” I nodded, and she smiled her dark purple luscious lips.

After dinner that night, the girls cleaned up and went to bed. I figured Keliria went to bed too until I found her standing next to my bed in a black Negligee after stepping out of my bathroom. We eyed each other briefly before I dropped my bathrobe and ripped her fancy underwear off. I had faced down on the bed with her sweet ass in the air, thrusting my manhood deep into her moist folds.

After releasing several loads of my cum into the sexy succubus, we changed positions, with her mounting my cock. Keliria road me like a mare in heat while I cupped my hands on her enormous breasts, giving the jugs a good squeeze. I released my seed into the sexy succubus. When the purple skin beauty fell to my side and nuzzled up to my muscular torso, we were drenched in sweat.

We both drifted into dreamland content.


Chapter 16

The few days before Selena’s Potions exam and practical, classes returned to the usual lectures and occasional spell casting. However, the Professors emphasized the approaching accumulative final, and they began touching on material we would study next semester.

Lydia began introductory lessons on crafting unique magical objects and moved us up from elemental everyday magical spells to beginner spells for combat.

Octavia informed us the lessons we learned in divination would be incorporated into other classes as we progressed. She gave us introductory lessons applying divination with various anti-curse and hex reversal spells.

Clolete, in her magical PE class, had us begin using our wands to use elemental magic. Selena gave lectures concerning alchemy and advanced potions.

“Selena’s practical exam will be the day after tomorrow. Does anyone have any reservations about the exam?” Jessica asked as we ate dinner.

The redhead's sudden questioning pulled me out of my thoughts, and I confidently responded, “I can take whatever nightmares she can throw at me!”

Nudea sighed and smiled her cute heart-shaped red lips, “It will not be anything like what Octavia and Clolete put us through. Remember, in Lydia’s class, our practical was to create a wand in the classroom. Magery and Divination were field practical exams. Enchantments and Potions are classroom practicals. Selena will not run us through a potentially deadly obstacle course or send us out into the desert to fight Leonis knights. She will test our ability to prepare magical potions in her classroom. Classes will not be canceled. It will be like a normal day schedule-wise.”

“I can live with that!” I exclaimed in relief. The last two practical exams were life-or-death situations. I had no interest in going through another potentially deadly practical unless my professor was a total bitch that needed to be taught a lesson.

Selena was bitchy when she addressed me as an individual, but she had not allowed her attitude to affect her teaching. In potions, she was very impartial to all the students, including myself, and her lessons were fun. I had nothing to prove to Selena.

After dinner, we retired to our rooms. I went through the motions of washing and grooming myself before reclining in my chair for some before-bed studying. I studied my potions, text, and notes for several hours. I half expected Keliria to come in for a sex section tonight. However, the succubus appeared more concerned with the potion’s exam than a night of passion with me. At least she had her priorities set.

The potion exam day was like any other day at the Academy. We attended our regular classes, listened to lectures, and practiced spells.

When we reached Selena’s class, she was at the front table, reclining on a chair and waiting for the beginning of class. Next to her was a stack of papers, which I assumed were the exams.

When a bell chime sounded through the room, Selena stood up and waved her wand, causing the door to close, “The written potion’s exam is now in progress. You have till the end of the class to finish; good luck!” With another wave of her wand, the papers flew through the air, landing in front of everyone.

The exam, except that it tested our knowledge of magic, was similar to the exams I took in high school. Multiple-choice questions made up the bulk of the exam except for the essay portion at the end, which, in my case, required me to explain step by step the preparation of a bone-mending potion.

I had no problem with the exam. The questions seemed basic, and we had previously prepared a bone-mending potion. Realizing the benefits of a potion capable of mending broken bones in minutes, I wrote down the instructions and reviewed their preparation several times. My recognition of advantageous potions was paying off in this case.

Students finished their exams, turned them in, and left the classroom individually. I was among the few who finished first and returned to the house afterward to begin studying for the practical exam. Slowly, the other girls followed, and Nudea finished next. Then Jessica, followed by Misumi and Keliria, who finished simultaneously.

Nothing was said concerning the written exam. It had become trivial compared to the practical exams. We all proceeded to review potion formulas in preparation for the following day. That night, there were no bedtime trysts with Keliria again. I was eager to get the practical over with.

The next day, we filed into Potions classroom. Selena was sitting down in the front of the room behind her table. A stack of papers was next to her, so I was a bit nervous about how the stoic student professor would test us. Some of the other students looked nervous as well.

I looked over at the girls. Nudea, a genius bookworm, and Jessica, who had been instructed in potion-making by her mother, seemed very confident. Keliria was her usual lustrous self. Misumi looked a bit nervous, but she was keeping herself composed.

Everyone sat at their workstations. When the bell chimed, Selena closed the doors with a wave of her wand and called for attention, “Welcome, everyone! For your Practical exam, I will assign you a potion to create. You will be graded solely on the final product. Good luck. Also, you are allowed to use your WRITTEN NOTES. Once you finish your potion, bottle the finished product and wait until I announce the end.” The student Professor whisked her wand, causing papers stacked on her desk to fly through the air, landing in front of each student. “You may begin.”

Written on the paper, which landed before me, was one sentence, “Prepare bone mending potion.” My mouth strained from the enormous grin I made. I immediately pulled out my potions notebook and turned to the page where I inscribed the bone-mending potion. The preparation for a bone growth draft started with a pentagram drawn on the table. I retrieved an oil burner and a cauldron, which I filled with water, set up the burner over the pentagram, brought the water to a boil, and chanted the invocation spell to invoke the elemental power of the pentagram.

With the first steps completed, I retrieved my required ingredients from the laboratory shelves and followed the preparation instructions. First, I grounded a Vuline Cabbage and poured it into the potion. Next, I ground 5 Uzoli berries with Vugla slug slime into a paste and added it to the potion. I stirred the potion clockwise once, then counterclockwise once for ten sets of stirs. After boiling it for 5 minutes, I ground a Criana Horned beetle with a rapa-grow lily and added them to the brew. I repeated ten sets of clockwise and counterclockwise stirs. I cooked the potion for 2 minutes, then turned off the burner. Finally, I let the potion cool to room temperature, and it was ready to present.

I poured my finished potion into a glass medicine bottle and corked it. I was feeling very confident. I had practiced making this potion with many other potions and studied the instructions until I could recite them from memory.

I pulled out a stool underneath the desk and sat down while I waited for the exam to end.

“The exam is over. Stop your work and fill your bottles with your potions,” Selena announced.

I gazed at Selena, admiring every inch of her perfect body as she glided to each student, inspecting their potions and writing down their grades. Her raven black hair flowed down her back, ending just above her firm ample ass. Her school uniform hugged her body tightly, and I could barely see a wrinkle or crease in her blouse. Like her mother, Selena possessed big, firm breasts and curves. She wore a standard skirt that ended just above her knees. She wore black stockings that did little to hide her shapely muscular legs, which I admired along with her swaying ass as she gracefully moved to each table.

I glanced at her divine face as she inspected each finished potion. After checking their work, she gave most of the students nods of approval. However, she shook her head and frowned for a few students before marking off on her clipboard.

When she reached me, I gazed up into her eyes. Her stare was penetrating and could melt ice. Though I kept my pose, she shifted her gaze to my potion. She picked up my bottle, uncorked the top, and examined the contents.

Once her examination was complete, she recorked the bottle placing it back on the table. Her eyes met mine as she looked down at me. I noticed a slight smile at the edge of her lips, and she nodded, “Excellent work as always, Ethan. You have passed the exam…Your bottle has a preservation spell, so your potion will be good for two years. I recommend you place it in your stores.” This potion was going to save my ass down the line. I just knew it. “And would you mind staying after class? I…would like to speak to you privately.”

“Sure, no problem,” I replied a bit awkwardly.

Like the other students, I quietly waited on my stool. When I informed the girls that Selena wanted to talk to me privately, Jessica shrugged and said casually, “She probably just wants to make amends for her previous behavior so that she can establish a better student-teacher association with you.”

Keliria smirked and whispered in her sinisterly seductive voice, “Of course, she wants to talk to you…HEHE…She wants you inside her, Ethan. You must take this opportunity to…”

“Keliria! Please, not here!” Misumi growled in a low voice as she pushed Keliria out of the classroom. I glanced at Nudea, who smiled and giggled as she walked past me, following the others out.

Now, it was just the two of us. She glided up to me, pulled out a stool, and sat down. We regarded each other before Selena broke the silence. “My mother and Octavia briefed me concerning your involvement with Arnet’s capture. Are you and the girls alright?”

“We’re all fine…Nothing we couldn’t handle,” I boasted with confidence.

The dark-haired witch’s red lips curled in a smile. " You are very confident of your abilities, and the girls in your house trust your leadership. I was afraid you would fail badly this semester, considering how many felt about you.”

I smirked, “They just have not met a good guy until now!” I noticed a sparkle in her eyes and a slight smile.

“So, I assume you’re staying for the next semester,” Selena said resignedly. I nodded in confirmation. She sighed, “It is for the best. In the briefing I received, I was informed about the bounty on your head. Some very dangerous people want you dead. Whether you’re a genuine threat or just a random guy, they will kill you. I…apologize for my animosity towards you.”

I chuckled, “I don’t…hold grudges.” At least not for divinely beautiful women such as the one before me. “As my people say, Water Under the Bridge!”

The black-haired witch sighed in relief at my last comment.

“I have a…personal question I'd like to ask you, Selena,” I told the beautiful witch. “What is…your story? Jessica and Nudea told me theirs.”

Selena bit her lip before exhaling, “Another time, perhaps.”

I was worried I might have jumped the gun asking that question, so I changed the subject. “Will I have you next semester?”

“Yes! But my last semester is this spring, after which I will begin my stent in the Wicca legion,” She sighed. “I will miss Elementia. It’s been my home since I was a child.”

“I was nervous when I packed up to join the US Army. When I attended basic training, I found many people who became life-long friends. You’ll get over it soon enough,” I assured her.

She smiled her red lips briefly before saying, “I don’t want to keep you here all evening.” She rose from her stool and followed. We departed the potions room and walked together out of the castle.

At the entrance to the castle keep, Selena placed her hand on my shoulder, and we locked eyes for a minute. Her cheeks were blushing red, her lips formed into a smile, and her lashes fluttered at me.

“Well, I’ll see you tomorrow!” she exclaimed before strutting away. I admired her swaying hips and fluttering skirt as she left. Damn, I wanted to get under that skirt!

Back at the house, Keliria was in the air flying, Misumi was in the yard performing her stretches, and Nudea was nowhere in sight. I went up to my room and dressed in my workout clothes.

After intense weight-lifting exercises and stretches, I went to the wall and trudged up the stairway. Upon reaching the top, I received a surprise. I would have expected to meet Keliria on the wall, given that the succubus can fly, and she knew I ran up here. Instead, I was greeted by Nudea. Her legs were spread apart, and her torso was bent forward in a stretch exercise with her ass in the air. She was wearing skin-tight workout shorts and a tank top. I had never seen her in this outfit before, so I could not help but gawk at her body. Her muscles were not as defined as the others. However, she still possessed the body of a goddess with a flat stomach, a bell-shaped figure, and large breasts.

“Hey, Nudea, I'm surprised to see you here,” I said. She straightened up and faced me. The tank top she wore stretched with the strain of her breasts. I think it was several sizes too small. She must have taken wardrobe advice from Keliria.

As usual, her cheeks turned cherry red, and she turned away, brushing her hair with her hand. “Umm… you come running on the wall all the time. Normally, once you have done your run, and I come up to do my running afterward,” she said.

“HUH, I never noticed you running up here before,” I admitted.

She mumbled, “Well…I do…I can leave…”

I chuckled, “No…no, I don’t want you to leave. We can run together.”

“O…OK,” she stuttered.

We got into our starting position, and when I yelled, “Go,” we sprinted off. Nudea kept a reasonable pace with me but never tried to get ahead of me. I glanced back, seeing her breasts bouncing as she ran. I could feel my cock going hard in my shorts as I ran. We reached the 10th tower and slowed to walk.

We stopped to rest inside the 11th tower. I was not feeling tired, though I was a bit sweaty and had a bulge in my pants.

I checked out Nudea, who was not very sweaty either. She looked ready to run another few miles. My eyes traveled down between her legs, noticing the area around her clit was soaking wet. I looked up at her face.

She was blushed red and looking very squeamish. “Uhhhhh…Ethan, you have a bulge in…your pants,” She stuttered as she pointed with a trembling hand.

I confidently grinned, “You're soaked between your legs.”

“Yes…I…I am,” she panted.

Our eyes met, and I could see the desire in her eyes. I was ready to take her into the tower and pound her pussy like I had Keliria. Her lips began to move, and my cock started to ache in anticipation of what she was about to say.

“Ethan!”

“Yes!”

Her face took on an expression of anxiety.

“What do you know about the history of this castle?’ she asked.

“What the fuck?” I thought. The mood was right, and I had a whale-size boner in my pants ready to blow, and she asked about History! “W…Well, I read some books. Quite a few epic battles were fought here.”

Her face brightened as my boner withered.

“The last battle fought at these walls was during 1st age when Lilith the first Wicca and her followers built this fortress using the magical arts taught to them by the Goddess.” She gestured to the wall. “The followers of the Dark Demon God Alcarus laid siege to this fortress with an army of over 3 million. It was the longest and most brutal siege in recorded history. It lasted nearly seven years.”

Despite just suffering a colossal letdown, my interest was stirred. “How were they able to supply such massive force? They would have stripped the land bare in a day to feed that number.”

“At the time, the followers of Alcarus had a large domain from which to draw resources and legions of powerful warlocks who could create duplicates of provisions and supplies. It was a great logistical feat, especially considering their times.” She gestured across the vast expanse of the wall. “They came very close to conquering Starcia in its infancy and would have had if not for Lilith and this fortress.”

“Shit! How did they fail?” I asked in genuine interest.

“The grand priest was fixated on killing Lilith. He believed victory here would end Starcia's resistance instead of destroying the remains of the Starcian imperial army. He tried to storm the walls but failed. He tried undermining the walls, but they were too deep and protected by powerful magic. He tried huge siege towers, but they were all destroyed before they got close to the walls. Nudea looked out upon the expanse of forest. “He finally resorted to a siege that lasted years.”

“It sounds like this High priest was obsessed with Lilith. Do you think he might have had a thing for her?” I gave Nudea a sinister grin, which she returned with a giggle.

“Of course he did! The chronicles recovered from the scribes of the Alcarus hordes explicitly describe the grand priest’s boasting of claiming Lilith as his whore,” Nudea said.

This Grand Priest had good tastes in women. I would give him that. “So, his army was eventually defeated at these walls?”

“While besieging this fortress, the horde besieged the other two fortresses, further diverting forces from hunting remaining Starcian forces in the field. That was when the war turned. Starcian forces were regrouped and resupplied, then engaged isolated bands of Alcarus warriors and…”

“Do you mind if I finish this?” I asked

She looked at me quizzically, “Ah, sure!”

“The Starcian armies began their campaign of hunting and killing isolated bands. The Grand Priest, not recognizing the extent of the threat, sent small armies out to eliminate the rabble, only for those armies to be destroyed as well. Despite his advisers’ warnings, he continued his siege, believing somewhat correctly taking Elementia and capturing Lilith would break the Starcian will fight. He did not break from his obsession until the Starcian army was in his rear, smashing his army against the walls of Elementia! Right?”

She smiled, “That is pretty much it. Many great generals, witches, and wizards were involved in the campaign, though, but you got the summary.”

With the mood gone, I decided to call it a day. “Dinner is going to be ready soon. Let’s get back.”

We were both soon jogging back, Nudea leading the way.

The following day, I woke up with Keliria asleep next to me.

I got up from the bed and headed for the shower. Keliria stirred behind me, “Do you want to go for another round?”

I grinned, “I appreciate your enthusiasm, but we have classes today, and we cannot be late!”

“Hmm…education is important, though working your body is too!” she shifted herself out of bed and walked past me, fully naked, to my door. I watched her tail sway as she left.

I was first downstairs and dug into the bounty of food shadow-ported to our table from the castle Kitchen. Nudea arrived next in her school uniform and looked very bright today. She seemed more open. Gradually, all the girls came downstairs.

I heard a noise from the living room in the middle of our feast. “It…our tablets signaling…a school-wide announcement,” Jessica said while chewing her food.

Nudea set aside her coffee mug and glided into the living room, returning with our tablets and passing them to us. We each pressed on the Icons, and Celestia’s image appeared on the screen: “Attention, students! Due to a National emergency requiring the attention of our teaching staff, all classes are canceled for the day.”

“Huh, I wonder what could be so important that the Empress must summon the Professors,” Jessica mused as she sipped her coffee.

“Who cares! We have the day off. Hey Ethan, maybe you can give me some intimacy lessons,” the succubus purred. I heard giggles from across the room and groaned, “This evening. Right now, I’d like to go to the mall.”

“To the Mall!” Keliria proclaimed. We all laughed.

In the middle of our revelry, the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it,” I said as I got up.

Walking to the door, I causally fixed my collar before opening the door. Headmistress Celestia Vexx stood on the porch, and I was struck by the absence of her playfully confident expression on her lovely face. It was replaced by a grim expression that sent me a chill.

“Ethan, I need to speak to Jessica. Have everyone come to the living room and sit down. She will need all of you,” she commanded in a dire tone.

I nodded and returned to the dining room. When I came in, everyone was still smiling and making jokes. “Everyone is required in the living room. Celestia is here,” I announced.

Keliria remained cheerful, “Damn if they're calling on us, it must be serious!” she said playfully. Everyone affirmed the succubus’s remarks as they filed into the living room.

Once seated, Celestia called for our attention, “As you all know, the empress summoned the staff due to a national emergency. The emergency is because an armed force took a town on our frontier realm of Daris, and its citizens are being held hostage.”

I had a bad feeling about where this was leading. I looked over to Jessica, whose eyes were wide in dread. She was squeezing Keliria’s hand in a death grip.

Celestia’s eyes bore down on Jessica. “It was the village of Erith, and the armed forces were the Knights of Leonis. They are demanding Arnet’s release. I intercepted a letter addressed to you demanding your cooperation; they learned you were part of the group that captured Arnet. I believe their taking of your village, Jessica, is no coincidence. They must be looking for revenge for Arnet’s embarrassing capture.”

“Headmistress…How did they discover my identity…I thought you kept…all the information about us…secret. Y…You have spells to assure silence in these matters,” the beautiful redhead whimpered.

The headmistress sighed, “There are ways around secrecy spells, and I believe there may be traitors among us.”

I remembered the old Cold War espionage documentaries I watched and the books I read. The spies sometimes did not know who they were spying for. “The traitor may not know who they are giving information to. In my world, a trick spies sometimes used when recruiting sources of information was to convince their marks they were gathering information for allies of the mark’s government. It does not necessarily sound like treason if you are gathering information for an ally. Spies also tend to gather seemingly unimportant bits of information. When the bits of information are put together, a pattern can be revealed,” I said.

Celestia perked up in interest, “Those are good points. The professors are bound by magic not to say certain things outside the school. However, they could suggest that someone go somewhere on a particular day and keep an eye out for a certain individual or that someone could have observed students coming and going from the academy. Your group was out in town the day after Arnet’s capture. The knights might have a contact in town, or a traitor tipped off an intermediary who relayed the information to the knights.”

“Why would any witch betray the Wicca sisters and their male kin to knights!” Jessica exclaimed with tears in her eyes.

Celestia frowned, “Because, despite my best efforts, witches outside this academy know about Ethan. Some good witches believe he is a sign from the Goddess of Momentous change. Yet, some truly vile witches see his being here as the heresy of the highest degree and would be more than willing to betray fellow witches to kill him.”

“How would betraying Jessica’s family and releasing Arnet help them kill me?” I questioned.

“It would force the issue of your attendance here into an imperial court where those treacherous witches could force government action to remove you from Elementia. Outside these walls, you would be easy prey for assassins!” the Headmistress answered.

A sudden slam on the table drew everyone’s attention. “Those hags who dare call themselves Wicca are willing to sacrifice my family along with other followers of the Goddess to knights because they believe the Goddess’s will is heresy! They are completely insane.”

Celestia moved behind Jessica, placing her hand on her shoulder, “That is the sad truth. Headmistresses of Elementia throughout history have confronted heretics and misguided zealots. I wish we lived…in a more enlightened and peaceful age, but we do not.”

“Won’t the Empress send in the Green Berets, Delta Force, or the Navy Seals…” I stopped when everyone gave me confused looks, and then I rephrased, “Uhm…doesn’t she have Elite regiments of soldiers or witches trained to deal with hostage situations?”

Celestia shook her head. “This situation is novel to the empire. No one has ever entered Imperial Starcia territory to take peasants as hostages. Nobles are usually taken for ransom, which is paid to secure their release. Afterward, the delinquents are hunted down and hanged. We do not have the type of special combat forces your earth realm governments train to deal with this particular situation.”

I had my face in my hands. This wasn't good, and I knew it was because of me. At this low point, I suddenly thought of a similar situation Hulk Hogan was in on an episode of his short-lived series Thunder in Paradise. I conceived of a desperate plan. “Celestia, what if we give them what they want, just not in the way they expect!” I proposed.

Celestia locked eyes with me in interest, “What do you propose?”


Chapter 17

The firefly glided through the night sky. Silvana was flying the ship full speed to Erith. I was gazing into the night sky from the bridge next to Silvana. “We should be an hour out from the designated drop zone. Once on the ground, I will land the Firefly in the river and await your signal. Nudea has the armor laid out in the cabin. If anything goes wrong, this ship is ready for a fight!” Silvana stated proudly.

“Excellent! I’m headed to the rear to check in on the girls,” I replied.

The strawberry-blonde dog demi-human nodded, and I headed to the captain’s cabin. On the way, I briefly reflected on how I arrived here. Once I explained my initial Idea for a plan to liberate Erith, everyone immediately volunteered. We formulated a rescue plan and made revisions as everyone, most importantly Jessica and Celestia, gave their input. Once we had formulated a detailed rescue plan, Celestia did a final review and signed off on the operation. We suited up and armed ourselves.

I contacted Silvana and updated her on the situation. She immediately volunteered to help us. With Celestia’s help, we quietly departed the academy on the Firefly and proceeded through the gate network to Daris.

Now, I was less than an hour away from a horde of medieval knights who wanted to string me up and tear my innards out.

Reaching the cabin, I found the women prepping themselves. All the girls were garbed in their combat suits, looking sexy as hell. Jessica and Nudea were going over the potions we prepared for each stage of the plan, Keliria was laying out the armor we would use in the final stage of the operation, and Misumi was inspecting our weapons.

“Attention,” I command. The girls instantly stood straight and faced me. We will drop in on Erith’s back door in less than an hour. Jessica, are you sure the knights don’t know about the secret entrance, and are you confident you know how to navigate the traps?” I question.

“Certain! The village elders required everyone, including the children, to navigate the secret entrance alone,” she affirmed.

“Alright, Stage 1 will be to sneak into the village. The reconnaissance images Celestia provided indicate the Leonis Liner is moored in the village lake. Once inside the village grounds, we will proceed to the Liner and eliminate the artifact preventing the witches from shadow porting in. Most of the knights and Liner crew are in the village, so the vessel only has a skeleton crew aboard. But this will not be the drunk crew we face outside the pleasure oasis. They will be fully alert and very sober. There is a good reason the Imperial Starcia navy has not attempted to storm the village. The mana cannons on the Liner are powerful, so Celestia’s team will secure the ship once their magic defense field is down. From there, we will proceed to stage 2 of the operation. Understood!”

“Yes, Ethan!”

I walked over to the weapons rack where Misumi was inspecting a crossbow. My M-16 was propped on the rack, loaded, and ready for action. While I planned to have this powerful weapon at my side during the operation, I intended only to use it as a weapon of last resort. The enchanted rifle was powerful but also loud. This operation required silence. The crossbows were quiet, and with Jessica’s dragon blood enchanted arrows, 100% guaranteed to penetrate enchanted armor.

“All the crossbows are ready. Jessica loaned us three enchanted arrows for each crossbow. Remember, the arrows will instantly return to her quiver upon command, so don’t worry about retrieving them. She will pass out arrows as we need them,” Misumi stated.

After a final inspection, I exited the cabin and the main deck and gazed at the night sky. When we left Starcia, it was midday, but on Daris, it was midnight. I was going to have severe jet lag before this mission was over.

I had reservations about the rescue mission. Had the knights killed everyone? Were we headed to a village of the dead? Which of the girls would I lose to achieve this mission? Who at Elementia was the traitor? These questions replayed through my mind, and I lost track of time in contemplation.

I was brought out of thought when Silvana sounded the chime signaling our arrival at the drop zone. Immediately, all the girls were on deck, ready to go, all bearing expressions of determination. Even Keliria’s usual party-girl demeanor was replaced with focus and seriousness that was uncharacteristic of her.

Silvana stepped out of the pilot house and gave us the thumbs up. Keliria wrapped her arms around Jessica and Nudea's waists and stretched out her wings. In a gush of air, Keliria went into the air with Jessica and Nudea in her arms and glided effortlessly down to the forest floor beneath us.

Misumi and I threw climbing ropes over the side and secured ourselves. “Ninjas of my village are trained to rope down from high trees and repel down cliffs. Your US Army Rangers have similar training, I presume?” Misumi inquired.

I grinned, “We trained to rope down cliffs, trees, and helicopters.”

“Helicopters?”

“Airships!” I corrected myself. Misumi nodded, finally understanding the reference. We repelled down the forest floor, meeting the others.

Silvana lowered our equipment packs to us. I grabbed our packs and guided them down to the ground when they were within reach. I quickly untied the packs, and everyone grabbed theirs immediately.

“I’ll proceed to the standby position and wait for your signal. Good Luck!” Silvana yelled down to us as she pulled up the ropes. I gave her a final thumbs-up before she disappeared. The Firefly soon vanished into the night sky, and we were alone.

“Why couldn’t we use levitation spells? That would have been so much easier than…this!” Keliria mused.

“Because,” Nudea replied. “They have magic detection scopes Keliria. They would have detected us if we started using magic like levitation spells!”

Keliria rolled her eyes, “But my wings use magic to fly, and the airship…”

“These woods are filled with magic animals that use magic similar to the magic in your wings and the airship. The scopes are designed to pick up spells requiring wands, runes, and chanted spells like levitation until we neutralize the Liner. No wands! Elemental and rune stone magic only!”

Keliria let out a huff, “Let’s get that Liner!”

I called for attention, “Everyone get your weapons out and arm yourselves! Jessica, you know the path! You take a point,” I commanded.

“As soon as you’re ready, follow me!” the redhead said, pulling out her bow and arrows. I unpacked my rifle and crossbow and armed both. Misumi, Nudea, and Keliria quickly brandished their weapons of choice and crossbows. Once armed, Jessica motioned us to follow her into the woods.

The woods were surprisingly easy to navigate. I was expecting large tangled bushes to cut through, but the forest was burned regularly, which was the only reason I could explain the lack of thick foliage. We hiked through the woods in single file for an hour until we arrived upon a massive boulder.

“This is the entrance to the backdoor path into the village. I will say the enchantment to reveal the key question,” Jessica waved her hand across the right boulder, muttering an enchantment.

Instantly, an ‘4 + 4 =’ inscription appeared on stone. “That’s the key question? Anyone with basic math skills can solve that!” Nudea laughed.

“Not this problem, Nudea! It requires a different line of logic,” the redhead answered. Pulling out a piece of chalk, she wrote next to the equal sign ‘44.’ Suddenly, the boulder split open, revealing a stone path.

“Stay on the path! If any of you take one step off the path, you will lose sight of us and the pathway. You will need to return to the entrance and start all over again! So, STAY ON THE STONE PATHWAY!” Jessica commanded us.

“Stay on the stone path!” we all said in unison.

We each stepped through the entrance in single file, following Jessica. I took up the rear keeping the girls in my range of vision and admiring their swaying asses.

“The first trap is up head! It will be the flesh-eating plants,” Jessica stated.

“I can summon elemental fire and burn them!” Misumi said.

“No!” Jessica responded sharply. “These plants are fed regeneration potions regularly. If you burn them, they’ll grow back rapidly. I will sing a hymn to appease them so we can walk through unharmed.”

We continued along the stone pathway until Jessica suddenly shouted, “Stop! We have arrived at the first trap.” The redhead removed her pack and pulled out a piece of raw meat. She threw it out in front of us, and instantly, vines sprouted out from either side of the path, tearing the meat apart. Jessica turned to us, meeting our nervous faces, “Everyone, hold hands and follow me.” We all took hands and formed a line behind Jessica

The most beautiful song I ever heard came from Jessica's luscious red lips. It had all of us momentarily under her spell, which was only broken by squeezing our hands.

We followed Jessica through the brush, tense the entire way because we knew one wrong move could result in the exotic plants tearing us to shreds in seconds. Nudea visibly shook, and Misumi constantly scanned the path's edges for a sudden attack. I was only concerned with getting us through as quickly as possible.

Once we were all clear of the flesh-eating vines, Jessica did a head count before she stopped singing the hymn. Everyone sighed in relief, Nudea, especially when we were clear. “The next trap is up ahead! It is a puzzle trap,” the redhead said.

We continued until we came upon a podium with a 9-square block organized like a keypad and a yellow line drawn on the stone. “Watch the order I press these blocks. If you press the wrong block or press them out of order and try to cross the line, you will instantly burn to death,” Jessica warned. We gulped and carefully watched her press the blocks on the podium, and then suddenly, it dawned on me. The keys on the phone had letters assigned to each key. It was the same case here, and if my intuition were correct, she would have spelled out ‘Erith.’ Jessica keyed the stones and passed over the line unharmed. We all followed her example.

We proceeded down the path. “The last trap is up ahead! It is the entrance to the village grounds. We must choose the correct gate to enter. Regardless of what you see beyond, it is the gate on the right!” she told us as we continued.

Thus far, everything had proceeded according to plan, but a feeling in my gut told me something was wrong. The knights had access to potent magic well above what these villagers were capable of. And they had plenty of time to extract information about the village’s defenses and secret entrances. I checked every trap with divination since we started the trek at the entrance. Thus far, everything was as Jessica had said, but I couldn’t help but worry.

Proceeding down the path, we came to the last trap. Three gates stood before us, and we could see the village from the center gate. On the left, the town was less visible; on the right, it was absent from view.

“The elders put the false entrances in the center and right because intruders would likely choose those gates. The left gate is the real entrance. There is no password or code we need to push open the gate, and we’re on the village grounds,” Jessica confidently informed us.

Jessica may not have been alarmed, but I was. This was too easy. I thought for a second. If I wanted to kill somebody with a trap in their backyard, I wouldn’t Hell Mary deadly traps everywhere. In addition to being time-consuming to set up, if one of the traps were set off, it would have alerted the group of a possible minefield. Everyone, including Jessica, thoroughly went over the entrance. However, their concern wavered after Jessica navigated us through the second trap. If it were me, I would design one trap to snare an entire group simultaneously!

“Wait!” I shouted. Everyone stopped. “Keliria, can you create five perfect illusions of us and send them through the gate first?” I asked the succubus. Jessica looked at me for a second and stepped aside for Keliria.

“Keliria! Remember, we cannot use wands. It has to be an elemental spell!” Nudea reached into her back and pulled out a shadow runic stone. “Use this.”

The purple succubus used the rune stone, creating perfect illusions of each of us. With the glowing rune stone in her hand, Keliria commanded them through the gate. Our doublegangers walked up and pushed the gate open. As they proceeded through, the ground beneath them gave way, and our copies fell into a pit of molten lava.

The illusions rapidly dissolved in the liquid, mortifying everyone, especially Jessica. The redheaded witch trembled, “I…I would have led us right into a trap, I…”

“They were counting on us, thinking they couldn’t have known about this entrance, but the knights have access to mighty mages who can discern the protective magic around the village,” I explained. I looked deeply into Jessica’s green emerald eyes. “Keep yourself together, Jessica! We’ve got the edge now!”

She breathed and made a reassuring smile.

I looked to the others, “Keliria, let's do what we did in the desert.” The succubus nodded understanding and came up behind me, grabbing me by the waist. I felt her massive tits against my back, which gave me a sudden hard-on.

I refocused and extended my hands, tapping into my earth elemental magic, levitating a slab of dirt. The girls hopped on, and we glided across the hazardous pool, landing on the other side. “Get to the trees! The knights may be here soon to check their trap,” I ordered the girls.

We rushed to the trees, taking cover just as torchlights were spotted approaching our position. As we sat in the bush, I whispered, “Jessica, where would a Skyliner be parked?”

Jessica perked up, “The village lake! We have a dock for small merchant vessels!”

“Good! Let's move,” I ordered in a whisper.

Jessica quietly led us through the woods to the lake near the village. In the center of the lake sat the Liner. I scanned over it for a minute. The ship suffered terrible damage from the enchanted napalm during our last battle. I spotted the crew manning the manna guns, so unlike before, the crew was sober and fully alert.

I unfurled my pack. "Okay, girls, it's time to get into costume.” Keliria pressed her hand against her mouth to contain her squeal of delight. I pulled out the dresses the girls purchased at the pleasure oasis and clothes to disguise myself as a Leonis squire.

The black enchanted suits the girls wore fit their bodies so well that they seemed butt naked except for the G-strings covering their nipples and clits. I watched the girls effortlessly slip into their dresses.

“Feeling a little frisky are we!” Keliria purred.

“I’m focused on the mission, Keliria,” I lied.

“No, you aren’t! Ethan wants a good fuck,” the succubus jokingly pointed to my groin.

My large erection was visible through the smooth, enchanted protective fabric. The girls stared and giggled at my predicament.

“Really! Ethan, we’re trying to save Jessica’s village, and you want to put your cock into Keliria now of all times!” Misumi chuckled.

I rolled my eyes. “Come on, let’s get going. Remember the plan.” Everyone took out rune stones, tapping them against their body suits, turning them transparent. It turned out the transparency feature had a practical application after all. I pulled out a bracelet and handed it to Keliria, and instantly, her body seemingly morphed into a busty, raven-haired, tanned-skinned human woman.

“Keliria, use the shadow rune stone to cast a spell to hide our weapons,” I ordered. Keliria held the stone and motioned her free hand, and the weapons strung on us seemingly vanished, though we could still feel them.

After garbing our disguises, we followed Jessica to a boat house, where we found a row boat. We boarded, and I rowed us out to the Liner.

We all remained silent as we approached the ship. The crew was on alert, and it did not take long for them to shine an enchanted light upon us.

“Stop! Who goes there?” a crewman yelled.

I breathed and responded to the crewman directing mana guns on us, “I am but the humble squire Arthur Pendragon. Under the direction of our brave Knights of the Leonis order, I have brought forth four maidens for the pleasure of thy brave crew!”

I heard mumbling and arguing on the deck, “We’re supposed to be on constant alert! We are enemy territory.”

“Oh, come on, we haven’t seen a battle witch or wizard since we took the village! I want some pussy, please!”

“Knock it off you bloaks!” More arguing and yelling followed.

Finally, I spoke up, “Do you guys take food and sleeping breaks?”

“Yeah,” several voices responded.

“Then the guys on a break can have some time with the ladies before they get some shut-eye, right!” I suggested. More mumbling followed, and finally.

“We are going to levitate the boat up. Brace yourselves,” a voice yelled.

Suddenly, our boat lifted out of the water and into the air. It settled on the main deck before a crowd of dirty-looking sailors dressed in white pants, red, blue, and white striped shirts, and navy blue coats.

Keliria immediately took point while the other girls feigned expressions of despair. The sailors howled like dogs in heat. Keliria rapidly became the center of attention, bobbing her huge breasts in her fishnet minidress and expressing her complete lack of modesty and anxiety.

“Hey boys, want some of this!” the disguised succubus shook her ass and gave it a smack in full view of the crowd. Cheers and screams of delight quickly erupted from the crowd.

I was greeted by a uniformed man who, unlike the crew, looked flustered. “I am Captain Ahab.”

I stopped from wincing in laughter.

“I know you have good intentions bringing the crew whores, but still, I don’t believe it’s a good idea having locals on the ship in enemy territory!” I wanted to kick his ass for calling the girls whores, but I restrained myself.

“We will probably be here for a long stent. I'll move the crew through if you give me a large room on the ship. How many men are on the ship?” I asked.

“There are about one hundred and eighty men, half at their action stations. I have an officer who will guide you down to the infirmary. It's right next to the mess hall. No one is sick or injured, so there is privacy.” The captain motioned his officer over, who greeted us.

The girls got up, and we followed the officer through the crowd of horny sailors to the stairway, taking us down into the ship. We navigated through the corridors of the Liner to the infirmary. A crowd in the mess hall was already lining up for turns with the ladies.

The officer led our group into the sick bay. He departed and returned to the top deck. Once alone, I opened my sack, pulled out four spray bottles, and passed them out. Once everyone was ready, I retrieved the first four sailors. The crew drew sticks to determine who would go first. The first group consisted of a middle-aged bearded man, a short-looking guy, a tall, slim, dark-skinned man, and a medium-height balding guy, all with grins.

I lead them into the infirmary. “Dam it, I want the tall, dark-haired woman with the huge tits and fishnet dress,” the bearded man blurted out.

“No, I want her!”

“No, me!”

“Me!” the others yelled.

“BOYS, BOYS, BOYS! I will choose who gets the first go with me! Line up and close your eyes, and when I tell you to open them again, you will know!” Keliria seductively commanded the four men. They all eagerly followed her orders. The girls each faced one of the men and pulled the spray bottles. In unison, they sprayed the men in their faces, causing them to collapse unconscious.

During the planning stage, I pulled out a can of bug repellant. Celestia had her crafting witches create empty copies of the aerosol can, and we filled them with a sleeping potion in place of the bug replant. We quickly tied up the sailors and made some moans, groans, and thumping noises for the guys outside. After a few minutes, I brought in another group, and we repeated the process. The healing bay was big, and there were plenty of privacy curtains and bandages to tie up and hide our captives. Soon, 32 men were unconscious in the sick bay.

The subsequent shift was an hour late, so we had our window. The girls turned off the transparency spell on their suits and removed their dresses. Keliria motioned her hand while holding the shadow stone, causing our weapons to reappear. I pulled out a compass-like device that pointed to the magical orb generating the protective barriers around the ship, and we readied our crossbows with Jessica’s enchanted arrows.

Most of the crew were at their battle stations, so we were able to sneak through to the Mages’ sanctum without encountering any of the crew, except for a group of three heading to the mess hall. I heard them coming, and we quickly set up an ambush. Each crew member received an arrow in the face before knowing what happened. We hid the bodies and continued.

The sanctum was in the ship's rear, just below the captain’s cabin. Celestia determined this based on what was found examining the wreck of the vessel that was destroyed outside the Pleasure Oasis. The door was expertly carved in white wood and depicted angels. I chanted an unlocking spell and pushed open the door into the sanctum chamber.

At the center of the sanctum was a colored crystal orb hovering on a tall rock with four Sanctus mages standing around it, channeling their magic into the object. All of their focus was on the orb. They didn’t realize we were there until our arrows killed three mages. The fourth was furthest from us, and I did not have a clear shot. The mage raised his hand, sending a spell of white energy propelling us backward into the walls of the sanctum. He quickly approached us with a killer’s intent. I instinctively reached for my 9mm, took aim at the mage’s face, and pulled the trigger. He raised his hand, thinking he could block the projectile, only to get a hole through his head. His brains splattered over the white walls of the sanctum.

“Ethan, the crew will hear that! We must act swiftly!” Jessica's voice was urgent as she recovered from the man's attack.

“Misumi and Jessica, seal the door! Nudea, prepare the stone for the purging incantation!” I commanded, and we all rose, ready to act as one.

Misumi and Jessica quickly closed the door, melting the metal hinges and placing a new locking enchantment on it. Nudea drew a pentagram underneath the orb. Keliria pulled another orb out from my pack and handed it to me.

“Alright, everyone! First, we need to purge that orb before installing this one. You all know what to do,” I said. Everyone gathered around the orb, and we chanted the incantation for the purge spell.

As we enacted the spell, I could feel the power of the Sanctus Orb pushing back against us. At first, it was very little, but gradually, it became overwhelming. I reached out to the girls through my magic, and together, we tapped into our collective power to push back against the Sanctus Orb until the room was inundated with a bright, blinding light.

When the light subsided, we beheld bits of shattered crystal all around us. Suddenly, through the ship, we heard an alarm sounding.

“We must hurry,” Misumi urged. I placed our orb on the rock, and we all joined hands, resolute in our mission, and chanted the sanctification spell, causing the orb to glow.

“Congratulations, Dragon House! I’ve dispatched Octavia and the Battle Witches! They should be there now,” Celestia said through the orb.

The sound of screaming and mana cannon fire soon reached our ears, and I grinned, “It's Time to jump into the fight!”

“Hell Yeah!” Keliria cheered.

“And I just sealed the door,” Jessica laughed as she pointed her wand to the entrance and blasted it open. In front of us stood a crowd of crewmen armed with swords, crossbows, and musket-like weapons. We leveled our wands at the horde of sailors, casting a barrage of spells and hexes into them.

Crossing the pile of twitching bodies, we headed for the stairwell to the main deck. Poking our heads above the hatch, we beheld a scene of utter chaos. The crew ran in terror as witches' shadows ported among them, shooting spells, then disappeared in smoke.

Above the ship, Angels and demons soared through the sky, sending spells down upon the panicked crew. I wondered why they weren’t using mana cannons until I noticed the cannon mounts destroyed and personal weapons broke on the deck. The weapons were the first targets of the witches the moment they attacked the liner.

We held our position for a few minutes until the entire deck crew was subdued. As we stepped onto the deck, Octavia floated down from the sky above on her pearl white wings in her glorious silver armor. “Once again, you all have defied odds and expectations to deliver us a great victory this day,” the Angelic beauty said as she placed her hand on my shoulder in gratitude. I found myself speechless in awe of her splendor. The professor's massive cleavage was visible and bouncing in her silver armored corset, which hugged her curvy body.

“Well…Um…Professor Octavia…We have not won yet. Phase 2 of this operation will involve masquerading as Arnet!” I stuttered. I rumbled through my pack, pulling out my enchanted flare gun and firing it into the air.

Octavia looked at me concerned, “Will the knight's village see that?”

I smiled, “No! Only the person or people I intend to see the signal will see it.”

“Good, we don’t need those knights knowing we’re here!” she said.

The Firefly soon pulled next to the liner.

“You did it!” Silvana yelled from the bridge house. She quickly lowered a plank for us to walk over.

We immediately proceeded to the cabin and put on the captured Leonis armor. Coming out of the cabin, we encountered Varuna standing on the deck of the firefly, “Hey! Um…Celestia did not tell me what was going on. She ordered me to prepare this doubleganger potion for you, Ethan. And…to bring you this,” the water imp extended her hands. She held a steaming flask filled with a strange grey liquid in one hand and a box in the other.

“Thanks, Varuna; I’ll explain everything when this is over,” I assured the beautiful imp.

“I’m expecting one hell of a story, OK!” She winked before stepping back.

Celestia briefed me concerning this potion. I took the box and opened it, which revealed a strain of blond hair. I clasped it between my thumb and middle finger. I grasped the potion flask and placed the hair into the concoction. It instantly shifted into a dark blue signal that the potion was ready. I brought the rim of the flask to my lips and gulped the potion down. It tasted like tar and fought my gag reflex as it went down my esophagus, but I swallowed every drop.

I suddenly felt pain and aches all over my body. I looked down at my hands and arms. My arms, muscular, contorted and shifted to become pale and pudgy. I felt hair grow out my chin and my belly jut out. I let out a grunt of pain and was taken aback when I heard Arnet’s voice instead of my own.

I looked up at Keliria. Her lips were stretched in a vast smile displaying pearl-white fangs and teeth. “Ah! it’s that disgusting Leonis knight Arnet…He somehow replaced our beloved Ethan…Oh Goddess!” the succubus laughed hysterically.

I rolled my eyes. “Cut it out, Keliria! We have a mission to complete. Let’s get those barrels of White rose wine topside. Varuna, you should stay with the battle witches until this is over. Your presence on the Firefly risks the mission.”

Varuna shrugged, “I don’t know what is happening, so no argument from me.” She immediately went over to the Liner occupied by Octavia and her battle witches.

“Silvana,” I called to the dog woman in Arnet’s voice. She shuttered before answering, “Sorry, seeing you with Arnet’s face is…kind of creepy!”

I smiled, “I understand! Get the ship underway to the center of the village.” I turned to the girls who were already levitating barrels of wine topside, “Make sure your faceplates are down. If they see your faces, the mission is blown!”

The ship glided through the midnight air to the town center, illuminated by three bomb fires and the illumination globes. As we got closer, I saw cages filled with people on the edges of the town square. Many of the poor people had been beaten, and some had severe injuries. I grimaced at the sight but quickly shifted my face to an expression of joy. I had to act the part if I was going to sell this charade to the knights.

As I looked down into the square, the knights moved into a defensive stance and trained their weapons and some spotlights on us. They seemed to relax once they realized this was Arnet’s old ship. Silvana brought the boat down into the town center, and the knights parted to make way. Once Silvana dropped the anchor, I went to the edge to make my grand announcement.

“Greetings! Noble knights! I come baring good tidings! Thy foul witches have bent the knee to your courage by letting thee and thy comrades go! I solute thy most noble courage!” I boomed in Arnet’s pompous voice.

There was a few seconds of silence, and I feared an imminent attack. “HURRAY,” the knights and their retainers cheered in unison.

I turned to Silvana. “I’ll operate the cargo hoist to lower you down. It would be suspicious if we used magic,” Silvana said.

I nodded and soon maneuvered down to the crowd on a suspended platform.

The moment I touched the ground, I was inundated with shoulder and back pats from the surrounding mob. “Calm down, noble knights, Calm down! I wish to speak to thou gallant leader of thou enterprise!”

A knight in gold and silver armor stepped forward, smashing his fist against his chest in solute, “I am Sir Gallis, good sir.  I organized and marshaled this taking of the vile wiccan village to liberate thou from the witch’s foul clutches!”

“I thank you, good Sir. Now I am ready to leave this village in peace!” I proclaimed. The crowd burst into laughter, and I laughed along with them.

“Brave knights prepare fires to cleanse this land of despicable witches!” Gallis commanded.

I raised my hand, “First, I propose a toast with the barrels of white rose wine in my hull for all you good sirs!” Everyone stopped and looked at me.

“W…White rose wine? A barrel of that vintage is worth a fortune,” Gallis said in a confused tone.

“My freedom now is worth a king’s ransom, and I can’t think of a better way to repay all you lads!” I yelled to the crowd.

The crowd responded with a roar of cheers. I peered at Sir Gallis, who was shedding tears. The first barrel was soon hoisted down.

“Lads! I want the first taste of this wine to be a toast to thy greatness,” I announced. More cheers and sobs of gratitude followed.

Silvana lowered a cargo net full of toasting cups after the barrels of wine, which were quickly dispensed to all the knights and their retainers. I spotted the girls disguised in the knights’ armor slipping into the crowd and positioning themselves next to the cages with pouches of wands in their hands.

Quickly, everyone filled their cups. I lifted my cup, and everyone followed, “To freedom!”

“To Freedom,” everyone chorus and downed their wine. I grunted in satisfaction as everyone reveled in the sweet taste of White rose wine. No one noticed my cup was empty when we made the toast.

Back in Elementia, Celestia worried during our planning about neutralizing the knights without harming the villagers.

“If the knights realize they’re about to lose, they will kill as many of the villagers as they can before we get to them,” she had said. “The only way we can take them down quickly and hard is by removing them from their enchanted armor!”

The only ways I could think of to get knights to take off their armor on a whim was by getting them unbearably hot, having an irresistibly beauty offer them sex, or an unbearable itch they just had to scratch. We settled on the itch and tainted Arnet’s stock of White Rose wine with itching potion of the most torturous kind, which could only be cured by stripping butt naked.

It started with casual scratching, which rapidly became more frantic. The screaming and shouting of agony followed. Retainers soon frantically stripped off their clothing, desperately trying to scratch their itching skin, and the armored knights were on the ground, pleading for their servants to strip them of their armor.

Seeing the openings, the girls pulled out vials of neutralizer potion and poured them on the cage locks to neutralize the enchantments. They then opened the cage doors and the pouches they carried, revealing wands. Typically, wands must be crafted by individual magical practitioners. However, Celestia could access a collection of wands willed to the academy over the years by deceased alumni. Through their wands, the deceased witches could continue to serve Wicca kind from beyond the grave. In this case, the wands would allow the witches and wizards present to fight the knights with powerful magic.

Gradually, the knights and trainers stripped off all their armor and clothing. The town center was soon filled with a crowd of butt-naked men. They all echoed sighs of relief as their nudity neutralized the itching potion.

Their expressions of relief turned to embracement upon the realization that they were all naked, then to horror when they noticed the horde of angry villagers and recently arrived battle witches surrounding them.

What followed was naked men trying to run away only to be grasped by magical spells and dragged back into the fray. The air above the village center was quickly filled with naked men being thrown through the air and smashed against their comrades or the side of my ship. On the ground, the pathetic bastards were being beaten to death by enraged villagers. Screams and moans of pain echoed through the town square.

The girls stripped of the Leonis armor and joined the battle witches.

Silvana hoisted me back onto the deck. I slipped out a potion to neutralize the double-ganger potion I had taken. It would have lost its effect in an hour, but I didn’t want to wait. My body soon transformed back into my young, handsome self.

“Glad to see your true face again, Ethan,” Silvana purred as she came by my side. I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her in for a kiss. Silvana wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her breasts against my chest. We kissed hard.

After an eternity, we pulled our lips apart. “I’ve missed you, Silvana, and I was surprised you never came around for a visit,” I said to the dog demi-human.

“Well…I was a bit angry at you for giving me a worthless airship, which would have ruined me before I even had a chance to start my new life,” she fake pouted.

“I didn’t know it was worthless!” I chuckled.

“Fortunately, Celestia made a better offer, so all is forgiven,” she laughed, then kissed me again.

Beneath us, the uproar was subsiding. The naked men of the Leonis order were gathered in the town square. They were bruised, beaten, and cut pretty badly, but healing witches were attending to their injuries, though reluctantly.

Octavia and her battle witches were taking control of the area. They were moving the crowds of villagers back and gathering up the wands. They also gathered the Leonis order's armor and weapons and distributed essential clothes to the captured men.

I scanned the crowd, looking for the girls and spotting Jessica with an older woman. Except for her brunette hair, the older woman looked just like Jessica. I realized she had to be the redheaded witch’s mother. They were talking and hugging each other. Two young boys came up and embraced Jessica, and three older girls followed them. It was a touching scene. Keliria, Nudea, and Misumi were occupied receiving gestures of thanks from the townsfolk, which, from the sight, would keep them busy for a while.

Celestia warned that my existence was still a secret, so she thought it wise to avoid showing my face. I agreed with her and retreated to the cabin with Silvana. “I know you're tired, Ethan. I don’t expect anything tonight. Just go to sleep,” the dog-demi-human woman purred into my ear as she guided me to the bed.

“Well…I don’t mind just cuddling,” I yawned.

She smiled and reached for the zipper of her skintight flight suit and pulled it down, revealing her multiple breasts, muscular abs, and long-toned legs. She smiled as she glided to the side of the bed, snuggling her naked body up next to me.


Chapter 18

“Silvana! Where are you?” Misumi called out from the main deck.

Silvana immediately shot up to attention, stirring me awake. She got out of bed and hastily put on her flight suit.

“Well…how about we do this some other time? Maybe actually have sex!” she kissed me before dashing out the door. The dog woman brushed beside Jessica and Keliria as they entered the cabin.

Jessica looked nervous but also excited. Keliria, on the other hand, was grinning like a maniac. She shut the door behind her, locking it, and then gently pushed Jessica forward.

“Uh…nice to see you! I hope everything is going OK,” I said, half asleep.

“Ethan, Ethan, Ethan! Jessica has something she wants to say!” the lavender succubus said slyly. She gave Jessica’s ass a smack causing the redheaded witch to yelp and stammer forward.

“Jessica, you don’t need to do anything. You could have hexed me every day since I came to Elementia, and I still would have wanted to help save your family,” I sighed. I then locked eyes with Keliria. “Whatever game you’re playing, Keliria, Knock it off.”

Keliria burst out in laughter. “No games, no spells, no manipulations as much as I would have loved to!” The lavender succubus’s clawed hand caressed Jessica’s shoulder, “She is here of her own volition.”

I looked into Jessica’s face. She slowly raised her emerald green eyes to meet my gaze. She smiled, “I am here of my own will, as Keliria said.”

“You don’t need to have sex with me to show your gratitude! A simple thank you will suffice.” I wanted to take that sexy redhead to bed, but not like this. I still had a measure of self-respect.

Jessica looked down at me with a stern expression. “I know, Ethan. But this isn’t about thanking you.”

I made a serious expression, “Why are you here then?”

“Vile people are after you, Ethan. And because I am associated with you, they are also after me. They are not above going after my family,” she said firmly. “I could part ways with you, but I doubt it will make any difference now.”

I frowned, “I never wanted to put you or your loved ones in danger.”

“I know. But I’ve made a decision. I need to become more powerful to prepare for what is coming.” Sensing where this was going, I met her gaze once more. Her cheeks were blushing red, which accentuated her beauty. “I want to join your coven right now. According to the ancient law of Wicca, when a witch enters a coven, the coven is bound to bring its full might down on all those who threaten its members and their families. I know you would bring down your power regardless, but your coven is weak, with Keliria as your only devotee. With me, it will be stronger.”

Jessica had made her case! And I was all too willing to comply with her wishes. “Ok! We can do it right now if you desire. As far as I know, there is no elaborate ritual or ceremony. I need to have sex with you, and you’re in!”

“Wow…wow…wow!” Keliria cried. “This is a special moment for the two of you, not to mention Jessica’s first time! Ethan, you need to be more sensual and attentive.”

I rolled my eyes and pointed to the door, “Out, Keliria! OUT, OUT, OUT!”

The Purple-skin succubus made a pouty face before turning her back to us and strutting out of the cabin.

“She did not use mind spells on me. I was being completely truthful,” Jessica said, smiling brightly. “And thanks for getting rid of Keliria. She is very...wicked in a bad way.”

I rose from the bed, only wearing my pants, stepping before her. Jessica’s gaze seemed fixated on my chest and abs. “So, since we are being honest, do you like me as a friend or something more?” I looked deep into her eyes, looking for the truth.

Jessica’s eyes seemed to brighten with confidence. “Ethan, me and probably every witch in the school have longed for you to fuck them ever since you first got out of that carriage!” She brought her hands up to my chest. “I want you, Ethan! I have never been surer of anything in my life.”

I don’t know what pushed me. Maybe it was the shutter that ran through the ship as Silvana was getting the Firefly underway, or perhaps the timing felt right. I gripped Jessica’s waist and felt the soft, moist sensation of her red lips against my own. The taste of strawberries filled my mouth as my tongue brushed her lips. The fragrance of amber perfume filled my nostrils as I inhaled her scent. Even though she was still wearing her combat suit, I could feel her toned muscles and the elegant curves of her body. The assault on my senses was sending all the blood to my groin. I could feel my pants straining from my growing member.

“I want to be down on the bed on my hands and feet when you enter me. I want you to claim me like an alpha male beast mating with his chosen mate!” Jessica gasped as we devoured each other’s mouths. The thought of thrusting into the redheaded witch from the rear like a wild beast sounded incredibly hot, and it was fitting, given her connection to animals.

Jessica pulled away from bringing her hands up to the collar of form-fitting suit. She placed fingers between her collarbones, causing the fabric to unstitch. She moved her fingers downward between her breasts and abbs, stopping below her belly button. Her hands came up to her cleavage, gripping the parted edges of her suit. She peeled the black suit of her freckled skin, displaying her stunning body. She tossed the suit over a nearby chair along with her shoes, leaving her green underwear as the only garment on her body.

I hastily removed my pants, allowing my dick to push forth from the confines of my garments. Jessica stared down at my hunk of meat, licking her lips. She gripped my shaft, moving her soft hand up and down its length. I filled the room with groans from the sensation of her touch.

“It’s so huge! Will it fit inside me?” she purred. She guided the tip of my cock up against the fabric covering her labia.

“Well, only one way to find out,” I groaned as surges of pleasure coursed through my body.

“Yes! Only one way.” Jessica lifted her bra over her head, allowing her magnificent breasts to bounce forth. Her tits were not as big as Keliria’s humongous boobs, but they were well sculpted and proportioned.

After pushing her panties to the floor, the redheaded witch led me to the bed. Sunlight from the morning flooded the room through the large window behind the master bed. Jessica’s smooth, freckled skin glimmered in the light. I marveled at the vision of beauty that Jessica was. She climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, her butt up in the air.

“I would have preferred to have done this in the Elementia forests under the light of three full moons surrounded by the howls of wild animals,” Jessica said as she shook her ass invitingly.

Jessica was indeed a wild beast beneath her stoic and prim exterior. The thought of us one day having sex under full moons in the woods like savage animals was getting my cock even harder. I got onto the bed, bringing myself behind her. Her pussy lips were quivering in anticipation, and her lustrous red hair was sprawled all over her back.

“Driving that huge thing of yours in me, my alpha. Stake your claim to my body,” Jessica cooed.

Without a second thought thrust my cock deep into her velvet folds. The echoes of our moans and groans traveled through the ship.

I gripped her waist tight as plunged my cock in and out of Jessica’s tunnel. Her ass undulated with each of my thrusts, her bright red hair flayed about, droplets of sweat streamed down her curves, and her back was arched as she moaned to the roof.

“Oh…fuck! Fuck me hard! UhUh…Oh…shit,” Jessica screamed as she writhed beneath me. Her body quivered, signaling her imminent orgasm. “I…I’m coming,” she wailed.

“Fuck,” I yelled as I plunged my cock into the redhead deep. The sensation of her orgasmic fluids on her cock sent me over the edge.

When I came, I felt a sudden rush of energy between us, which I knew signified our bond. Jessica was bound to me, and I was bound to her. I would have been freaked out if I had not experienced this with Keliria.

“That was…was…Wicked!” Jessica gasped as she slipped off my cock, collapsing onto the bed.

“Yeah…Wicked,” I said. “Want to go again?”

“By the Goddess, yes!” Jessica rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide.

I came over to Jessica, plunging my cock once again into her folds. I thrust into her and cuming over and over again. With each of our climaxes, I felt our bond strength. With Keliria, I had been new to magic and could not discern our bond from my magical power. But I had learned so much. Distinguishing my magic from my bond with Jessica was like differentiating red and blue.

“Can I join in now? You two have bonded, so the main event is over. I am just dying to do a threesome,” Keliria pouted at the door.

Jessica rolled her emerald green eyes. “Let her in! I am already deep in the dragon’s cave. Why hold back now?”

She had a point. “You can come in, Keliria!” I shouted.

Keliria bolted into the room, ripping off her clothing as she came. She leaped onto the bed, fully naked. She looked down upon us with a firry twinkle in her slitted eyes and a maniacal grin.

“OH…we are going to have so much fun today!” she laughed hysterically.

What followed over the next few hours was a ‘War of the cock.’ Jessica, the control freak, kept trying to upstage and subordinate Keliria in the bed while the succubus seemed content to annoy and poke fun at the freckled witch at every turn.

“My mother was educated in the intricacies of sexual intercourse in the bed chamber. I may have been a virgin. But that does not mean I don’t have skills!” Jessica said as she bucked against my cock.

“Oh…Please, Jessica. What did mommy teach you? To lay on your back, spread your legs, and lay still on the bed like a corpse. When I came of adult age, my mother took me to a succubus bordello, and I received a thorough course in the arts of seduction, intimacy, and pleasure,” Keliria bragged.

The epic witch fight continued on and on. Meanwhile, I was having time as they jacked me off in ever more inventive ways, trying to prove their points. It was fun, but I figured I eventually have to lay down the law of the cock. Eventually, the two women exhausted themselves and resigned to cuddling up to me.

I walked out onto the deck, breathing the fresh air, and proceeded to the bridge. Silvana was at the helm, and I greeted her, “Good morning, Silvana!”

The demi-human beauty turned to me, wagging her tail. “Good evening, Boss!” she smirked.

“I thought it was still morning. How long have we been in the air?” I asked.

She took a more casual tone: “We left about 4 hours ago, so it is still morning in Erith. But we transited through a portal 2 hours ago. It is evening in this realm.”

I shrugged in understanding. Passing through realms was like passing through time zones, except when we passed through a portal, the time change could be drastic.

Silvana turned back to the expanse of sky before us. “The imperial army and navy were securing the area when we left so the villagers are safe. Everyone wanted to meet you, including the imperial officials, but Celestia ordered us home before the military could interrogate us.”

I sighed, “Probably for the best; we avoid the government for now.”

I sat in the pilot house with Silvana longer, watching the clouds pass by us before visiting the galley. In the galley, I made a meal. Since acquiring the Firefly, I had familiarized myself with its unique doohickeys, including the magic cooking stones, the magic cooling box, and every other magical device. In many ways, it was like a kitchen from Earth, except all the appliances ran out of magic instead of electricity.

I was cooking steak and potatoes when the creaking hinges drew my attention to the door. Standing at the entrance, still in her combat suit, was Misumi. She looked a bit ruffled, but that was expected, given that she probably just woke up.

“Making a meal? I hope you're cooking enough for the rest of us,” the dark-haired witch yawned as she stretched out her arms.

“How could I forget my team!” I grinned as I gestured to the pan, which was cooking steak. “I’ve also got a kettle filled with hot chocolate!”

“Sounds delicious!” Misumi said. “So, you made Jessica your fuck slave?”

I stopped and stared at the anime girl. “I did not make Jessica my slave. She came to me, and she can leave whenever she wants.”

“I believe you!” she admitted. “I am just looking out for our house’s head girl.”

“I thought I was the head honcho of the House,” I chuckled as I prepared two plates of steak, rice, and cups of hot chocolate.

“I would call you our war leader,” Misumi answered as she cut into her steak. “You take charge during combat or dire situations. You advise us on what to do in normal situations. It is Jessica who runs the everyday goings while you are fucking Keliria or doing some chosen one stuff for the illustrious Headmistress. Without Jessica, our house goes to hell in a heartbeat.”

“You made your point,” I said as I drank my hot chocolate. “But I have no intention of having our house go to hell.”

Misumi shrugged and drank her hot chocolate.

Eventually, Nudea joined us, though she was more interested in food than talking. I took the plates back to Keliria and Jessica. I brought a plate to Silvana, who devoured it as she flew the ship.

I hung out at the ship's bow for a while, watching the scenery pass by beneath us as I considered the events that had transpired. Leaving Elementia was not an option anymore, even if I wanted to. Having someone show up out of the blue one day to kill me was not in my plans. This was Game of Thrones-level shit! And in the Game of Thrones, you Either win or you die! There was no running away and hiding in a hole. I tightened my grip on the railing and clenched my teeth.

“I’ll bury them all,” I declared myself. “Anyone comes after me or any of the women in Elementia. I’ll take them down hard and bury them 6 feet underground.”

We were flying leisurely, so getting through the gates back to Elementia took us longer. As we returned to Elementia’s home realm, I watched as the dark, starry sky turned into the yellow glow of morning as we passed through the portal.

As Elementia came into view, we dressed in our school uniforms and packed our equipment. As far as anyone at the academy knew, Dragon House was on a training assignment from Headmistress Celestia in the academy forests.

A Chime ringing through the ship signaled our arrival in Elementia. We disembarked and proceeded to the academy once the Firefly was moored at the dock.

Walking through the Academy grounds, the students’ moods were relaxed. No one seemed aware of the battle that occurred during the night.

At our manor, the women and I stowed our equipment away. I bathed, dressed casually, and came to the living room with some books to study. Nudea soon joined me along with Jessica. Keliria went out for flying, and Misumi walked out to the lawn for martial arts exercises.

That evening, while eating dinner, Celestia made a personal announcement over our enchanted tablets, “Attention, Students of Elementia! As you all know, the Empress called out our professors due to a national emergency. I am pleased to announce that the emergency has been resolved, and classes will resume tomorrow. The imperial military will release details in the press. The semester accumulative finals are imminent, so study hard and prepare yourselves.” Her image vanished from the tablet, replaced by the school logo.

“Dam it! I was hoping for a day at the mall!” Keliria griped as she devoured a turkey leg. We all chuckled.

A few minutes later, our tablets chimed again. “Hmm, it looks like Celestia is sending us a house talk,” Nudea said. We all tapped the tablet chat icon, and Celestia’s image appeared.

“Congratulations to all of you for a job well done.” The headmistress boomed. “You should all be very proud of yourselves. The Leonis order has been delivered a crushing blow! We will not be hearing from them for a very long time! Furthermore, I’m pleased to announce that after your professors reviewed your mission, they have granted Dragon House passes on the upcoming accumulative practical exam! You must still take the written accumulative exam to advance to the next academic level, so…study hard!”

When her image disappeared, the dining room erupted in cheers as we all jumped up excitedly. “WE CAN HAVE MALL DAY AFTER ALL!” Keliria yelled in excitement, and we all laughed along with her.

The following week was filled with cramming. Every student was in the library or dorm house, desperately reviewing notes and books and practicing spells for the imminent finals.

My witches and I were up reviewing late into the night as the accumulative finals loomed closer. Celestia said we officially passed the practical final, though knowing the headmistress, she probably intended our written finals to be more challenging.

Even the ordinarily bubbly Keliria was feeling the strain.

The Starcia imperial government released details concerning the Leonis capture of Jessica’s village and its retaking. The government officials acknowledged that a team of professors and student battle witches had fought and subdued the knights, liberating the village. However, they did not mention how the town was liberated.

When it became known that her village had been taken, Jessica received gestures and words of sympathy from many of the students. She calmly assured everyone that her mother and siblings were safe and unharmed. Frankly, the redheaded beauty was eager to forget the entire thing.

We were directed into the grand dining hall on the final exam day. Individual desks were positioned in neat rows, and we were ushered to our preassigned seats. The exams soon landed in front of every student. The Professor, who was on the front podium a stunning brunet displayed a giant sand clock, “You have 3 hours to complete the exam. The exam consists of multiple choice and fill-in-the-blank questions and four written essays for each of your classes. Good luck!” she twisted the hourglass, and the sands flowed downward.

Three hours later, I finished Clolette’s essay describing how my connection to magic had developed during class, and a chime from the podium signaled the end of the exam. I sighed as my exam floated up into the air and joined the hundreds of others floating to the professor.

Everyone gradually stood from their seats and stretched before departing the hall.

I met up with the girls, who looked as groggy as I was. “Can we go to the mall? I want a blended frozen fruit drink special,” Keliria pouted.

I rolled my eyes, “Where I’m from, we call those drinks smoothies.”

“Wow, Ethan! Your people have names that are way better than what the Wicca have thought of.” The purple succubus hurried us out of the feast hall and onto the mall. We spent the evening slurping up smoothies and talking about the exam.

That evening, I enjoyed a passionate orgy with the Keliria and Jessica.

The next day, we spent at the mall reading books, sampling exotic foods, and trying on clothes. The day was beautiful until the ladies decided to visit the gym, and I begrudgingly returned home for my workout regime.

Everything was uneventful until the morning of the last day of the semester. Everyone who planned to visit home for the week before the winter semester began had packed their belongings and arranged their travel.

The student body was feasting and boasting about their various adventures over the semester.

Amid the revelry, Headmistress Celestia called attention. Almost in unison, the enormous sea of students turned to face the headmistress, who stood proud in the middle of the professors’ table.

“Today marks the end of another semester at Elementia. I am proud to look upon all of you who have successfully advanced to the next level of your magical education. However, this semester has been particularly unique as it marks several great events in Elementia’s history! This semester, we saw the goddess’s champion summoned to us, and that special individual was honored to be the first male student this academy has ever admitted. And I am proud to say Ethan has achieved inclusion on this semester’s Honors list.”

There wasn’t much cheering or applause after the headmistress's dialog. Though…when I looked around at those who did applaud and cheered, I recognized the battle witches from our engagements with the Leonis knights, Selena, Lydia, Octavia, Varuna, and the infernal and Sanctus witches I trained with.

Celestia called for silence. “I know…many of you still…doubt the Goddess’s will.” She looked around the room with a penetrating gaze. “Ethan’s presence here is not a deception or trick of magic. HE IS HERE BY THE WILL OF THE GODDESS!” Everyone in the room, including me, was taken aback by the intensity of her words. “Ethan will be here until graduation. There will be no more arguments concerning his enrollment or attempts to get him expelled deliberately. I have a declaration from the Empress that anyone who attempts to interfere with Ethan’s academic progress will be committing treason against the Empire. They will be punished with the Empress’s justice in addition to being expelled permanently from this academy. That goes for all professors as well!”

A collected gulp was heard throughout the room. Hopefully, this meant I would not have any more problems with fellow students. I looked at Professor Clolete. She looked as if her breath had been knocked out of her. If she had been up to anything, it was now over.

Celestia called for attention, drawing all eyes in the hall to her. “Now, this semester’s Honor students.” The head started with mine and my women’s names, then read off the names of all the battle witches, Selena, Varuna, and a few other students. She ordered us all to stand, and we received an ovation from the student body and Staff. “Congratulations to all for passing this semester. You’ve all done Elementia proud this semester. Enjoy yourselves during the break! However, none of you are to discuss Ethan or any member of his house. I will warn all of you right now the empress herself has ordered Ethan’s presence at Elementia to remain a secret. If anyone attempts to even hint at our first male student in any way, they are committing crimes against the Starcia Empire; remember that!”

Students everywhere were nervously nodding and gulping. I suspected many attempted to alert imperial officials or witches of influence, hoping to evict me from the school. The Headmistress’s declaration would likely end individual efforts if my actions against the Leonis order had not convinced them.

After the feast, my house returned to our manor. I had already packed my bag to return home to Earth. Jessica and Misumi were going to visit their families. Nudea was staying on campus with Keliria.

The next day, Celestia arrived at Dragon House just after breakfast. I was waiting in the living room, ready to go. “Leaving us forever?” Celestia jested.

I grinned, “Let’s be honest! You’ve known the location of Earth, and you could have sent me home at any time.”

Celestia thrust her arms in the air and smirked, “True! But you are powerful Ethan, and the Goddess has chosen you. I must protect you until you’ve come into your full power. I know I kidnapped you. However, I wanted you to experience Elementia and the magical realms before you made a decision.”

“Well, I formally waive the kidnapping charges on the condition the women of my house and I receive full scholarships for the rest of our education at Elementia.”

“Done! But I am not refunding any tuition for this semester,” Celestia responded. “Anything else?”

“Protection for the Women’s families!” I asserted. “I don’t want repeats of what happened to Jessica’s family to occur to anyone of Dragon House or my friends!”

“You have a point, Ethan! I will be extra vigilante in the future!” the headmistress acknowledged.

I sighed, “OK, I am here to stay. Now that’s settled, how do we get to the Earth realm? My world doesn’t have a portal gate!” The beautiful professor waved her hand, “Your world doesn’t have the large gates required for regular commerce! It did at one time. Without wizards or witches maintaining them, the portals lost their power and connections to other realms. However, there are naturally occurring portals individual beings can slip through to other realms and…”

“And there are such pocket portals at the location I arrived at that connect this world to Earth!” I realized.

“Yes,” Celestia said. “I’ve got another question?” I inquired.

Celestia’s gaze became serious, “You’re wondering about your property?” I nodded. “You’ll find everything concerning your father’s ranch in order. All debts were paid, and accounts settled.

“Good!”

After I said goodbye to the girls and a long, Celestia took me to the place where I had arrived.

“Use this stone to return when you’re already.” She handed me a stone I recognized as a portal recall stone from my studies.

“I am ready!” With a wave of Celestia’s wand, I was surrounded by rainbow mist and propelled through the tunnel of light. I was off.
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