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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The steam in the bathroom was thick, fogging over the mirror and making each breath Felix took feel hot and sticky. He leaned against the bathroom’s door, frowning and trying to keep his thoughts from wandering as he listened to the shower splashing down on Stella behind the opaque curtain.
 
   “Felix,” said Stella. “Are you listening to me?”
 
   “Uh, mostly.” He frowned and scratched his head. “Is there any way we can put this conversation on hold until you’re, well you know, done showering?”
 
   “No.” Stella pulled back the curtain slightly and poked her head around it. “We need to talk about this now.”
 
   Her hair was the color of red autumn leaves, and slicked back in a single wet, soapy lock. She kept the shower’s curtain held over her large, naked breasts, though Felix swore he could see more than just cleavage through the thick steam.
 
   “I need you to swear to me,” she continued. “Promise me that you haven’t had any additional contact with Nalya and her brood since you got back to the tower.”
 
   Felix frowned. He shook his head, forcing him to keep his eyes even with Stella’s instead of letting his gaze slip down into more enticing territory.
 
   “I haven’t,” he said. “Not in the past few days. The last I saw of them was when I gave the antibiotics to one of the younger wolves.”
 
   Stella stared at him for a few seconds longer, reading his expression as though she could see into his soul. She finally nodded and turned away from him, reaching down to pick up a bottle of shampoo from the shower’s lower shelf and pushing her incredible looking and incredibly naked butt into view.
 
   It was the truth. Felix knew better than to lie to Stella, and he trusted her, even if she was rightfully suspicious of him. The wolves had disappeared after Felix’s last encounter with them, no longer showing themselves to him. It made him a little worried, both for Gwen, the wolf girl that had gone out of her way to save his life at her expense, for Nalya, his “den mother” as she called herself, and for Breeze and Windy, the two barely legal teen wolf girls.
 
   “Felix… Your being here is still conditional,” said Stella. “It’s not something that you should take for granted.”
 
   “I’m well aware of that, Stella,” he said. “It’s been that way since the beginning, though. You invited me into your home, and I’ve done my best to, uh, meet your expectations.”
 
   “My expectations have evolved.” Stella leaned around the corner of the shower curtain again, exposing even more of her body. Soap suds dripped from her hair down her breasts, covering the illicit centers of her breasts.
 
   “I know that, too,” he said. “Just tell me what you need done and I’ll do it. Uh, within reason, of course.”
 
   He winced. Stella was a sorceress, a woman familiar with the supernatural elements and capable of things that Felix didn’t and probably wouldn’t ever understand. Giving her a blank check in the form of his willingness to serve made his stomach feel a little tense.
 
   “Good,” said Stella. “What I need from you currently is your body.”
 
   “Uh…” Felix felt an electric thrill run through his lower half.
 
   “Your muscle,” said Stella. “I mean, I need backup. I need your support and assistance in defending the tower against Jesamar.”
 
   “Of course,” he said. “I can do that. Whatever it is you need.”
 
   “It’s not going to be easy,” said Stella. “In fact, I think it’s going to be rather hard.”
 
   She turned off the water, and for a few seconds, Felix could see a perfect outline of her naked form on the other side of the shower curtain. He chewed on his lip and tried, unsuccessfully, to look away.
 
   “Why don’t I head out into the living room and wait for you there?” he said, forcing himself to put his hand on the doorknob.
 
   “Felix.” Stella leaned out to grab a towel from the rack, wrapping it around herself and pulling the shower curtain open in two successive, fluid movements. “I appreciate your loyalty.”
 
   The towel was a size and a half too small for the job Stella had assigned it to. Her breasts bulged out against the fold, and the bottom hem barely slid down passed her buttocks. Stella ran her hand over her head, slicking it back mermaid style and revealing her emerald green eyes.
 
   “Uh, thanks,” said Felix. “Same to you. I mean, uh…”
 
   He stared at her, unsure of whether he’d ever been more turned on his life. Felix forced himself to blink and think about the situation clearly. Stella was a sorceress trained in potent lust magic, capable of using emotions, especially primal, masculine urges, to her advantage. Was she doing it to him, right then and there? Was that her way of ensuring his loyalty?
 
   Stella cleared her throat and folded her arms, moving a forearm onto the towel just as the fold began to come loose Felix snapped out of his lust fueled trance and slipped out through the door, almost slamming directly into a young, teenage girl eavesdropping on the other side of it.
 
   “Ow!” Dani fell backward onto her butt, rubbing a hand across her forehead where the edge of the door had caught her. “Jeez, Felix!”
 
   Felix rolled his eyes at her. Dani was wearing a white t-shirt with no bra underneath, her medium sized breasts pushing out against the fabric luridly. She had on a tiny pair of green running shorts, and looked as though she’d snuck out of bed for the sake of listening in on her mother’s conversation.
 
   “Nice try, Dani.” Felix grinned at her and shut the door behind him. He walked over to the couch, which was already set up with his blanket and pillow for the night, and sat down on it.
 
   “I had to go to the bathroom,” said Dani. “Mom was taking forever. I just wanted to, well, listen and make sure that it was safe for me to go in.”
 
   Her face turned a shade of crimson, and she wouldn’t meet Felix’s eye. He nodded, still smiling at her, not buying it for a second.
 
   “Sure,” he said. “That makes perfect sense, Danica.”
 
   “Felix,” she said, in an obnoxious voice. “Anyway, the two of you were in there for a while… alone.”
 
   Felix blinked at her, detecting the slightest hint of jealousy in her voice. He scratched his head, feeling strangely flattered and more than a little surprised. Stella was at least a decade older than him, out of his league in every sense of the word, and somewhat hostile toward him most of the time. 
 
   Dani, herself, was still in high school, albeit as an 18 year old. Felix was flattered enough by her attention, but given who her mother was and how volatile Stella’s reactions could be; doing anything with her was outside of the realm of possibility.
 
   “Dani, nothing happened,” said Felix. “Unless you count your mom giving me the inquisition and making me swear my loyalty to her.”
 
   Dani looked at him thoughtfully.
 
   “Is that some kind of, euphemism, or something?”
 
   Felix chuckled.
 
   “No,” he said. “Not that it should matter to you.”
 
   “It doesn’t!” snapped Dani, the blush on her face deepening. “I don’t care, anyway. It’s like I said before, I had to use the bathroom and I just wanted to make sure that it was safe.”
 
   Felix smiled, but didn’t say anything to that. He let his posture relax, sliding forward on the couch a little and getting more comfortable. It was late in the night and he was tired. Sleep had been a rare thing over the past few days, with all of them on guard against attack all the time.
 
   Another magically capable enemy had taken up residence inside the tower, wearing the face of none other than the most important person in the area. North Spire was a tiny town, essentially consisting of a single ten story tower with a few seldom used buildings around it. At its center was Mayor Senhaji, a wizened old man who’d recently returned after having gone missing for several days.
 
   The man in the tower claiming to be Mayor Senhaji was, as far as Felix and Stella knew an imposter, and a woman, at that. Felix had encountered the shapeshifter Jesamar after going on a hunt to track down Mayor Senhaji, and had fought and fucked her into a relative stalemate. She’d beat him back to the tower, however, and seized her opening.
 
   The door to the bathroom opened, and Stella made her way into the living room, wearing a bath robe that looked a bit like the sorceress robes she frequented. She crossed her arms and stood next to the couch, frowning at Felix and Dani.
 
   “I have a bad feeling about tonight,” she said. “I think Jesamar is going to make a move.”
 
   “We’ve been watching her for the last two days,” said Felix. “At this point, she has everyone in the town fooled. It’s not as though she has to do anything about us. If we try to claim that Mayor Senhaji is a shapeshifter, the entire town will call us crazy.”
 
   The supernatural world, for the most part, existed underneath the detection of ordinary, law abiding people. Even Stella, who made about as much effort in concealing her magical abilities as Ricky Martin did in convincing the world that he was straight, was usually written off as a new age eccentric, all smoke and mirrors.
 
   And Jesamar had managed to do the same, convincing and fooling even the people that knew Mayor Senhaji the best. The only way she’d been exposed to begin with was through Felix’s wolfbound abilities, which allowed him to track her down in her true form.
 
   “No,” said Stella. “She will try something. Jesamar isn’t the type to do things without following through. She’ll make a move against us soon, mark my-“
 
   The lights in the apartment flickered, and then abruptly went out. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   “Damn it,” muttered Stella. “That’s her. It has to be her.”
 
   She whirled, walking into her room with quick steps and immediately beginning the process of getting dressed and prepared for battle. Felix and Dani looked at each other and then after Stella.
 
   “It could just be an issue with the generator,” said Dani. “It’s been acting up ever since the battle we had with the Ice Dancer.”
 
   “No,” said Stella. “I’m sure of it. This is no coincidence.”
 
   She pulled out a small, glowing pink orb that looked a bit like a snow globe and prodded it with a finger. The pink light expanded outward, filling the room and spilling out toward Felix and Dani through the doorway.
 
   “Alright,” said Felix. “Then let’s do this. We can take care of her tonight, if she’s finally decided to give us a chance at her.”
 
   “Not we,” said Stella. “Me. You’re staying here.”
 
   Felix frowned and shook his head.
 
   “But you just said you needed my body?” He bit his tongue, feeling Dani’s eyes on him and regretting his phrasing. “I mean my help. My abilities, my fighting power.”
 
   “I do,” said Stella. “But Felix… You would be a liability in open battle. Not just to me, but to everyone here.”
 
   Stella walked out of her room, lit from behind by surreal pink light. She walked over to where Felix stood, stepping in close to him. For a moment, all he could focus on were her perfect pink lips, and the curve of her bust pushing out against her black and gold sorceress robe. She took one of his hands into hers, and something clicked.
 
   “Hey!” Felix reacted, but not quickly enough. Stella grabbed his other wrist and finished securing the handcuffs, pulling his arms behind him to do it.
 
   “Relax,” she said. “This is just to keep you and Dani safe, while I’m gone.”
 
   “What?” said Felix. “This is ridiculous! How will this keep us safe?”
 
   He pulled at the cuffs. They weren’t painful, but they clung to his wrists actively, as though they were a living, magical thing. All he managed to do by fighting against them was to knock himself off balance, and he almost fell onto the back of the couch after tripping over his own foot.
 
   “The moon is still almost full,” said Stella. “You’re wolfbound, Felix. You won’t always be able to control your transformation, especially at night. And I need to take precautions to keep Dani safe.”
 
   “I’m staying, too?” asked Dani. Her voice was questioning, and strangely lacking of disappointment.
 
   “Yes,” said Stella. “If Jesamar does manage to reach the apartment, you know how to take the cuffs off him, right?”
 
   Dani smiled.
 
   “Well, things will certainly get interesting if it comes to that,” she said.
 
   “Alright then.” Stella nodded to both of them, gripping her staff in her hand. “I don’t know when I’ll be back. If morning comes without any sign of me, get in touch with Trent and try to get out of the tower.”
 
   “Will do,” said Dani. “Be safe.”
 
   “Hold on!” Felix took a staggering step forward. “Let’s talk about this, Stella! You shouldn’t go alone.”
 
   Stella snapped her fingers. The cuffs on Felix’s wrists began to feel warm, and more than just that. An overwhelming sense of emotional lust took hold of him, gentle and seductive. He suddenly felt as though he was laying down for a massage, a happy ending kind of massage, and all he needed to do was keep himself still in order to enjoy it to its full extent.
 
   “Felix?” asked Dani. “Are you okay?”
 
   Felix shook his head, snapping back to reality. He was lying on the ground. Dani’s face hovered over his, upside down and lit by pink light, her brown hair hanging loose and framing the dimples of her wide smile.
 
   “Fine,” he said. “Jeez… What are these things made of, anyway?”
 
   “Lust magic,” said Dani. “It’s been about a minute since you passed out. Mom left already.”
 
   “Damn it…” he muttered. It made his stomach feel tense to think about Stella facing off against another magic user alone. Still, he’d faced off against Jesamar before and lived to talk about it, and Stella was far more capable than he was, even as a wolfbound.
 
   “Don’t worry,” said Dani. “I plan on going after her. Just need to get a quick boost before I do.”
 
   Felix sat up, watching as Dani disappeared into her mother’s room. She opened a massive wooden trunk next to Stella’s bed and began perusing its contents.
 
   “Uh, that’s probably not such a good idea,” said Felix. “Doesn’t your mom usually keep that stuff off limits to you?”
 
   “She does,” said Dani. “Which is why I’m thrilled that she forgot to secure the lock when she left. An honest mistake and one that might end up saving her life. Ah… here we go.”
 
   Dani stood up and turned to face Felix. She held a small vial between her fingers and slowly worked the cork out of it, sniffing at its contents.
 
   “What is that?” asked Felix.
 
   “It’s a basic potion of night eye,” said Dani. “Mom probably would have taken it with her if she had been thinking more clearly about the circumstances. It will give me the ability to see in the dark, and track the witch a little bit more easily.”
 
   “Are you sure that’s what it is?” asked Felix. “Is it labeled?”
 
   “It’s from the batch we made yesterday,” said Dani. “Obviously I’m sure.”
 
   A chill ran up Felix’s spine. He struggled to get his feet, frustrated by the stupid handcuffs.
 
   “Dani, hold on,” said Felix. “This is a bad idea.”
 
   “Nonsense.” Dani swirled the potion’s contents around and then downed the entire vial in a single gulp. “See? I would have tasted if there was anything…”
 
   She trailed off and blinked several times in quick succession.
 
   “Huh,” she said. “That’s strange. Usually it kicks in… faster than that.”
 
   Felix watched as Dani took a slow, deep breath and then shook her head. She brought a hand up to her forehead, looking as though she was suddenly dizzy.
 
   “Dani?” said Felix. “Are you okay?”
 
   “I’m… whoa!” Dani took a shaky step forward and in Felix’s direction. She looked as though she was about to fall over, and held out a hand to steady herself against the couch.
 
   Her hand grabbed the couch, but Dani didn’t fall. Rather, her body began to shift. Her clothes began to loosen visibly against her skin, her blouse and running shorts losing the tightness she’d clearly chosen them for.
 
   “What the…?” Dani shook her head and stared down at her hands. They were losing size along with the rest of her body, along with her head, her breasts, and her butt. All of it was staying perfectly in proportion, but slowly diminishing inward.
 
   Dani’s clothes seemed gargantuan on her, and she was still shrinking. Felix watched in shock as her body passed the size of a preteen, still shifting downward.
 
   “What the fuck did you drink?” he shouted. Dani frowned and glared down at her shrinking body, her face lit surreally by the pink light of her mother’s globe.
 
   “I don’t know,” she said. “This is stupid!”
 
   Dani kept getting smaller, until her blouse, originally small and flirtatious, was like a badly tailored dress on her. She flexed her hands and fidgeted as the shrinking continued, on and on, for several more seconds.
 
   When it finally came to an apparent stop, a tiny girl the size of an action figure stood in the middle of the clothes. Dani clutched her arms over her now naked body, her face turning bright red. She was no more than six inches tall and still perfectly proportional. She let out a terrified scream.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “I need to undo this! Right now!”
 
   Dani’s voice was smaller and quieter than it had been when she was full sized. It was a nuanced effect, however. It still sounded like her, not high pitched and chirpy like many of the examples provided to Felix by television and movies. It was still Dani, just quieter, and with less depth.
 
   “Alright,” said Felix. “I think you should probably wait until your mother gets back, though.”
 
   “No!” shouted Dani, stomping her foot. “She can’t know about this!”
 
   Felix shrugged and took a closer look at the tiny, naked girl. It was hard to keep himself from smiling. She looked adorable, and was still continuing to cover her modesty and blushing out of embarrassment.
 
   “I don’t know what to tell you,” said Felix. “I doubt you’d be able to lift one of your mom’s potions on your own, let alone take the cork out of the vial. And I can’t help you with the cuffs still on.”
 
   “I can help you take them off,” said Dani. “And then you can help me!”
 
   Felix chewed on his lip.
 
   “You should really just wait until your mom gets back,” he said.
 
   Dani shouted something that came out too quickly and high pitched to be understandable. She pulled the hand covering her crotch away and pointed an accusatory finger at him.
 
   “You’re… enjoying this!” she shouted. “You pervert! Stop looking at me!”
 
   Felix chuckle and flashed her a guilty look.
 
   “Maybe I am enjoying it,” he said. “A little, but more because you’re so darn cute then for any kind of, uh, weird reason.”
 
   “Help me!” screamed Dani. “You owe it to me! I helped you the last time you were in a pinch.”
 
   “Fine, fine,” said Felix. “I’ll help you, Dani. How do I get these off?”
 
   Dani carefully hopped out of her piled clothes, still using most of her energy to keep her body covered. She turned back toward Felix, looking at him expectantly, holding her naked breasts tight with one arm.
 
   “Follow me,” she said.
 
   Felix got his feet underneath him and stood up, though it felt totally unnecessary, given how slowly Dani moved. It took her ten seconds to walk a distance that he could have done in a single, loping stride. She stopped in front of Stella’s pink globe, which was currently lighting the room.
 
   “Touch the edge of the cuffs to the globe,” said Dani. “But just the cuffs! This thing is more dangerous than it looks.”
 
   “For you, of course it is,” said Felix, smiling. “If it tipped with you next to it, you’d end up with a broken leg.”
 
   “You jerk!” shouted Dani. “You used to be so nice, Felix, and you’re… you’re…”
 
   Felix rolled his eyes.
 
   “Look, I’m sorry,” he said. “This is just an odd situation. I’ll get the cuffs off and see what I can do to help.”
 
   He turned around, looking over one shoulder at his shackled wrists and carefully moving them toward the crystal glass of the globe. Pink fog swirled inside of it, virile and active. Felix felt the edge of the cuffs clink against the globe, along with the skin of one of his wrists.
 
   It happened faster than he could react. A soft, feminine hand reached out of the globe and took him by the wrist, pulling him backward. Felix let out a surprised shout as he felt himself being pulled down, into the globe, the supernatural physics of it in violation of everything he’d have thought possible.
 
   A beautiful, feminine laugh echoed in his ears. Felix could see the room outside the globe, Dani, now of comparable size to him, all of it distorted by the curved crystal glass. He landed softly on the center of the globe’s floor, and looked up to see a woman standing over him. A gorgeous, naked woman.
 
   Her hair was pink, the same color as the fog. Her breasts were huge, striding the line between attractive and unnecessary. Her body was full of voluptuous curves, bordering on plump, but the way she carried herself suggested that her form served a specific purpose.
 
   “Ooh…” cooed the woman. “You’re interesting. You have magic in you.”
 
   “What?” Felix held out a hand as she began walking toward him, as though preparing to hold her back. 
 
   He noticed that the cuffs were gone, along with all of his clothes. For a second, he feared that the same thing that had happened to Dani had happened to him, albeit through a more roundabout method. But only for a second, as the pink haired woman reached him, touched him, and replaced all of his thoughts with pure, unadulterated lust.
 
   Felix tried to speak and let out a sound that was more moan than word. The woman closed on him, biting her bottom look and scanning over him. Her chest heaved with each breath she took, breasts jiggling, buoyant and free for his eyes to feast on.
 
   “We’re going to have so much fun,” she whispered. “You might not be able to stand once I’m done with you.”
 
   She lifted her chin and opened her arms, inviting Felix to step toward her. He hit her at a flying pace, his cock hard and aching with sexual need. The woman laughed and twisted. The two of them floated through the air, apparently unbound by the laws of gravity.
 
   “Yes…” she whispered. “That’s it. Show me what you’re made of.”
 
   From outside the globe, Felix could see Dani watching with a shocked expression on her face. She was the larger of the two now, three or four times Felix’s shrunken size in the crystal glass. She was slowly shaking her head, still covering herself, though it seemed so pointless to him.
 
   The pink haired woman pushed her breasts into Felix’s face and spread her legs. His cock found its target automatically, as though pulled by sexual magnetism. Felix slid forward, feeling an unnatural tightness and suction as the head of his erection slipped inside.
 
   “Ooh,” the woman moaned. “You’re a young one. So strong.”
 
   Her legs wrapped around him, and Felix began to thrust. It was hard fucking from the start, filled with a passionate need that went beyond pleasure. It was a primal thing, pulling at Felix from deep within his loins. He slammed his cock into the woman, feeling the resulting bursts of pleasure with each movement.
 
   Dani was waving one of her arms at him from outside the glass. Felix was only dimly aware of her, and after a moment, the pink haired woman turned his face back toward her. She kissed him again and pulled his hands up onto her beasts.
 
   They were incredible, soft and loose, the skin silky, the nipples perfectly shaped. The woman let out a squeal of pleasure as Felix’s fingers gently pinched one of them. He used them for leverage, thrusting in a style that wouldn’t have been possible outside of the globe and free from its lax laws of physics.
 
   “This is… crazy,” whispered Felix. He couldn’t think straight. It was hard for him to do anything other than focus on the pleasure in his cock, and the movement of his hips. He wanted to stay there forever, fucking her without ever taking a break, and it scared him.
 
   “It’s fine,” said the woman. “It’s so fine. And it’s so dirty, so wrong. Feel it. Enjoy it.”
 
   She bit her lip and pouted at him, sliding one arm under her breasts, as though presenting them to him on a shelf. Felix buried his face into them and fucked her harder. She let out cries of pleasure and little squeals, and he somehow knew that they were exaggerated for his benefit.
 
   Felix felt like he was on the verge of cumming, but each time he approached orgasm, the woman seemed to pull energy out of him, keeping him permanently on the brink. It was frustrating, and he responded by fucking her harder, slamming his cock into her as though trying to use it for punishment.
 
   “Yes!” The woman let out an illicit laugh and gyrated her hips. “That’s it! Use me! Make me pay for what I’ve done for you!”
 
   Felix growled and pushed forward faster, feeling her cunt shifting and writhing against his cock as though it had a mind of its own. It felt a though she was milking his erection, trying to steal his seed from the source. Trying to steal more than that, trying to turn him into a power source of erotic energy.
 
   He pushed away from her, though it took every ounce of willpower he had. The pink haired woman frowned.
 
   “What’s the matter?” she cooed. “Don’t you want to teach me my lesson?”
 
   Felix forced his head to shake no.
 
   “Stay… away…” he muttered.
 
   “What about now?” The woman’s body flashed with pink light, and suddenly, there were more female forms standing around her. 
 
   Felix recognized all of them, famous celebrities, supermodels. One of the girls that he’d had a secret crush on in high school. Even Stella and Dani were there, standing naked, their proportions clearly exaggerated. The real Dani watched from outside the glass, glaring at her doppelganger’s big butt and ample bosom.
 
   The women moved at Felix in a crush of naked bodies and undulating flesh. He let out a surprised gasp that turned into a pleasured moan halfway through as breasts pushed into his face, and lips and tongues smooshed into his erection.
 
   “Just enjoy it,” said the pink haired woman. “That’s all I’m asking. That’s not so much to ask, is it?”
 
   Felix let out a low moan, staring down at the women working their magical mouths and tongues against his cock. They were sucking like nothing he’d experienced, or even seen, before. Their tongues and lips moved in perfect unison, desperately licking and sucking and kissing, more intent on giving him pleasure then any pornstar could have faked.
 
   The pink haired woman was at the center of it. The others moved aside as she took her place, gingerly planting a soft kiss on the tip of Felix’s cock as though she was a virgin nympho discovering the beauty of sex for the first time. She smiled a practiced, shy smile at him and then licked, her tongue moving in impossible ways to wrap around the shaft of his cock.
 
   “Just… let me cum,” Felix found himself whispering.
 
   “What fun would that be?” The pink haired woman grinned, and seven sets of lips pressed against every inch of naked skin on his cock, sending incomprehensible pleasure coursing through him.
 
   Felix let out a scream of pleasure. It was torture. It wasn’t fun anymore, or something that he could enjoy. He needed release; he needed it more than he needed to breathe. He felt his fingernails digging into the palms of his hands. He tried to squirm, and felt gentle hands grabbing him, holding him in place.
 
   “No!” he shouted. “No! Please!”
 
   “I’m going to use you,” whispered the pink haired woman. “You belong to me now.”
 
   “No, he doesn’t,” came a familiar, authoritative voice.
 
   Stella, the real Stella, appeared in the globe just beyond the mass of writhing, naked, female flesh. She was wearing her robe and holding her staff, and her eyes were set into a harsh glare directed at the pink haired woman.
 
   “But… I thought he was a gift!” pouted the pink haired woman.
 
   Stella sighed. The tip of her staff glowed and she pointed it in Felix’s direction. A glowing ball of pink light shot toward him, striking him in the groin, just above his hardness.
 
   Instantly, an orgasm took hold of him, hitting him with such force that it almost felt like a punch of directed pleasure. His seed splashed out into waiting mouths, onto waiting tongues. Felix groaned and barely noticed as fell backward through the glass, phasing through it and back to his normal size in a matter of seconds.
 
   He fell backward onto the floor of Stella’s apartment with a shamefully wet spot on the crotch of his jeans. Stella appeared a second later, crossing her arms and splitting her glare between Felix and her tiny, naked daughter.
 
   “You’re both idiots,” she said, dryly.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Felix lowly pulled himself to his feet, feeling more than a little ashamed of himself. Stella carried the pink crystal globe back into the room, and it was only then that Felix noticed that the lights were back on.
 
   “Did you run into Jesamar?” he asked, trying to get his mind off what had just been happening.
 
   “No,” said Stella. “The generator downstairs was switched off. Not broken, just switched off.”
 
   “That’s odd,” said Dani, her voice barely loud enough to carry through the room. She was sitting cross legged on the carpet, arms still crossed over her breasts. She looked like a girl in a locker room, impatiently awaiting her turn in the shower.
 
   “Now,” said Stella. “Explain to me what happened while I was gone.”
 
   Felix shifted uncomfortably. He waited a moment, but when it became clear that Dani was even more embarrassed than he was, he began retelling the events of the past few minutes.
 
   “Stupid,” muttered Stella. “Dani, how many times have I told you to-“
 
   “I know, I know,” said the tiny girl. “Please, mom. Just… get the potion that will undo this.”
 
   Stella frowned, looking a little pained.
 
   “Dani, I don’t have it made,” she said. “The potion you drank was an old one that I inherited from another sorceress. I didn’t even know what its effects were.”
 
   “What!” Dani squealed. “But… it was in the same bottle that you use for the basic alchemy enhancements.”
 
   “I put a hair band around the lip to mark it,” said Stella. “It must have fallen off.”
 
   “Then… cast a counter spell, or something!” snapped Dani. Her mother gave her a stern look and rubbed her temples.
 
   “Do you think I’m not already considering that, young lady?” asked Stella. “There are a few different ones I can try, but… Well, we’ll just have to see what happens.”
 
   Felix moved to the other side of the room, giving the two some space and clandestinely changing into a new pair of underwear and jeans in the bathroom. Stella used her staff, cycling through several different spells. Some created light that washed over Dani’s tiny form. Some created smoke, or mist, or in one instance, a strange, greenish ectoplasmic goo that coated Dani’s skin. None of them did anything.
 
   “Mom!” shouted Dani. “You need to figure something out! I can’t stay like this!”
 
   Stella handed her daughter a tissue, which Dani used like a towel to clean the goo off her tiny, nubile body. She frowned, tapping a finger against her lips and thinking.
 
   “I’m sorry, Dani,” she said. “I don’t know what else to try right now.”
 
   “Are you saying… I’m stuck like this?” Dani’s voice was tiny and heart breaking.
 
   Stella sighed and ran her hand through her hair. Dani shifted anxiously on the floor. She looked a little cold, and Felix had an idea. He stood up and walked into the bathroom, grabbing a white handkerchief out of Stella’s linen closet. He took a knife from the kitchen and carefully poked a couple of holes into it, estimating Dani’s approximate, tiny size.
 
   “Here,” he said, returning to the living room and handing it to her. “So you don’t have to, uh, keep holding your arms like that.”
 
   Dani made an annoyed noise, but took the handkerchief from him. She glared at it for a moment before pulling it over her head. It fit, for the most part, hanging a little longer than it needed to and dragging on the floor. Dani looked almost like a bride in a very basic, sleeveless wedding dress, if the bride was also channeling the iconic image of a sheet covered ghost.
 
   “I’m wearing a handkerchief!” complained Dani. “This is… insane!”
 
   “Dani…” whispered Stella. “I don’t know what else to try. I need to look through my books and see what I can find that might help. It’s going to take some time.”
 
   Dani stomped a tiny foot on the carpet and let out an annoyed sob.
 
   “I… I can’t believe this,” she said, shaking her head. “Felix, this is all your fault!”
 
   Felix blinked and shook his head in confusion.
 
   “Uh, what?” He made an uncomprehending gesture with his hand.
 
   “If… if you hadn’t been here, I would have been able to go with my mom,” said Dani. “And then I never would have…”
 
   She trailed off, as though realizing without needing to be told how ridiculous her logic was. Felix took a seat next to her on the couch and tried to make eye contact with her tiny eyes. It felt a little silly, but he kept his face serious.
 
   “Dani, I’m really sorry this happened to you,” he said. “But… you can try to make the best of it, right? Or at least endure until your mom figures something out?”
 
   Stella had already disappeared into the room, and Felix could hear the sound of books dropping from her shelf and onto the floor. Dani sank down to her knees and folded her arms, pouting visibly.
 
   “How so?” she asked.
 
   “Well…” Felix frowned, thinking. “Why don’t we watch some TV? The screen will be like a movie theater for you.”
 
   Dani scowled at that, but she didn’t object as Felix used the remote to turn on the TV and began scrolling through Stella’s Netflix account library. 
 
   “How am I supposed to do anything for myself like this?” muttered Dani.
 
   “Hey, look on the bright side,” said Felix. “You’ll spend less on food.”
 
   Dani made a huffing noise and slapped her hand against her thigh.
 
   “Look, your mom will get you back to normal, soon enough,” said Felix. “Just be strong until she figures out how.”
 
   “It’s not really as though I have any choice in the matter.” Dani crossed her arms and sat down on the carpet. Her tiny expression was a little hard to read, but Felix could make out enough detail to see that she was crestfallen, and more than a little scared.
 
   “Do you want to sit up here on the couch with me?” asked Felix. 
 
   Dani shrugged. He reached a hand and opened it. Dani seemed to hesitate for a moment before moving onto it , crouching her knees for balance as Felix lifted her up and over onto the empty seat beside him. Dani felt almost weightless in his hand, and worryingly frail.
 
   “There,” he said. “We’ll just hang out here, and before you know it, you’ll be jumbo sized again.”
 
   Dani punched the side of his leg with her miniaturized fist and Felix chuckled. She smiled at him and carefully settled down on the couch, avoiding the cracks in the cushions as she got comfortable.
 
   “Thanks,” she said. 
 
   Felix raised an eyebrow at her.
 
   “For what?”
 
   “For being you.” Dani smiled wide enough for Felix to see her dimples, tiny on her face, but still visible.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   The rest of the night passed by uneventfully. Dani fell asleep after the first episode of a Netflix original superhero show, and Felix made her a bed on the floor from a small towel and another handkerchief before stretching out himself.
 
   Stella was still in her room when he stirred the next morning. Dani was pacing back and forth in front of the TV. She’d made a few modifications to her makeshift dress, cutting off the extra on the bottom, adding a slit along one leg, and tying a small piece of string around the waist to give it a little more shape.
 
   “Good morning,” said Felix. “How did you sleep?”
 
   “Fine,” said Dani, curtly. “Go knock on my mother’s door and see if she’s made any progress.”
 
   “You could at least say, please, you know,” said Felix. “It’s almost like your patience shrunk along with your-“
 
   “Felix!” yelled Dani, in her tiny voice. “Just do it!”
 
   Felix smiled at her and carefully made his way by. He couldn’t remember his dreams from the night, but he had an odd sense that one of them may have involved falling on a tiny girl and crushing her to death accidentally.
 
   Stella’s door was shut. Felix knocked softly a couple of times and then tried the handle. It slid open easily, and he peered into the room.
 
   “Stella?” He panned his eyes over to the bed, and immediately flinched away, noticing that she’d fallen asleep naked, and was now only half covered by her sheets. She was turned away from him, but he could still see her butt poking out suggestively, and the curve of one of her breasts.
 
   “Uh… Felix?” Stella pulled the sheet about her as she rolled to face him. “What time is it?”
 
   “Morning,” he said. “Any luck?”
 
   Stella shook her head, frowning and apparently unaware of how much of her body was still on display. Felix did the polite thing and turned to face the back wall.
 
   “I have a couple of ideas to go on,” she said. “I’m going to need your help today, more than ever.”
 
   “Alright,” said Felix. “Do you think you could maybe get dressed first?”
 
   Stella made an embarrassed noise and Felix heard the sound of the sheets being drawn across her abruptly.
 
   “Knock loud next time,” she said. “I’ll meet you out in the kitchen in a couple of minutes.”
 
   Felix nodded and walked out of her room. He came within half an inch of stepping on Dani, who was, as she had been the day before, eavesdropping just outside the door.
 
   “It’s probably not the best idea to do that, now that you’re miniaturized,” said Felix.
 
   “It’s the only thing that I can still do effectively,” said Dani.
 
   Felix shrugged and bent over to offer her his hand. She looked at it curiously, and Felix nodded toward the kitchen.
 
   “Do you want me to bring you in there?” he asked. “I can put you up on the table so that you’re not at risk of getting stepped on.”
 
   “…Okay,” said Dani. She reached one arm across her body and rubbed her elbow as she climbed into Felix’s hand. There was something very vulnerable about her mannerisms. It had been there, as far as Felix remembered, back when she was regular sized, but it had never been quite so pronounced.
 
   Felix lifted her up onto the counter. Stella walked into the living room a moment later, dressed in a loose long sleeve blouse and black sweat pants. She paused in front of the refrigerator, and then began pulling out food for breakfast.
 
   She cooked in silence, with both Felix and Dani watching her patiently. Felix could see the gears turning in her head, trying to come up with a solution to her daughter’s predicament.
 
   It wasn’t until she’d set a plate of eggs, bacon, and toast down in front of Felix, and a much smaller plate, made from the lid of a mason jar and sporting a mini meal, down in front of Dani, that she began to speak.
 
   “I have an idea,” said Stella. “Bur… I’m going to need your help, Felix, to make it working.”
 
   “He’s willing!” said Dani, answering for him. Felix glowered at her, but shrugged his shoulders.
 
   “Just tell me what I need to do,” said Felix. “Hopefully it’s within reason.”
 
   “It shouldn’t be too hard,” said Stella. “I need you to get a few magical samples for the potion.”
 
   “Sure,” he said, taking a bite out of his food.
 
   “You’ll have to be on the lookout for Jesamar,” said Stella. “I doubt she’d try anything in broad daylight, especially in front of the townspeople, but she’s volatile. There’s no way to know for sure.”
 
   “Mom!” cried an impatient Dani. “Tell him what he needs to get already!”
 
   Stella frowned at her, but lifted her gaze to meet Felix’s eye.
 
   “I need three things,” said Stella. “One… the blood of a magically enhanced person. Your blood should work fine, Felix.”
 
   “Okay,” he said. “That’s doable.”
 
   “Two,” said Stella. “I’m going to need a diluted sample of sweat or bodily fluids from as many of the townspeople as you can get.”
 
   “Uh…” Felix scratched his head. “That sounds tricky.”
 
   “It would be, but our handyman finished the repairs to the town’s indoor pool a few days ago,” said Stella.
 
   “Really?” Felix shook his head. “I didn’t hear about that.”
 
   “It happened during your winter odyssey,” said Stella.
 
   “Ah, gotcha.”
 
   “The pool is in the tower’s basement,” said Stella. “You should be able to get down there by taking the stairs.”
 
   “I don’t have a swimsuit,” he said.
 
   “I have one that Trent left here that you can borrow,” said Stella.
 
   Felix nodded again. He tapped his fingers on the kitchen table and took another bite of his food. Both of the ingredients Stella had sent him after sounded as though they’d be relatively easy to get ahold of, but she still looked a little anxious, as though the worst was yet to come.
 
   “Finally,” said Stella. “The last sample. It’s not going to be easy to get.”
 
   “I’ll manage,” said Felix. “Let’s hear it.”
 
   “I need you to get ahold of… a nun’s panties.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   Felix shook his head and scratched at his ear.
 
   “I’m sorry, could you repeat that?” he asked. “Because it sounded like you just said-“
 
   “A nun’s panties,” repeated Stella. “We have one staying with us currently by the name of Sister Catherine.”
 
   “Is this sample, uh, negotiable?” asked Felix. “Like, couldn’t you use Dani’s panties instead?”
 
   A tiny fist struck his arm, and Felix looked down to see Dani glaring at him, her arms crossed over her makeshift white dress.
 
   “It needs to be Sister Catherine’s,” said Stella. “There’s a form of magic that comes from her faith and purity. We should be able to extract some of it from her… panties.”
 
   “No offense,” said Felix. “But this sounds vaguely insane. You’re sure? A nun’s panties?”
 
   “A nun’s panties.” Stella smiled. “I have an idea about how you could go about it, if you’d like to hear.”
 
   “I would,” said Felix. “Very much so.”
 
   Stella leaned back against the counter and ran her hands through her hair.
 
   “It’s Saturday,” she said. “She probably isn’t going to be occupied with much. Find her, chat her up, and invite her to go swimming with you. You can get the pool sample while you’re at it, too.”
 
   Felix nodded. It was a good plan, perfectly doable.
 
   “Alright,” he said. “I’ll give it a go.” 
 
   He finished eating his food, glancing down at Dani’s tiny form every now and then. She’d barely eaten, and she hadn’t been given much to eat to begin with. Felix felt his stomach twist when he thought about what it must be like to be stuck in a miniaturized body.
 
   Felix wiped his hands on his jeans and stood up from the table. Stella was standing nearby, watching Dani and the door cautiously.
 
   “And you’ll be okay here for the day?” he asked.
 
   Stella shrugged.
 
   “For today,” she said. “But Dani’s absence will only go unnoticed for a few days. We might be able to make an excuse on Monday, but they’ll be expecting her to be in school, to help out with the children.”
 
   Felix chewed on his lip. He tapped his finger on his wrist and then headed for the door.
 
   “Felix,” called Dani’s quiet, tiny voice.
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Thank you,” she said. “For doing this.”
 
   Felix smiled in her direction.
 
   “No problem,” he said. “Just don’t go drinking unlabeled potions next time.”
 
   Felix exited the apartment into the drab hallway of one of the tower’s upper floors. He headed for the stairs, thinking for a moment about where to look for Sister Catherine.
 
   North Spire didn’t have a dedicated church. It wasn’t something that the tiny town had ever prioritized, even though many of the people were deeply religious. There was, however, a small room that Felix had seen small groups of them congregate to for spiritual advice and meditation. Sister Catherine didn’t do sermons, but she was still a woman of faith, and helped the townspeople in her own way.
 
   The room was on the tower’s ninth floor, in a section of the building primarily used for storage. Felix made his way up the stairs in haste, and had to force himself to slow down and catch his breath when he stepped back out into the dusty hallway.
 
   The ninth floor was quiet, almost eerily so. Felix walked down the hallway slowly and around the corner, passing underneath a burned out overhead light, and then stopping in front of a doorway. 
 
   He reached his hand up to knock, but the door was already open a crack. Tentatively, he set his palm against it and pushed.
 
   Sister Catherine was inside. She was facing away from Felix, leaning over to slide a small chair across the floor toward a table on the other side of the small, dusty room. She was wearing casual clothing, a pair of yoga pants along with a loose tan blouse in the style of a tunic. 
 
   From the angle Felix was standing at, he could barely make out her underwear in the exposed space above her pants, where her shirt had ridden up. She was wearing a thong. Felix blinked, squinting in disbelief. She was definitely wearing a thong. He cleared his throat.
 
   “Oh!” Sister Catherine jumped slightly and spun around to face him. “I didn’t realize anyone was there! Felix, please, come on in.”
 
   Sister Catherine was tall for a woman, almost at eye level with Felix. She had long blonde hair, eyes the color of the ocean in an equatorial region on a sunny day, and modest assets. She apparently wasn’t required to abide by stuffy religious dress codes, but from what Felix had seen from her, she was usually prudent in her fashion choices. He thought again about that thong, and realized that he’d just been standing there, staring at her, for several seconds.
 
   “Uh, hi,” he said. “Sister Catherine, how are you?”
 
   She smiled at him, flashing perfectly white teeth and putting him at ease.
 
   “I’m well, Felix,” she said. “I was just finishing up with a bit of cleaning in my time off.”
 
   “Devout as always,” said Felix. “Listen, I was going to head down to the pool and go for a swim. Do you want to join me?”
 
   Sister Catherine gave him an odd look. She folded her arms across her chest and looked down at the ground, hiding her expression from him.
 
   “It is okay for you to swim, isn’t it?” He scratched his head. “I mean, it isn’t against your dress code to wear a bikini, is it?”
 
   “No, in fact it isn’t,” said Sister Catherine. “My congregation is rather open minded when it comes to this kind of thing. I’d love to join you, Felix.”
 
   He let out a sigh of relief and smiled at her. Sister Catherine nodded to a few more chairs that had been set up in a semi-circle in the room, and Felix helped her move them back to the table.
 
   “Will Dani and Stella be joining us as well?” asked Catherine. Felix winced.
 
   “They’re… busy, today,” he said.
 
   “Is that so?” she replied. There was something odd in her voice, as though she didn’t entirely believe his excuse.
 
   “Dani has a bit of a fever,” Felix lied.
 
   “Really? Maybe I should bring some soup over, after we’re done swimming.”
 
   “Uh… She doesn’t like soup,” said Felix.
 
   Sister Catherine laughed at that, but seemed to let the subject drop.
 
   “You know, you should look into petitioning the Mayor for lodgings of your own if you intend to remain here in North Spire for much longer,” said the nun. “It is borderline scandalous for you to be sharing an apartment with two attractive, single women.”
 
   Felix shrugged.
 
   “Maybe from your perspective, sister,” he said. “I’m not religious myself. It doesn’t violate anything sacred for me.”
 
   “That doesn’t prevent it from being sinful!” snapped Catherine.
 
   “I’m sure my immortal soul can handle it,” said Felix.
 
   Sister Catherine made an annoyed noise.
 
   “I’m giving you a bible after we’ve had our swim,” she said. “And I expect you to read it!”
 
   Felix chuckled and waved a hand at her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 7
 
    
 
   The two of them walked down flight after flight of stairs together, stopping at Sister Catherine’s apartment on the fourth floor so she could grab her swimwear. Felix waited outside, and when Catherine emerged, she was wearing a very flattering purple polka dot bikini with a sun skirt wrapped around her lower half. She also carried two towels, and handed one of them to him.
 
   “We can come back up here when we’re done,” she said. “There are a few sections of the good book in particular that I think I should read out loud for you.”
 
   “That sounds good to me.” Felix grinned at her. It would be far, far easier for him to get his hands on her panties this way. He could sit with her for a while, excuse himself to the bathroom when the opportunity arose, and raid her dirty clothes hamper.
 
   Sister Catherine gave him a funny look, as though she was sensing his less than pure intentions. Felix scratched his head, fidgeting awkwardly and nodding toward the stairs at the end of the hallway.
 
   “Uh, shall we?” He smiled innocently at her. “I’ve never been down to the pool before. Stella said it was in the tower’s basement?”
 
   Sister Catherine nodded.
 
   “Yes. It was actually designed to serve as part of the heat sink for the generators. The water is warm, perfect for an area with year round winter weather.”
 
   “Awesome,” said Felix.
 
   They walked down a few more flights of stairs, passing by the tower’s lobby, and exiting out into the basement. They walked passed the generators and through a door that Felix hadn’t notice the last time he’d been in the area.
 
   The pool area was far more extravagant than what Felix had been expecting. The pool itself was massive, close to Olympic size, if he had to guess. On one side of it was a large, bubbling hot tub. 
 
   On the other was a mockup of a beach, complete with a sandbox sunken into the concrete floor that stretched from wall to wall and took up the section of the room furthest to the left. Fake palm trees poked out of the floor in places. A mural of the horizon, complete with puffy white clouds and a sun that had a bright, calming light built into it covered the back wall, directly across from the door.
 
   “Here we are!” said Sister Catherine. 
 
   Felix took a couple of moments to admire the setup. It was beautiful, and contrasted spectacularly against the harsh climate outside the walls of the tower. It felt like a representation of the attitudes of the people of North Spire, taken the cards they’d been dealt and playing them in a creative fashion.
 
   “This is amazing,” said Felix. There were a dozen people already milling about the pool. Felix spotted Shane, one of the few people he’d gotten to know outside of Stella and Dani in his time in Alaska. His father, Sheriff Burke, was lying on a pool chair to the side, head lolled back, with snores echoing from his face.
 
   “Felix,” said Shane, splashing to the side of the pool and slicking his wet hair back. “I see you brought company.”
 
   He nodded curtly to Sister Catherine, who smiled wanly back at him. The two were not on the best terms, for reasons that Felix couldn’t guess at.
 
   “Hey buddy,” he said. “Why the heck didn’t you ever mention this pool to me?”
 
   “One of the filters was clogged for almost a month,” said Shane. “I wasn’t sure if it was ever going to be fixed. Let me tell you, I’d almost forgotten how much of a difference it made.”
 
   He rolled forward into the water, pushing off against the side of the pool with his legs and shooting outward. He almost crashed into a woman facing the other way, only righting himself and regaining control after a few seconds of floundering.
 
   “I’m going to set out towels down in a spot on the sand,” said Sister Catherine. “The men’s changing room is over there.”
 
   Felix nodded to her and headed off in the direction of the door she’d indicated. He pushed his way inside, immediately being hit by a mixture of familiar, unsavory scents that all locker rooms have in common.
 
   The lockers didn’t actually lock, which didn’t surprise Felix. North Spire was a small enough community for theft to be something that people didn’t have to give a second thought. Felix picked an open one and set about stripping out of his clothes and dropping them inside.
 
   Felix heard footsteps behind him as soon as he’d stripped his boxers off, and a vaguely chill sensation crept up the hairs on his neck. He turned around, standing naked in the locker room, to see the balding, wrinkled figure of Mayor Senhaji standing behind him.
 
   “Hello, Felix.” The Mayor smiled at him. “Nice day for a swim, isn’t it?”
 
   Felix hesitated, biting back his initial fight or flight reaction. He hadn’t interacted directly with the Mayor, directly with Jesamar, since arriving back in North Spire. He could tell just from looking at her face, at the Mayor’s face, that she already knew that her disguise was compromised.
 
   “Jesamar,” he said, his voice tense. “Is this really how you want to play this? The pool is within shouting distance; your disguise will fall to shreds if you attack me here.”
 
   The Mayor smiled, and the old face began to smooth out, replaced by flawless pale skin. Hair faded into existence where there had been none, jet black and straight, falling across her shoulders. Jesamar’s lips and eyes were a matching deep shade of purple. She was attractive, though it frustrated Felix to acknowledge.
 
   Her body was a mix of slim waist and curved bust, attractive, but clearly designed. Felix had no way of knowing what she truly looked like, if the form she wore was her original, if she was even a woman or a human to begin with. But she looked good, as much praise as that could be when given to a shapeshifting witch.
 
   And she was also very, very naked, just as he was. Felix set his jaw and tried to keep himself from feeling excitement even as he kept his eyes on her. She took a step forward, and then another, entering Felix’s sphere of physical awareness, standing close enough for something to happen.
 
   “Attack you?” Jesamar flashed a wicked smile. “I merely came in to say hello.”
 
   “Well then, hello,” said Felix. “And goodbye. I really must be going.”
 
   He reached down and picked up the swimming trunks Stella had given him. A single empty potion vial sat in one of the pockets, slipped in so that he could take the sample from the pool.
 
   “Put those down,” said Jesamar. 
 
   Felix hesitated. There was power in her words, magical suggestion, or maybe just raw, feminine confidence.
 
   “Why?” he asked. 
 
   “So we can talk, for a bit,” she said, smiling. “There’s nobody else here. It’s just me… and you.”
 
   She took another step forward, leaving only a space of a couple of inches between them. Her lips were luscious and pouty. A thin strip of jet black pubic hair ran an inch or two up along her crotch, perfectly manicured through the power of her magic.
 
   “There isn’t much for us to talk about,” said Felix. “You aren’t going to get away with what you’ve done.”
 
   “Oh?” There was a hint of amusement in Jesamar’s voice. “Are you going to teach me my lesson?”
 
   Felix tried to take a step back and felt his shoulders press into the cold metal of the locker door behind him. Jesamar licked her lips and pushed forward, letting her breasts push against Felix’s chest.
 
   “Stop it,” he muttered.
 
   “Why should I?” she cooed. “I think the two of us have so much to talk about.”
 
   She curled her fingers around Felix’s cock. He felt it hardening under her touch. Jesamar let out an evil sounding giggle and let her breath tickle his neck.
 
   “You could join me,” she whispered. “Come over to the dark side. Emphasis on… come.”
 
   She gave his cock a squeeze. Felix pushed forward, trying to put some space between them, but Jesamar pressed against him with surprising strength. She let her body move, undulating against him. It felt insanely good, though Felix tried to deny the pleasure with every ounce of his will.
 
   “Let’s let out bodies talk some more about it,” said Jesamar. “They can have a long, hard talk. Doesn’t that sound nice?”
 
   She stroked his cock with slow, soft movements. Felix did everything he could to focus and break away, but it just wasn’t happening. And then footsteps came from just beyond the doorway.
 
   Jesamar pulled away from him in a blur of movement, snapping back into the form of Mayor Senhaji. Felix could only stare there, too stunned by the situation and its abrupt end to move.
 
   Shane walked into the locker room. He took a single look at Felix and then cringed back.
 
   “Jesus, man!” he said. “What the hell are you doing in here?”
 
   “This, uh, isn’t what it looks like,” said Felix. He looked toward where Jesamar had been, but the shapeshifter had slipped around a row of lockers.
 
   “Well, whatever it is, you should put something on,” said Shane. “And probably leave that kind of thing for the bathroom. Like, one where you can shut the door, you fucking perv.”
 
   Felix glared at him even as he felt his mouth twisting into a grin. It was a good thing Shane had been the one to stumble upon them, and not anyone else.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 8
 
    
 
   Felix changed into his swim trunks and left the locker rooms with Shane next to him. He was safe as long as he wasn’t alone. Jesamar wouldn’t move against him if it was in a situation that would compromise her identity.
 
   Catherine was lounging in the water on the shallow side, and smiled and waved when she saw Felix on his way over. Shane split off his own way, and Felix lowered himself to a crouch at the edge of the pool, smiling at a nun in a bikini.
 
   “Is the water warm enough?” he asked.
 
   Catherine winked at him and then slapped a hand across the surface, showering him with droplets. It was pretty warm, but that didn’t stop Felix’s innate reaction, causing him to flinch backward.
 
   “Hey!” he said.
 
   “You asked,” said Sister Catherine, laughing. She leaned backward and let her body float. Her breasts moved fluidly, almost hypnotically, and Felix decided that he should get into water sooner, rather than later.
 
   The first thing he took care of, with very discrete motions, was getting the water sample for Stella. It was hard for him to imagine how it would help, and he tried not to imagine which fluids were in the water and at what percentages. 
 
   Sister Catherine surfaced next to him, whipping her head and hair back, mermaid style. She grinned at Felix and made a noise and then moved to dive in again. Felix shot his hand out and grabbed her wrist before he could.
 
   “Uh, you know, I think I’m about done swimming for today,” he said.
 
   She gave him a strange look.
 
   “You haven’t even been in the water for five minutes yet,” she said.
 
   “I know,” said Felix. “But… I just keep thinking about what you said about the good book. I’d love to go talk to you about it.”
 
   Sister Catherine stared at him blankly, blinking a few times. She shrugged.
 
   “Alright,” she said. “I guess I can always come back later today if I feel like it.”
 
   Felix didn’t bother to change back out of his swim trunks, throwing a shirt on and hoping that he wouldn’t have to go into any cold rooms in the near future. Sister Catherine walked by his side, and the two retraced their steps back up to her apartment.
 
   “Well, come on in,” said Sister Catherine. “It’s not much, but of course, I don’t need much.”
 
   The apartment was about half the size of Stella’s and similar in setup except with one less bedroom and a smaller living room and kitchen. Sister Catherine disappeared into the bathroom, presumably to change into something more appropriate. Felix scanned over the living room, half hoping that he might be able to find what he needed without doing anything special.
 
   Catherine came back out wearing jeans and a somewhat formless sweater. She had a copy of the Bible under one arm, and smiled at Felix as she set it down on the kitchen table.
 
   “There,” she said. “Are you ready to get started?”
 
   “Actually, my stomach is suddenly killing me,” said Felix. “Do you mind if I…?”
 
   He nodded toward the bathroom. Sister Catherine nodded back at him.
 
   “Oh, yes, of course,” she said. “Let me know if you need anything.”
 
   A small twinge of guilt struck him as he walked across the room. All he was doing was taking a pair of her underwear. There was no harm in that, he told himself. She probably wouldn’t even notice that they were gone. 
 
   Felix closed the door behind him and found himself in a bathroom that looked identical to Stella’s, save for a few malleable details. The clothes hamper next to the sink, for one. He crouched over it and began searching through the clothes.
 
   He found himself a little surprised, again, at the varieties of clothing that Sister Catherine wore. There were tank tops, low cut shirts, leggings, and a few other things that Felix never would have imagined a nun to wear in the real world.
 
   It took him longer than expected to find what he was looking for. A pair of red panties sat at the bottom of the hamper, standing out against the rest of the clothing and looking vaguely dangerous. He felt a small jolt of excitement as his fingers made contact with them, feeling the silk of the fabric. He had them in his hands and was examining them when the door swung open.
 
   “Felix? Are you…?”
 
   Sister Catherine stood in the doorway, her eyes locked onto Felix and what he held in his hand. He slowly turned to face her, feeling his cheeks burn and turn a color red that must have been a match for the panties.
 
   “This… isn’t what it looks like,” he said, feeling a stab of déjà vu.
 
   “You… those are my panties!” Sister Catherine’s mouth was slacked open a little bit. One of her hands had gone to her chest, and she held it there as though her heart would fall out if she let it slip.
 
   “Uh, yes, technically they are,” said Felix. “I was actually… like… looking for something.”
 
   He fumbled for a better excuse, but there wasn’t one, and he knew he wouldn’t think of one as hard as he tried. He couldn’t tell her the truth, either. Felix figured a nun would probably have a healthy dose of skepticism when it came to the reality of “pagan” magic.
 
   “Were you… going to do something, with them?” asked Sister Catherine. Her voice came out as just a whisper.
 
   “Yeah,” said Felix. He said the word without thinking, hoping that a little honesty might be able to save the day. It wasn’t until the word had actually left his mouth that he realized how it sounded.
 
   “I noticed that you were a little… excited, in the pool,” said Sister Catherine, in that same, whispered voice. “Is this… your solution?”
 
   “No! I mean…” Felix gritted his teeth, wondering if it was better to bite the bullet, to play the part of a pervert, and hope that it would somehow work out.
 
   “Masturbation is a sin,” said Sister Catherine. “Though… it’s a very common sin.”
 
   She blushed slightly and licked her lips. One of her hands slipped down to her inner thigh, next to her crotch. Felix stared at her, confused and off balance.
 
   “I’m sorry, Sister Catherine,” he said, trying his luck. “It’s just that you’re so attractive. I saw your panties in the hamper and acted without thinking.”
 
   “Come with me,” said Sister Catherine. “Come with me.”
 
   Felix blinked, suddenly unsure of what her intentions were. She kept one hand near her crotch as she reached the other over and took Felix’s into it. Then, she led him out into the hallway and through the opposite doorway, into her bedroom.
 
   “Have a seat,” said Sister Catherine. Felix did, watching and waiting and wondering what the fuck she had in store for him.
 
   “Uh…” Felix still had her panties in his hand, and he half gestured with them in her direction. “Maybe I should just go?”
 
   “No,” said Sister Catherine. “You’ll stay. Take your shorts off, Felix.”
 
   Felix scratched his head, certain that he’d misheard her.
 
   “Uh… what?”
 
   “Take your shorts off,” repeated Sister Catherine. “I need to… see it.”
 
   She was blushing, and by watching her chest closely, Felix could see that she was breathing fast. Was it out of excitement? Or maybe something more than that?
 
   “Sister Catherine,” he said, mildly. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were-“
 
   Sister Catherine reached out with her hands, taking either side of Felix’s swimming trunks into her fingers and pulling down. They slid off without much resistance, and Felix’s cock, still half aroused, snapped to attention, pointed directly toward her.
 
   The nun watched him for several seconds; the only sound in the room her breathing. She reached her hand out, extending her index finger to dab against the tip of Felix’s cock. A jolt of warmth shot through his loins, pleasurable and illicit, and he again began to wonder if she really was what she claimed to be.
 
   “Show me,” she whispered. “Show me what you were going to do with my panties.”
 
   Felix frowned for a moment and then realized what she meant.
 
   “Oh,” he said. “Right.”
 
   He took the panties in his hand, and with a shrug, wrapped them around his erection. Sister Catherine watched him with horny eyes as Felix slowly began to slide the fabric up and down his shaft. She licked her lips and sat down on the bed next to him, leaning in close and letting her breasts push against his arm.
 
   “Does it feel good?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah,” said Felix. “It feels amazing.”
 
   “You’re so dirty,” whispered Catherine. “Dirty… and sinful.”
 
   She reached her hand across his lap and wrapped her fingers around the red silk panties, and Felix’s cock underneath them. With tentative movements, she began to move her hand, sliding it up and down. It felt really good, in a strange way, the tension in the room and in Sister Catherine’s demeanor multiplying the pleasure several times over.
 
   “You were going to take a nun’s panties,” whispered Sister Catherine. “…And use them to do something sinful.”
 
   “I was.” Felix flashed a wicked smile. “How does that make you feel, sister?”
 
   Catherine made an offended noise and gave his cock a small squeeze.
 
   “You… pervert!” she snapped, her cheeks blushing profusely.
 
   “You’re the one with your hand around it,” said Felix. Sister Catherine shuddered, as though his words had stirred something up inside of her, and she started stroking faster.
 
   “I’m… a holy woman,” said Sister Catherine. “And you’re a sinner!”
 
   She leaned closer in toward him as she said the last word, letting her lips drag across his neck. Felix reached over and pulled her sweater up and over her shoulders. Surprisingly, she didn’t have anything on underneath it, and her naked breasts bounced into view, like two perfectly ripe pieces of forbidden fruit.
 
   “You… You’d dare to undress me?” Sister Catherine held an arm across her exposed tits even as she leaned her face over Felix’s lap. He pulled the panties away from his cock and leaned it in her direction.
 
   Sister Catherine licked her lips and stared at his erection. A single gob of precum glistened on the tip. Slowly, as though pulled in by something that conflicted with everything she represented, she stuck her tongue out and gave it a soft lick.
 
   “Ohh…” moaned Felix.
 
   “You dirty, little, sinner,” whispered Catherine. “Oh god!”
 
   She pushed forward, sliding Felix’s cock into her mouth and taking a good three quarters of it between her lips. He had to grit his teeth to keep from cumming on the spot.
 
   It wasn’t just that it felt good. There was something else to it, something that existed behind every initial sexual encounter. Sister Catherine was a bundle of conflicting values and desire, and faith, most importantly. And she was sucking his cock, choosing it over her tenets, over what she’d supposedly sworn her life to.
 
   And she was doing a good job of it. The horny nun bobbed her mouth up and down, using her tongue and lips like an experienced porn star. Felix moaned softly and ran his hand through her soft blonde hair, encouraging her to keep going.
 
   “That’s it,” he whispered. “Sister Catherine, you are a dirty girl.”
 
   Sister Catherine pulled her mouth back and shot a glare at him that was lacking in intensity.
 
   “I am not!” she said, sharply. “I am a woman of… the Lord.”
 
   She took a shaky, aroused breath and then dropped her lips back onto his erection, as though she needed to suck on it more than she needed air. Felix leaned back on the bed, his hips arching up automatically to push his cock deeper into her holy mouth.
 
   The nun moved her mouth across her cock with such determination that it almost gave him pause. Something about the encounter didn’t add up. Everything about it didn’t add up. Felix tried to focus through the pleasure, but found his thoughts being eclipsed by it. He reached his hand back down to her head and encouraged her to suck harder, to take his cock deeper. He felt it pressing against the back of her throat.
 
   Sister Catherine pulled back, suddenly. Her expression was a mixture of horniness and confusion, and she slowly began wiggling out of her pants, blushing as she did so.
 
   “I’m… a holy woman,” she whispered, standing in front of Felix totally naked. Her crotch had a thin layer of pubic hair across it, trimmed, but not to the point of shaven.
 
   “I’m not going to say a word, sister,” said Felix.
 
   “Oh… I can’t be doing this!” Sister Catherine straddled Felix, letting her cunt slide along his cock. “What’s gotten into me?”
 
   “Let’s just enjoy it,” said Felix. “Go with the flow.”
 
   He frowned, again getting a sense about something being very off about the encounter. Sister Catherine was hesitating as she moved on him, keeping the head of his hard cock from getting the right angle to enter her properly.
 
   “We can’t go all the way,” she whispered.
 
   “Of course,” said Felix. 
 
   Sister Catherine rubbed herself against him, making soft noises of pleasure as her crotch connected with his. Felix felt the tip of his cock slide across the lips of her pussy. For a moment, the angle was perfect for fucking. Sister Catherine stopped in place.
 
   “Maybe…” She looked at him, her face red with embarrassment, eyes pleading for release. “Just the tip… if we’re careful.”
 
   “I’ll be careful,” said Felix.
 
   He pushed up slightly and Sister Catherine’s entire body shivered. Her breasts bounced in front of his face. Felix felt, more than saw, the color red across his vision and body, primal and reminiscent of his masculine desires.
 
   “Oh, sister,” he moaned. He thrust upward, sliding more of himself into her. Catherine practically collapsed forward onto him, shivering with uncontrollable pleasure.
 
   “This…. You’re…” Sister Catherine was incoherent, too immersed in the emotions of sex to make any sense with her words.
 
   Felix thrust again and heard her cry out in pleasure. He thrust again and again, his body becoming addicted to the sensation, and then flipped her underneath him on the bed.
 
   Sister Catherine hooked her arms around him, and Felix felt his bestial nature begin to let loose. He slammed into her, letting his cock instruct her in the ways of something that, if she truly was a nun, she’d probably never experienced before.
 
   “Oh God!” cried Sister Catherine, the words carrying a weight of shame in them. “Oh God!”
 
   Felix fucked her harder, watching her breasts jiggle in the most exquisite of ways. His body slapped into hers, the sound echoing through the small room. He took her by the hips and unleashed an onslaught of thrusts and fucking. It felt insanely good, and a little evil. He was turning the nun into a slut. It didn’t make sense.
 
   Sister Catherine moved to meet him as he picked up the pace. They pushed together with desperate need, each of them leaning into the experience. Catherine was fueled by shame, and Felix by lust. The emotions met where their bodies did, and gave them both pleasure in exchange for their efforts.
 
   “Oh…” cried Sister Catherine. She made another noise, and her entire body writhed underneath him. Felix took both of her breasts under his palms and thrust into her a few more times, churning his cock for his own pleasure as he felt himself reach his limit.
 
   He grunted and exploded, blasting out his sinful, dirty cum deep inside the holy woman. A wave of confusion and regret hit him along with the expected ecstasy. He’d taken it too far, and he wasn’t sure why, or more importantly, how.
 
   Sister Catherine placed both of her hands on his chest and gently pushed him back.
 
   “You should go,” she whispered. “I’m sorry.”
 
   She looked to be on the verge of tears. Felix opened his mouth to say something, anything, and then decided against it. He pulled his clothes back on, stealthily tucking her red silk panties into his pocket when she wasn’t looking.
 
   He met her eye one last time as he approached the door. Tears were already cresting in the corners of them, and something told him that if he tried to comfort her or stayed for even a moment longer, he’d get to see them fall.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 9
 
    
 
   Felix lingered in the hallway for a moment before heading to the staircase. It was hard for him to get over what had just happened, and the more he thought about it, the stranger it seemed.
 
   He walked back upstairs to Stella’s apartment at a brisk pace, feeling the lump of the vial in one pocket, and the fabric of Catherine’s panties in the other. With any luck, it would be what Dani needed to regain her full size form, and that was all that mattered in the end.
 
   The hallways were oddly empty for a Saturday, but Felix figured that most of the townsfolk were probably already where they needed to be for the day. It was midafternoon, and he felt a stab of cabin fever over having been stuck inside since the morning.
 
   Stella’s apartment door was unlocked, and Felix pushed his way inside. Stella was still wearing the same casual clothing she’d had on earlier in the day, and sat on the couch, watching TV. Dani was on the back of the couch, pacing along it as though it was a tiny bridge.
 
   “Hey,” said Felix. “I’ve got what you asked for.”
 
   Dani immediately turned her gaze onto him and stomped a foot into the fabric of the couch.
 
   “It took you long enough!” she said, shouting to be heard over the TV.
 
   “I went as fast as I could,” said Felix. “Literally.”
 
   Stella turned the TV off and stood up. She looked over at Felix, frowning slightly.
 
   “How did you get the panties, exactly?” she asked.
 
   “Does it matter?” countered Felix. 
 
   Stella smiled.
 
   “You had sex with her, didn’t you?” she asked. From the back of the couch, Dani made a noise that sounded like a mixture between a surprised gasp and an annoyed groan.
 
   “What? Why would you… say that?” Felix shifted uncomfortably, feeling Stella’s intense gaze appraising him.
 
   “It’s a side effect of you being wolfbound,” said Stella. “You give off a certain… well, let’s call it a magical scent. Not anything that actually has a smell, but it still manages to intoxicate most women that aren’t supernaturally inclined, under the right circumstances.”
 
   Felix opened his mouth to object, and then thought for a moment about what she was saying. It would explain quite a lot, including why Sister Catherine had been acting so strangely. Once the idea of sex had gotten into her head, even if it had been initially kicked off by him stealing her panties, it had taken hold and run wild with her.
 
   “Oh,” he said. “Okay then. Well, anyway, I got the things you asked for. And you’re welcome, Dani.”
 
   Dani made another annoyed noise and slid down to the cushions of the couch. From there, she slid to the floor, moving with movements that looked as though they’d been practiced in the time he’d been gone.
 
   “Good,” said Stella. “Watch Dani and watch the door while I’m working on the potion. Jesamar is on the move, I just know it.”
 
   Felix frowned, remembering the incident in the locker room.
 
   “I had an encounter with her,” he said.
 
   Stella immediately turned to face Felix again, a worried expression on her face.
 
   “What happened?” she asked.
 
   “Nothing, really,” said Felix. “She’s cocky. Arrogant. It’s like she thinks she’s already won.”
 
   Stella took deep breath and slowly exhaled.
 
   “If we can’t get Dani back to normal soon that might end up being true,” she said. “I won’t be able to protect her and go after Jesamar at the same time, even with your help.”
 
   Felix gestured to Stella’s bedroom, feeling a bit of her urgency infecting him.
 
   “Let’s not waste any time, then,” he said.
 
   Stella nodded and turned away to get started on the potion. Felix looked down at Dani, watching as she slapped clenched fists against her tiny thighs.
 
   “I don’t need anyone to protect me!” she shouted. “I’m fine on my own! I’m not helpless!”
 
   Felix chuckled. He lowered himself down to his stomach, putting himself at eye level with her. Dani took a few steps toward him, looking annoyed. As soon as she came within distance, Felix took a deep breath, pursed his lips, and exhaled in a direct stream into her face.
 
   Dani’s brown hair blew back behind her, and she had to lift a hand to protect her eyes. She let out a tiny little yelp and turned away from Felix after a moment.
 
   “You jerk!” she shouted. “That wasn’t necessary!”
 
   “I think it was,” said Felix. “Look, Dani, I like you. I don’t want to see you get squished under a shapeshifting witch’s foot just to prove a point.”
 
   “That wouldn’t… happen,” said Dani. The last word came out lacking the confidence she’d had before, and she crossed her arms and began to pout.
 
   “Do you want to watch some more TV?” asked Felix.
 
   “I’ve been watching TV all day,” said Dani. “There isn’t anything you could put on that wouldn’t bore me out of my mind.”
 
   She smoothed her makeshift, white handkerchief dress out underneath her and sat down. Felix thought for a moment about what she must be going through.
 
   “Do you need anything?” he asked. “More clothes? Some food? I could fill the bathroom sink up for you, if you wanted to take a bath?”
 
   Dani opened her mouth, ready to shoot him down, and then hesitated.
 
   “I guess I could use a bath,” she said, with a shrug.
 
   Felix reached his hand out for her to climb into. Dani walked over and stepped into his palm, and then gestured for him to stay where he was. She started walking along his arm, and up his bicep. It was a strange sensation, the tickling of tiny feet against his skin. Dani made it up to his shoulder and sat down next to his neck.
 
   “There,” she said, directly into his ear. “Now I don’t have to shout for you to hear me.”
 
   “Nifty.” Felix grinned.
 
   He made his way into the bathroom, and at Dani’s insistence, cleaned the sink out with a sponge before putting in the stopper and starting the water. He found her shampoo bottle and conditioner in the bathtub and squirted a tiny glob of each into a soda bottle cap out of the recycling, which he left floating on the surface of the water.
 
   “That’s good,” said Dani, pointing at the water.
 
   “Alright.” Felix turned off the faucet. “Let me know if you need more hot or cold water.”
 
   Dani nodded to him, and then waited expectantly.
 
   “Um…” Her tiny face blushed slightly, and she waved a hand through the air. “I’m going to take my dress off now, if you don’t mind.”
 
   “Oh,” said Felix. “Right. Sorry.”
 
   He turned away from her and walked out of the bathroom, staying close enough to the door to come running in case of distress. Faintly, he could hear the sound of Dani moving across the edge of the sink, and then sliding down into the pool that Felix had prepared for her.
 
   “Ooh!” said Dani. “It’s perfect. This is exactly what I needed.”
 
   “You’re welcome,” said Felix.
 
   He stayed where he was outside the bathroom, too aware of how easily a tiny woman could slip, fall, and drown to leave his position. Dani took her time getting clean, but eventually, Felix heard the sound of movement along the side of the sink.
 
   “Dani?” he asked. “Are you okay?”
 
   “…Fine,” said Dani, her voice irritated.
 
   Felix waited for another few seconds, listening to wait was clearly some kind of embarrassed struggle.
 
   “Do you need help with something?” he asked.
 
   “No!” Dani splashed through the water, and Felix heard a crash. “I… can do it.”
 
   Felix didn’t say anything to that. Another minute went by, and then a few more after that. Finally, he heard a tiny, defeated sigh come from the bathroom sink.
 
   “Felix,” said Dani. “I can’t get out. Can you get my mom to help me?”
 
   “She’s still working on the potion,” said Felix.
 
   Dani was silent for a moment.
 
   “Fine,” she said. “I need your help, then. And I swear to god, if you look at me or doing something pervy, I’ll… I’ll…”
 
   “Relax,” said Felix. “Cover yourself up if you feel like you have to. I’ll try not to look.”
 
   Felix walked into the bathroom, keeping his eyes mostly turned away from the sink. He set his hand into it, and felt tiny hands grab onto the edge and struggle to pull up. Dani made an annoyed sounding noise.
 
   “Lower,” she said. “Come on, Felix!”
 
   Felix frowned and risked a glance at the bathroom sink. Dani had a tiny arm covering her breasts, her legs crossed tightly, cheeks blushing, in the center of water that went up to her waist. She waited until Felix’s hand was below the water level before climbing onto it, carefully keeping herself covered.
 
   “Thank you,” she said, softly. “Can you… set me down by my dress?”
 
   Felix nodded, lifting her a distance that was little more than a foot or so to where she’d left it. He allowed her to get off, and then had a thought, dipping into the linen closet and grabbing a washcloth and another handkerchief.
 
   “Here,” he said. “A towel for you to dry off with, and another handkerchief, in case you want to fashion yourself a change of clothes.”
 
   Dani was already in the process of pulling her white dress over her head. She stopped midway through, holding the garment in front of her chest.
 
   “…Thank you,” she said. “It… means a lot to me, Felix.”
 
   She stood there awkwardly for a moment. Felix saved her from having to say anything else by dipping back out into the living room.
 
   “Just give a shout when you’re ready to come out,” he said.
 
   Dani nodded.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 10
 
    
 
   Felix hung out in the living room for around twenty minutes before Dani called to him. He headed back into the bathroom to find her wearing a dress made from the pink handkerchief he’d left her, looking ever so slightly less scruffy than the white one had.
 
   “Do you like it?” she asked, brimming with pride. “I used the metal cutter on the dental floss container to make it.”
 
   “It looks good,” said Felix. He smiled. It really did look good, and she’d somehow managed to make it shorter and tighter around the chest, than the other one.
 
   He carried her out into the living room and the two of them sat on the couch for a few minutes, waiting in amicable silence. Stella joined them, a thin layer of sweat across her forehead, and gestured behind her.
 
   “It’s just about finished,” she said. “If all goes to plan, it should get you back to size, Dani.”
 
   Dani stood up on the couch cushion she’d been laying on and clapped her hands.
 
   “Not a moment too soon,” she said. “Seriously. It feels so weird to walk around without underwear on all the time.”
 
   She shot a look at Felix and crossed her arms.
 
   “I’m going to need a couple of hours,” said Stella. “Maybe more. It might take all night, for all I know. I haven’t done this before.”
 
   “I don’t mind,” said Dani.
 
   Stella frowned and looked at Felix.
 
   “Do you mind standing guard outside the apartment tonight?” she asked.
 
   Felix shrugged.
 
   “Why, do you think Jesamar is going to make a move?”
 
   “I’m not sure,” said Stella. “I just have a bad feeling about tonight. We’ve been cooped up for most of the day. Jesamar might have started to get a sense of our weakness.”
 
   Felix nodded.
 
   “Alright,” he said. “No problem.”
 
   Stella walked over to the couch. She leaned against the back of it, looming over Felix, who sat normally on the cushions.
 
   “Also…” She pursed her lips and made a face. “How are you feeling?”
 
   “Uh…” Felix shook his head a little. “Fine?”
 
   “No, I mean…. As a wolfbound,” said Stella. “Are you having any urges, or aggressive thoughts? Is your beast blood making you more…”
 
   She trailed off, not saying the last word, but it was clear enough what she was asking. Felix looked at her and admittedly, felt a tiny surge of excitement. She was still wearing the tight, casual clothes she’d put on that morning, clothes that made him want to feel what was underneath them.
 
   “I’m fine,” said Felix. “Really.”
 
   Stella frowned at him.
 
   “I’m surprised,” she said. “It’s like you don’t even notice it.”
 
   “It’s not really that big of a deal,” said Felix. “It doesn’t change anything.”
 
   “Oh?” Stella smiled at him. “How many fights have you been in over the past few days?”
 
   “That’s not fair,” said Felix. “I was defending myself in almost all of them.
 
   “And how many women, supernaturally inclined or otherwise, have you been with since arriving in North Spire?”
 
   Felix felt his face heat up. The truth of Stella’s words settled over him like a cloud passing in front of the sun. He hadn’t spent much time thinking about it, but all of what she was saying was the truth. He’d changed since becoming wolfbound, and taken the changes for granted.
 
   “All I’m saying,” continued Stella “Is that you should be careful tonight. Trust logic over emotion. Stick to guarding the apartment, and if Jesamar shows up, knock on the door like a maniac.”
 
   “I can do that,” said Felix. “No problem.”
 
   The rest of the afternoon passed by uneventfully. Stella cooked dinner, rice, chicken breasts, and frozen vegetables, and the three of them sat down together to eat. The portions she’d made for Dani were normal sized, giant for her, and there were plenty of leftovers afterward.
 
   “Alright,” said Stella. “Dani, we should get started.”
 
   “Okay,” she replied. “Thank you, mom.”
 
   “I hope you learned your lesson,” said Stella. “Drinking unlabeled potions is like playing Russian roulette. Except with more interesting results.”
 
   Felix smiled at that. He nodded to Stella and Dani and headed for the apartment’s front door.
 
   “Felix,” said Stella. “Be careful.”
 
   He took a deep breath and put a smile on his face.
 
   “I will,” he said.
 
   The hallways outside Stella’s apartment was, well, a hallway. A few people came or went in the first few minutes of Felix guarding the door, but after that, the situation became almost intolerably boring. 
 
   He paced from side to side, walking the distance between Stella’s door and the next nearest ones and then back again. He slid down to a sitting position on the ground, his back flat against the door. He stared at his phone, feeling guilty for not paying more attention. Nothing happened, and a few hours passed in uneventful silence.
 
   It was a little past ten when Felix heard footsteps coming from the stairway. The last person he’d seen come up to their room had done so over two hours earlier, and Felix immediately felt tension slip into his posture.
 
   “Felix,” said Shane, entering the hallway. “Yo man. What’s going on?”
 
   Felix relaxed slightly, smiling at his friend.
 
   “Nothing,” he said.
 
   “You don’t look happy to see me,” said Shane. “Are you mad or something?”
 
   “No,” said Felix. “I was just expecting… someone else.”
 
   He paused, looking at Shane more closely. Shane was smiling broadly, and the expression looked weirdly out of place on his face. There was something else, something in his walk, the way that he let his hips move from side to side with each step. It was a dead giveaway.
 
   “Do you want to head down to the pool?” asked Shane. “There are a couple of pretty housewives going for a late night swim. It could be fun…”
 
   Felix chuckled, controlling his emotions.
 
   “Yeah,” he said. “Let’s do it.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 11
 
    
 
   Felix walked down several flights of stairs with “Shane”, making pleasant, pointless small talk, the type that his real friend would have never bothered to indulge in. Shane walked even with him, and Felix worked to keep it that way, never letting his back be exposed to attack.
 
   “Oh, shoot,” said Felix, as they passed by the ground floor. “I think I forgot something earlier.”
 
   Shane shot him a suspicious look, but followed as Felix pushed through the door, into the lobby. Felix didn’t have much of a plan beyond his first impulse, which was to get Jesamar out of the tower. He knew that he could do it, however, if he was careful and willing to endure the cold.
 
   “You’re headed toward the entrance,” said Shane. “What exactly, did you forget?”
 
   “One of my gloves,” said Felix. “You remember. The ones Dani lent me.”
 
   He looked at Shane suspiciously, waiting for a response. Shane nodded slowly.
 
   “Come on, it should be right outside.” Felix turned the handle of the door and set his weight into pulling it open. Freezing cold air hit him in a singular blast, cold enough to make him wince. He gestured toward Shane, making sure his companion followed him to the side, rather than to the back.
 
   The Northern Lights were out in full effect, with fantastic color splashed across the sky in a distinctly psychedelic fashion. Neon greens and blues were set in an overlay across the shining stars and the silver, mostly full moon. Felix only took a glance at it before turning his attention back to where it needed to be, and the life and death situation he was toying with.
 
   “There is no glove out here, is there?” Shane smiled at him knowingly.
 
   “Of course there isn’t, Jesamar,” said Felix. “But you knew that already. And I’m sure this is close to what you wanted in the first place.”
 
   Shane’s form glowed for a moment, and the purple haired, buxom figure of Jesamar stood in his place, clad in a leather miniskirt and a red tank top. It was deathly cold out, and her breasts provided even more evidence of that fact.
 
   “So this is you plan?” asked Jesamar, crossing her arms and shivering. “To freeze me to death?”
 
   Felix smiled and let out a low laugh. He’d done a lot of thinking in the downtime he’d spent outside Stella’s apartment, primarily about himself, and the facts he’d been avoiding for days. He wasn’t a human anymore, not by most definitions. He was wolfbound, and with that came certain advantages.
 
   He took a deep breath, letting himself fall into the vaguely trancelike state needed to reach out and seize his abilities by the scruff. He felt his body changing, hair coming into form, legs and arms shifting into a new configuration. Most importantly, he felt the cold fading into a background annoyance, rather than the constant, chilling bite that it had been only moments before.
 
   “You fool!” screamed Jesamar. “This is your plan? To fight me on favorable grounds?”
 
   She let out a cackle through chattering teeth and waved a hand through the air. A gout of fire erupted in Felix’s direction, and only by pouncing out of the way with his newly enhanced wolf reflexes was he able to keep himself from becoming a hot dog.
 
   He ran on all fours, feeling the strong muscles of his body, feet crackling against the frozen top layer of snow with each step. His thoughts were a fog of instincts and urges. He wanted to kill Jesamar, to taste her blood, and yet at the same time, he wanted to pin her down underneath him, to transform back into human form and mount her with all the passion he could summon.
 
   Jesamar leapt forward, shifting into her own fighting form. Her pale, petite, good looks were replaced by the shape and features of a hulking ogress, seven feet tall at least, with cordlike muscles and hard eyes.
 
   She swung her hands at Felix as he moved forward to snap his teeth at her; each one leaving trails of fire in its wake. The smell of singed fur filled the air. Felix pulled out of his lunge, rolling through the cold snow to keep himself from going up in flames. 
 
   Jesamar followed after him, attacking with a few quick punches. One of them collided with Felix’s head, stunning him and causing him to lose focus. He scrambled backward, an involuntary whimper escaping his throat. 
 
   “It’s not too late,” said Jesamar, her voice now deep and unappealing. “Join with me, Felix. We could show kindness to the people of the tower. To your friends, even.”
 
   Felix let out a snarl. He staggered back onto his paws. Jesamar stood ready, her posture threatening another fire attack.
 
   A large cloud slowly slipped in front of the moon, dimming the light of the night by just enough to be noticeable. Felix felt his focus waver slightly. He didn’t understand his beast form well enough to transform into it without the direct influence of the moon.
 
   He felt the fur slowly disappearing, melting away into light as his bones and features shifted back to normal. He was crouched down against the snow, and he was unbelievably cold. Jesamar let out a sound of triumph and moved forward, readying a blow that he had no hope of defending against.
 
   A noise came from the door of the tower behind her. Felix looked up in time to see a massive blast of pink energy slam into Jesamar from behind, knocking her forward and directly into Felix.
 
   He hit the ground with her, wincing as the subzero snow left cold burns on his exposed hands. Stella stood just outside the tower, glaring at Jesamar and brandishing her staff.
 
   “Felix!” she shouted. “Get away from her!”
 
   Felix didn’t need to be asked twice. He staggered to his feet and hurried toward Stella, moving more slowly than he would have liked. The cold had taken its toll on his body, stiffening his joints and numbing his extremities.
 
   “This isn’t over, Stella!” screamed Jesamar. “I’m not giving up this town that easily!”
 
   “It’s not your town to give up,” said Stella, a dangerous tone entering her voice.
 
   Jesamar snarled and leaped off into the shadowy night. Felix stumbled the last few steps over to Stella, who immediately slung her arm under his shoulders and pulled him through the door.
 
   “Are you out of your mind?” she snapped. “I told you to guard the door!”
 
   “The spell…” muttered Felix, his lips moving sluggishly. “She showed up as Shane. I… couldn’t let her get inside, to get to you and Dani.”
 
   Stella frowned at him, but her expression was soft, with a hint of appreciation in it.
 
   “Let’s get you upstairs,” she said. “And into a warm bed.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 12
 
    
 
   “Are you out of your mind? Or just trying to get yourself killed?”
 
   Stella pushed Felix down onto the couch in her apartment roughly. He landed within inches of Dani, still tiny and still wearing her newly crafted red dress.
 
   “I…” Felix hesitated, trying to speak through chattering teeth. “I didn’t… have a choice.”
 
   “Anybody could have looked out their window and seen you, seen a fucking werewolf, fighting outside.” Stella ran her fingers over her temples and slowly shook her head. “And you have no idea how dangerous it is for you to give into your abilities like that.”
 
   Felix didn’t say anything to that, and found that it was too hard for him to even form the words. He was well on the way to being hypothermic. All he wanted to do was lie down and go to sleep.
 
   “Dani…” he said, finally steadying his lips. “The spell didn’t work?”
 
   “I had to stop halfway through to go and save you!” shouted Stella. “And now I have to take more time away from it to warm you up and make sure you don’t die.”
 
   She grabbed Felix roughly by the collar of his shirt and pulled him to his feet, leading him into her room, like a mother leading an unruly child. Dani made a noise, and Felix could make out her tiny words as she reacted to her mother’s anger.
 
   “Mom!” she shouted. “Hold on! Wait a second!”
 
   Stella slammed the door to her room shut and let out a frustrated breath. She met Felix’s eyes and nodded to the bed.
 
   “Clothes off,” she said. “And get under the covers.”
 
   Felix shook his head. He felt so tired, but it was hard to move, hard to think. He wasn’t sure he’d heard her clearly.
 
   “What?” he managed.
 
   “Strip out of your clothes and climb into my bed,” said Stella, through clenched teeth. “Now.”
 
   Felix dumbly started pulling his t-shirt off, the process made more difficult by the lack of sensation in his limbs. There was something about it that felt unnatural, beyond what even the harshness of the frozen Alaskan tundra should have been able to do.
 
   “Jesamar stole some of your energy during the fight with a cold hex,” said Stella. “You were too busy howling at the moon to notice. She’s going to be stronger than ever now, and after my attack, and what I have to do now, I’ll be weakened.”
 
   “What… are you talking about?” Felix had his jeans off, and hesitated, figuring he’d leave his boxers on. Stella stomped over to him and pulled them down roughly, exposing him and paying little mind to his nudity.
 
   “You’re going to be stuck like this unless I give you some of my magical energy,” said Stella. “Like this, or maybe even worse. We’re going to have to…”
 
   She frowned, hesitating at the last words that would have finished her sentence. She blushed slightly.
 
   “God,” she muttered. “And you’re still doing it. Without even noticing. It’s even affecting me now.”
 
   “Stella,” said Felix. “I’m… so tired.”
 
   “Then why don’t you get into bed?” She smiled at him, and there was a bit of endearing mischief in her expression. “I’ll be joining you shortly.”
 
   Felix moved slowly, climbing under the sheets of Stella’s bed, collapsing into the soft mattress. He’d been sleeping on couches and in his van for so long that he’d almost forgotten what it felt like.
 
   Stella disappeared into her closet for a moment, returning with a small stick of incense, which she slipped into a stone holder and lit the tip of. The smoke smelled strange, definitely supernatural, with impossible scents of pine and citrus.
 
   Felix heard Stella undressing. He watched her out of half shut eyes, dimly aware of what was happening. A moment later, her warm, naked body joined him under the folds of the bed. Felix made a surprised, but not altogether displeased noise.
 
   “Shh…” said Stella. “Just relax.”
 
   She ran her hand across his chest and stomach, lingering just above his crotch. Felix had been attracted to Stella since the first moment he’d laid eyes on her. His body shook a little with horny anticipation.
 
   “I’m going to need your help over the next few days,” whispered Stella. “It’s going to be hard, Felix.”
 
   Her hand slipped down a little further, her fingers tracing a line directly toward his erection. He turned his head to look at her. Only Stella’s head poked out above the sheets, the rest of her hidden underneath.
 
   “You’re stronger than I realized,” said Stella. “Even now, I can feel the strength of your beast blood.”
 
   Stella bit her lip, and Felix felt her hand close around his cock. She didn’t start stroking. She just let her hand be there. It was a horribly pleasurable form of torture.
 
   “And I have my magic,” whispered Stella. “I can’t imagine how turned on you could make a normal woman. You’ll have to learn to control it, eventually.”
 
   “Stella…” whispered Felix. He felt her hand start to move, start to play.
 
   “But for tonight,” she whispered. “It suits our agenda well enough. Makes this… a little easier.”
 
   She pressed herself forward against him. Felix felt her big boobs pushing against his chest, soft and warm. Felix leaned into Stella, letting his hand run up her side. She continued stroking his cock, moving her hand gently and calmly.
 
   “I’ve been studying lust magic for decades now,” whispered Stella. “There is something to be said for the strength and virility of the spirit of a young man.”
 
   Stella’s hips moved forward slightly, just far enough for Felix’s cock to poke against her. She pulled back immediately, keeping a careful hold over her impulses.
 
   “That’s probably why Jesamar was so eager to get to you,” said Stella. “She probably wanted to take you in alive. To use you, for her purposes.”
 
   Felix felt his thoughts flick to the purple haired shapeshifter. He’d already had an intimate, albeit aggressive encounter with her a couple of days ago. The idea of having more of her, being her willing partner, was admittedly, a little enticing.
 
   Stella gave his cock a small squeeze, as if pulling his attention back to where it was really needed. She brought her lips in close to Felix’s, but she didn’t kiss him. Instead, she just licked her lips and continued stroking him off.
 
   Her hand was unbelievably soft, soft enough to make Felix wonder if there was magic in the simple movements. His cock dribbled precum, and Stella ran her thumb across it, as though working it into the fold of what her dirty fingers were doing.
 
   She shifted underneath the blankets after a moment. Felix felt her body sliding across him. He looked down to try to get a sense of what she was doing, but the room was too dark. Suddenly, he felt his cock slide into something soft, warm, and strangely dry. He blinked as Stella moved and pleasure pulsed through him.
 
   “Shh…” whispered Stella. Her breath tickled the bottom of Felix’s shaft, and he realized in an instant that his cock was sandwiched in between Stella’s big, beautiful boobs. He let out a moan and leaned his head back.
 
   He didn’t care about the cold hex, or whatever Stella had called it. He didn’t care about what had happened that night, or what would happen the next morning. In that moment, all Felix cared about was getting off, blowing his load, and celebrating the dirty things Stella was doing to him.
 
   “Don’t move,” whispered Stella. “This is hard for me to do without accidentally-“
 
   Felix bucked his hips involuntarily, pushed into motion by pleasure. He felt the tip of his cock brush against something soft and wet, and Stella made a surprised noise.
 
   “You cretin,” she muttered. She pulled back, and disappointment flooded over Felix.
 
   Stella shifted again, returning to using her hands as she repositioned her body on top of his. She pinned Felix’s cock against his stomach, and then lowered herself over it, letting her hot, naked cunt slide against lengthwise, instead of into her. It was exactly what Sister Catherine had also done, or tried to do, before their encounter had devolved into horny, mindless fucking.
 
   “Oh,” said Stella. “There… just… seriously don’t move, this time.”
 
   There was a slight undertone of worry in her voice, mixed with something sensual and a little desperate. Stella took a deep breath and slowly began to move her hips, grinding herself into Felix.
 
   It was an unbelievable sensation. Stella was clearly turned on, just judging from the heat and slickness of her pussy. She slid easily across his shaft. Felix watched her silhouette moving over him, the outline of her breasts jiggling and bouncing, her hair falling wildly across her shoulders.
 
   It was as close to sex as he’d ever gotten with Stella, and probably ever would get. It felt dirty and borderline taboo. Stella had taken him into her home and cared for him, a surrogate of a mother if there ever was one. Felix felt his face flush at the thought and pushed it out of his head.
 
   She was just an older woman, he told himself. A responsible, kind, completely naked older woman, sliding herself on his cock at an angle mere inches removed from penetration. Felix groaned and ran his hands up her sides, letting them come to rest on her breasts.
 
   It seemed for a moment as though Stella would knock them away, but instead, she tilted her head back and let out an aroused gasp. She began bucking against Felix’s cock faster, at a specific angle. She was enjoying it, clearly, and Felix was right there with her. He shifted, letting his cock slide out from under her for split second before spearing back in, and…
 
   And he was inside. It was a sensation mind blowing in its intensity, laced with magic that went far beyond what Felix could understand. He let out a cry of pure ecstasy as pleasure washed over him, became all of who and what he was. Stella clamped a hand over his mouth forcefully.
 
   “You… shouldn’t have done that,” she whispered, still moving her hips with his cock inside her. “Oh, Felix… you really shouldn’t have done that.”
 
   She slid her pussy up and down, her body quivering, reflecting what Felix felt. Finally, after what must have been at least ten solid bounces, she pulled back, letting Felix’s cock pop out. Stella reached her hand out, gave it a final squeeze, and Felix began to cum.
 
   IT felt different than usual. There had been something inside of him, something that Stella had leached out through the act, almost as though she’d drained out the insidious magic of Jesamar. She held the head of his cock into a towel as he blew his load, still clear minded enough to think of the condition of her bed.
 
   “There,” said Stella. “You should be feeling a little more capable now.”
 
   Felix nodded.
 
   “Yeah,” he said. “What the hell… did she do to me?”
 
   “A cold hex,” said Stella. “It’s a magic spell that drains your fatigue by making you more vulnerable to the cold, and gives the energy it takes back to the caster.”
 
   Felix shook his head slowly.
 
   “Thank you,” he said. “And, uh, sorry… about, well, you know.”
 
   Stella was standing next to the bed. She crossed her arms across her silhouetted, naked form and leaned back against the wall.
 
   “It’s okay,” she said. “We didn’t have any other choice. You were just… excited. Jumped the gun, a little.”
 
   Her chest was heaving up and down, taking deep breaths. Felix could tell from her body language that her mind was still on sex, and felt a guilty horniness come over him, even as sexually exhausted as he was.
 
   “Can you walk?” asked Stella.
 
   “Yeah,” he said. “I’ll… go sleep on the couch.”
 
   “It’s probably for the best,” said Stella. “We wouldn’t want anything else to happen, would we?”
 
   The question sounded odd, as though she asked it in jest, but it came out for real. Felix shook his head and pulled on his boxers, carrying the rest of his clothing with him.
 
   He waited until Stella was safely under the blankets before opening the door to the living room. One of the lamps had been left on, and out of the corner of his eye, he saw Dani’s tiny figure slip back through the half open door to her room.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 13
 
    
 
   Felix felt groggy when he awoke the next morning. He could hear what sounded like a very one sided argument coming from the kitchen, Stella’s voice dwarfing Dani in capacity.
 
   He pulled himself up, dipping into the bathroom to change into the last set of clean clothes he had left. Stella was wearing sweatpants and a pink t-shirt, and appeared to be in the process of packing nonperishable food into a backpack.
 
   “Good morning,” said Felix. He smiled at her, and their eyes met. The air in between them felt charged and loaded for a split second, and then Stella turned her attention back to what she was doing.
 
   “Morning, Felix,” she said.
 
   From the dining room table came a quiet, but still exaggerated clearing of a throat. Felix looked down and saw Dani, back to wearing her white dress, a few adjustments made to it for her comfort.
 
   “Felix,” said Dani. “Did you sleep well last night?”
 
   She enunciated each of the syllables in a deliberate way, crossing her arms and pouting a little as she looked at him. The intensity of her expression was out of proportion with her physical size, and Felix felt his face flush slightly as he struggled to answer.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” he said. “Well enough, I guess.”
 
   “I’ve already spoke to Dani about what happened last night,” said Stella. “We’re all adults here. And she knows as well as I do how lust magic works, and what the… applications of it occasionally require.”
 
   Stella smiled and slid a bowl of cheerios toward Felix. He took it gratefully and began to eat.
 
   “It looks like you’re packing for a trip,” he said, looking at the bag in Stella’s hands. She took a deep breath and nodded.
 
   “I’m packing for the two of you,” she said. 
 
   “What?” asked Felix. 
 
   Dani walked across the dining room table, sitting down next his cereal bowl and leaning back on her hands.
 
   “Mom found another possibility for me returning me back to full size, since the potion didn’t work,” said Dani. “We’re going to have to travel a bit to get to it, though.”
 
   Felix shook his head slightly.
 
   “Stella, we can’t just leave you here,” he said.
 
   “Felix, this isn’t up to you,” said Stella. “I need more time to recover my magic after last night. And if all three of us left the tower together, Jesamar would be able to run wild without any resistance.”
 
   Felix frowned. He ran a hand through his hair and met Stella’s eyes again. She looked strong, serious, and unyielding.
 
   “You sure you’ll be okay?” he asked.
 
   “Worry about yourselves,” said Stella. “This isn’t going to be an easy journey.”
 
   Felix turned his attention back down to his cereal and listened as Stella outlined her plan for them.
 
   “There are a couple of sources of focused magic in the nearby area that might be strong enough to restore Dani back to normal,” she said. “One would be the crystals from the Modrin Crystal Caves.”
 
   “That’s doable,” said Felix.
 
   “No, it isn’t,” said Stella. “There is a very good chance that the Ice Dancer still inhabits them. Sending the two of you in would be insane.”
 
   Felix shot a look at Dani, who seemed to agree with her mother on that point.
 
   “The next nearest source would also be dangerous to go after,” said Stella. “But… if your careful, it could work.”
 
   “Where?” asked Felix.
 
   “Up Mt. Kratos,” she said. “One of the nearby peaks. You may have noticed it already. It’s the one that is, technically, an active volcano.”
 
   Felix furrowed his brow.
 
   “And that’s less dangerous than the caves?”
 
   “Much,” said Stella. “You’ll still have to take care, but as far as I know, Mt. Kratos is supernaturally benign.”
 
   Felix shrugged.
 
   “Alright,” he said. “When do we leave?”
 
   Stella set the backpack down on the chair next to him. It was loaded to the brim with supplies, and Felix chewed his lip when he thought about its weight on his shoulders.
 
   “As soon as possible,” said Stella. “I’ve packed everything you need. There’s a sleeping bag in there rated for Alaskan weather, along with a thermal pad to put underneath it. There are emergency hand warmers, enough to last you for a couple of days, at least.”
 
   “And food?” asked Felix.
 
   “Plenty of food,” said Stella.
 
   Dani had been suspiciously quiet for the last few minutes, and Felix looked over at her expectantly. She stood to her feet and crossed her arms, watching him watch her.
 
   “Do you have any thoughts about this?” he asked.
 
   “I think…” Dani hesitated slightly, holding back a flash of frustration. “I think we should get moving as soon as we can. I’m sick of being small.”
 
   “Fair enough,” said Felix. “Alright then…”
 
   He scratched his head and mused on the situation. Something about it seemed a little off. Stella was practically pushing them out the door, and she looked tenser than usual.
 
   “Dani,” said Stella. “You’re going to need something special to keep warm, if you plan on moving about on your own.”
 
   “Just stick me in one of my old gloves,” said Dani. “That should be enough, right?”
 
   Stella shrugged. She had a far off look in her eyes, and shook her head after a few seconds.
 
   “Sure,” she said. “Alright. Please, Felix, I don’t mean to rush you, but the sooner you get moving, the better.”
 
   “Stella,” he said. “I’ll go, but promise me that you’ll be careful back here.”
 
   “I promise,” said Stella.
 
   Felix spent the next five minutes pulling on his thick winter clothing. Stella gave him a map of the local area and a small GPS device, in case he moved out of his phone’s reception area, which in the wilderness of Alaska was almost guaranteed. 
 
   He was still borrowing Dani’s pink snow gloves, and pulled them on last. Stella had brought an old purple glove, probably from Dani’s younger days, out from one of the rooms, and the miniaturized girl climbed into it, letting her legs sink into the fingers.
 
   “There,” she said. “And then I’ll pull the top closed, and be all set.”
 
   “Are you planning on riding on my shoulder?” asked Felix. “I don’t see that working across the lumpier sections of snow.”
 
   “Just put me in your chest pocket,” said Dani.
 
   Felix lifted her up and slipped her inside. The top third of her body jutted out over the pocket, but she fit well enough, even with the glove around her body. He pulled on the backpack carefully and took a deep breath, preparing himself for what was to come.
 
   “Alright,” he said, nodding to Stella. “We’ll be back.”
 
   “If you keep a brisk pace, it shouldn’t take you more than three days,” said Stella. “One to hike out to the mountain, one to climb up and back down, and one to get back to North Spire.”
 
   “Three days,” repeated Felix. “Assuming I don’t freeze to death.”
 
   “Assuming you aren’t stupid, you won’t,” said Stella. “The weather has been on the warmer side as of late.”
 
   Felix frowned at her. He had a bad feeling about the situation, again sensing that there was something Stella was holding back from him. Dani kicked a foot against his chest impatiently after another moment of him hesitating.
 
   “Come on,” she said. “Let’s move already! I want to be normal sized again!”
 
   “Sure, sure,” said Felix. “Alright. Let’s do it.”
 
   He nodded once more to Stella. She wouldn’t meet his gaze, but came to the door of the apartment, closing it behind Felix as he walked outside into the hallway.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 14
 
    
 
   Felix didn’t encounter anyone on his way downstairs and out of the tower. The sun hadn’t started to rise over the horizon yet, and probably wouldn’t for another few hours yet, given the shortness of days in Alaska. Luckily, Stella had packed a flashlight for him powerful enough to banish the darkness in his way.
 
   “Did your mom seem a little… off, to you?” asked Felix. He glanced down at Dani and saw that she already had chattering teeth, the cold finding its way around the lip of her protective glove.
 
   “I don’t know,” said Dani. “How did she seem last night?”
 
   Felix scowled.
 
   “I thought you and your mom already talked about that,” he said. “Look, Jesamar hit me with some kind of hex, or something. There was no other option.”
 
   Dani made an annoyed noise and shook her head.
 
   “She was practically excited about it,” she said. “I saw her when she brought you back inside last night.”
 
   “That’s the effect of… one of my abilities,” said Felix. “Beast blood, your mom calls it.”
 
   “Whatever,” said Dani. She let out an audible shiver and slid deeper into the glove.
 
   The first few minutes of the journey were relatively straightforward, most of the snow near the tower having been shoveled away or pact down. Felix made good enough time, though he paced himself, not wanting to break into a sweat and have to deal with what that meant for him in the cold.
 
   Dani fidgeted almost constantly, struggling to keep her body inside the glove in a way that allowed her to stay warm. Felix didn’t say anything for a while, but when it became apparent that the girl wasn’t managing to get proper cover, he let out a sigh.
 
   “Dani,” he said. “You should ride inside my jacket.”
 
   The tiny girl looked up at him. Felix expected her to look annoyed, but in reality, her lips were almost blue, and she was shivering too much to put up any real objection.
 
   “O-o-okay,” said Dani, the word cleaved up by her chattering teeth. 
 
   Felix took her in his hand gently. He unzipped his jacket and slipped her into one of the inside pockets, frowning as he thought about what would happen if it got to hot inside, or worse, if the air went stale and unbreathable. 
 
   “Just kick me in the chest if you need anything,” he said.
 
   “You… s-s-s-s…”
 
   “What?” Felix raised an eyebrow at her.
 
   “Y-you… smell… really bad,” said Dani.
 
   Felix rolled his eyes at her and zipped up his jacket. He stopped to check the map and then kept moving across the snows, his eyes already settling onto the shape of Mt. Kratos in the distance. A small plume of smoke, not large enough to suggest an approaching eruption, but still disconcerting, slowly trickled from the mountain’s peak.
 
   Felix felt Dani rustling around inside his jacket. He paused, moving to unzip it for her, but before he could, he felt her shift on her own, climbing onto his shoulder with tiny, tickling movements. She crawled through the upper sleeve of his jacket, poking her head out into his hood.
 
   “There,” said Dani. “Now, you’ll be able to hear me, and I’ll be able to stay warm. Just don’t lean over fast.”
 
   “Alright, whatever,” he said.
 
   A light dusting of snow began to fall over the next few hours, each flake drifting to the ground like tiny dust motes suspended in sunbeams. Felix stopped around noon to eat one of the granola bars Stella had packed for him, breaking off a tiny piece for Dani. She accepted it gratefully, making only small complaints about sugar and carbs before digging in.
 
   The snow slowly began to build into something more intense as the afternoon dragged on. White powder filled the air, falling in dense sheets. The snowflakes were frozen and hard, more like hail stones in the form of organized crystals than the type that a person might catch on their tongue.
 
   “We’ll have to stop for the day soon,” said Felix. “I was hoping we’d have covered more distance, but it is what it is.”
 
   “You did well,” said Dani. “Just by coming, you did well. A lot of people would have turned their nose up at doing something like this.”
 
   “Yeah, well, I guess I’m not a lot of people,” said Felix. He turned his head to the left to smile at Dani on his shoulder, and ended up catching a glimpse of something worrying.
 
   A shape moved through the curtain of snow to the west, headed straight for them. Felix tensed his body as he shifted to meet its approach. Slowly, the outline came into clarity, and he recognized the shape of a wolf.
 
   Felix paused, wondering if it was safe for him to make any assumptions. The wolf came within twenty feet of them, still mostly hidden by the snow, and then shifted in a blur of white wolf. Standing in its place was a girl in her mid-twenties with deep blue eyes and intense white hair, wearing white and pink winter outerwear.
 
   “Gwen,” said Felix, relieved.
 
   “Felix.” Gwen flashed an amused smile at him and flicked a strand of hair out of her face. “My beloved denbrother. It’s good to see you. Truly.”
 
   She was attractive, as all of the white wolves were. She’d saved Felix’s life a few days earlier, and he’d done the same for her in return. The two of them were not on bad terms, but he’d heard enough about the wolves from Stella to remain wary of them.
 
   “What do you want?” he asked.
 
   Gwen frowned at him, her lips pouting slightly. 
 
   “That’s kind of rude, you know,” she said. “You could at least ask me how I’m doing, first.”
 
   “Gwen…” Felix took a deep breath, keeping himself calm. “I’m not out here in the cold to play. I have places to be, things to do.”
 
   “I’m doing well, thanks,” said Gwen, sarcastically. “The drugs that you got for me probably saved my life.”
 
   “Don’t waste your time on her,” whispered Dani. “We need to get moving, Felix!”
 
   Felix sighed and nodded to Gwen.
 
   “Look, Gwen, it’s great seeing you, but I really must-“
 
   “Hold on!” Gwen bounded forward, coming within a few paces of him. “I came to bring you back to the den, silly. So we can reward you properly.”
 
   She said the last sentence in a flirtatious, sensual tone that made a sudden wave of heat flash up Felix’s body. He smiled, and then immediately felt a finger poke him in the neck.
 
   “He’s not interested!” shouted Dani, leaning her head further out of his shoulder sleeve to be heard. “He already told you that he’s in the middle of something, so if you don’t mind…”
 
   Gwen blinked and then squinted at Dani. Her smile broadened, and she let out a genuinely amused laugh.
 
   “Am I seeing things?” asked Gwen. “Is that… a tiny girl that you have in your hood?”
 
   “It’s a long story,” said Felix. “One that I’m trying to bring to a happy end.”
 
   Gwen let out a resounding and beautiful laugh. She took another step toward Felix, entering his personal space, the distance at where everything fun could happen.
 
   “Well, you can bring her, too,” said Gwen. “I’m sure the twins wouldn’t mind playing with her while the two of us… talk.”
 
   “I’m right here!” shouted Dani. “Don’t talk about me like I’m some kind of doll, you harlot!”
 
   Gwen glared at Dani and set her hands on her hips. She looked at Felix expectantly, but he just shrugged.
 
   “Look, I’m not going with you, Gwen,” he said. “It’s not happening.”
 
   Gwen frowned at him and shook her head.
 
   “Felix, you don’t understand,” she said. “We have a bit of an… approaching situation. The denmother needs you back.”
 
   Felix felt his annoyance boil over. He fixed Gwen with a flat look and slowly shook his head.
 
   “No,” he said. “I’m not going anywhere with you.”
 
   “Felix…” Gwen took a step closer, pushing her chest out suggestively and flaunting her lips.
 
   “Gwen!” Felix stomped his foot and pulled his hand away from her as she tried to take it. “Knock it off!”
 
   Gwen flinched backward a step, looking genuinely surprised, and a little hurt by his reaction.
 
   “Felix…” she said, shaking her head. “Are you meaning this, right now?”
 
   “If you don’t get out of my way, you’re going to get hurt,” he said, keeping his eyes on hers.
 
   “You’re… a bastard,” said Gwen. “But, so be it…”
 
   She opened her mouth as though to say more and then shook her head, taking a step into the falling snow behind her and transforming back into wolf form. Felix watched her run off, noticed how she stopped again to look back at him before disappearing entirely into the wall of white.
 
   “She’s a psycho,” said Dani. “How the hell did you get involved with her?”
 
   “She’s not a psycho,” said Felix. “She’s just… singular minded.”
 
   “A psycho,” repeated Dani. “Please tell me that you and her didn’t…?”
 
   She trailed off and Felix kept silent, hoping that if he ignored her insinuation it would go away on its own.
 
   “Felix!” cried Dani. “You didn’t?”
 
   “You’re as bad as she is,” said Felix. “Please. No more drama for the day.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 15
 
    
 
   Felix managed another hours’ worth of travel through the snow before the sun began to set, and the two of them had no choice but to turn in for the night. He’d made it to the base of MT. Kratos, where sheer ice clung to steep rock cliffs. There was a small patch of shadow on one of them, and closer inspection revealed a tiny cave. Felix triple checked it for any signs of animal life before moving inside and claiming it for himself.
 
   He set up the thermal pad on the frozen ground, and the sleeping bag on top of it, hoping that the combination would be enough to see them warmly through the night. The snow continued falling just outside the cave, giving a strange ambience to the space that made him feel as though he was being sealed in.
 
   “Alright,” he said, ruffling Dani from her spot within his jacket. “I guess we should have dinner and turn in for the night?”
 
   “I guess,” said Dani. She slipped out from Felix’s jacket and fell to the ground on the thermal pad, taking her glove with her and climbing inside of it immediately.
 
   Felix pulled some beef jerky out of his backpack, along with dried fruit and a rubber water bladder that had been riding against his back to stay unfrozen. He ate in silence, carefully setting out small portions for Dani. He felt fatigued, more than he should have, and by the time he’d finished eating, he was having trouble moving.
 
   “Felix?” Dani came up beside him, a worried expression on her face. “Are you okay?”
 
   Felix groaned.
 
   “I just need to… get in the sleeping bag, I think,” he muttered. “Must have… done too much traveling.”
 
   He pulled off his winter outerwear and carefully set it inside before climbing into the heavily insulated sleeping bag. Dani slipped out of her glove and moved to climb in next to him, frowning as she examined his face.
 
   “It’s the cold hex,” she said, voice a whisper. “My mom said it might still be affecting you tonight.”
 
   “I’ll be fine,” said Felix. “Just need… to get some sleep.”
 
   “You won’t be fine!” said Dani. “You’ll have no energy in the morning, or worse!”
 
   Felix shook his head and felt his eyes slip closed. HE was so tired, and there didn’t seem to be any real harm in drifting off to sleep. He felt Dani shaking his shoulder with tiny movements and tried to ignore her.
 
   “Felix!” shouted Dani. “Come on! Listen to me!”
 
   “Relax… Dani,” he said. “I’m… fine.”
 
   Even as he said the words, Felix could sense that he clearly wasn’t. His breathing was slowing. His body felt heavy and sedated. Dani pounded tiny fists on his chest and called out his name, but it didn’t do much other than make him blink.
 
   “Felix…” said Dani. “I’m going to have to… do what my mom did.”
 
   “…What?” Felix tilted his head up, feeling groggy. Dani was red faced and fidgeted nervously as she slowly made her way to the lip of the sleeping bag.
 
   “I know what happened last night,” she said. “And I know it was necessary. I have innate magic of my own, and I can give you some of it to fight the hex.”
 
   “Dani…” Felix tried to think clearly about what she was saying. “That would mean… how would you even…?”
 
   Dani set her hands on her hips and glared at him.
 
   “I’m tiny, but that doesn’t mean I’m useless!” she said, fiercely. “If I don’t pull you out of this stupid cold hex, we’re both going to die out here, anyway!”
 
   Dani slipped under the edge of the sleeping bag before Felix could say anything more in protest. He could feel her moving across his chest, crouched low like a spelunker in a cave with a shallow roof. She stopped after a pace, and Felix felt her shifting. A moment later, a tiny makeshift handkerchief dress slipped out of the sleeping bag.
 
   “Hold this for me,” said Dani.
 
   Felix took it in a fatigues hand and stared at it.
 
   “You’re… naked, under there?” he muttered. He felt Dani continue across his chest, and then stomach.
 
   “Take your jeans off,” commanded Dani. “It will be impossible for me to do something like that on my own.”
 
   Felix was only dimly aware of her words, and it took a moment for them to make sense. He slid his hands down to the zipper of his jeans, undoing it and sliding them down to the bottom of the sleeping bag. It was still warm within the bag’s insulation, surprisingly so.
 
   “Alright,” said Dani, in her tiny voice. “This… might be a little weird.”
 
   Felix felt her small hands touching the fabric of his boxers, slowly working his half hard cock out of the front hole. He felt an odd stab of shame strike him in the chest. Something felt fundamentally wrong about letting Dani, barely 18 in her own right and now the size of an action figure, touch his member.
 
   “Dani…” he managed to mutter. The cold hex had him pinned down. He tried to lift a hand down to her and failed.
 
   “Hold still,” she said. “I’ve almost… There we go!”
 
   Felix felt her drag his cock out of his boxers, holding the head of it in both hands as though she was moving a body by the shoulders. She let it drop once it was free, and Felix felt her crouching behind it, catching her breath.
 
   “This thing is heavy!” she announced. “And huge!”
 
   “…Thanks,” Felix mumbled. He felt one of Dani’s hands running across the skin of his cock, a tiny, but remarkably warm sensation.
 
   “Alright,” said Dani. “It would help if you were, well you know… Hard.”
 
   “I can’t just… flip a switch,” said Felix.
 
   “Oh, for heaven’s sake!” Dani gave his cock a shake with both of her hands. It felt good, but not the kind of good that inspired arousal in him.
 
   “Just… be gentle,” said Felix. “If you’re going to do it…”
 
   “Should I… massage it, or something?” asked Dani. “I’ve never done this before.”
 
   Felix blinked.
 
   “You’ve never… What do you mean?” 
 
   “Sex,” said Dani. “Regular sex or tiny sex. Never had it before.”
 
   Felix felt a joke burning on his tongue, but the cold hex hit him with another wave of fatigue. He rolled his head to the side, wanting nothing more than to close his eyes and give in to exhaustion.
 
   “Felix?” called Dani. “Felix!”
 
   She panicked for a moment, pacing up and down a length on his crotch. Then, Dani seemed to regain her resolve, refocusing her attention on Felix’s tool.
 
   She used her hands to rub across it, gently letting her fingers and palms trace gentle patterns on the surface of the sensitive skin of Felix’s cock. He felt her movements as a gentle tickle, something that he might have been able to ignore if not for the knowledge of what it was.
 
   “Felix…” whispered Dani, in a half mockingly sultry voice. “I’m touching your dick.”
 
   Felix frowned slightly. It was weird hearing Dani attempt dirty talk. Hot, but definitely weird. He felt her hands continue to move, down to the base of his shaft. A tingle shot through Felix’s loins, and as though a spell had been cast, his cock began to harden.
 
   “There we go,” said Dani. “That’s good. Get nice and hard.”
 
   Felix felt her press her body into his cock. The tactile sensation of it was surprisingly vivid. He could feel her arms and legs, and even the soft mounds of her tiny, naked breasts. She climbed on top of Felix’s cock, which was still lying flat against his stomach, and began to rub herself on it, almost as though she would to straddle a man in regular, full sized sex.
 
   “Ooh…” cooed Dani. “It’s really warm. And so-“
 
   Felix felt blood rush down to his cock, and it hardened enough to shift angles, with Dani still on it. She let out a surprised gasp as it stiffened underneath her, shifting to point straight up like a drawbridge lifting.
 
   “Whoa…” said Dani. “And if I were regular sized… this would be going inside me.”
 
   Felix tried to mutter another joke, but his mouth was too tired to make the noises happen. Dani ran her hands up and down his hard cock, doing what she had before and gently rubbing his shaft. It felt good, but Felix wasn’t sure if it would be enough.
 
   “Hmm…” Dani paused what she was doing for a moment. “I wonder…”
 
   Felix felt arms and legs wrapping around his cock, and Dani’s body pressing directly against it. She clung onto it, making it lean slightly, which made it easier for her to keep hold of. She gave her legs a squeeze, and then her arms, and Felix felt her breasts smooshing across the sensitive skin of his cock.
 
   “This is kind of hot…” whispered Dani. “And it… feels kind of good for me, too.”
 
   Dani shifted again, grinding her crotch against Felix’s crotch in the same way a woman might lean into the vibrations of a motorcycle. He squeezed a muscle down there, making his cock twitch slightly, and Dani let out a sound of pleasure.
 
   “Mmm…” she whispered. “Let’s see what we can make of this, shall we?”
 
   Felix felt her moving, sliding herself up and down the length of his cock like a stripper working a massive pole. It felt weird, but good, a sensation amplified by the fact that Felix was all but paralyzed in the sleeping bag. He couldn’t stop her. He couldn’t even tell her if what she was doing was working or not. But Dani seemed to have the right idea.
 
   Her small body continued its work, gliding across Felix’s cock. It felt almost like a handjob, but with more depth and detail to it. He could feel her breasts. He could even feel the wetness of her cunt as she rubbed it against his shaft, an order of magnitude too small to be an actual home for his cock.
 
   “And what if I do this?” Dani squeezed her arms around the head of his cock and began to undulate, moving her hips back and forth as though trying to keep her balance on a mechanical bull. The sensation was incredible, and almost teasingly elusive, the pleasure ebbing and flowing with her movements.
 
   “Ohh…” groaned Felix. “Dani…”
 
   “You sound like a soon to be satisfied customer,” said Dani. “Hold on. I’ve got one more trick up my sleeve…”
 
   Something warm, wet, and suspiciously tongue like slid across the skin of the head of his cock. Felix let out another moan, and felt Dani flinch back as her mouth encountered a dab of precum. She hesitated for a moment, and then licked again, apparently resigning herself to the taste.
 
   All of it together was too much for Felix to handle. It was small, constrained, and sensual, different from any sex act Felix had experienced before. But most importantly, it was Dani, young and innocent, and now tiny and more vulnerable than ever. It was Dani working his cock, giving him pleasure, pushing him to his breaking point.
 
   “Oh…” whispered Felix, his breathing intensifying. “Dani!”
 
   He tried to reach a hand down, to move her out of the way as he felt himself reach the brink. Dani didn’t seem to get the message. She was high up on his cock, squeezing and rubbing herself into it, when Felix exploded.
 
   “Ewwwww!” cried Dani. Felix felt her slide down and fall backward, her movements suggesting that she was cringing, and trying to cover her face.
 
   “Sorry,” muttered Felix. His energy was already beginning to return to him, Dani’s cure for the cold hex having been at least as effective as Stella’s. He sat up slightly and reached for the backpack, digging through it for the tissues Stella had sent with him.
 
   Dani emerged from the sleeping bag just as he found them. She was still covering herself with her hands and arms, preserving her modesty despite their newfound intimacy. And she was dripping wet, sticky with cum, from her hair, to her face, to her stomach and legs. It looked as though she’d been dipped in a vat of milky white goo. She kept one of her hands held protectively over her crotch, and Felix understood why.
 
   “I’m really sorry,” he said, frowning. “I couldn’t warn you in time, at the end.”
 
   “Just give me a tissue already!” snapped Dani. Felix handed her one and she wrapped it around herself, using her hands to wring cum from her brown hair.
 
   “My bad,” said Felix. Dani rolled her eyes at him.
 
   “It’s fine,” she said. “Though I know that you probably enjoyed it a little, on some weird, masculine, caveman level.”
 
   Felix shrugged.
 
   “I’m only human,” he said.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 16
 
    
 
   The two of them spent the rest of the night sleeping. Dani joined Felix in the sleeping bag once she was clean and had her dress back on, sleeping on top of his chest. Felix had to move her a couple of times throughout the night to stay comfortable, each time taking care not to wake her.
 
   They awoke before the sun was officially up, and ate a small breakfast to start off the day. Dani didn’t say much, and Felix felt a little uncomfortable. He busied himself with packing up the sleeping bag, and waited for her to finish eating.
 
   “I had a crush on you, you know,” said Dani, quietly. “Back when you first arrived in the tower.”
 
   Felix smiled at her.
 
   “Yeah, I kind of picked up on that,” he said. “Bet you wish you had made your move sooner now, how?”
 
   Dani shrugged.
 
   “Better late than never,” she said. “And it’s not like I’ll be stuck like this forever.”
 
   A chilly breeze blew past the cave’s entrance, scattering snowflakes in their direction. Dani ducked her head into her glove to avoid a splash of white powder, poking it back out to meet Felix’s gaze afterward.
 
   “Dani…” he said.
 
   “You don’t have to say anything,” said Dani. “I said that a had a crush on you, past tense. Things have changed for all of us over the past few days.”
 
   Felix smiled at her.
 
   “Let’s focus on getting you back to your regular size,” he said. “Then we can talk about where to go from there.”
 
   She flashed a tiny, dimpled smile at him, and Felix felt something warm in his chest. He reached down and carefully picked her up, sliding her back into place inside his winter jacket’s hood.
 
   “Ready?” he asked.
 
   “Ready,” answered Dani.
 
   The two of them continued through the snow. Felix felt refreshed from the night’s sleep, and free of the effects of the cold hex. The snow on the ground was relatively light and compacted in most places, and the two of them made solid time across the frozen landscape.
 
   Mt. Kratos loomed over them, though it was actually smaller than some of the other mountains nearby. Felix kept his eyes peeled for an easily climbable slope, or a dedicated pathway or trail leading up. There wasn’t much, and he felt his frown deepen as he looked at how the mountain appeared to be even steeper as they moved around to the back of it.
 
   “In the pack,” whispered Dani. “There should be an ice axe.”
 
   Felix shook his head.
 
   “And? What good would that do us?”
 
   Dani flicked his earlobe as though he’d said something stupid.
 
   “There is no way to get up Mt. Kratos without climbing,” she said. “Do you see that ice cliff ahead of us?”
 
   She pointed with her tiny arm, leaning so that it moved in front of Felix’s field of vision.
 
   “I see it,” said Felix. “And I sincerely hope that you aren’t suggesting what I think you are.”
 
   “That’s the only way to get up,” said Dani. “And no, it won’t be easy, but…”
 
   She trailed off, and Felix knew what she’d left out. IT was the only way. Turning back wasn’t an option for her, and it wasn’t an option for him, either. He would keep his word and return to North Spire with what Stella required to restore Dani back to her normal size.
 
   “Alright,” said Felix. He swallowed, feeling a few of the hairs on his neck stand up as he remembered a childhood fear he’d had of heights.
 
   The ice axe was easy enough to find inside the pack, and as soon as Felix removed it, he realized that it alone had accounted for close to a third of the weight he’d been carrying. Felix hefted it in his hand, looking back and forth between the gleaming steel tip and the ice cliff, thinking carefully about what he was going to have to do.
 
   “Dani,” he said. “You should get inside one of my jacket’s pockets. I can’t guarantee that I’ll have a free hand to grab you with if you come loose.”
 
   “Alright,” said Dani. She wiggled down the neck of Felix’s jacket, opening one of the interior pockets and dropping inside.
 
   “Comfortable?” asked Felix.
 
   “I would be if you had better taste in deodorant,” said Dani. “You smell like a hospital’s operating table.”
 
   Felix rolled his eyes. He walked over to the ice cliff, picking out a small section that was slightly less steep than the rest.
 
   “Alright,” he said. “I’m going for it. Don’t move around much. Seriously.”
 
   “Okay,” said Dani. “Be careful, Felix.”
 
   He gave the ice axe a couple of solid test swings before letting it bite into the ice for real. It was sharp, and several backward facing prongs allowed it to pinch into the ice and hold steady. As long as he picked sections that were thick and strong enough to hold him without shattering, it would serve him well.
 
   The ice cliff extended upward for hundreds of feet. Felix hoped that as he climbed, he’d eventually reach an easier path forward of some kind, but there was no sign of a relaxed route from his view on the ground. If he made it all the way to the top, the rest of the climb up the mountain would be relatively smooth traveling, but staying on the ice cliff for that long would be risky in its own right.
 
   “There’s no point in wasting anymore time,” he said, more to himself than to Dani. “Let’s go.”
 
   The first few feet of the ice cliff were less about Felix making progress and more about him figuring out how and when to use the axe. The cliff had cracks in places, solid hand and foot holds for him to use to haul himself up.
 
   When he reached the first section without a crack above him, Felix tried relying on the ice axe, the lanyard of which he’d looped and tightened around his wrist. He held it in a steady grip and swung it hard while keeping his free hand and feet solidly anchored to the ice wall.
 
   It took him two swings to get it in deep enough to trust his weight to. With all the care he could afford, Felix let the axe hold him as he transferred one of his feet up to what had been a hand hold a moment earlier, and his free hand up to the next crack, now within reach.
 
   “Whew,” he muttered. “This is going to be hard work.”
 
   “You’re already starting to sweat,” whispered Dani. “Not to rush you, but it’s kind of disgusting to be reliant on breathing your body odor.”
 
   “Deal with it,” said Felix.
 
   The first hundred feet of the climb went smoothly, primarily due to the fact that the slope wasn’t as steep as it had initially seemed. In places, Felix was even capable of walking upright without falling. He was careful with each step, the slick surface of the ice always warning him that he was a single misplaced step away from falling.
 
   He reached a solid ledge and took a rest, taking deep breaths of fresh, freezing air. Dani had been right, and he was starting to sweat. It was a liability in the cold, and he knew that if he didn’t slow down, he’d end up with a bad case of hypothermia.
 
   Felix sat down on the ledge and made the mistake of glancing down at the ground below him. Even with no trees or plants to use for size reference, the distance was dizzying. He suddenly realized that it might be too difficult for him to turn back at the point he was at even if he wanted to, leaving him with no option but to continue up, hoping that he’d be able to find a safer way down once he was there.
 
   “Felix,” whispered Dani. “Are you okay?”
 
   “Just peachy,” he replied. “No trouble here.”
 
   He took a few more breaths, forced himself to remember why he was doing what he was doing, and set back to the task of climbing the wall.
 
   The next section was lacking as many easily usable cracks, and the ones Felix did find, he had to enlarge with the ice axe. A section of the ice broke off after a particularly hard swing, almost taking him with it. Felix gritted his teeth and began humming a meandering, nonsensical tune, desperate for a distraction from his fear.
 
   He made it up another few dozen feet, high enough that he could almost see the top of the cliff above him. Unfortunately, he could also see that the next ten or so feet was devoid of anything for him to grab onto, and curved at an angle so steep as to essentially come back on itself. Felix grimaced and again, made the mistake of looking down.
 
   He could see the ledge and the ground further on down from it. If he fell, it was game over. If he tried to retrace his climb and get back down to safety, it was also probably the end.
 
   “Fuck,” whispered Felix. “Ah, fuck.”
 
   “What? What is it?” Dani poked her head out of his pocket and started moving up his shoulder. Felix flinched in surprise and the ice axe almost pulled loose. Half of his weight was currently supported by it, and it would mean certain death.
 
   Felix let out a grunt and tried to slide himself further up the wall. The ice around where the axe had struck into the cliff groaned, chips of it flaking away with an ominous crunch. Dani was against his neck, and before he could stop her, she gripped onto the ice and began climbing free of him.
 
   “Dani!” shouted Felix. The ice axe broke loose from the ice wall, and felt his fingers on his other hand slipping free of the finger hold he’d found.
 
   “Felix!” Dani was a few feet above him now, hanging from the ice wall with seemingly magical grace. Felix caught her eye for a second, and then his hold gave way. He felt his chest sliding along the ice cliff and flailed desperately with the ice axe as his heart pounded in terror.
 
   The axe caught in one of the cracks he’d passed by earlier, but the angle Felix had fallen at him kept him from being able to reach any other holds. He was out of luck, and could do little more than hang from the ice axe. The wind buffeted him from the back and side, threatening to knock him completely free from the cliff and drop him to certain death.
 
   “Don’t move, Felix!” shouted Dani, from wherever she was above him. “I have an idea!”
 
   Felix heard the sound of a faint incantation, and then saw a flash of bright light come from above him. The cracks in the ice wall shifted, frozen chips exploding from the sheer cliff in places as a blast of concentrated, magical heat surged into one of the cracks. 
 
   The ice axe slipped as a chunk of ice came loose from the crack it had found. Felix immediately dug his hands and the axe back into the ice, finding another hold. Above him, he could see what Dani had done.
 
   She’d used her magic to create several dozen chinks in the ice, interlacing their way up the cliff. Felix laughed and reached for the one nearest above him. The ice was slick with newly thawed water, but the chill in the air, he knew, would refreeze it within seconds.
 
   “Why didn’t you do that in the first place?” he called up to her.
 
   “Because I wasn’t sure I’d have the energy for it,” replied Dani, her voice sounded weaker than Felix would have liked. 
 
   He climbed the next fifty feet without having to use the ice axe, stopping to pick up Dani as he passed by the crack she’d pulled herself into. The last hundred or so feet proved to be more of a challenge, more due to Felix’s own nerves than the condition of the cliff.
 
   He felt nervous as he approached the top of the cliff, as though expecting the last few feet to present some kind of new, dangerous challenge. He took it slow, and things went fine. As soon as Felix had pulled himself up to the ice plateau at the top, he rolled onto his back and let out a breath that he hadn’t realized he’d been holding.
 
   “We’re not going back down that way,” he muttered. “No way in hell.”
 
   “We can find another way down,” said Dani. “It won’t be a problem. Hopefully.”
 
   She climbed out of his jacket and stood on his breastbone, leaning over so that she could see his face, and he could see hers. Felix found himself thinking about how tiny she was, and how dangerous what she’d just done had been. More than ever, he knew what he needed to do.
 
   “Come on,” he said. “Let’s get moving.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 17
 
    
 
   The peak of Mt. Kratos jutted up above the ice plateau, looming hundreds of feet further above them. Luckily, it was far from sheer and relatively easy going. Felix wound around the mountain on a spiraling path, climbing over rocks and ice and exerting half the energy he’d spend during the beginning of the climb.
 
   Oddly enough, the air began to get warmer as they progressed. There were patches of melted snow and even grass in places. Felix frowned at that. Even after having been told about the volcanic nature of the mountain, it still seemed terribly out of place for Alaska. By the time he’d risen five hundred feet above the ice cliff, the only snow on the ground was composed of freshly fallen flakes.
 
   “Be on guard,” whispered Dani. “I have a bad feeling about this.”
 
   “What does that mean?” asked Felix.
 
   “There’s magic at work, here,” she said. “More magic than I think my mother even knew about. This could get really dangerous, really fast.”
 
   Felix was reminded of some of the mountains he’d taken photos on when he was younger, ski resorts where snow machines and trail grooming kept unnatural amounts of snow on the ground into the spring. He frowned as he scrambled up a rock face, feeling warmth emanating off the rocks. The inside of his jacket was beginning to get uncomfortably warm, and he felt a little bad on behalf of Dani. 
 
   The air smelled of smoke and singed rock, similar to a charcoal grill at the beach. Felix ended up unzipping his jacket to prevent himself from sweating any more than he already had. Dani swung loosely in his inside pocket, watching the path ahead of them with concerned eyes.
 
   The patches of grass were joined by small, young trees, and a variety of flowers and plant life, green sprouting from the dirt on any ledge that would have it. Felix came to final stretch and realized that he would need to climb again. The peak was a broad volcanic caldera, and from its center, he assumed, came the heat and plume of smoke.
 
   “Dani,” he whispered. “Are you ready?”
 
   She’d moved back up to be on his shoulder, and looked just as taken aback by their surroundings as Felix felt. She gave him a quick no, and Felix started forward. The last section of climbing was all jagged rock and boulders, and he set his muscles to work with each step. 
 
   When he stepped up to the mountain’s brim, he found that there was something on the other side. The volcanic caldera was like a massive bowl molded into the top of the mountain, full of heat, tendrils of smoke, and most prominently, a small forest of dense trees and foliage.
 
   Felix stared blankly at the sight in front of him. It was as though someone had cast a spell and transported a small jungle forest from near the equator onto the mountain top. There were small pockets of water, too, some of them the right size for bathing or at least lounging, filled with warm water from melted snow.
 
   “This is wild,” said Felix. “My god. Maybe we should hang out here for a while, do some swimming?”
 
   “Yeah, because it isn’t like there is an active volcano underneath us, or anything,” said Dani. “Hurry up. The stone should be near the very center.”
 
   Felix nodded and started off. He took off his winter outer gear and slipped it to hang from the arm straps of his backpack, unable to endure the heat any longer. There were a few animals, mostly mice and birds, lounging about, unconcerned by his appearance.
 
   The caldera, for its wonderment, was not that large, only a couple hundred feet or so across at its widest point. Felix found the center of it in a couple of minutes, and came to a screeching halt as he approached it.
 
   The ground dipped downward, almost like the very center of a funnel. Except, twenty or so feet down, at the bottom of this one, Felix could see molten magma, hot enough to give off orange light. He paused to gape at the sight for a moment, and then slowly shook his head.
 
   “Dani,” he said. “Where are the stones? What am I supposed to grab?”
 
   Dani frowned and looked at the ground underneath them. She turned in a full circle on top of Felix’s shoulder, causing him to worry for a moment that she’d slip free and fall into the firey abyss below.
 
   “I… I don’t know,” she whispered. “This doesn’t make any sense. If there was anything with powerful magic in it here, I should be able to feel it.”
 
   Felix frowned back at her and took a few steps away from the caldera’s center, easing his nerves. He’d started to circle around to the other side when he heard something behind them, loud enough to make his entire body tense up.
 
   Felix turned around to find Stella, clad in one of her robes and snow clothes underneath, smiling at him and making her way over. She looked unconcerned by the heat, and focused as much on what lay behind Felix as she did on him and Dani.
 
   “Stella,” called Felix. “What are you doing here? I thought you said-“
 
   “I figured the two of you could use some backup,” she said. “The tower is safe for the moment.”
 
   Felix nodded and started to approach her. From his shoulder, he felt Dani’s tiny hands clench down on the skin of his neck.
 
   “That’s not my mom!” she hissed. Felix blinked, his entire body tense up in an instant.
 
   “Are you feeling better?” asked Felix. “You had a bad case of food poisoning when we left.”
 
   “Ah, yes,” said Stella. “I took some medicine. I’m better now.”
 
   Felix smiled as he carefully unshouldered the backpack, Dani along with it, and lowered it to the ground. Then, he took a couple of calm steps forward, as many as he could get without giving himself away, and then charged.
 
   “Stella” met him with a sweeping kick, letting out a cruel laugh as her leg blurred into motion. Felix ducked underneath it, drawing upon his wolfbound abilities to enhance his reflexes, and pushed forward, trying to bury his balled up hand into her stomach.
 
   She shifted, taking on the form of the ogre that Felix had fought against before, and let out a roar that vibrated through the air.
 
   “You fool!” screamed Jesamar. “You will give me what you came here to get!”
 
   She swung a fist down and Felix didn’t manage to slide away in time. The blow glanced off his shoulder, but Jesamar’s strength was enough to make it feel like a glancing blow from a sledge hammer, or concrete block. He gritted his teeth and rolled across the painful rock ground, testing his arm as he stood up.
 
   “There isn’t anything here,” said Felix. “You made a mistake, Jesamar. Or possibly, you were tricked.”
 
   The ogre stomped a foot down against the rock hard enough to send up a cloud of dust and stone chips. Then, she grabbed one of the trees near to her and twisted, breaking it off at the base of the trunk and wielding it as though it were a sword. 
 
   “Felix!” Dani cried. “Run, Felix!”
 
   “Liar!” screamed Jesamar. She slammed the tree trunk down in the spot Felix was standing in. He rolled, noting that it was becoming a new habit, at this point. One of the branches scratched his arm, but the pain wasn’t enough to stop him from counter attacking.
 
   Felix jumped into his next attack, getting enough height to put his foot level with the ogre’s leg as it moved through the air. He hit Jesamar square in the jaw with a kick that would have taken a normal person’s teeth out. Her head swung to the side as though she’d been gently slapped, and she seized Felix by the lower leg and threw him like a rag doll.
 
   Felix hung in the air for long enough to have a moment to brace for the impact. He tucked his head, covering it with his arms. He landed hard on his shoulders, losing all of the wind from his lungs and doing something painful to his ribs. His ankle quivered as he pulled himself to his feet, another bad twist on a bad situation.
 
   “You will tell me where to find the magic of this place!” screamed Jesamar. “Or… I will kill you in the most painful way I can think of.”
 
   “That’s… kind of unfair,” said Felix. “Especially since I literally don’t know what to tell you. There isn’t-“
 
   “Silence!” yelled the ogre. “The truth will come out, one way, or-“
 
   Felix moved. He knew that he only had a few strikes left in his body, in its current state, and needed to make the best of them before resorting to desperate measures. He charged forward, palming the rock that he’d picked up after his last painful sprawl.
 
   Jesamar seized him by the cuff of his shirt and lifted him into the air, just as he’d been hoping she would. Felix flashed a smile at her and swung the rock at her head with every ounce of strength in his body.
 
   It hit her squarely in the temple, and crumbled in his hand. Jesamar blinked, more out of surprise than pain. Then, she twisted, slamming Felix headfirst into the hard ground and instantly knocking him unconscious.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 18
 
    
 
   Felix was in pain when he woke up, and oddly enough, standing upright. He looked to his left and his right, noticing that he’d been lashed by rope to a thick tree on either side, and hung loosely in the center as though strapped into a torture rack. 
 
   Jesamar stood a few feet away from him. She was back into what Felix considered to be her regular form, purple hair, lips and eyes, buxom curves, and a general sense of coldness about her. She wore Stella’s robe, and seeing it on her made Felix worry for the sorceress back at the tower.
 
   Felix frowned and looked around some more, spotting Dani’s tiny form hanging from her hands on a branch near him. She caught his eye, her face an expression of hot anger a little unsuited for their circumstances. She was furious, not scared or anxious, but full of passionate fury. Felix looked back toward Jesamar and saw that she was watching him, aware that he’d come to.
 
   “You’re awake,” she said. “Excellent.”
 
   “You can torture me all you want,” said Felix, through gritted teeth. “I won’t tell you anything.”
 
   Because there isn’t anything to tell, he reminded himself. Still, he figured that if Jesamar truly thought that there was a secret to Mt. Kratos that they knew and she didn’t, they might be able to use it to their advantage.
 
   “Torture.” Jesamar smiled at Felix and folded her arms. “You must think me a monster.”
 
   She took several slow steps in his direction. The central hole of the caldera was to her back, making it seem as though the area’s heat was emanating from directly behind her, toward Felix.
 
   “It’s a little hard not to, after seeing you smash and flail about as an ogre,” said Felix. 
 
   “I want to get what I came here for,” said Jesamar. “That doesn’t make me a monster. Just… a motivated woman.” 
 
   She winked at him and then held her hand over her mouth for a moment. When she pulled it away, a puff of glowing pink smoke escaped her lips, hanging heavy on the air and crackling with energy.
 
   “Don’t look into her eyes, Felix!” shouted Dani. “Look away!”
 
   Felix tried to, but something about Jesamar’s expression pulled him back. Her face suddenly had a sexual quality to it, as though it was a part of her body too tantalizing to go uncovered. She pulled at the hem of the robe, Stella’s robe, revealing a hint of her breasts underneath. Felix felt himself go hard for her, even as he gritted his teeth and tried to think safe thoughts.
 
   “There we are,” purred Jesamar. “Now… why don’t we have a nice, long, discussion?”
 
   She moved in closer to Felix, reaching out a hand and running it across his cheek. Her touch sent a jolt of erotic pleasure coursing through him and he hated her for it. She licked her lips and then, with carefully, seductive movements, unzipped his jeans and pulled them down to his ankles.
 
   “No…” Felix whispered. “Don’t… Stop this.” 
 
   “You want me to stop?” Jesamar kneeled before him, pulling the robe open and flashing one of her breasts at him. “Of course. No means no.”
 
   She grinned, and he hated even more. His cock was hard in front of her face, betraying Felix to the enemy. She leaned in toward it, pursing her lips as though to whistle, and instead blowing her breath out to tickle the sensitive head of his member.
 
   Felix shivered with pleasure. He felt his hands tightening into fists, and had to fight the urge to buck his hips forward and press his cock against her mouth. Jesamar let out a laugh and looked up at him, feigning naïve innocence with her expression.
 
   “Oh? What’s this?” She shook her head slowly and let the robe fall further open. “Is there… something I can do for you, Felix?”
 
   “Don’t listen to her!” shouted Dani. “Felix, shut your eyes! You have to resist!”
 
   Felix couldn’t make himself look away from Jesamar, not with any amount of willpower. She slowly rose to her feet, the entire front of the robe hanging open now and exposing her borderline voluptuous curves.
 
   He felt weak, as though his stupid, animal impulses had taken over and there wasn’t anything he could do about it. It made him furious to see Jesamar all but celebrating her victory before it had even happened, and yet he wanted nothing more than to break free of his bonds and spear her through with his cock.
 
   She let her hips sway from side to side in front of him, a half smile set on her lips, eyes flirtatious, making promises on behalf of what her body could do for him. Jesamar lifted a single finger to her lips, slowly ran it across them, and then brought it down to Felix’s cock, touching the tip of it gently.
 
   Pleasure burst through Felix’s body like a chemical explosion. He understood the true power of lust magic, of what it could do for and to someone. If she wanted to, Jesamar could turn him into her slave, drive him insane, or torture him to his breaking point. It was all in her touch, in how it felt. Comparing it to anything he might experience in regular life was like comparing torchlight to the sun.
 
   Felix screamed incoherently and thrust forward, trying to feel more of Jesamar against him. Her abilities were different then they had been in any of their previous encounters. She’d taken more from Stella than just her robe, and even though it made him feel furious, Felix couldn’t stop himself from wanting Jesamar, wanting what she could give him.
 
   “Stop!” cried Dani. “I’ll tell you! I’ll tell you everything!”
 
   Jesamar pulled back, taking her hand from Felix’s cock. A surge of disappointment and illogical rage toward Dani waved over him, but he forced it down. She was on his side, and Jesamar wasn’t, even if he was desperate to see and feel more of her.
 
   “Oh?” asked Jesamar. “You’re stopping me right when things were starting to get fun. But perhaps they’ll be more time for that later.”
 
   She stood over Dani, her glorious, naked body a towering thing of wonder in comparison to the tiny girl. Dani said something that Felix couldn’t make out, and apparently it was also below Jesamar’s threshold of hearing.
 
   “What’s that?” Jesamar smiled triumphantly and dropped to one knee, lowering her face in close to Dani’s. “You’ll have to speak up, young lady, if you want to be-“
 
   Dani moved in an instant, almost too fast for Felix to see. She threw both of her hands forward, releasing a torrent of magical energy that whipped the dust around her up and tossed it directly into Jesamar’s eyes.
 
   Jesamar screamed and lurched back, rubbing at her eyes. Dani moved immediately, tossing aside the restraints that she’d found her way out of and rushing toward Felix.
 
   “Dani!” he shouted. “Look out!” 
 
   Jesamar managed to get enough of her sight back to make a grab for Dani. She snagged the tiny girl by the legs and tossed her almost lazily toward the central hole. Dani disappeared into the opening, and a sickening feeling took hold of Felix’s stomach as he realized what that meant.
 
   “Nooo!” 
 
   He gritted his teeth and felt his anger take hold of him, along with something else. By the time Jesamar turned back toward him, he was already glowing, coarse fur sprouting from his limbs, teeth elongating into sharp canines and incisors.
 
   Felix became half wolf, half man. He stood on legs that brought the best of both worlds to the table, bipedal, but with increased strength and agility. Powerful black claws extended from his half paw, half hands. Grey fur covered his body, and his pointy ears pulled in sounds that would have been far to faint for him to ever hear normally.
 
   “It won’t help you!” screamed Jesamar. “You’ll tell me in the end!”
 
   Felix snapped the ropes from the trees and charged forward, dimly aware of Jesamar leveling her hand at him to cast another spell. He feinted left and dodged right, allowing a bolt of concentrated magical lightning to pass through the air near him.
 
   Jesamar let out a screeching noise and began to transform into an ogre. Felix swung one of his paws at her, catching her in the shoulder and knocking her off balance even as she continued to shift her form.
 
   He readied what would hopefully be the killing blow, but Jesamar was quick, rolling out of the way and standing to her full, ogress height. She threw a punch at Felix that caught him in his newly from snout and made him see stars.
 
   A powerful rage boiled inside of him, the lustful thoughts before replaced by a desire to rend flesh and taste blood. As Jesamar descended onto him with her next attack, Felix welcomed it. He wanted her close, wanted a chance for revenge, a chance to feel her body breaking underneath his claws.
 
   Jesamar howled and threw a kick. Felix caught her foot under his arm and twisted in a circle, breaking her leg in several placed. He whirled and snapped his fangs, intent on ripping her stomach open and freeing her entrails, but she was already stumbling back, tripping over rocks, rolling toward the hole in the center of the caldera.
 
   The sound she made as she slipped on the loose, dusty rocks and down into the magma below was the sound of a nightmare manifested in reality. A flash of orange light went up as she hit the molten rock, more light than Felix had expected, enough to make him consider a magical source.
 
   He sat back, lowering to all fours as a dog, or more appropriately, a wolf, would do naturally. Grief hit him like a slap in the face. Dani was gone, and it was due to his inability to control his own stupid, primal urges.
 
   Felix slowly sank down to the hard rock, feeling tears form in his eyes. It was hard to think straight in his wolf form, even as a half transformed hybrid. He took a deep breath and tried not to picture Stella, if she was even still alive, reacting to the loss of her daughter.
 
   “Who’s a good boy?” said a quiet, familiar voice. “Who’s a good boy?”
 
   Felix slapped a tail he hadn’t realized he had against the rock and quickly pulled himself to all fours. Dani sat on the edge of the caldera’s hole less than fifteen feet away from him, looking very pleased with herself. Her dress was singed along the bottom hem, turning it into more of a one piece mini suit. Felix took a deep breath and felt himself emit more light as he transformed back into his regular human form.
 
   “Dani…” he said, still in a state of disbelief. “Dani!”
 
   He ran over to her and scooped her up in his hands. His first instinct was to kiss her, but he shied away from it as he pulled her in close to his face and experienced the size differential between them.
 
   “You’re welcome,” said Dani. She leaned her face in and kissed him on the nose.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 19
 
    
 
   Felix carefully set Dani back down on the rocky ground, allowing her to walk around on her own and examine the area. Even small as she was, he could tell from her body language and demeanor that something was clearly wrong.
 
   “What is it?” asked Felix. Dani looked up at him, shaking her head slowly from side to side.
 
   “My mom,” she said, her voice faint and emotional. “She didn’t send us here to find a magic stone. There’s no magic here, Felix.”
 
   “But, the volcano, and the plants,” he said. “Dani, even I can tell that there is more to this place than what meets the eye.”
 
   “Nothing we can use,” said Dani. “Nothing that’s going to help me.”
 
   “That… doesn’t make sense,” said Felix.
 
   “It does, if you think about it.” Dani folded her arms. “She wanted to get us to safety, and give herself a chance to take on Jesamar, one on one.”
 
   “But Jesamar came after us,” said Felix.
 
   “Exactly,” whispered Dani. “We have to get back to the tower. It… might already be too late.”
 
   Felix saw Dani turn her face away from him and felt her vulnerability. He wasted no time, immediately packing their stuff away and pulling his winter clothing back on. He returned to where she was and scooped her up in his hands.
 
   “Ready?” he asked. Dani nodded and took a deep breath.
 
   “I saw an easier way for us to head down around the back, opposite the way we came up,” said Dani. “It probably won’t be quite as harrowing.”
 
   “Nice,” he said. “Come on, let’s move.”
 
   Compared to the trip up, heading down the back of the mountain was practically a walk in the park. The warmth of the volcano faded as the two of them descended down a rocky, gradual path, and soon enough, Dani was back in his jacket and Felix was fighting to keep his teeth from chattering.
 
   It took them a couple of hours of hard hiking to reach the bottom, and they didn’t encounter any hazards nearly as dangerous as the ice cliffs had been. Felix felt a little irritated that they hadn’t taken the time to circle around to begin with, but their circumstances had been different on the way up.
 
   The sun was high on the horizon, and he set out at a breakneck pace. The original plan had called for him to take a day for the return to North Spire, but Felix was fairly confident that he could do it in the time they had left before nightfall, especially with Dani urging him on.
 
   Snowflakes fell lightly, giving the afternoon a serene quality. The tower came into view on the horizon with light left to spare, and the sight of it spurred Felix on to walk even faster. As they drew in on the last mile or two, Dani gave his neck a flick from her position on his shoulder.
 
   “Felix!” she said. “Something’s coming!”
 
   She swung her arm out into Felix’s field of view, pointing at a large wolf running across the snow in the distance, headed toward them. Felix nodded and turned to face it, still not allowing himself to relax completely.
 
   The wolf burst into a glow of white light as it closed the last few feet, and Gwen stood in the place of it, her winter jacket’s hood pulled up over her head and pulled tight enough to expose only her pretty face and blue eyes. She folded her arms and frowned at Felix.
 
   “Are you willing to hear me out yet?” she asked, without preamble.
 
   Felix hesitated, and then shook his head.
 
   “Look, Gwen, I’m sorry, but I’m in the middle of something right now,” he said. “If you’re just here to ask me to join up with you again, then-“
 
   “You don’t understand!” said Gwen. “They’ll be here in a couple of hours, by morning for sure.”
 
   Felix frowned, admitting internally that no, he clearly didn’t understand.
 
   “Who?” he asked. “Gwen, just explain it to me.”
 
   “The Gathering,” said Gwen. She paused to look over her shoulder. Another wolf stood behind her, almost hidden by the falling snow. It was probably Nalya, or possibly one of the twins.
 
   “We don’t have time for this,” said Dani, in an urgent voice. “Felix, my mom needs us.”
 
   Felix nodded and turned to continue on to the tower. Gwen moved to intercept him, holding both of her hands up in a passive gesture.
 
   “Please!” she said. “Felix, you don’t know what you’re doing!”
 
   “I’m helping my friends, Gwen,” said Felix. “And that’s exactly what I need to be doing right now.”
 
   He brushed his shoulder into hers as he passed by, and Gwen made an irritated noise. Felix half expected her to grab his hand, or even attack him, but she made no move to, and when he finally looked back, she and the other wolf were heading back in the direction of their den.
 
   Felix practically sprinted the last few hundred feet to the door of the tower. The sun was on its way down over the horizon, but the entrance inside was still unlocked. As soon as he was in the lobby, he unzipped his jacket and let out a sigh of relief. His body was far more exhausted than he’d realized, the weight of the pack having sapped his energy away during the trip.
 
   “Let’s go, let’s go!” said Dani.
 
   “Easy,” he replied. “You’re not the one carrying everything.”
 
   He mumbled hellos to the townspeople he passed by and headed straight up to Stella’s apartment. Dani jumped down to the ground before he’d gotten the door all the way open, rushing into the apartment and calling for her mother.
 
   “Mom?” Dani looked from left to right, making a beeline for Stella’s room. “Mom?”
 
   Felix followed behind her, which took deliberate restraint on his part. Stella was in her room, on her bed, wearing her underwear and tied down to the bed frame at her hands and legs. She slowly began to stir as Dani climbed onto the bed next to her and shook her with tiny hands.
 
   “…Dani?” whispered Stella. She blinked several times, looked at Felix, and frowned.
 
   “It’s over, mom,” said Dani. “Jesamar followed us, and we fought her, and… and…”
 
   “I’m sorry,” whispered Stella. She closed her eyes, apparently exhausted from her ordeal.
 
   Felix went to work untying the ropes while Dani sat next to her mom’s head, gently stroking her face. He did a quick check to make sure she didn’t have any visible injuries, and then tucked her under the sheets, feeling slightly numb from the experience.
 
   “She’ll be okay,” he said, to Dani. “I think she just needs to get some rest.”
 
   “I’ll stay with her,” said Dani. She looked exhausted in her own right, and the dress she had on was ruined by the heat of the volcano. Felix wanted to tell her to get some rest, too, but stopped short of it when he saw the concern in her eyes as she watched Stella resting.
 
   Felix headed out into the living room, feeling tired, and frustrated by the events of the past few days. He’d failed to find anything to help Dani in the end, and put Stella at risk in the search. And now he was back in the tower with nothing to show for it.
 
   When he woke up, the light of early morning was leaking in through the windows. Felix let out a yawn and leaned up on the couch to find Dani sleeping on one of his legs. She hopped to her feet, startled and groggy.
 
   “Sorry,” said Felix. “I didn’t realize that you were there.”
 
   “I was in my mom’s room for a while,” said Dani. “She must have used up almost all of her magic. Nothing else would put her out like that.”
 
   Felix frowned.
 
   “But she will be okay, though?” he asked. Dani nodded slowly, a far off look in her eye.
 
   “She will be,” she said. “In time.”
 
   Felix watched her for a couple more seconds, feeling the vulnerability in her expression.
 
   “We’ll find a way to get you back to normal, Dani,” said Felix. “Once your mom is back to strength, I doubt it will take very long.”
 
   Dani smiled at him, but she closed her eyes and sank her head forward slightly at the same time.
 
   “I know,” she said. “Of course… of course we will.”
 
   There was an edge to her voice that cut deep into Felix’s chest and made him ache for her. She’d lost who she was, and was living in a new world, nearly powerless against it. And yet still, she kept going, kept strong.
 
   Dani turned to look away from Felix did something weird. The living room’s window looked out over the horizon to the east, and Dani was staring at something in the distance.
 
   “Do you… do you see that?” she whispered, pointing with a tiny hand.
 
   Felix stood up and walked over to the window slowly, squinting into the distance. It was hard to make out against the white of the snow, but he could see movement. A lot of movement.
 
   A massive pack of at least a thousand wolves was waiting in the distance, no more than a mile or two from the tower. Gwen’s words suddenly returned to the forefront of his mind.
 
   They were waiting for him.
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FREE EXCERPT FROM FORBIDDEN MAGIC
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The bus lurched over a large pothole as it took the last turn into the station. Victor jerked out of sleep, kicking the seat in front of him as his body snapped into wakefulness. The man sitting next to him gave him an odd look, but Victor’s eyes didn’t waver from the scene outside his window.
 
   Undercliff City. It’s been so long, I barely even remember it.
 
   It was a particularly dark night, with enough cloud cover to block out the nearly full moon. In downtown Undercliff, amidst the corridor of skyscrapers, bars, and clubs, the city always felt alive. The bus was dropping Victor off on the outskirts, near the eponymous cliffs, where most of the houses and buildings were either condemned or well on their way.
 
   Victor ran a hand through his dark, curly hair as the station came into view. He was tall and lanky, to the extent that the bus’s undersized seat was a bit uncomfortable for his legs. A sharp chin and dark eyes made his features look brooding and a bit mysterious, or at least, he liked to think.
 
   The bus doors opened with a vacuum sealed whoosh. Victor's fellow passengers began standing up and politely queuing for their turn to get off. Most of them were shabby, people that looked like they were coming home, rather than just visiting.
 
   Am I just visiting? I don’t have a home anymore.
 
   He stood up when it was his turn to join the line running down the aisle and felt a hot flash hit him like a stiff slap in the face. Victor coughed into the crook of his arm and managed a few unsteady steps forward as his stomach twisted, and cold sweat pooled on his forehead.
 
   It was why he was there, and what it all came back to. Victor was sick in a way that no doctor could help with, in a way that no nineteen-year-old should be dealing with on their own. The one person who held the clue to his treatment lived here, in Undercliff City, the diamond that never fully escaped the rough.
 
   “You okay, kid?”
 
   The bus stop was a small roundabout with a single building in the center and a large parking lot next to it. Victor was leaning up against the rectangular sign that detailed all of the connecting routes. A man smoking a cigarette stood next to him.
 
   “…Fine,” he murmured. “Never been better.”
 
   The man laughed. Victor’s skin felt hot, as though all of the tiny hairs had burned to the root.
 
   Do I look as bad as I feel?
 
   The man standing next to him pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and offered one. Victor accepted it, puffing it to life on the man’s lighter. He hated the taste of nicotine and smoking in general, but his nerves were desperate for a distraction. After a few long drags, he felt himself relax a little.
 
   “You’re not from around town, are you?” asked the man.
 
   Victor shook his head.
 
   “So why’d you come here?” The man coughed and tapped his cigarette, knocking a bit of ash from the tip. “Undercliff City sucks.”
 
   “Bird watching,” said Victor. “Figure I’d see if I could spot myself a blue tailed bobby.”
 
   The man broke out into raspy chuckles. Victor thanked him for the cigarette and watched as he wandered off into the dark, dreary parking lot.
 
   Why did I come here?
 
   He reached down to his tan messenger bag, the only physical baggage he’d brought with him. Technically, it was his father’s, though the distinction didn’t matter much to him anymore.
 
   He unzipped the front pocket and fumbled through it with one hand until his fingers closed on paper. It was a picture, a picture of a woman. And she was the real reason why he’d come to Undercliff City.
 
   Lucy Wilson. Dad’s old assistant.
 
   The picture was old, from the early days of digital cameras, and printed on plain white paper. The woman in it was young, maybe four or five years older than Victor was now. She was also strikingly attractive, with dark blonde hair, crystalline blue eyes, and a body that looked like it belonged on a pinup model.
 
   Towering over her at the side was Victor’s father, John. He had one arm around the petite woman’s shoulders and was almost smiling. Victor had rarely seen his father smile in all the time that he’d known him, and it seemed fitting.
 
   Thunder rumbled in the distance. Tendrils of fog swept through the bus station from the southern cliffs, and rain began to fall in slowly accelerating droplets. Victor scowled and leaned over to put the photo away. 
 
   A few raindrops managed to beat him to the punch, scoring wet strikes on the picture that marred the low-quality ink. Victor gritted his teeth together and slid it into his pocket. The effect of the nicotine was wearing off, and he could feel another heat flash coming on, brewing in the tips of his fingers and toes.
 
   He started walking. The last time he’d been in Undercliff City, he’d been nine years old. None of it looked familiar, and even if it had, he had no idea where to start looking.
 
   Victor shifted his bag on his shoulder and turned so that he was heading toward the skyscrapers in the distance, into the heart of the city. A homeless woman sat half on the sidewalk and half in an alleyway and jingled a cup as he walked by.
 
   “Please,” she said in a wispy voice. “I’m sleeping out here.”
 
   Victor stopped, pulled a few quarters that he hadn’t ended up needing for bus fare out of his pocket, and dropped them into her cup. He turned to continue and heard the woman speak again, louder this time.
 
   “It’s red. Burning red.”
 
   A flash of red flickered across Victor’s vision, accompanied by a sharp stab of searing pain in his temples. He looked back at the woman.
 
   “What did you say?”
 
   “You haven’t realized yet, have you?” The woman broke out into cackles as the rain intensified, splashing water into her change cup. “You’ll have to choose, you know. You could be a hero, or you could be a villain. But you must hurry. It will kill you if you don’t.”
 
   There was something about her words that made a shiver run down Victor’s spine. She sounded coherently crazy, the type of madness that was unsettling to parse out as a bystander.
 
   I’m just paranoid. Mentally ill homeless women are a dime a dozen.
 
   Victor took a step back from her and started making his way back toward the city center. Another burst of fire shot through his stomach, and he almost doubled over in shock.
 
   “Hurry! Please hurry!” The woman’s shouts were lost to the rain as Victor forced himself forward. There was no turning back.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   The rain didn’t let up, and neither did Victor’s pain. Every step forward was a struggle against his sensitive nerves. He felt his body more intimately than he ever had before, and every ounce of that awareness screamed with the gentle caress of fire pokers and cattle prods.
 
   This is too much.
 
   Victor remembered an article he’d read about people with chronic pain and the struggle that it turned every day into for them. It made him feel anxiety on top of the fire, to the point of rattling each of the already aching breaths he took.
 
   He slowed to a stop as he neared the edge of the city’s center. There was a tavern on the corner of the block with a sign out front that read “Sammy’s Place.” Victor stumbled as much as walked down the stairs and inside, his legs carrying him with wobbly steps as though he’d already had too much to drink.
 
   Victor was tall, and looked a good bit older than most men his age. A few dim lights lit the tavern, and it was still early enough in the night that there weren’t too many patrons milling about. A pool table took up space in the back, and a single flat screen hung from the wall behind the bar.
 
   He collapsed down into one of the stools. The bartender was a stoic looking woman with short cut dark brown hair and a bored expression on her face. She lifted her head slightly in acknowledgment of him but said nothing.
 
   “I’ll have a beer,” Victor muttered. The bartender moved to grab it for him without asking for ID, thankfully. Victor busied himself by pulling out the photo and taking another look at it. Long lines of smudging from the rain ran vertically across the woman’s face, making it nearly impossible to make out her features.
 
   Maybe if I just keep drinking, the pain will go away, and I won’t need to find her.
 
   He grimaced to himself as the bartender slid a beer in front of him. Victor took a small sip of it and noticed that a woman was watching him to his right, a few bar stools down.
 
   “I think this fella is going to need more than one, Sammy,” she said. The bartender responded with a monosyllabic grunt and returned to polishing a glass from the counter behind her.
 
   The woman slipped off her bar stool and moved to the one next to Victor. She stared at him intently for a second. Victor tried to stay focused on the beer, and the picture, and anything but his pain.
 
   “Is that your girlfriend?” asked the woman. Victor blinked, keeping his attention focused on the bar.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Oh, sorry. Ex-girlfriend?”
 
   Victor finally looked over at her, trying to keep his eyes from narrowing into a glare. She wore a striped sleeveless top and a short black skirt, and she wore the outfit well.
 
   “She’s actually the woman I’ve been sent back in time to protect,” he said. “Have you seen her around? The fate of the world depends on it.”
 
   The sarcasm in his voice came off a bit flatter than he’d intended. The woman rolled her eyes and let out an annoyed sigh. Victor was about to push the line a bit further when something strange happened.
 
   He caught the woman’s eye for a second and saw red. He wasn’t angry, and he wasn’t frustrated, but he saw the actual color red, shading his vision and everything else he could see like a photo filter. And even more strangely, his pain vanished, as though transfigured into something else in an instant.
 
   A sharp noise buzzed in his ears as his vision returned to normal. The woman was still staring at him, her mouth hanging open in surprise, along with a hint of something new in her eyes.
 
   Why is she looking at me like that?
 
   The woman slipped forward, letting one of her legs slide in between Victor’s thighs. She pushed in closer, close enough for Victor to be acutely aware of her breasts and cleavage, and then pushed her lips against his.
 
   Holy shit.
 
   The kiss was hungry and primal. Victor felt her sliding her tongue into his mouth and moving her lips eagerly. She put her hands around him and arched her back slightly, opening her legs and trying to get even more contact going between the two of them. It felt good, and with the pain absent, it was an almost celebratory moment for Victor.
 
   “What the fuck?”
 
   Victor pulled back as he heard an angry voice shouting over the soft ambient noise of the TV and tavern talk. A tall, muscular, and very angry looking man was heading his way, shifting his gaze back and forth between Victor and the woman, who was still holding his hand.
 
   “Uh…” Victor tried not to smile as he looked up at the man. “Any chance that this is just your sister, or cousin, maybe?”
 
   “That’s my fucking girlfriend that you’re kissing, punk.”
 
   Fuuuuuuuuuuck.
 
   Victor stuffed the photo back into his pocket and slowly stood up from the stool, holding both hands up and open in a harmless gesture.
 
   “Take it outside.” The bartender, Sammy, spoke for the first time. “Not in my bar.”
 
   “I’m comfortable inside, though,” said Victor. “Really. I, uh, was just getting settled.”
 
   The man snarled and grabbed Victor by the shirt. Victor shot a sidelong glance at the bartender, who shook her head and smiled faintly.
 
   “Sorry kid,” she said. “You’re lucky I even let you have a drink.”
 
   Victor stood to his feet, and the man immediately started pushing him backward. He carried his bag with him and hurried up the stairs in a futile attempt to get far enough down the street to avoid getting his ass kicked.
 
   He didn’t move quickly enough. The man grabbed his shoulder and spun him around.
 
   “Hold on, let’s-“
 
   A fist collided with Victor’s jaw and exploded stars into his field of view. The force of the blow knocked him back, and his arms flailed uselessly in an attempt to break his fall as he dropped to the ground.
 
   “You’re lucky I don’t go to the police on your pervert ass.”
 
   “Hey man, she kissed me.” Victor spoke into the concrete for the first few words, sputtering to spit blood and dirt out of his mouth. 
 
   That’s right. She kissed me. How the hell did that happen?
 
   “Bullshit!” The man pulled back his leg. 
 
   This time, Victor saw the blow coming. He moved his hands to block his face as his attacker’s foot flew toward his head. Another painful hot flash passed over him, and his vision became tinted red, just as it had before.
 
   The kick slammed through Victor’s hands and landed a glancing blow on his forehead. Victor let out a pained gasp and then almost did a double take as he refocused his eyes.
 
   The man’s pant leg was on fire, and so was Victor’s hand. He pushed it down against the ground and saw, rather than felt, the flames extinguish. The man was staring at him, and after a moment, he followed Victor’s gaze down to his leg.
 
   “What the fuck?” 
 
   The man jumped backward, patting at the flames and howling. Victor blinked and took a closer look at his palm.
 
   I’m not burned. But my hand… It was definitely just on fire.
 
   A woman screamed from a few hundred feet down the street. The flames were spreading up the man’s leg, despite his best efforts to extinguish them. Victor hesitated for only a second before jumping up and lending his aid.
 
   “What did you do to me?” The man took a step back from him as he approached, and then immediately dropped to the ground and began rolling from side to side.
 
   “Nothing,” said Victor. “I mean, I don’t think.”
 
   “Someone call 911!” The woman screamed from down the street. The man had managed to get the flames out and was still inching backward from Victor.
 
   “You fucking psycho!”
 
   “Hey, hey, let’s not jump to conclusions.” Victor held up his hands. “See, I’m just as harmless as I look. I swear."
 
   He tried to take another step forward toward the man and got the same reaction.
 
   “He tried to kill me! He tried to light me on fire!”
 
   Victor cringed as a small crowd of tavern patrons and pedestrians began to coalesce around them. A cop car, lights flashing and siren on, pulled up to the scene. Victor sighed and held his hands up.
 
   What the hell just happened?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say or do can and will be used against you in the court of law.”
 
   Victor stared at the shiny hood of the police car as the cuffs went on. He blinked, and tried to focus on what was happening.
 
   “I thought that was just something out of the movies,” he said, still dumbfounded. “I didn’t realize you said that in real life.”
 
   The police officer, a short woman, was actually somewhat attractive. She was on the plumper side of voluptuous, and had listened to Victor and the other man’s stories before coming to a decision on what to do.
 
   I told her the truth. I don’t know what the hell happened.
 
   Unfortunately, she was now searching Victor for weapons with rough, unforgiving movements. A couple of people were still watching, including the supposed victim.
 
   “He tried to kill me, and before that, he was sexually harassing my girlfriend!”
 
   “That’s… well, it’s an exaggeration, at the least,” replied Victor.
 
   “Where is it?” asked the female officer. “This would go a lot easier if you just cooperated.”
 
   “Where is what?”
 
   She pulled on his cuffs so that Victor was fully upright and then turned him around to face her.
 
   “The lighter.” She locked eyes with him, and Victor tried to take the situation as seriously as everyone else was. “None of the witnesses saw you drop anything, or try to ditch it.”
 
   Victor started to answer when a blindingly hot headache exploded into his temples. He gritted his teeth and cursed in pain.
 
   “We can do this the easy way, or the hard way,” said the cop. Victor chuckled through his pain and forced out a response.
 
   “Okay, now that’s definitely something you ganked from a movie.”
 
   The cop looked as though she was about to hit him. Victor regretted his words for only the briefest of instants before red light filled his vision again, and the heat moved out of him.
 
   The same ringing filled his ears, as though he’d been standing next a powerful speaker crackling with feedback. The cop’s expression looked totally different, and yet still focused on him. She was blushing slightly and waved a dismissive hand at the people watching.
 
   “Nothing to see here, folks. Head on back to whatever you were doing. I’m taking this one down to the station.”
 
   She led Victor into the back of the squad car, the lighter apparently forgotten, and closed him in. With a strange urgency, she took her place behind the wheel, started the car up, and began driving down the street.
 
   “Uh…” Victor felt a strange tension in the car and spoke mainly just to break through it. “What exactly am I being charged with?”
 
   “Oh, you don’t have to worry about that,” said the officer. Her voice had a suspicious, flirtatious tone to it.
 
   The cop pulled the car down a one-way street, and then into an alleyway. Victor raised an eyebrow as she killed the engine and the lights and then climbed out. He watched as she walked around to the other back seat door, opened it, and then climbed inside.
 
   “You’re an interesting fellow,” said the officer. “Clearly, you’re guilty, but it seems a shame that we can’t find some way to work all of this out.”
 
   Victor stared at the woman blankly.
 
   I’m reading this situation wrong. I have to be.
 
   Victor still saw a red glow in his peripheral vision. He opened his mouth to speak, and it spread to the rest of his field of view, flashing as though he’d just put on a pair of colored lens glasses.
 
   The female police officer inhaled sharply and then licked her lips.
 
   “You’ve been bad tonight,” she said, her voice soft and filled with lust. “I think you need to be punished.”
 
   She leaned into him, letting her lips rub across Victor’s cheek. An electric thrill of excitement ran through his body, along with the growing suspicion that he was in a dream.
 
   “I don’t even know your name,” he said.
 
   “You can call me Officer Matthews.” The woman ran a hand over his crotch. Victor was instantly hard.
 
   “Okay, uh, Officer Matthews. I think we might be moving a little fast.”
 
   Victor didn’t exactly have sexual experience in spades. His escapades stretched a single summer of romance he’d had with Ella, the girl next door. Even just thinking about how it had ended brought back painful memories and emotions.
 
   His vision flashed brighter red, and the cop let out a sharp gasp, as though Victor had just turned on a vibrator inside of her. She pressed herself against him, rubbing his hardness slowly as she pulled open the buttons of her uniform.
 
   “Stop resisting,” she whispered.
 
   I don’t think it’s supposed to sound like that when a cop say those words.
 
   Victor opened his mouth to object one final time when Officer Matthews managed to pull her breasts free from the confines of her shirt. She was wearing a sports bra that looked fit for an Olympic athlete, but discarded it almost immediately, letting two large, shapely breasts fall into view. Despite himself, Victor began to stare.
 
   “Do you like what you see?” Officer Mathew cupped one arm under her bosom, framing them as though posing for an erotic picture.
 
   Victor nodded slowly, feeling his cock staging a coup.
 
   It’s not really like I can stop her anyway. I’m handcuffed. Better to have fun now and sort it all out later.
 
   “Can you uncuff me so that we can do this properly?” he asked.
 
   Officer Matthews laughed and pushed her breasts in his face.
 
   “Oh, now you know I can’t do that.” Her perfume smelled rugged, with a hint of cinnamon mixed in.
 
   She let her hands run down Victor’s chest and stomach, pausing for a second before unbuttoning and unzipping his jeans. Victor’s cock strained against his boxers, and she pulled those down, too. His cock was painfully hard. Officer Matthews looked at him with playful seduction in her eyes as she wrapped a firm hand around it.
 
   “Oh.” Victor felt a smile creeping onto his face. “That feels nice.”
 
   For a moment, he became paranoid that someone might walk down the alleyway and peer into the car through one of the windows.
 
   She’s a cop, and we’re in her squad car. I think that gives us impunity.
 
   “Mmmm,” moaned Officer Matthews. “You’ve been a bad, bad boy.”
 
   She stroked Victor off slowly, kneading his stiff cock with her soft fingers. Victor felt more aroused than he ever remembered being, to the point where it was impossible to think about anything other than cumming. His issues and his pain were forgotten, outside of the issue of his erection, and the pain of its hardness.
 
   “Oh yeah,” he whispered.
 
   Officer Matthews ran a hand across her hair, still pulled back into a ponytail, and then leaned forward. She paused to flash him a temptress’s smile before pressing her soft, luscious lips against the head of his cock and giving it a kiss.
 
   “Oh wow!” Victor’s hips bucked up of their own accord, pushing the tip of his erection into the warm, wet confines of her mouth. Officer Matthews pushed him back into a flattened sitting position and shot him an authoritative look.
 
   “Easy there. Don’t forget who is in control, here.”
 
   Victor opened his mouth to respond and saw his vision flash red. Officer Matthews responded as though she was an actor who’d just received encouragement from her director. She dropped her lips down onto Victor’s cock and began sucking him off with gentle intensity and focus.
 
   Victor shook his head slowly, unable to think straight through the pleasure, but at the same time sure that he needed to try.
 
   I’m doing something to her, without meaning to. The pain, the hot flashes, they fade out whenever I see red.
 
   He felt Officer Matthews swirling her tongue against the bottom side of his hard, sensitive shaft and let out a moan. She pulled her mouth off his cock, making a small popping noise as her lips broke the seal, and then began pleasuring it with long, sensual licks, from the base to the tip.
 
   “Mmmmm.” She paused for a second and smiled at him before pulling her breasts into position on either side of Victor’s erection.
 
   They were big, soft, and gratuitously satisfying. Victor felt a different kind of pleasure wave through his cock as Officer Matthews squeezed and stroked him off with her cleavage. She brought her lips down so that she was suckling on the head of it and began to bounce against him, her boobs pleasuring him and offering visual eye candy at the same time.
 
   “Whoa…” Victor shook his head. It was too much. “Hold on, I’m about to-“
 
   Three things happened at once. Officer Matthews sucked hard and gave the tip of his cock a soft lick. Somebody knocked on the car’s backseat window, from outside. And Victor lost control.
 
   The door pulled open as he began to cum. Officer Matthews turned her head to look at the interruption, and Victor’s hot, sticky load blasted against her cheeks and chest. Semen spurted onto her lips, dribbled down her chin, and defiled her breasts. More of it splashed out than Victor had ever been able to produce before, double or triple as much, at least, but his attention was elsewhere.
 
   “Get out of the car.” A new voice, female, even toned, and professional, spilled into the car. Victor could only see the silhouette of the woman in the darkness of the alleyway. He looked from her to Officer Matthews.
 
   “What?” She shook her head. “This man is under arrest!”
 
   “I’ll take it from here,” said the woman. “You should go home, take a shower, and forget about this.”
 
   Officer Matthews scrambled to wipe herself clean and cover her breasts. Victor inched his way out of the car and then waited as a familiar looking woman reached inside and took the keys to his handcuffs from the cop.
 
   Wait a second. It’s her.
 
   Lucy Wilson, his father’s former assistant and the woman in the photo, turned to face him with a smile on her face.
 
   “Looks like I arrived just in time.”
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