
Karasi worked hard at understanding how conjuring an elemental worked exactly. The last several hours, she paid close attention to the minor details. Imagine a name, imagine a form, imagine a power. Devise the creature into what one imagine it to be. Draw from the element most aligned with the creature being devised. Once that was ready, she had worked on the ritual circle. 


As it was, ritual magic was a lot easier than a real-time or battle casting. Rituals were also the first step in learning how to cast the magic at all. So Karasi had started with this lesson. Greater summoners would simply pull these creatures out in a matter of seconds. For now, it was chalk, candles, runes, and chants. 


The runes were correct, incantation pronunciation was proper, and her foot work was correct. Once more, she went over it all, just to make sure. Piece by piece, everything was checked. Double circle with a seven point star; a candle at every point on said start. Ohh! She quickly fixed a rune between the two circles.


“There,” she said to no one in particular.


The spell practice chamber was empty, no one really used the old ones much anymore. It was a pretty large space with sturdy magic resistant stone walls and flooring. A safe hung by the door was filled with common materials used for most spells. A small box was on the ground next to the safe, a place for the student’s materials. At least, the ones they don’t want to end up getting singed. Otherwise, the room was quite stark. Fixed wall sconces with glowing metal rods for lighting. There were no tiles on the floor either, it was completely smooth. Cracks in tiling could cause issues with the rituals performed here. 


“Alright, let’s do this again,” Karasi said to herself. 


She held her wings open and started the chant. This was the easy part of the ritual, as it didn’t have to be modified for a bat. Each step had a different wing position that had to be, ‘big’. Almost like she was using semaphore. One dance step after another at each candle with a small, specific, flourish in between. On the final step, she faced the center of the summoning circle and closed her wings around herself. 


When her claw hit the ground, a glowing figure appeared. Slowly, it pulled and contorted into an opalescent serpent form. Covered in white, pastel pink and green glowy-flames, this figure was quite elegant. The serpent must have been six feet and some change tall! Twice that again in body coiled on the ground. Its torso was humanoid, typical of naga, with two strong looking arms. A python-like face turned to look at Karasi with a knowing expression.


“It worked! I made a life serpent!” she said to herself.


These were a wizard’s best friend! Karasi walked thoughtfully around the snake to take in the details of her work. It was such a big creature, much bigger than she had imagined. Well, it was exactly what she had imagined, technically, but the scale had been unknown to her. A magic bow was one of the weapons she had imagined it would have. On top of this, it had some pretty expected abilities. A healing cascade being one of them, should she ever get into trouble.


Her train of thought was cut off when it coiled up around her. This was such a sudden action, a soft squeak came from her. Its large tongue flicked along her face, neck, and shoulders. This was now snakes smelled, it was harmless! She had to tell herself.


“Uhh?” she asked it. Karasi remembered all the details she head read. ‘They serve the summoner’s greatest present need. With that in mind, controlling one’s body and mind during the summoning process is paramount!’ the book had stated. Such warnings seemed so silly a few moments ago.


He pushed a large penis out of his slit. Like any naga, it was just below his, ‘torso’ where most would sate his ‘waist’ was. The dick was vaguely human shaped, with some hook-like things around the crown of the glans. Small visible keratinous ends gleamed in the pale light the glowing metal rods offered. The base of it started just above where Karasi’s crotch was, and the tip was just about at her collar bone. Much like the rest of him, it was glowing white and of pastel colors. A brightly glowing blue fluid beaded up at the tip of it.


It was about time for her to admit she was distracted with some horny thoughts. Those quiet thoughts that were more like background noise. Passing fancies and perhaps curiosity about how such things felt. Apparently, those kinds of thoughts had counted as her present need when she created this creature. Her big ears turned up towards the serpent, and she gave him a pleading look. “Be gentle?” she asked.


The serpent gave her an unamused look and squished her a little tighter. Not enough to cause harm, but enough to make her feel weak and at his mercy. With some intricate motions, he moved about until his dick was lined up with her vulva. The tip pressed into her labia and he wigged a touch. It was her nectar he wanted to feel. The little hooks around his glans occasionally caught and tugged on her clitoris.


Karasi squeaked out once, only to have him grip her throat firmly. What a feeling this was! How could she not get extremely wet when she was being handled so firmly by this creature. When the grinding of the dick against her vulva got a bit more vigorous, the tugging stopped due to how much wetness she produced. Part of her was happy, the other part of her hated just how much she loved this predicament. Being restrained was also just amazingly hot. How did it know her better than she knew herself?!


He ran his dick through belly and chest fur. The penis was slick, and not just with her fluids. What made her curious was why it felt cool rather than warm. Maybe she could ask that lizard she met earlier to see his penis. Was it a reptile thing? Some other thoughts crept into her mind. Would she even be able to handle what was going to happen? Figurative alarm bells blared in her mind to remind her that she was a virgin. 


Most of her friends and others would have some romantic story. Perhaps a romantic dinner and sex on the beach. Or a silly story about doing it in a closet without anyone knowing. Herself? Nawh. She got fucked by her first summon. All because she couldn’t keep her mind out of the gutter or take her lesson book seriously.


The serpent adjusted again and lined himself up to go in. With firm, hard, and constant pressure, he pushed his dick into the tight, quivering, wet hole. “Master was in need. So Kaura will help. With such a tight hole! Mages must be getting smaller,” he said. His dick ended up about halfway inside her. Now that he knew the safe depth it could please master with, he applied staccato undulations. Each time he did so, a wet and messy noise filled the room.


“Master is needy,” he said with warm confidence.


The penetration had left Karasi smarting a lot. She had definitely felt something tear on entry, and now her anatomy classes had informed her his dick was pressed right into all sides of her pelvic outlet. Maybe that was exaggerated. It wasn’t possible to know. The position made it impossible to see what was going on. His grip on her throat relaxed enough for her to say, “M-master i-i-is shocked y-you c-can t-talk—” she felt a sudden soothing feeling and hot tingle in her nethers.


“Kaura can talk. Master has such talent… master also feels good to Kaura,” he said. The grasp he had on language wasn’t great, as he read minds rather than spoke.


The pleasure in her vagina was suddenly second to the glee of learning she had created and conjured an elemental of such elegance. Teeming with thought, her mind raced through future possibilities. Just how far she might go with so much talent in summoning?


Her eyes turned to him, and she weakly said, “Master wants more… choking,” in a soft squeak.


Kaura obliged and moved his large hands around her throat. With fingers long enough to meet at the back of her neck, he squeezed. Her health and vital condition was easy for him to read. Once he detected her air was cut, he stopped squeezing. This wasn’t very much pressure from his perspective. To her, he would feel immovable. Tiny muscle movements from his master were all that could be mustered. Kaura started to undulate a bit more firmly. Each pump, he felt himself getting closer. He loved how her walls gripped and pulled on his dick. Ever present to him was the feeling of her pulse. Right now it was racing and speeding up. A few more firm pumps, and he started to fill her up with his essence. Literally, in this case. Kaura’s form started to evaporate, though his ministrations didn’t stop.


Karasi twitched and squinted while she felt herself hit a peak of euphoric pleasure she had never realized was possible. Something thick, cool, and soothing sprayed up into her. Her vagina milked his dick greedily for more. She was just a bit too stretched to squirt or gush. Pressure built up in her vagina as a result as she struggled to get some breaths in. Suddenly she could breathe as the figure of Kaura fully evaporated, his penis, the last thing to vanish. As it did, a torrent of her own fluid gushed out, and a drop of a much more viscous liquid. It was glowing a dull blue.


She inspected the area while she got back to her wobbly legs. A small puddle of her blood and vaginal fluid was visible. Only the single drop of the glowing blue fluid. Reality started to settle in. The room itself was just as stark as it had been before she started the ritual. Study materials and her ritual circle was about. Cleaning was not a hard task so she did her best to get everything nice and shiny for the next person who might use this chamber. Her mind drifted and wondered how many young summoners lost their virginity in the way she just had. She fetched the mop and finalized her cleaning. Many thoughts about her own elementals and potential experiences of others filled her mind.


A little past nine, Karasi arrived back at her dorm. She used her foot to place her books and study material up on the desk. Her wing-thumbs were gripped onto a bar that had been installed on the ceiling. This kind of movement was quite natural for her at this point. What was bothering her was how much her roommate was watching her crotch.


“How did it go?” the voice that was deeper than one would expect said.


“The mission was a flying success! Not only did I summon an elemental. I summoned one with a unique identity,” she said. Pride radiated out of her, the earned kind.


Osmen, her roommate, was someone she had met during the orientation. He had been curious about what it was like to fly, so she was rather pleased to strike up a conversation. Lucking for her, he had been her assigned roommate. 


He was a jerboa, complete with extremely large ears and a long tail tufted tail. Blond fur adorned his small frame. Much of his four feet of height was in his long legs. Comfortable robes, that looked like they belonged in a desert kingdom, kept his frame modest. 


“Why do you smell like a healing potion?” Osmen asked.


“Well, I was g-- hey wait!” she let out.


Osmen got right up on her and ran his fingers up to her vulva. As graceful and delicate as he was, the motion was less intrusive than Karasi had expected. Glowing blue liquid ended up on his fingers. “Is this a power of yours? If so, I might have to get more to clear up my sore throat,” he said with a sarcastic tone.


Karasi realized she had spread her legs to give him more access. Her big eyes locked with his for a moment, and a blush formed on her face. “Erm… no. Not a power of mine. The elemental I summoned sprayed… well… oozed that up into me. We he— th—” she failed to form words and flopped back. There was a soothing feeling inside her vagina and on her vulva. It felt good, but in the more Platonic way.


Osman was working the fluid onto and into her lady bits. “That explains the swelling and bleeding. Seems like he ejaculated the fix for it too. So a personality? Isn’t that extremely advanced conjuration?” he asked. He had a lot of siblings older and younger. Many things people think he shouldn’t know how to do or have done at all, he had done. He also knew healing fluids don’t work without intent and application. So this healing goo had just been sitting in her like she was a potion vial. A mental note he made, was how stretchy and deep Karasi was. Probably a bat thing.


“That is making everything down there feel better,” she said and let her tongue loll out as she splayed out on her bed more. Large bat wings dominated the usable area on her bed as this happened. The fluid vanished as it was rubbed in. The fissures and swelling vanished as it did. “Well, as for the advanced nature of the summon. I just followed the book. I’ll need to learn how to do the non-ritual version. Perhaps tomorrow aft-- hey! You don’t have to stop!” she said. Wetness and tingles had started to return!


Once her vagina had looked better, he stopped. “Nawh! I’m not really in the mood. Unlike you, I had a class today. We spent an hour practicing wall climbing. I’m very tuckered out. How about tomorrow morning? I’ll see if I can make you squeak in glee?”


“Deal! I want to explore sexual pleasure more. Text books really don’t convey the euphoria all that well,” she said. Before he could get away, she grabbed him with her feet claws and yanked him up against her chest. Then she closed her wings around him tightly. “Welp! I guess you’re stuck with me. Don’t try to escape, either! Bats are the best huggers,” she teased. Goofily, she stuck her very long bat tongue out at him.


For a moment, Osmen panicked. More than he had expected to as well. Karasi wasn’t someone he had to be afraid of. She was just being a silly and kind bat. “Guess I’m caught! Thankfully I’m not a banana, or I’d be very concerned. Before we snuggle in bed, let me get out of these robes,” he said with a smile. Despite Karasi’s hug, he slipped away easily. Disrobing was a quick motion for him, as most of it was just hung on his shoulders. A blessed endowment for a small creature of his size made itself known. Two large orbs hung below a healthy sheath. A sudden feeling of bashfulness washed over Osmen. The situation had left him at full staff, and he didn’t really know why.


“Ohh wow, that’s big for a Rodisa. At least, I—” she was cut off.


“It is. This happens enough in public baths for me to know that. Let’s not dwell on that,” he said, almost as if he was ashamed of it.


Karasi yoinked him back against her and onto her chest. In a cloaking manner, she wrapped her wings back around him. “Bigger is better! At least it is for the snuggler. With such a small snuglee, I can be the best pillow ever!” she said.


Osmen’s embarrassment faded with just how casual Karasi was with things. Having a sky-puppy friend was definitely unique. Soft warm fur and steady breathing followed. It didn’t take long for this to lull Osmen to sleep.

*****


In the morning, Osmen got up early so he could get away from promises made. It wasn’t that he disliked Karasi. Actually, he wasn’t very sure what the turn-off was. Sometimes things just don’t click for him. Last night, he had been more concerned about, looking stupid? It wasn’t really clear to him. On top of that, he was about to actually look stupid with this attempt to get away from Karasi’s affection.


He hadn’t even moved yet, his head on her chest. Perhaps a test then? With great care, he slipped from her wings. Losing here would be if she woke up. Why? Because! That’s why! Once he was free, he looked back at her. Guilt washed over him to a level that was uncomfortable. It never felt good to break a promise to someone he liked. A quick I.O.U. was written with a page from a nearby notepad. The next step was to find a place to stick it. Where could he place it so that she’d be able to find it? Her struggling to get it off one of her back-side wing membranes was a comical, but cruel, thought. He considered all of his options and chose to stick it on the top of her right foot. What a heavy sleeper Karasi was. He’d have woken up a dozen times from all the motion and noise he had made. 


Outside, it was still dark. This was ideal for Osman as very few people would be up. Skulking about unnoticed and unseen was something he found a mixture of exhilarating and meditative. A good stealth run through the greater area he was in, was a great way to start the day! For most people it might be a good breakfast, or others a stretch. To him, it was better to get moving at his fullest to feel free. With a single strong jump with his jerboa legs, he got halfway up the dormitory’s first story. No thinking was required, his hands simply grabbed the gargoyle. After he pulled himself onto it, he repeated the step again. Each leap got him a better and better view of the campus. 


The roof was slanted to a ledge with evenly incremented parapets. This ledge looked like a white beam of light next to the deep red roof tiles. From here, most of the campus was in view. More importantly, all the high points he could jump to, were visible.


Cool morning air always felt refreshing to him. Osmen bounded across the dorm roof to feel the cool air rush around him. With full force, he brazenly jumped from the dormitory to the Hall of Arcane Studies. The roof of which was flat. There were plenty of small things to jump over or bank off, though. The rush he started to feel was intoxicating, quick movement and being able to stretch was his form of prayer. His ears twitched as he heard a lot of noise somewhere down below. In response, he got to the edge of the Hall of Arcane Studies and slid down the wall about as fast as he had climbed it.


“Woah! I didn’t know Rodisa could move like that. Really impressive,” a tall figure said.


Osmen froze in place. Being seen had made him, ‘lose,’ his little personal test. His eyes turned to look at the figure. He was a large basilisk with a griffon kitten? Strange.


“Hello, I wasn’t expecting anyone to be up,” he said to the basilisk.


“To see the sunrise is a virtue. Law here also needs to be trained and spend time with me. Forgive me, I am Glass-Edge. This is Law,” Glass-Edge said and gestured to his griffon.


“Glass-Edge. That’s an odd epithet for a lizard,” Osmen said.


Taken aback, Glass-Edge said, “It comes from my in-born power. Law, hold!”


The griffon kitten largely ignored Glass-Edge. He instead paced about and clawed into the grass. This was much like any aloof cat. He was ignoring Glass-Edge and Osman.


Suddenly, Glass-Edge formed a fanciful falchion. It looked as if it had been made of glass. The transparent blade was more like a distortion due to how clear it was. Around it was a small sense of magic that was impossible to ignore. He inexpertly swung it around, mostly to show off the odd whippy-sound it made when he swung it. The sound was unnatural, but not something one wouldn’t expect.


That was something new. Was this where mystical weapons came from? Osman loved magical artifacts as a topic; it was something he was extremely passionate about. “You are here to study swordsmanship then?” he asked. His big brown eyes were filled with interest in the magical blade.


“Indeed I am. It is one of the main courses I am interested in. My first class in it is this afternoon. Should I assume climbing about is an extracurricular activity?” Glass-Edge asked.


“Correct. I guess I’ll be seeing you in swordsmanship. If you’ll excuse me,” Osmen said and bounded off and away from the interaction. It was so hard to feel at home here. Even during a morning run someone had seen him. Perhaps he’d have a better time running through the nearby woods then. At least it would be quieter.

*****


Finora had gotten a lucky kick in on her attacker. She hadn’t even seen him, only felt him and what he had done. Strong legs helped her bound quickly through the undercroft. She moved with as much speed as her little jerboa body would allow her. The pain between her legs made this really hard. What had she done to warrant being assaulted and injured so badly?


All she had to do, right now, was get to the main floor of the Hall of Arcane Studies. The problem was, she was really deep into the labyrinth-like undercroft. Fear and panic made navigating much harder than it would be normal. Which way was the stairwell again? Soft claws clicked on stone tiles. Without her big ears, she would have missed it. Two quick turns and she ducked into a small alcove. Her heart raced at a million miles a minute; every bit of her self-control was required to hold back sobs.


“C’mere miss Finora. I only got to season you. We still have to enjoy the main course together,” the soft, almost playful, voice said.


Somehow he was finding his way closer to her. Soft claw-clicks got closer and louder with each passing second. Perhaps he was just around the corner, she didn’t quite know. Finora had to move, or she’d be caught. The thought of being caught was not a pleasant one. Considering what he had already done to her, it would be a slow and awful death. So she ran again.


“Hmmhmm the chase is the best part,” the voice said.


No response would help. If cries of pain and pleading earlier made him more excited. What would words do for her? She could get away though. That was the only option. Since he was on her tail, a plan was needed. A quick chant, and a couple of well practiced hand motions created a mana-weave. Shortly after, a mirror image of herself formed. It was a complete illusion. This meant it fooled sight, sound, scent, taste, and feel. Well, until interaction detail was too much for the concept of the spell to fail. It also required a mind weak enough to believe it. Hopefully that would put him off her trail for a bit. She bounded along the more obvious path, while the illusion took the more clever path. In reality, this was probably a fifty-fifty chance of working, but it was better than nothing.


Another turn and she recognized where she was. The claw noises behind her were gone, or a lot quieter. To the front of her was the stairs up. Salvation! Finora scrambled up the stairs with large leaps. Her anatomy made it easy to jump up entire flights of stairs. Once she got to the top, she rushed to the door to the lobby. Terror ran through her, it was locked. Frenzied, she looked around for another way out. The back door! She moved up to it and found it. Thank the gods it was unlocked! She stepped outside with vigor and haste. Her legs and body started to fatigue. Around the corner would be the history and language building. With care, she slowly walked in that direction. The relief of being out in the open at last felt like a huge weight had been lifted off her shoulders. Her attacker still a mystery in her mind. He had attacked her from behind, and she could only recall the pain of his, ‘playing.’ That was something she’d have to address later. 


A few more steps and suddenly her body went numb. It wasn’t like she could feel tingling or some vague sense of her body. Absolute everything was completely numb. She couldn’t even feel the weight of her body anymore. It was more like it simply wasn’t there. The ground rushed up to meet her while she fell forward. Her lungs wouldn’t work, but there was no pain, only panic while her body shut down. The world faded.


“Clever one, took me a bit to realize I was chasing a ghost!” the man said in a muffled voice. He let go of the back of her neck with his fangs. His prize laid before him now. A trickle of blood gleamed in the small amount of light that came from the distant arcane lighting. He licked it up with glee and his sharp teeth showed just before he partook in his meal. He’d have to save the skull, a prize for his first difficult hunt.
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