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“Lipsum Turo Vocunia!” I held my hands high and closed my eyes. Sinking into the sensation of my magic surging through my body, and pushing it out of my fingertips in icy cold streams. It was so much colder than when I’d first started this incantation three hours ago. My heart thumping a fast tempo against my ribs, exhaustion making my arms shake, and I clenched my hands into fists. Trying to fight off the waves of exhaustion that were trying to push down on my eyelids, the relentless reminder that I’d already failed to summon a goblin spirit twice now,  and this would be my last attempt unless I wanted to spend the time until the next full moon in a recovery coma. This time it had to work!

Slanting my eyes open, the circle of quartz stones I’d lined around the perimeter of my body glistened silver, reflecting the weak light from the mostly melted candle sitting in front of my crossed feet, and brightening the pool of molten wax into a living mirror. My image squinted back at me, dark rings beneath aquamarine eyes from staying up too late while reading my books, and straight blonde hair pinned up tight into a knot at the back of my head, a few of the black dyed tips poking out at odd angles. The solid part of the silky fabric of my black sundress pooled around my waist, but the sheer overlay still clung tight to the generous curves of my breasts. The last of my matching lipstick still darkened my lips, but some of it had faded, leaving a thin ring of pink on the inner corners, which made my normally pale, milky skin look even paler. Damn, I looked bad. Normally summoning a goblin wasn’t on my to-do list, I preferred maintenance spells for my house and health spells to keep my night blooming garden happy, but the five year evaluation of my skills was coming up in a week, and if I couldn’t manage this, then they’d kick me out of the local coven. Once this test was over, I was going to sleep for a week. 

Like my face, the candle wick could also use some extra care. Barely bigger than a speck of confetti, any sparks of a flame had withered and died long ago. Great. I slapped my palms against each other, knocking off a cloud of ash I didn’t know had gathered, and sighed. That was my last candle, and I’d have to go to the supply store for more. Which meant also facing its dragon shopkeeper and that smug grin of his. 

“So, you think that you can control a goblin.” He leaned against the scuffed top of his wooden counter, both brawny arms crossed over his chest, and pushing the full bulge of his thick pecs on display. The buttons near his neck strained to stay closed, and the rim of his sleeves screeched for mercy; the elastic stretched a toothpick thin across the boulders of muscle attached to his upper arms. His upper arms and chest were bigger than most pro wrestlers, but he was only a dragon shifter as far as I knew and didn’t have any other jobs. Although if rumors were to be believed, he worked on an oil derrick a long time ago.  I’d never figured out where he bought his clothes; it'd to be something custom, because no one could find a shirt so thin that it clung to his skin without exploding into scraps if he took too deep a breath. “You do know what the price of magic requires for something so... unpredictable.” He cocked his head to the side, a strand of slightly curly caramel gold hair falling over his eyes, and the sapphire color of his eyes darkened to a color closer to midnight.

“I’m fully aware and prepared to do whatever’s necessary myself.”  Tossing my head back and smiling wide, my attempt at giving an air of confidence I wasn’t feeling inside must have worked because he snorted, those flashing eyes honing in on my breasts before respectfully coming back to my face. Summoning a goblin wasn’t easy, the chaotic nature of their native energy was very draining, and it normally required at least two people to balance out the effects, or a blood sacrifice. But the most preferred method was sexual magic, harmless to both parties and fed the goblin its required amounts of energy. Since I was currently unattached, I had planned to use a little sexual magic on myself, and balance it out with my native magic. Yes, it would leave me weak once it was all over, but as long as I passed the test. That was all that mattered. But first I need this damn dragon to give me the items I need for the spell!

He chuckled, a deep sound that rumbled through his body and made the air shake, and the floor creaked as he shifted. Hugging his arms in close and deepening the defined line between his pecs, the little oval nametag with his name Emerson printed in neat block letters twitched with the rise and fall of his chest. “Interesting. I suppose you’ll want the usual? Eight chunks of six-sided crystal, three candles of moon-blessed wax, and an eagle feather?” Amusement laced each word like freshly spun icing, and a wicked smile spread across his full lips, the pointed tips of sharp canines peeking out from behind his upper lip and his tongue flicked out. The pink muscle was slightly longer than normal for human males, sliding along the lower edge of his lip like he was tasting it, and the desire to see exactly what he could do with that inside me squirmed in pure want.  “Or do you need something a little wetter to ease the process?”

I blinked, my jaw hanging open for a heartbeat before the feeling came back and I closed it with a sharp click. What the-? Relax, he was only flirting with me. The same thing he’d done a thousand times, and I shouldn’t let it get to me. Especially since he wasn’t interested in someone like me, he liked the pretty witches with their flashy spells, or that’s what hung around the shop most days. But the sticky warmth leaking into my underwear said exactly how much I was interested in him. I propped my hands on my hips, arching my shoulders and neck to give him the haughtiest glare I could summon. “Watch your tone! When I summon a goblin, it will be by MY power. No one else’s!” A thread of power flaked off from my control, sliding through the jars and canisters of his many shelves, and rattling them like bells. Impressive if I do say so myself.  

“Yes, ma’am.” He drawled, tipping one hand to his forehead as if he was tugging an invisible hat, and he slipped away behind the shelves with only a whisper of sound. It was strange to feel the air thicken as he walked away, as if he took my ability to breathe freely, and my eyes honed in on his shadow. Still tall and broad as it floated across glass vials of penny-sized, blue-capped mushrooms, the glass was stained a murky gray with age, until it looked like the mushrooms were wrapped in fog. No, it wasn’t age. I squinted, straining my eyes until they burned, and that’s when I noticed that the fogginess was on the outside of the jar, not the inside. Letting my eyes roam over to where he stood two shelves to the left, he tapped a finger against his chin in deep thought, those sparkling eyes hooded and dark with whatever thoughts were churning through his head. Thin wisps of smoke curled off his body like fog, highlighting the curves of muscle, and how his body tapered to a slenderer waist. He looked like he’d been carved from the statues of the old gods, a Viking or a Greek titan, and the hard skip thud of my heart against my ribs reminded me of how much I enjoyed the view when he wasn’t smirking at me. It wouldn’t take much to ask him out for a cup of coffee, or a muffin, or something. But no, he’d probably think I was stupid and laugh in my face. Besides, what did I have to offer him? Nothing. I didn’t even have my own cauldron. I mixed my spells in a cast iron pan. And dragons loved valuables, the rarer, the better. 

“Do you want beeswax or soy?” Huh? My head snapped up, pieces of my hair falling out of my hair clip and grazed my collar bone. Oh! The candles. I don't know. The soy would be cheaper, and it
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